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Chapter One

 


 The Guardians’ Trust, North Wales. March
13th,
2019

“It almost beggars belief
that this disease was only first reported in the UK in 2012. It
must have arrived much earlier because it was found at several
sites.”

“It’s a double whammy—the
fungus and the threat of these beetles,” Maddox agreed as he walked
through the woods beside Cat Williams, arboriculturist and
chartered forester—and the next Double.

“That’s right.” Cat’s
shrewd hazel gaze met Maddox’s. “If the beetle arrives on our
shores, we are really in trouble. As it is, ash dieback disease
can’t be stopped. The disease has been deadly in Europe, but it
will be far worse here.” She placed her hands on her jean-clad hips
as she tipped her head back to examine one of the mature trees
Maddox, head of the Guardians’ Trust, had asked her to
view.

“How so?” Maddox watched
Cat with interest. She seemed confident, purposeful, and
knowledgeable. She was also human, and while she believed she had
been hired to advise on forestry, in reality, it was because the
Other Realm’s Oracle had received a vision naming her as the next
to Exchange.

“The ash is one of the
UK’s most abundant tree species, secondary only to the oak. You’ve
heard of Dutch elm disease?”

“Yes, it hit hard wiping
out elm trees in the”—he paused as he cast his mind
back—“1970s?”

“That’s right.” Cat seemed
impressed. “The UK lost more than fifteen million elm
trees.”

“I remember.”

Cat looked at him oddly, and Maddox
realized his slip. He appeared to be in his late thirties but was
actually several centuries old. As such, she’d think it possible
he’d been born at the end of the 1970s but not that he’d remember
them.

The moment passed when she shook her
head, likely bemused. “Running a large privately owned forest, it
makes sense that you’ve read about the disease and about the care
and history of British forestry.”

Maddox didn’t comment. Instead, he
asked, “And this is going to be worse?”

Cat nodded. “Much. The worst-case
scenario is that we lose ninety-five percent of our ash trees.
Spores blow on the wind for more than ten miles and can survive on
the forest floor for four or five years. Have you checked the local
hedgerows lately for signs of the disease? Ash is the UK’s most
common hedgerow tree.”

“I’ll send some of my
team.”

Continuing on their way, they soon
came to the tree he’d mentioned in their phone call.

Circling the trunk, she examined it.
Three-quarters up, there were shriveled leaves at the tips of
branches, dying back to reveal the wood beneath like bare bones
extending from the tips of otherwise fleshed fingers.

“I’m sorry to tell you
this is ash dieback. This tree is fairly newly infected. The good
news is that it could take years for a mature tree like this to
succumb.” A smaller one close by seemed to catch her eye. Much
younger, it wasn’t in good shape. She led Maddox over to it. “I’m
afraid this one is mortally wounded. As it’s so young, I’d
recommend removing it to try to limit the spread.” She reached out
to stroke a withered leaf. “Poor baby.”

Maddox watched her with growing
interest. She spoke of the dying tree as few modern humans would.
Perhaps, like so many Doubles before her, she had sensed her
connection to Mother Nature on a subconscious level and it had
shaped her view of the natural world around her.

She noticed his assessing look and
folded her arms in what seemed to be a defensive gesture. “Sorry, I
know I get carried away, but it angers me that scientists and
politicians knew this disease was coming and they did nothing to
prepare for it. I know it isn’t a common view, but trees are just
as much alive as we are. All life shares this planet, and it’s our
duty to protect it.”

He smiled warmly. “I couldn’t agree
more.”

She visibly relaxed as he made it
clear he wasn’t judging her passion.

“So, what do we
do?”

Cat seemed to consider his question,
her fingers finding the end of her long, sandy-blonde ponytail to
toy with it. “The disease has a grip on this country, and it is the
world’s ash, not just the UK’s, that faces eradication. We can’t
prevent the disease, but we can hope to slow the spread of the
fungus. You need to manage your infected trees and protect
non-infected areas, but in the long run, the fungus will win.” She
pointed to the young diseased tree. “Remove young trees and replace
them with another species.”

“And in the long
term?”

“Ash has a wide genetic
diversity, and some are proving to be fungus resistant. We can hope
to restock our land in the future with dieback-resistant trees, but
it will require time and study to identify those
species.”

“One reason of many to
slow the spread.”

She nodded. “Over one thousand species
of animals, birds, and plants are dependent on the ash, and over
one hundred types of lichen, fungi, and insects could possibly
become extinct as a result of this disease.”

Maddox’s brows lifted in
shock.

Cat appeared to misinterpret his look.
“I know insects, fungi, and moss aren’t everyone’s cup of tea, but
they are important.” She gestured to the land around her. “Even if
you restock, though, it’s the emerald borer beetles that are
potentially deadlier.”

“More so than
dieback?”

“Unfortunately, yes. The
government has placed a ban on ash imports in the hope of
preventing the beetles’ arrival. Time will tell if this is
effective.”

“What can we
do?”

“Take the measures I
suggested to slow the spread of dieback. As for the beetles?” She
shrugged. “Pray they never get here.”

When she crouched beside the sick
sapling to better examine it, Maddox took a moment to consider his
next move. Now he’d met her, he needed to tell her about the
destiny she had been born for. Cat’s Double, Aled’s future wife,
was probably already beginning the journey through the jungle to
reach the gateway in the Other Realm. Cat seemed grounded and
practical. If he told her she was destined to cross to the Other
Realm—a realm at war—and marry her ordained mate, she would likely
think him mad and run for the hills. Without her consent, there
could be no Exchange.

Both Ana and Meri had only accepted
who and what they were at the gateway. The song of the stones was
compelling, and when they’d heard it, they’d felt the
truth.

It seemed wise to learn from their
experiences.

His decision made, Maddox checked his
watch. “Cat, I wonder if you’d be agreeable to looking at one more
area of our land before you go. It’s only a short drive, and it’s
on the way back to the hall.”

She had left her banged-up Citroën by
their garage as Maddox’s Jeep was far more suited to the rough
terrain of the Guardians’ Trust’s land.

Cat swiped dirt from her hands onto
her jeans and rose. “More infected trees? Sure.”

As they headed back to where they’d
left the Jeep, she checked her phone.

“Expecting a call?” Maddox
asked.

Cat grimaced. “No, the opposite
actually.” At his raised brow, she added, “Dead-end date. Long
story, never mind.”

“I’m a good listener.” The
more he knew about Cat, the better. Unlike the previous two
Exchanges, it had taken almost a month to locate her, and the date
of the Exchange was now only a week away.

Cat seemed to debate
whether to confide in him but then said, “A friend persuaded me to
go on a blind date.” She shot him a warning look, her hands lifting
in a don’t judge me gesture. “It didn’t go well.”

“Oh?” Their checks had
shown that Cat was single. This proved it. He was more than a
little relieved, given Aderyn De Danan was waiting in the Other
Realm to marry her as foretold by the Oracle.

“He was…” She paused as
though trying to define exactly what it was about her date she’d
objected to. “He was good-looking—but way too good-looking. Fake.
He had a fake tan, fake white teeth, fake highlights in his
hair.”

“He wasn’t your
type?”

Cat shook her head firmly.
“I’m not sure when it happened, but somewhere along the line,
people seem to have lost sight of what’s important. It’s all social
media, fake boobs, and veneers.” She gestured to her ancient Dr.
Martins, faded jeans, and her t-shirt that read,
I can’t… my plants need me. “I’m not a girly kind of girl: I don’t like pink, I’m not
into designer labels, and I certainly don’t want to spend forty
minutes of my day drawing on eyebrows.”

Maddox couldn’t help but laugh. He’d
seen the latest fashion young women insisted upon. The super-heavy
painted-on eyebrows weren’t his cup of tea either.

“I mean, do I look like I
love unicorns?” she asked.

“Unicorns? Did your date
like them?”

Cat joined in his laughter. “It
wouldn’t surprise me if he did.” She looked out at the forest as
they neared the Jeep. “He was a nice enough man and incredibly
well-groomed, obviously, but we had nothing in common. I like the
outdoors, I like nature, and I absolutely love trees. I’m okay with
being single, but it would be nice to meet a man who values
kindness and honesty rather than the best filters for his
selfies.”

“I see your dilemma.” He
smiled. Given who and what Cat was, it didn’t surprise him that she
held solid values.

“You single?” she
asked.

Maddox raised a brow.

She laughed. “Don’t worry, I wasn’t
about to ask you out.”

Maddox drew out his car keys and
unlocked the Jeep. They both climbed inside.

“I’ve never married.” He
thought of Seren, the woman who had owned his heart for more than
six centuries. Emotion must have colored his tone.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to
pry.” She fastened her seat belt.

He started the engine and slipped the
handbrake free. “Do you believe in fate, Cat?”

“Fate? I suppose so.
Sometimes in life, things don’t work out the way you want them to,
but it usually happens for a reason. I think sometimes we can’t see
the bigger picture until it shows itself and we have to have faith
until that bigger picture is revealed.” She looked out the window
at the passing trees. “So, do you?” she asked. “Believe in fate, I
mean.”

Maddox looked out of the windshield at
the land he had taken care of for more than six hundred years. “I
absolutely do, Cat. I believe life has a way of taking us where we
need to be and presenting us with the path we are intended for. All
we have to do is have faith in that path, in that fate, to find
happiness.”

****

After about fifteen minutes, Cat
looked out the windshield as Maddox brought the Jeep to a
stop.

“Down there?” She gestured
to a rough track that fell away with the land into a wooded
valley.

Maddox released his seat belt. “It
involves a little bit of a walk down. Is that all
right?”

Cat smiled easily and opened her door.
“No problem.”

They made the hike in companionable
silence. The slopes of the valley were steep and thickly coated
with evergreens, ferns, and early bluebells, but as they neared the
bottom of the path, the land opened out to a grassy bank with a
deep pool and a waterfall at one end. She could see no
ash.

“Where’s the infected
tree?” Cat looked around the valley, her gaze stopping on Maddox
where he stood at the water’s edge. “Maddox?”

Hands in his jean’s pockets, Maddox
looked across to the churning water of the gateway’s waterfall. “I
didn’t bring you here to look at trees,” he told her. “I’m sorry
for the deception.”

 “Deception?” Cat’s heart rate picked up as foreboding
slithered down her spine. Maddox seemed like a decent man, but they
were alone in the valley. “If you plan to try something, you should
know I’m quite capable of kicking your ass,” she warned, but
despite her words, unease pricked. She had no self-defense training
and weekly yoga sessions weren’t going to be that much
use.

Maddox slanted her a look, but he made
no move to approach her. “I am of no threat to you, Cat Williams. I
swear it. But I didn’t bring you here to examine an infected tree.
I wanted to show you this.” He nodded to the waterfall and the
circular stone just visible behind it.

She relaxed a little. “You wanted to
show me a waterfall? Why?”

He smiled, his blue eyes creasing
around the edges. “Listen.”

Cat frowned but then turned her
attention to the waterfall. She studied it, trying to determine
what he wanted her opinion on. It was lovely: a heavy fall of water
onto boulders beneath. But what did he want her to hear? The
splashing sound of the water was relaxing, the kind of natural
noise you could download to aid sleep, but she still didn’t get
what he wanted her to notice.

Then the whisper of voices reached
her. Feminine and soft, they came from behind the
waterfall.

Her head whipped to
Maddox. “Someone’s there?” Her instincts on alert, she listened as
the voices came again, soft and faint, and definitely from
behind the waterfall.
Were they trapped? But Maddox knew they were there. He expected her
to hear them.

Oh, good God, was Maddox some sort of
charming serial killer who kidnapped women he lured to the valley?
Did he keep them prisoner in some secret space behind the
waterfall?

Surreptitiously, she eased her phone
from her pocket, but as her finger hovered over the emergency call
button, the voices swelled again in a feminine song of … joy. And
through the water, she heard her name. Cat, Cat. Come home, beloved daughter.

“What are you…?” Phone
forgotten, she tilted her head and stepped closer. The song was
gaining volume and tempo, a joyous swell of perfect celebration.
The voices knew her, they wanted her to go home, and she knew them.
She knew their
voices, and she did want to go home. Her home, the world she had
been born for, was behind that waterfall, and it was hot and
wonderful, mountainous and lush—and filled with trees.

“I…” Cat cleared her
throat and took another step closer until her boots nudged the edge
of the water.

Come home, Cat. Beloved
daughter, come home.

“I want to,” Cat said, and
inside her, it was as though something had woken. Her soul needed
to go through that waterfall, and she just knew… “I belong through
there.”

Maddox watched her, a soft smile upon
his lips. “You do.”

“I need to go through the
gateway.”

His smile widened. “Yes.”

“Why?” Cat returned her
gaze to the waterfall as the song stroked through her and the seed
of certainty took root in her gut. This was no daydream, no
hallucination.

“You were born to cross to
the Other Realm, a world of jungles and mountains on the other side
of this gateway.”

“Yes, I was born for this.
I have to go.” Cat’s hand lifted as the chorus broke on a wave of
beautiful thanksgiving. Then the voices glittered away to join the
splashing of the water. Her hand hung in the air, reaching, and
then she finally lowered it. It took a moment for her to realize
she was breathing hard.

“You are a Double, Cat,”
Maddox told her quietly from his spot on the bank. “The Mother
birthed you to cross to the Other Realm. She also birthed a female
in that realm who looks identical to you. You are destined to swap
places, to Exchange.”

Cat dragged her stare away from the
gateway and focused on Maddox. The certainty that she was supposed
to go remained even though she couldn’t hear the song any longer.
“I feel that what you say is true. I know I have to go”—she lifted
her hand toward the gateway—“through there. But why?”

“The Other Realm is at
war. The Resistance fight for survival against a tyrant named
Griffin Fionn. Your crossing will take the Resistance skills they
need. It will also provide the opportunity for one of their men to
gain an animal nature.”

“An animal nature? You
mean like a shapeshifter?” It sounded ridiculous, and yet she
believed him.

“Cat, by accepting your
fate to cross through that gateway, you also accept your engagement
to the man born for you.”

“Marriage?” Cat asked, and
for the first time since she’d heard the song, uncertainty
shivered. “I’m supposed to marry when I get there?”

Maddox inclined his head, and she was
sure she detected amusement in his blue eyes.

“An arranged marriage?”
Her own eyes narrowed. “You think this is amusing?”

Maddox sobered. “Forgive me. I’m sure
your betrothal comes as a surprise, but I know what you do not.
This is the third Exchange of this generation. Two humans have
crossed before you. Both felt the truth as you do and both accepted
their fate and married the men born for them. Both found passion
and love.” His blue eyes twinkled again. “You will find the same
when you cross through the gateway.”

Cat’s gaze returned to the waterfall.
She’d find passion? Love? He made it sound inevitable. “Two women
have already crossed?”

“Yes. Ana is a vet and is
married to Brenin. Meri was part of our family before her fate was
revealed. She is a doctor and is married to Cadell.”

“And they are happy that
they agreed to their marriage?” The certainty that she must cross
had taken up residence in her very bones, but the idea of an
arranged marriage was … uncomfortable.

“To go, you must accept
your engagement,” Maddox said. “Both humans did and are glad of it.
Likewise, the two females from the Other Realm who came here
married and are happy at the Trust.”

That got her attention. It was more
than her own fate. “Somewhere on the other side of that gateway is
there a woman who feels as I do? Is my Double waiting to cross,
knowing that she must come here?”

Maddox’s smile was back. “Yes. Catrin
Macfione has agreed to the match, as has her intended husband. Your
intended husband has also consented. It is up to you.”

Four people’s fates rested on her
decision. But then she realized she’d made it the moment she’d
heard the gateway’s song. “What is my husband’s name?”

“Aderyn. Your husband’s
name is Aderyn De Danan, and he leads the Sanctuary Resistance
cell.”

“Aderyn.” She tested the
name. It, too, felt right. And then she thought of something else.
“When?”

“In seven days’ time,” he
told her. “If you agree, you should stay with us until then. The
Trust will help you prepare for your departure. We can answer your
questions, have movers pack up your things. Even arrange the sale
of your house.”

“All right.” He made it
sound so easy. “I’ll stay with you and learn all that I can before
I go.”

“And Aderyn?” Maddox
pressed. “Do you accept your engagement?”

“Kind and honorable?” she
checked, referencing their earlier conversation about her dodgy
date.

Maddox’s lips quirked. “No unicorns,
Cat, I promise.”

Cat made a noncommittal sound and
looked back at the gateway. She could just detect the soft murmur
of the stones, a lyrical chant of welcoming joy, but there was also
concern, the worry that she’d refuse.

“I’m coming home,” she
said, trying to reassure them. “I’ll do what you ask.”


Chapter Two

 


The Other Realm: The
Sanctuary

 The rains had come late. After several months of intense,
baking heat, the relief had been profound … but once they’d
arrived, the rains had stayed, the storms unusual in their ferocity
as though, after months of near drought, the Mother was determined
to quench the thirst of the Other Realm.

Or cleanse it.

The human doctor, Meri, had told him
the story of Noah and the flood. A flood sent to cleanse the human
world, saving only the deserving.

Sat propped within the mouth of the
cave he called home, Aderyn watched lightning fork and let the rain
coat his body as he stared into the dawn, wondering if that story
might prove true in this realm. Perhaps Griffin Fionn and his
soldiers would drown in their stolen palace while the Resistance
survived Nature’s wrath high within their mountain peak
strongholds.

He laughed mirthlessly as a shudder
gripped him and images from his nightmare rose unwanted. They
weren’t that lucky. It would take more than rain to wipe away
Griffin’s evil hold upon this realm.

Blindly, he blinked out at the storm,
the dark clouds of the dawn sky matching his mood. His dream had
taken him back more than a month before. He’d been traveling
through the lowlands with Brenin and Cadell, heading to the meeting
point to see his brother. Instead of Bryn, they’d found the jungle
silent, the foliage sweating, humming with the ominous buzz of
insects, and then a body had fallen from the branches above. The
memory of the sickening smack his brother’s corpse had made as it
hit the ground had Aderyn shutting his eyes. It was a mistake.
Beneath closed lids, he relived the moment when he’d turned the
body of his brother over and stared into eye sockets scored out and
empty.

Aderyn’s chest heaved, his pain as
fresh now as it had been the day he saw the evidence of his
brother’s torture. He inhaled deeply, his nostrils flaring, as he
remembered what came next: the pain in his head, the jerk of his
neck, and the hard press of a forearm cutting off his air.
Struggling, he’d gripped the arm and tried to get his feet under
him, tried to ease the pressure on his throat. The world had
dimmed, his ears buzzing as he was dragged backward, the
assailant’s purpose to capture and torture him for information, as
he had Bryn.

His muscles sluggish from lack of
oxygen, Aderyn had fought, determined to break free, but his body
hadn’t responded. He’d almost been dragged away … but then Cadell’s
wolf had launched at them. Feral, glittering, amber eyes had
promised vengeance. Aderyn had gone down hard, the soldier behind
him even harder, and the wolf had pinned the elite soldier, making
him their prisoner.

Wavering and dizzy, Aderyn had
returned to his brother and cradled his ruined face.

As thunder grumbled,
Aderyn’s tears mixed with the rain. Inside
him, a storm raged just as surely as the one that filled the sky.
Seren had named him as the next ordained mate for the human who was
to cross and join their fight. At first light, they would begin the
journey to meet her. To be named was a great honor. The chance to
marry—a fate by no means certain given the imbalance of males and
females in their world—would be welcome by any male of the
Resistance. The chance to be gifted with an animal nature that
could aid them in their war was wonderful.

But with marriage came mating, and the
prospect utterly terrified him: a wife to protect, a child he’d
love. Both could be killed as his brother had been. Griffin would
wipe them all from the realm if he could.

Aderyn’s hands solidified
into fists upon his thighs, and he
made a vow for the future. He wouldn’t fail
again. He had failed Bryn, but he would not fail his
wife.


Chapter Three

 


The Other Realm: The
Palace

 “King Griffin?” Glynn hovered uncertainly within Griffin’s
chamber doorway and resisted the urge to tug on his leather vest.
Griffin had been in a foul mood since the injury that had almost
killed him a month ago.

“What?” Griffin bit out.
His hand fell away from the naked breast of the wife on his bed.
She lay passively beneath him but the quick puff of breath against
the red veil that concealed her head spoke of her fear.

Glynn wondered whom she belonged to.
His feet shifted nervously upon terracotta-colored stone. “A party
of soldiers has returned from the eastern lowlands, your
highness.”

Griffin’s dark eyes sharpened. “Oh?
And were they successful?”

“They were.” Glynn bowed
his head and his gaze skated back to the wife, jealously. “Soldiers
located a small cell of Resistance and attacked. Many got away, but
several were interrogated before they were executed.” He paused,
ensuring he had his king’s full attention for the next part of his
message. “They captured a Resistance female.”

Slowly, a smile spread across
Griffin’s coldly handsome face. “Where is she?”

“I instructed that she be
taken to a cell on the eighth circle of the palace, your
highness.”

Level eight of nine was just below
ground.

Griffin’s smile stretched. “Very
good.” He returned his hand to the wife’s breast. “I’ll finish here
and then go and greet our ‘guest.’”

Glynn smiled too, pleased to have been
the one to deliver some good news to his king. With Griffin so
dissatisfied, and the elite scrambling to avoid his wrath, it was
the perfect time for him to gain the promotion he was determined
would be his. Only the king’s most favored were rewarded with
wives, and Glynn wanted a wife. Desperately.

With a swift bow, Glynn left the
king’s chambers high within the cliff-side palace and headed back
to his own where entertainment of a different sort waited for him.
He laughed wickedly. In saving Griffin’s life, he’d finally left
the temple training facility and gained quarters in the third
circle of the palace. Life was good, but only when he advanced to
the second circle would he truly be a happy man. And thanks to the
capture of the Resistance female, the reward he deserved should be
his soon.


Chapter Four

 


The Guardians’ Trust.
March 20th, 2019, Ostara

Cat placed her mobile phone on the
kitchen table then pushed the offending object away.

“Everything all right?”
Maddox asked.

The pair of them were alone in the
kitchen, the Exchange only a couple of hours away.

She frowned at her iPhone. “I’m
self-employed and am a business of one, so I expected winding
things down to be straightforward.”

“But not this easy?”
Maddox leaned back in his usual chair and he seemed to be watching
her closely. He was probably worried she’d gotten cold
feet.

“I’ve taken down my
website, refused the couple of job offers in my inbox, and shut
down my social network profiles.” Knowing Maddox was about to ask,
she added, “My Facebook page for the business. I’m not one for
Instagram or Twitter. I don’t have personal accounts, so there were
none to shut down, or indeed leave open for you to update. You
won’t need to post anything to ensure my absence—and my Double’s
arrival—doesn’t look suspicious.”

Her frown deepened. She’d never
realized how disconnected from the world she really was until it
came time, to well, disconnect.

“I have friends,” she
said, almost to herself, “but largely through work. My upbringing
was very working class. None of my school friends went on to
university while I knew exactly what I wanted to study, so we
haven’t kept in contact.” She’d always felt the odd one out. “Then,
I traveled around lots. First for my undergraduate studies in
Arboriculture and Ecology at Swansea and then I studied abroad for
my MSc in Tropical Forestry. The people I’ve met studying are
like-minded, and we stay in touch, but while some have settled and
have regular work in one area, many, like me, move about to where
the work is or to gain new experience.”

“So, what’s
wrong?”

Cat reached for the phone and then
changed her mind, feeling oddly empty. “I guess I just never
realized how alone I am.” She grimaced. “That sounds pathetic. I do
have friends. If I needed help, I could phone any number of people
and they’d be there for me, but…” The work she was so passionate
about, work that dominated her life, had been dismantled with a few
clicks of her smartphone. The ease of it was a little
depressing.

“My mother’s tea,” Maddox
said, rising from the table. “Like her, I swear by it.” He filled
the kettle, clicked it on, and retrieved mugs.

Cat smoothed her fingers over the old
wood of the tabletop. “We get so wrapped up in our lives, in the
things that are important to us, that we forget we are just cogs in
the bigger machine of life.”

“Forgive the intrusion,
but in locating you, we learned you don’t have family. Aled’s
internet search told us you’re from Wrexham and that you are an
only child to a single mother. I’m very sorry that your mother died
while you were at university.”

“Second year,” Cat said.
“After Mum got pregnant with me, she fell out with her parents.
I’ve never had a relationship with my grandparents—or my father.
When Mum died, I finished my BSc and applied for a master’s that
would take me somewhere new.”

“And you always knew you
wanted to study arboriculture?” Maddox poured boiling water into
the pot to stew the tea.

“I’ve always been drawn to
trees.” She smiled. Just the thought of them made her feel better.
“I feel at home whether in a UK forest or visiting a rainforest in
Madagascar or Australia.”

“You were sensing your
path as a Double,” he told her as he brought pot and cups to the
table. “Your true home is a realm coated in jungle.”

“Hmm,” she said
noncommittedly. She’d sensed the truth at the gateway, she
believed, but, as the aphorism went, seeing is believing.

“I don’t believe in
coincidences. I believe in fate. You have always had an affinity
with the natural world. You have studied ecology and arboriculture,
and became a chartered forester. There’s a reason for your passion.
You are going to a jungle realm to live amongst people who value
the natural world around them as much as they do their own lives.
Now you know the truth of who and what you are, can you see how
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