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You wouldn't do something like this unless you believed. That's how I knew she was serious. At least as serious as I was. But even I wouldn't have believed it if I hadn't had that dream last week.

I had dreamt of a stone altar in a foggy patch of woods where the ground was thick with grass and the tree trunks were thick enough to be thousands of years old. I'd dreamed of a million other things a million other times, and they all meant nothing. 

But this dream had been different. 

This dream I had tasted. I had smelled the wetness of the damp air mixed with the earth. I remembered feeling its chill on my feet as I took tentative, ghostly steps toward the altar, reaching toward it and not knowing why, only knowing that something was there, waiting.

Waiting for me.

And when I woke, I had gone onto the forum and seen that Melody had posted a picture of the very same altar. The one from my dream. And any confusion I had felt upon waking was sharpened into crystalline purpose. I was meant to go there with Melody, as soon as we possibly could.

My name is Jordan, and the forum I'm talking about is going to sound dumb to you, but it's very important to me. It's an online message and discussion board for believers in the occult, magic, voodoo—whatever you want to call it. The unexplainable. Think what you like, but I believe in magic, and I believe in destiny, and what I saw that night was both of those things meeting in the form of one image. 

Let me tell you what's been going on with me.

I had been talking to Melody on the forum for a few months, now. It started with discussion about various pretty neutral things, like life after death, religion, etc—sort of feeling the other person out. She was smart, and she raised good questions that I really enjoyed discussing with her. Once our conversation moved to private messages and chats, we decided to take the forum quiz. 

There's this test you can take on the forum if you want to see how closely aligned you are with someone. It's basically a blind checklist; you both separately select your interests and curiosities, and if you both select something, then the other person can see it, but if you select something and they don't, they don't see it. That's how you can get into talking about topics you're sure the other person will take seriously, and you won't alienate them with something they may disagree with vehemently. 

Melody and I took the quiz together. And that's how I found the first person on the forum I'd ever met who was interested in transformation magic. Gender transformation magic, to be specific.

After we took the quiz and discovered that both of us were very interested in the idea of magically changing genders (and other stuff, but that kind of fell by the wayside in light of this big revelation), we started talking a lot more, including video chats. We became pretty good friends, as good of friends you can be over the internet, really. And the more we talked, the more I felt a sense of purpose, like she and I together were moving towards something, making something happen that neither of us could hope to create alone. It was abstract, and I couldn't place it, but it was still a good feeling. At the same time, it made me wonder what was going to happen.

Once she posted that picture, I didn't need to wonder any more. I knew—and I think she knew, too—that whatever we had been building towards was going to culminate there. And that we were both as ready as we were ever going to be.

So that's how the last few months went. Let's go back to today.

When I saw the picture, the altar from my dream, I set up a video call immediately. Of course, Melody was there, and she answered, and I saw her long brown hair shift and reveal a face full of excitement with wide eyes.

"Jordan!" she said. "You saw the picture, right?" Melody was a sweet, small girl, around my age (29), a brunette a little shorter than me with a very convicted way of speaking and green eyes that seemed to never blink. She sat in the chair in front of her computer, practically vibrating. 

"I saw it," I said, my own eagerness barely contained. "Melody, I—"

"—dreamed about that altar." We said it at the same time. I felt another rush of that fate, that destiny, that purposeful feeling that had been growing in me ever since I had met her. 

"Wow," I breathed.

"This is it, Jordan!" Melody exclaimed. Her eyes shifted, and I knew that she was looking at a picture of the altar on another part of her screen. She looked back to me while she spoke. "This is what we've been waiting for, what we've been talking about. Tell me you can feel it."

I nodded. "This is it, without a doubt. I've never been more sure of anything. How did you find the altar?"

Melody grinned. "It's more like it found me! I was looking for a picture of a stone structure heaped in fog as a reference for a book cover I'm working on, and this picture was the very first thing I saw. And when I did, oh man, the dream I had came rushing back to me and I just had to share it. The commission can wait. We have to go."

It was destiny, all right. "Where is it?" I asked her.

"A bit of a drive," she responded, sending me a link through the chat. "But it looks like we can just meet in the middle and be there by two o'clock."

My heart pounded. With absolute certainty, I knew that this day would change my life forever.

"I'll see you there, Melody."

I've never had a drive go faster than the one to meet Melody. When I parked outside the thick woods and crunched my shoes onto the gravel lot, I couldn't remember the trip at all. I just stood in the cool, clear air, brimming with anticipation, the excitement a humming ball in my throat. 

She wasn't here yet, but as much as I wanted to get moving as soon as possible, it was good just to take a few moments to relax and try to come back to reality, rather than floating on the bubble of my imagination. 

I looked at the tall, thick trees that surrounded the gravel parking lot, threatening to swallow it whole. They looked majestic and ancient, and I truly believed they hid magic in their depths. It was almost entrancing. I wanted to walk into them, breathe the air they created, and be drawn to what they were hiding.

But this was a moment to be shared, so I could wait. Melody would be here soon.

When she did pull into the lot, I headed over to her car, and she got out and wrapped me up in a hug right away. 

"It's so good to see you in real life, Jordan," she said into my chest, her long, dark hair hiding her face until she pulled away and looked up at me. Her eyes were shining, and I wouldn't believe anyone could be as excited as me until I saw her face. "Are you ready to go in?"
"So ready," I told her, and she beamed.
"It's far, but not too far. Just a little hike, I think, from what I could find." She was talking fast, with enthusiasm. "But really, I think we'll know when we're close. I can practically feel it already. Can you?"
I thought about the sense of majesty imposed by the tall trees; the peculiar, knowing feeling I had when looking at the woods around me. "I can," I said honestly. "I really can." 
She took my hand and led me, and we walked together out of the parking lot and onto a lightly-worn path through the woods. 

It didn't seem like this forest was traveled often, at least not here. This was a small lot, and there was little sign that people had been here, save a few faded trail markers on the bark of the trees. And even those disappeared once we came off of the path and went further into the woods.

"It should be darker," I said.

"Hm?" Melody glanced back at me. 

"This deep in the woods, it should be darker, with the canopy," I continued, gesturing upward. "But it's not. It's bright."

Melody looked around, not slowing her gait. "You're right," she said thoughtfully, absorbing it. "I don't think that it wants us to get lost."

"The forest?"

She nodded. "The altar, too, or the magic that it holds...whatever presence is behind this, it wants to be found. It came looking for us, hoping that we would catch on, and we did."

I smiled, the very idea sending a flutter through my chest, joining the nest of butterflies there. I impatiently stepped over roots and through low branches, not wanting to be slowed in the slightest. Melody had it a little easier, being shorter, and she didn't run into as many obstacles as I did. But she did slow down for me when I was caught up. This was for both of us, not for just one of us to experience alone. 

"What do you think is going to happen?" she asked me.

I was a little surprised to realize that I hadn't put much thought into it. I was so thrilled and sure of the prospect that I hadn't stopped to think about the details. 

"I..." I began, letting the thoughts form, "I don't know. I hope that we'll be called there like we're being called now, that finding it will be easy. And that once we get there, it's ready for us." But that wasn't really saying anything, so I continued, "I think it's really going to happen," and she brightened even more at that. "I think it's going to change us."

"Our genders, you mean," she murmured, tasting the words, the concept. "What we've been talking about all this time. Oh, I can't even imagine, it's so exciting!"

"We'll probably start to feel it as soon as
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