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Alysia sat in front of the large stone fireplace enjoying the warmth and light it gave to the great hall. Turning, she eyed the matching twin fireplace at the other end, gazing at the wooden logs piled high and blazing. The luxury of two fires was one of the joys of being an accomplished and wealthy sorceress.  The chimneys worked efficiently to draw the smoke out of the room, but they did little to dispel the soot and ashes that rose, fell, and gathered in the notches of the cut gray quarried stones of the keep. 

She looked up toward the only glass window that could be found within a three-day ride, and marveled at the blueness of the sky she could see through its clear pane. Above in the solar, her bedroom’s wide entrance allowed a closer view of the clear glass as it faced it directly. Wonder, at what could now be created with human hands, filled her mind and she pondered the idea that perhaps in time sorcerers would no longer be needed. Laughing at the notion, she relaxed back on one of the sturdy wooden benches she had commissioned, enjoying the support of the addition of a wooden back. The straw filled woolen sack she sat upon was long and thick enough beneath her to protect her skin, and was much more comfortable than just the hard oak. 

Relaxing back against the fabric again, she tried to recall the spell that had slipped her mind. She had it on the tip of her tongue moments before, but her concentration was broken by the commotion the servants made when they had come in to refuel the fire and hang the evening’s meal over the flames. The servants in the keep were, of course, all women, with the only men near the keep, being the guards at the entrance. Naturally, there were men and women, even families within the castle bailey that enjoyed the protection and privileges that came with residing with her. 

In the early twelfth century, at the age of eighteen, she was a formidable force in the countryside, and she intended to stay in that position. Her peculiarities were such that the female servants over time came to accept them as normal within the keep.  That she was a sorceress was not the main oddity, but the fact that she liked to wear as little as possible was. No matter what the season, she enjoyed the feeling of freedom that being naked provided, and had always felt that clothes restricted her power. 

Being a powerful conjurer meant that she could maintain a certain lifestyle, and it was definitely one that she was getting used to. She received orders from no one and only took on high paying jobs, in order to keep the lifestyle she was accustomed to having. Since she didn’t remember ever having parents, her formative years were learning times of trial and error. She learned from her mistakes and forged ahead, attaining each goal, she set for herself. Her comfortable position now was the result of steadfast determination and patience. What she didn’t know, was at that very moment, her life was about to change irrevocably.

Without doubt, the best ability in her arsenal of skills was being able to conjure a demon at will. This particular ability was forced on her, quite by accident, when she threw a curse spell at a group of attacking enemy soldiers and it backfired on her. The incident occurred during her younger years, when she was learning the craft. Unfortunately, all it took was the omission of two words in her spell, and it came back and struck her. She knew that the curse had returned to her and taken effect, but didn’t know exactly what the mispronounced spell entailed. At the time, she hadn’t reached the level of demon summoning so when six months had passed and she still saw no sign of what the curse was going to do to her, she figured she’d gotten away with it.  

However, as her master at the time was fond of telling her, she most definitively hadn’t. He’d taught her at an early age and on her sixteenth birthday, he instructed her on how to summon a demon. He fully expected her to fail on her first attempt and foolishly didn’t protect himself with the appropriate spells, which explains how the demon Alysia conjured, managed to rip him limb from limb before he could utter a single word. However, when the demon then turned his attention to Alysia she found that he couldn’t touch her. Furthermore, she found that she could banish him at will and produce him again whenever she so desired. She now knew how the curse had affected her, albeit a little too late to save her master. 

This ability on its own was very useful, especially when needing protection. It was also nice having servants and she used demons regularly, much to her clients dismay. Anyway, she’d been asked to test out a spell that was ancient and was told it was dangerous, or so the scroll it was written on had said. She’d checked the elder books and found that the spell was a transporter. The trouble was she couldn’t find out where the spell would transport her to.

It’s also worth noting here that until this day, she’d never been beaten. She knew she had enemies and that they often sent assassins after her, but her wards and charms always warned her of imminent danger and she always turned the tables on any would be killers. The client who had given her this latest task had paid her well for her services, even though she knew that this same client had tried to have her killed on a number of occasions. Therefore, she was wary of what this spell achieved and why he would want such a spell in the first place. She didn’t trust any of this, yet she kept coming back to the same thought, it’s just a traveling spell. In the end, she decided to risk it and added the words found in the elder books to the front of the spell before saying them aloud.

She knew what to expect when the spell took effect, but she wasn’t ready for what would happen next. A travel portal did indeed appear in front of her but again, she hesitated. Travel portals are usually yellow in color, but this one was orange. Her curiosity got the better of her in the end and she stepped through. In the blink of an eye she found herself in a thriving metropolis and surrounded by hundreds of people all dressed in the strangest clothing she’d ever seen. Alysia was wearing what amounted to a loincloth that covered her private areas both front and back, which was held up with a leather belt pitted with gold studs, but she had no top on. Her breasts were plain to see for anyone looking her way. She knew immediately that she stood out, without anyone seeing her and had to think fast.

Before she could use another spell, she felt someone grabbing her arm and turned to see a tall man with a blue uniform on. His belt seemed to be decorated with all kinds of paraphernalia, from a large black stick to a tiny box attached to the cloth covering his shoulder from where she could hear voices speaking.  

“Okay Miss, I’m arresting you for indecent exposure,” he said as he attempted to lead her away from the crowd and toward a metal beast of some sort, which stood on four black wheels. 

She thought of conjuring a demon but there were too many people here and she didn’t like hurting people who hadn’t tried to hurt her first. When the man who was holding her opened up the carriage before them and told her to mind her head, she immediately thought she was being fed to some kind of demon she didn’t recognize and attempted to pull away.

“Now then Miss, you’re not going to be difficult are you?” said the man sternly.

Alysia looked at the inside of the carriage more closely and could see comfortable seating inside, so she stopped struggling and allowed him to guide her into the back.

“That’s better, now then take hold of the jacket on the back of the seat and cover yourself up Miss,” he said as he closed the door. 

Alysia looked around the inside of the carriage and wondered what its purpose was. The man got in at the front and suddenly Alysia could hear a growling sound coming from the front of the carriage. When the carriage moved forward Alysia gripped the seat and looked around in panic. It’s just a magic transport, she thought. The man was looking in the mirror in front of him and could see that Alysia was still semi-naked. He had to look away a couple of times for fear of crashing the car. He couldn’t believe how perfect her breasts were.

“Please Miss, use the jacket on the seat next to you, this is still the twenty-first century and I’m only human,” he said.

The twenty-first century, so I’ve been transported through time, thought Alysia. 

Alysia looked down at the jacket he was referring to and then decided to slip it over her shoulders.

“Thank you,” he said when she was finally covered, “now then, could you tell me your name.”

“I am Alysia. What is your name?” she replied.

“I’m Officer Jennings,” he said.

“Officer Jennings, I wish to look around this city of yours,” replied Alysia.

“I’m afraid you’re going to lock-up for now, until we can get someone down here to claim and bail you out.”

Alysia was having trouble understanding most of what he was saying and thought of a better way to deal with the situation.

“Look into my eyes,” she said as she stared into the mirror at the front of the carriage.

Officer Jennings looked out of curiosity, and his first thought was how green her eyes appeared to be. They seemed to be glowing.

“Pull the carriage over to the side of the road and come into the back with me,” said Alysia.

The officer did as he was told without question and got out to transfer to the back.

“I’m going to ask you some questions and I need direct answers, is that clear?” said Alysia.

“Yes master, that’s very clear,” said the officer.

“Where am I exactly?”

“You are in a police car in New York City,” he responded.

“Do you need money here?”

“Yes, you can’t do much without it.”

“Is gold still worth money in the twenty-first century?” asked Alysia.

“Yes, gold is very valuable.”

“Where is the best place to exchange gold for money?”

“A reputable jewelry store would be a good start, if they are in the market for buying gold,” replied the officer.

“What clothes should one wear in this city?”

“If you want to blend in, a good pair of pants or a nice skirt, with an equally nice top would do the trick. You would also need some shoes.”

“Point out someone who is passing by that fits your description,” said Alysia as she didn’t understand a few of the words he’d spoken.

The officer looked at the people passing by and a few seconds later, he pointed to a woman across the road. She was wearing a pair of tight jeans and a low cut top.

“Okay, take me to a good jewelry store,” said Alysia.

The officer got out of the car again and sat in the front. He then turned the car around and traveled a few blocks down the road to stop outside of a jewelry store.

“Stay here and wait for me,” said Alysia.

The officer didn’t respond he just sat there motionless. Alysia threw a spell over herself and then stepped out of the car. To anyone looking directly at her, they would see a woman wearing jeans and a low cut top. She was, in fact, still semi-naked and was using an illusion spell. She opened the door to the store and crossed over to the counter.

“Can I help you Miss?” said a sales associate behind the glass cabinet.

“I’m looking to sell some valuable gold,” said Alysia.

“Okay, may I see the gold?”

Alysia took hold of her purse from around her belt and produced six very large gold coins. The jeweler picked one up to inspect it.

“Wow, if this is real gold it’s worth a considerable amount. I can’t remember the last time I felt gold that was this heavy and pure. Give me a moment, I’d like to consult with a colleague,” said the jeweler.

Alysia looked at the many items beneath the glass case in front of her as the jeweler walked off and a few seconds later the jeweler returned with a male friend.

“This is more valuable as a collector’s piece than it is as just gold Miss. I would strongly recommend you find a collector,” he said.

“I don’t have time for that, I’m after some money fast but if you can’t help me I can go somewhere else,” replied Alysia.
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