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Chapter One: Of the Witch's Glass, and My Passage Through It

I had been warned, more than once, by my aunt Prudence, that the looking-glass in the attic of our late neighbor Mrs. Abernathy was not a thing to be trifled with, that the woman had been, by every account whispered in the village, a witch of some considerable talent, and that any article left behind by such a person ought to be burned rather than kept. My aunt, being a woman of excellent sense in all matters save this one, had nonetheless kept the glass, on the grounds that so fine a gilt frame ought not be wasted, and had installed it in the attic where she supposed its influence, whatever that influence might be, could do no harm to anyone.

I was one-and-twenty, unmarried, and possessed of a curiosity my mother had despaired of curbing since I was old enough to ask questions, and so it was perhaps inevitable that I should find myself, on a rainy afternoon with nothing better to occupy me, climbing the attic stair to look upon the very object I had been forbidden to approach.

The glass was oval, framed in gold wrought into shapes I could not entirely account for, leaves and vines and, if I looked too long, something that might have been a face, though I told myself it was only the shadow of the rafters playing tricks upon my eye. My own reflection stood within it, pale in the dim light, and I confess I lingered before it longer than modesty required, adjusting a curl, smoothing my bodice, indulging the small vanities that every young woman indulges when she believes herself unobserved.

It was in reaching to touch the frame, merely to test the gilding beneath my finger, that the surface of the glass did something no glass ought to do. It rippled, as water ripples when a stone is cast into it, and my reflection dissolved into something that was no longer myself, or was myself and a hundred other things besides, colors and lights I had no name for, and before I could so much as cry out, the whole of the attic was gone, and I was falling through a darkness that was not entirely dark, spangled as it was with points of light that moved past me like stars flung from their proper places in the heavens.

I do not know how long the falling lasted. It might have been a moment, or it might have been a lifetime, for time itself seemed to have been left behind along with the attic and my aunt's house and everything else I had ever known.

I landed, at last, upon my feet, though how I managed to land upon my feet after such a fall I cannot say, in a narrow passage between two buildings so tall I could not see their tops, built of some material that gleamed like glass and yet stood as solid as any stone, and the noise, dear reader, the noise was such as I had never in my life encountered, a great roaring and humming and honking that seemed to come from everywhere at once.

I stumbled from the passage into a wider way, and there beheld a sight that near stopped my heart entirely: carriages, if carriages they could be called, moving without any horse to draw them, at speeds no horse could have matched, painted in colors so bright and so many that I could not comprehend their purpose, and among them, walking upright and entirely unconcerned, men and women dressed in the strangest fashion I had ever beheld, some in garments so brief as to leave the legs entirely bare, others staring fixedly downward into small glowing devices held in their palms, as though each of them carried a private lantern that required constant tending.

"Pardon me," I said to the first person who passed near enough to hear me, a young woman with hair dyed the color of a ripe plum, "but I wonder if you might direct me to the nearest village, as I seem to have become somewhat lost."

She looked at me with an expression I can only describe as profound confusion, took in my dress, my bonnet, the candle I discovered I was still, absurdly, clutching in one hand, and said, "Oh my god, are you filming something? This is so good."

I had not the faintest notion what filming might entail, nor why she should suppose me engaged in it, but I understood, with the particular clarity that comes upon a person in moments of great crisis, that I was no longer in the England of my birth, nor indeed, I began to suspect, in my own century at all.

"Where," I asked her, with as much composure as I could summon, "am I?"

"San Francisco," she said, already walking away, already returning her attention to her own glowing device. "Obviously."

I stood upon that strange street corner, candle guttering in my hand, and understood that whatever spell had been worked upon Mrs. Abernathy's glass, I had fallen very much afoul of it.


Chapter Two: Of My Introduction to the Modern Rake

It was a young woman named Ashley, encountered outside a coffeehouse the following morning, who took pity upon my evident distress and offered me shelter, having concluded, after some consideration, that I was either an actress rehearsing a part, or a person in need of considerably more help than a stranger on the street could easily provide. I did not correct her on either point, judging it wiser to accept her hospitality than to explain that I had fallen through a witch's mirror and landed some two hundred and seventy years beyond my own time.

"You can crash at my place tonight," she said, which I understood, after some confusion, to be an offer of lodging rather than any invitation to violence.

Her apartment, as she called it, though I would have called it a set of very small, very high rooms, was filled with devices whose purpose I could only guess at, and it was there, that same evening, that she placed into my hands a small glass rectangle and explained to me the workings of what she called a "dating app."

"You're gonna love this," she said, guiding my thumb across the surface with an enthusiasm I did not yet share. "It's basically like, matchmaking, but you do it yourself."

I confess the notion struck me as scandalous in the extreme, a young woman selecting suitors from a parade of portraits with no chaperone, no introduction through family, no propriety whatsoever governing the proceedings, and yet I confess also that scandal has never once in my life failed to interest me more than propriety did.

Within the hour I had reviewed the countenances of perhaps forty gentlemen, and found myself lingering, with a warmth I dared not examine too closely, upon the portrait of one who called himself, with admirable economy, only "Jake, 29." His likeness showed him shirtless upon some manner of fishing vessel, an arrangement Ashley assured me was customary among gentlemen wishing to advertise their charms.

"He's cute," she said. "Swipe right."

I swiped as instructed. Within the quarter hour, Jake had communicated with me, and I with him, and within the half hour a rendezvous had been arranged for that very evening, at an establishment styling itself a "cocktail bar," which I understood upon arrival to be little different from the taverns of old, save for the lighting, which was considerably dimmer, and the drinks, which cost more than a fortnight's wages in the world I had left behind.

He arrived seven minutes past our appointed hour, an offense I was prepared to hold against him until I beheld him properly, at which point I found myself disinclined to hold anything against him at all.

He was tall, dark of hair, possessed of the sort of jaw that seems designed expressly to unmake a woman's resolve, and he sat himself across from me with a confidence that bordered on impertinence and yet somehow charmed rather than offended.

"You look better than your pictures," he said, which I understood, after brief reflection, to be the modern gentleman's equivalent of a sonnet.

We spoke for the better part of an hour, of trivial matters mostly, his employment, which I gathered involved computers in some capacity I did not fully grasp, my own circumstances, which I described with more invention than accuracy, and all the while his eyes conducted a separate and far less trivial conversation with the whole of my person, one to which I found myself an eager respondent.

"You want to get out of here?" he said at last, and I understood, from context and from the particular warmth with which he said it, that this was an invitation of considerable consequence.

I ought, I think, to have hesitated. I made no such show.

He summoned, upon his device, a conveyance, and we found ourselves not twenty minutes later within the confines of his own lodgings, a small but tidy set of rooms high above the street, the lights of the city glittering through his window like a hundred small fires.

He kissed me the moment the door was shut, and I discovered, with some surprise, that the men of this era kissed with considerably less restraint than any I had known, his hand finding the small of my back and drawing me hard against him even as his mouth worked mine with an urgency that left me quite breathless.

"You're wearing a lot of layers," he said, laughing against my mouth, tugging at the laces of my bodice with fingers that, though clumsy at first, learned their business quickly.

"It was a different sort of fashion," I managed, "where I am from."

He got the bodice loose at last, and my breasts spilled free of it, and the sound he made at the sight of them was one I recognized, even across two and a half centuries, as a sound men have always made at such moments, and always will.

"Christ," he said, taking one in his hand, thumb dragging rough across the peak until I gasped. "You're gorgeous."

He walked me backward toward his bed, mouth finding my throat, my collarbone, the swell of my breast, and I found myself clutching at his shoulders, at the strange soft fabric of his shirt, already lost to a hunger I had known before only in the privacy of my own imaginings.

He undressed himself with an efficiency my own layers of skirt and stocking could not match, and stood before me at last in nothing at all, and I confess that whatever education I had received regarding the male form from whispered accounts and stolen glances at engravings had not prepared me for the living article, standing so boldly forward as if impatient of the delay.

He finished undressing me with more care than I expected, laying each garment aside as though it were a curiosity rather than an obstacle, and when at last I lay bare before him upon his bed, he lowered himself








