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Cassidy Cane goes by many titles—archeologist, anthropologist, adventurer—but none more fitting than that given to her on some strange worlds: Slipstreamer.

Cassidy slips between worlds, traveling to bizarre planets and alternate Earths to find extraordinary new technologies and artifacts that might better humanity!

While looking for a gem called The Lord Stone, Cassidy finds the world of Ohkshhon, a place of fantasy, magic, and medieval warriors! Caught in a war between the Ohks and elves, Cassidy must shield the prince from the machinations of a ghostwoman mage! Can she adapt to this mystical world in time to save the day?

Written with the astonishing new talent of author AJ Ryan, this novella brings a fresh voice to the Slipstreamers mythos! Not to be missed!
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Shouts erupted close behind as Cassidy beat a path through the tall grass. She huffed and puffed, pushing her legs to the limit, shoving through the huge blades of green. The local strong arms were hot on her heels. She could hear several pairs of feet crashing through the grasses as well.

She finally broke out of the line of green, making for the blue cobblestone road. The road led downward, between the halves of a rocky hill. It had been cut open to build the road through it instead of going around. She glanced over her shoulder, seeing the guards with their red capes flapping behind them as they gained on her. She just had a little further to go. She pushed what little reserve she had left to bolster her on down the road. 

At last, the bridge came into sight. She thumped along the boards, feeling the structure stretch a little, but the tight ropes held strong. She glanced back again and saw her pursuers were gathering at the edge of the bridge, but not following. She frowned, scrunching up her bright eyes as she brought her attention back ahead of her. That’s when she stumbled to a halt.

Waiting on the other side was a similar group, except they were clad in blue. Two opposing peoples. Neither likely to let her through in peace. She looked behind her at the Red capes. They were pointing at her, shouting in their long syllables.

“Sorry?” she held up her hands.

Shouts began on the other side. She whirled around. These guys were quicker at making decisions. They were already marching onto the bridge. The shouts gained a new pitch behind her. She could already guess why, but she looked anyway.

Just as she expected, they were also beginning a march onto the bridge. They increased their strides.

The Blues did too.

The Reds compensated, breaking into sprints.

“Only one way out,” she thought aloud, waiting until her blood hammered through her veins at the same fast tempo. She ducked under a rope, drew in a quick breath and sprung off the bridge, swan diving towards the waters below.

“Professor Cane?”

“Hm?”

“The water table tablets, right?”

“Huh?” Cassidy looked out into the lecture theatre where only half the seats were filled. The department head had noted a fall in the numbers for her classes. She had received an email from him before class. She was going to be audited. She blinked hard, bringing herself back into the present.

“Oh. Yes. Correct. That was the artifact we were hunting for. And, uh, who was the pivotal researcher that led us to the most likely area?”

A half-dozen hands raised. She pointed to the closest student. However, the voice faded out, her eyes no longer interested in what was beyond the tip of her own nose. The boredom was like a massive blanket, muffling everyday life. 

Then she was in her office, but she didn’t remember going there; not one part of the journey.

Autopilot. 

Mundane life just ran on its own for Cassidy Cane nowadays. She had passed on the last expedition that had come her way. She had something way more exciting on the horizon. Or she thought she had. Gamgee had hinted at another portal about to clear for her, but that had been over a month ago.

She sat back in her chair, making it squeak as she leaned into the cushions, thinking. All she got was irritation and maddening expectation. Did you bring a skydiver up into the air and forbid them to jump? She actually didn’t know the real answer to that, but her point still stood. Her eyes caught sight of the papers on the end of her desk. Essays that she had yet to read. Cassidy found her attention ran away whenever she tried to comb through them. 

She clasped her hands together, her fingers feeling along the line of a scar on her palm as she attempted to concentrate, even a little. On the shelves of her tight office were trinkets from her earthly adventures, A chunk of amber from the British Isles, a fossil from Mexico, and a polished disk from a dig site in Africa. However, there was one that did not belong to the same category. It had no earthly origin. It looked to be a piece of glass with dyes caught in it. Though the outside was solid, the inside appeared viscous. Blue and red swirled like ink in dense water, only briefly mixing and then pushing apart again.

She groaned upon glancing over her collection. “This is impossible.” She pushed herself onto her feet, hauled on her worn leather jacket and made for the door.

It opened before she could reach it. Cassidy took a quick step back as Margo stepped in. Seeing her big sister standing before her, Margo quickly shut the door behind her. “Going out?” she asked.

“Margo, what are you doing here?” Cassidy asked instead of answering. Her mind ran through a bunch of possible scenarios in the meantime.

Her sister sighed, crossing her arms. “I told Mom you were checked out.”

“Huh?”

“Yep,” she agreed with herself, walking over to the nearest shelf. Cassidy began to feel the judgement rolling off her middle sister. It really didn’t rub well with her.

“You totally forgot I was coming for a visit.” She outlined, “You probably have other plans, too.” She picked up an artifact and turned it over in her hand. It was a little stone statue Cassidy had brought back from South America.

“As a matter of fact,” Cassidy reclaimed the artifact from her grasp and put it back where it belonged.

“Running off on another big trip?” Margo continued to lead on, her hint of sarcasm hitting Cassidy square in the face.

“Well it is part of my job,” she shot back, forceful enough to say that Margo should have put those facts together by now.

“Doing your job is one thing, Cass, but this pace is something else altogether.”

“Geez, Margo, you’ve really been working on the theatrics.” Cassidy almost groaned with flat wit.

Margo shot her a glare only a sister could appreciate.

“What are you trying to say?” Cassidy rested her hands on her hips.

“You’ve always been fast. Remember how you used to drag me when I was a toddler? You could never just walk anywhere.” She shook her head, “but lately you’ve been ratcheting up even more than usual.”

“Okay. So, I live fast.” Cassidy shrugged, then crossed her arms over her chest, still waiting for a logical problem to be presented to her.

“More than that, Cassidy. Ever since Dad got sick, you’ve gone off to places that are more remote, and much more dangerous. Now after Dad’s relapse, it’s like you are constantly taking these trips to unknown places without hardly a break.”

“I think I can thank you for your concern, at least it seems like concern, but there’s nothing wrong with any of my work.” Cassidy took hold of her shoulder to direct her out of the way of her door.

Margo steadied herself in place instead of being ushered out. “What are you running from?”

“What?” Cassidy edged to a stop, hesitating, wondering whether she should look at her sister directly or not.

“Or maybe you think you’re running to something?” Margo thought again. Then she shook her head, meeting Cassidy’s gaze. 

“Rica says you’ve always been racing ahead of yourself, but that’s not true. You might have been determined, but lately you’re pulling away. It’s like you’re becoming someone else. You’re obsessed with whatever it is you say you’re chasing, or running away from,” Margo explained simply. Somehow, her words dug into Cassidy.

“I have to keep on top of things in my job.” Cassidy’s statement came out in a defensive tone, giving Margo license to drive forth in her own righteousness.

“You need to slow it down, Cass. No one can race indefinitely.”

“Look, I’m sorry I got our schedules mixed up, but I have somewhere I have to be.” Cassidy reached around her, taking her time so that Margo could sidestep out of her way at last. “I can email you a list of the good restaurants in town.”

“Wow, Cass.” Margo leaned her weight to one side, arms crossing again.

Cassidy waved her toward the door and straight into a young man.

“Oh, sorry.” He stepped back, fiddling with the papers he held in his hands.

“It’s okay.” Margo eased up, speaking gentler toward him than she had to her eldest sister.

“Professor Cane,” he stepped up to Cassidy as she was closing the door to her office.

“Yeah?” She looked him over. He didn’t look familiar to her.

“I was wondering if we could talk.”

“Sorry. I have another engagement. Next time you can email me to schedule office time,” she said, then zipped up her coat.

“But - but we did schedule a time,” he stammered.

She paused. Then she hesitated on going back to her office. The mundane blanket over her shoulders felt too suffocating. She had a mission to get. Something to blow this stuffy slow pace of life right off her.

“Sorry. We’ll have to re-schedule.” She worked to keep Margo from catching her gaze as she quickened her pace down the hall.

“Sorry if I took up your time.” Cassidy could hear her sister speaking to him as she pulled open the door to the stairs. It didn’t matter.
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