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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!

When Cassidy ignores an everyday cold while travelling to another world, she inadvertently infects the unsuspecting planet with a virus it was unprepared for, mutating one their potion of dreams into a deadly threat! Can Cassidy reverse her mistake before an entire world suffers the consequences?

Written with the amazingly talented Jennifer Shelby in her debut novella! Start the adventure now!
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Cassidy lowered her voice to a desperate whisper, her knuckles whitening around her phone. “I’m getting cabin fever in here, Gamgee. It’s just a cold.”

“I understand your frustration, but I can’t have you diving into potentially dangerous worlds if your reflexes are down. Admit it, you feel sluggish.”

Cassidy refused to admit it, but she also knew her silence said as much. “At least send me a chaperone so I can go get some cold meds.”

“I’ll have cold medications sent to your hotel room. I’m not going to unleash an adrenaline junkie like Cassidy Cane into a country as restrictive as Saudi Arabia and hope for the best,” said Gamgee. “Jubail isn’t a tourist city like Dubai and you aren’t a member of a respected archaeological team this trip. I don’t mind paying bribes and pulling strings to get you out of a mess, but I’m sure as heck not rich enough to send you out there when you’re already on the defensive. You’ve got to play by the rules in this country if you want to make it to the portal; any arrests and the owners will revoke their permission for you to visit their refinery. I had to throw a lot of dollar signs their way to get you that.” 

Cassidy didn’t like it, but she knew he was right. “Fine.”

“When you’re feeling better, call the number I gave you. They’ll arrange a chaperone to escort you from the hotel to the refinery portal. You have your abaya?”

“Yes.” Cassidy glanced at the black polyester gown and head covering hanging over a chair in the hotel room. Local women were required to wear the gowns by law, but it would also serve Cassidy well sneaking through the refinery in the dark to find the portal.

“Good. Don’t forget to stash it somewhere safe when you get to the other side of the portal. You’ll need to be wearing it when you return. And Cassidy?”

“Yes?”

“I know it doesn’t feel right, but for god’s sake don’t tell off any men while you’re there.”

Cassidy hung up and tossed her phone onto a nearby chair. It bounced half-heartedly and fell onto the thick carpet. Her sprawling hotel room was papered in a pearlescent Arabian design, the bed swimming in endless pillows. The massive jacuzzi tub was a wonder of bubbles and excess, but after two days of being cooped up with a cold and nothing but the WIFI to distract her, she was itching for something to happen. Anything to get her pulse going.

At last a knock sounded at her door. It must be the cold meds from Gamgee. Cassidy bounded to the door, reaching for the handle. She hesitated, glancing back to the abaya laid across the chair. She should put it on, and had put it on, albeit resentfully, when she accepted her room service meals, but darn it she needed a thrill, even a tiny one. She flung the door open, baring her face and hair to the world.

No one was there to see it. A small paper sack sat on the floor.

Cassidy sighed and snatched it up, closing the door behind her. 

An hour later the cold medication cleared the lingering fog of her cold symptoms, but feeling better did little to settle her restlessness. She paced the room, resenting the way her toes sank deep into the luxurious carpet and how it muffled her furious stomps. 

Enough of this nonsense. She felt fine. It was time to get to work. She dialled the number Gamgee had given her. A male voice greeted her. “This is Cassidy Cane,” she said.

After a pause the voice told her, in English, “Put on the abaya. We’ll be there in five minutes.” 

Cassidy grinned, shoving a few extra cold pills into her pocket just in case, and pulled her long, red hair into a ponytail.
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Even in darkness the heat of the desert country was stifling, made a hundred times worse buried in swaths of black polyester. Cassidy peered over to the older woman acting as her chaperone. She seemed friendly enough, but had said nothing during the whole of the lengthy car ride. Neither had the driver. It was disconcerting, but Cassidy supposed that neither of them had any regular need to speak English and her broken Arabic did little to inspire lengthy conversation. 

Cassidy turned her attention to the strange world coming into view beyond the car windows. A forest of tangled pipes crowded the horizon, broken only by the barrel-like squat of oil reservoirs. Here and there flare stacks belched a burst of flames into the sky. Strange to realize she hadn’t left her home world yet. 

Cassidy squinted at the map on her phone, a quick schematic of a single refinery marked with an arrow to indicate the position of a portal. It opened on the north side of a large silo, though where on that north side would be up to her to find. Gamgee had arranged for the security lights to be off until Cassidy completed her work, and swathed in the black abaya she should be able to travel unseen into the portal. Getting home would be another matter, but the uncertainty added to Cassidy’s fun. Gosh, it was good to be free of that blasted hotel room. 

The driver turned off the highway, pulling into the pipe forest. Far in the distance, the reservoirs sat, a scrawl of Arabic she couldn’t read delineating one tank from another. Her driver appeared to know the area well, navigating with ease through the maze of repetitive structures. 

The car stopped beside a reservoir painted white with a gold strip along the top. Cassidy’s driver turned in his seat and nodded to her. 

She opened the car door with a quickening pulse and tucked her phone securely into the pocket of the pants she wore beneath her abaya. Slinking into the shadows, she jogged to the reservoir. The structures were much bigger than they appeared from afar. She estimated this one to be at least six stories high and twice as wide around. 

She circled the round structure, hunting for the telltale signs of a portal, usually revealed by a shimmer of light, but found nothing. On the north side of the structure there was nothing but darkness and a maintenance ladder. “Nowhere to go but up,” Cassidy said to herself, leaping past the locked entry rungs and scrambling upward. The abaya tangled around her feet, tripping her up. Cassidy cursed and considered chucking the thing, but thought better of it. She’d need it to get home, after all. Instead, she pulled it up with one hand and tucked it into the waistband of her pants as best she could. 

Six stories should have been an easy climb for her fitness level, but halfway up Cassidy felt sluggish, a slight stuffiness returning to her sinuses. Maybe she should have waited another day. No, dang it, she felt like a bird flapping against its cage, empty of every thought but her desperate need to escape.

She caught her breath and steadied herself on the ladder. Bursts of flames flashed in the distance, and something else, something white, flickered in the air just below her feet. Cassidy focused on the familiar light: the portal. 

The portal was positioned a meter out, on the far side of the safety cage surrounding the ladder, and still some three stories high. Cassidy whistled. 

It was quick work to climb down and back up along the outside of the cage. The heat pressed down on her, but she trusted her body to take her where she needed to be. She calculated the distance she would need to jump, climbing above the portal to give herself the right trajectory. 

Gamgee would disapprove. He’d want her to check the portal, not dive headfirst into the unknown, but she had no tools on her person and she’d be damned if she was going to go back to that hotel room to await whatever Gamgee could scrounge up at the last minute. 

Besides, her pulse was climbing already. She needed this. Her abaya and the darkness hid the wide grin splashed across her face, but her loud whoop echoed through the forest of pipes and reverberated against the reservoir walls as she leapt from the ladder and disappeared into the portal. 
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Cassidy exhaled slowly as the portal enveloped her body. A sensation of pressure weighed upon her skin. Holding her breath, she opened her eyes to a purple light. A group of burgundy, tentacled creatures the size of a tall building hung in the air. Whether they were giant squid, octopus, jellyfish, or all three, Cassidy couldn’t say, though they were definitely some sort of cephalopod. The creatures stared at her with quiet power, their dark, oval pupils milky in the strange light. Cassidy forced herself to look away, dizzied and uncertain if it was the lack of oxygen or something else. 

The nearest cephalopod reached out a tentacle lined with suction cups and flexing with lean muscle. Cassidy tried not to gag as it poked inside her mouth, prodding gently down her throat. The tentacle tasted of salt, a strange tingle leaving her mouth momentarily numb. She fought against the instinct to bite down, hoping the creature meant her no harm.

The tingling ceased when the beast removed its tentacle and probed inside her ears instead. Cassidy struggled to hide her annoyance. Were these cephalopods simply curious wild animals or sentient beasts who roamed a liminal space between dimensions? Either way, she’d soon need air ...getting lightheaded; and what did they want, anyway?

A deep fatigue overwhelmed her senses; she’d black out soon. The cephalopods blinked in unison and Cassidy slipped out of the portal. 

A sweet burst of oxygen filled her lungs, air whooshing over her skin. Oh crap. She was falling. Cassidy flailed her arms, strange half-glimpses of patchwork skyscrapers and orange vapour filtering past the rush of adrenaline that left her giddy with misplaced glee.

Something scraped at her elbow and slammed into her armpit, jarring her shoulder joint and collar bone but giving her something to cling to. She ignored the pain, wrapping her legs up and around the pipe that caught her. Once secure, she gritted her teeth and, wincing, reached up to a smaller pipe sticking out of the brick to test her shoulder. Sore, but nothing broken or dislocated.

Sitting atop the pipe, she took a proper look at the world she’d entered. Jagged high-rises filled an industrial skyline. Floors the size of warehouses sat stacked on top of each other, chimneys and exhaust pipes sticking out along the sides, puffing orange smoke into the air. The horizon lay cloaked in rust-coloured clouds, the day a perpetual sunset. The air smelled of salt, yet acrid with old grease. Below her, several stories down, the orange smog gave way to a purple mist that hovered above the streets. 

Cassidy peered to her right, sucking in her breath to see one of the cephalopods from the portal hanging in midair. In this light, she could make out flecks of burgundy along the soft milky flesh beneath the tentacles, bruising to a dark purple at the tips. She dared not meet the creature’s eyes as it stared at her a long
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