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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!

Facing uncertainty as her life as a Slipstreamer begins to intrude on her career and a professor and archeologist, Cassidy escapes into a fight against the elements against The Snows of Aetalus!

Bestselling author Shannon K Green takes Cassidy on this roller coaster novel-length adventure! A not to be missed Slipstreamers extravaganza!
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“Okay class, hope you all have a great break.” Cassidy Cane watched her students file out of the classroom. Pulling her hair into a ponytail, she took all evidence of herself from the room and walked into the hall. Checking the notifications on her phone turned up the same old things: an email from the university, probably announcing the instructors for the next semester, including the fact that she wouldn’t be one; messages from the bank, probably about late payments or the new credit card she wouldn’t qualify for; and, just for something new, a missed call from her dentist. At least the last one might just be an appointment and not a bill reminder.

As she entered her office, she slipped her phone into her purse without turning the ringer back on, then sat at her desk to begin grading the first of the term papers. She took the opportunity to bask in the air conditioning as much as she could, and drank as much iced tea as she could handle in the break room before stepping into the humid June air and walking the short distance to her apartment. Once there, she plugged in her phone, setting an alarm for early the next day.

As she shrugged out of her blazer, she remembered that classes had ended for the semester but decided that going back in to grade the papers was a preferable choice to sitting in her sultry apartment alone. True, she could call somebody to hang out, but that would cost money, and money would be getting tight with no lecture position next semester and no digs scheduled for the summer. Instead, she fixed herself a light supper from what was left in the refrigerator, making herself a note reminding her that she needed to do the grocery shopping tomorrow. Then she curled up on the couch with the latest Verdant Church novel between fitful naps.

As she read, her mind began retracing her route from classroom to office, from office to her building, constructing a web of her daily movements. Everyday repeating the same paths, more or less, and soon that would be coming to an end to be replaced by something else. Something new to build a new pattern while she struggled with the same problems of being underpaid when she had work and just plain broke when she didn’t. On that cheery note she decided to actually read the messages that had come through on her phone while she had been ignoring it. She saw three missed texts and two missed calls from Doctor Gamgee. Rather than checking the messages she called him.

The phone rang once before the doctor picked up. “Cassidy, how soon can you be ready to travel?” he said by way of hello. “Is tomorrow good?”

Still not used to the focused manner in which he always communicated, it took Cassidy a moment to reply. “Yes, late tomorrow should be fine, I should be able to clear up the end of semester work by then and be ready to go wherever you need.”

“Good, I’ll email the details to you shortly,” was all he said before cutting the connection.

Once the details came through—a world which seemed temperate setting off the tech-alarms in a big way; portal just on the outskirts of town—she gathered together the small bag she usually travelled with and turned in for the night. The next morning, she went into the office and graded the remaining papers as quickly as she could.

One of the benefits of teaching a first-year class was that she could more or less scan the papers to see if they got the gist of the major concepts and only seldom had to dig deeper into the papers than her own knowledge. Occasionally, she would have to muddle through an awkward sentence and correct some small details, but she was pleasantly surprised to find that she had finished grading and was entering her final comments shortly after noon. With her teaching officially concluded for the year, scant pay and all, she made her way to the co-ordinates the doctor had sent her.

Two bus rides and a short hike later, she found herself on a hillside overlooking the main highway out of town. The straight line of the roadway extending to the south, towards the larger population centres, was nearly deserted at the now late hour. The co-ordinates she had been given said she was in the right place, but given the terrain and normal errors within GPS systems she knew she’d have a bit of a hunt ahead of her. She took the portal detection device which the professor had given her when she returned from her last outing and turned it on.

Making slow sweeping circles about, she listened for the pinging noise that would tell her which direction she needed to head. After a moment she realized it was indicating an up-hill trek. As the pinging grew more consistent, she quickened her pace over the icy ground, not caring that her feet slipped with every other step. An adventure waited and that was just what she needed right now, something to help her forget the current mess of her life on this planet. She had just entered a small cave shimmering with light from deep within, when the pinging became a constant drone. A smile plastering itself across her face, she made her way in and through into her next new world.
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Cassidy stepped through the portal into the swirling snow. ‘Not the temperate climate I was expecting,’ she thought and gathered her field coat more tightly around her. She looked behind her and scratched a series of quick symbols into the stone next to the rapidly fading door. She knew it would be there, invisible, when she returned and would need the guide to return to her world.

She debated stepping back through the doorway to get some warmer gear, but decided that pressing on would be quicker. She’d warm up as she went and hopefully this would be an easy in and out job like Gamgee had predicted. She did pull a hat and gloves out of her bag and put them on. She scanned the horizon through the blowing snow and faintly made out the shapes of buildings in the near distance, and began to head that way, hoping that whatever she needed would be in one of those buildings.

The trek was more difficult than she had expected. Although much of the journey was over heavily packed snow on what must have been a well-built road, more was through freshly fallen or newly drifted snow that often sucked at her upper thighs if she paused at all. She could not reconcile the briefing Doctor Gamgee had given her to the arctic conditions around her. The initial scans had shown moderate temperatures, daily rains, everything you’d expect for a climate-controlled region. Who would voluntarily subject themselves to mountains of snow and sub-zero temperatures?

Out of the corner of her eye she thought she saw a dark shape moving against the shifting whiteness of falling snow. Pressing onward to the buildings ahead, she turned to look in that direction and saw only the snow swirling. Again, that shape at the edge of her vision drew her attention. This time she saw a vaguely human shape towering towards her in through the drifting snow. She quickened her pace, moving as fast as she dared over the snowpack.

With the buildings now coming into clear sight, she glanced over her shoulder to see the large shape gaining on her. Though it was still obscured by the falling snow, it glided its shaggy body over the snow, more like skating than walking. With the cold settling into her joints, Cassidy found another burst of speed, sprinting over the snowpack faster than she thought wise, toward the nearest of the buildings. 

When it came fully into view, it looked like a shopping mall. She scrambled through the snow alongside the building, searching for a door that might open and frantically looking behind her as the shaggy giant came closer. Finally, after running the length of two sides of the building she came to a downward slope. Following it down to a bank of doors she tried them one after the other until she felt one swing towards her. Jumping through it, she pulled it tight behind her, scrabbling for something to bar the door to keep whatever had been following her outside.

“Um, child, are you quite alright?” a voice from inside the building asked with clear concern. “You’re acting like one of the family’s guards are chasing you.”

Cassidy spun around to see a group of people, very tall people, gathered behind her. Each held something which could be used as a weapon, ranging from spear-like objects to shovels and one or two guns in evidence. Without exception, each had the shaggy furred appearance of her recent pursuer, though she could now see they were outer garments the group wore.

“I was being chased by something,” she began and cut herself off with a shriek as the door thundered behind her. The creature which had been following her was now at the door, knocking excitedly.

“Grant me entry!” it said loudly. “There’s some half-dressed fool out here we need to get into the warm.”

Realizing he must have meant her, Cassidy released her grip on the door and stepped away with a nervous chuckle. “I thought you were a yeti or sasquatch or something,” she said as the door opened and a man in furs stepped through. 

“I do not know what a yetil or squamsuch are, but I know you must be near frozen,” he spoke with a musical accent. “Come, we must get you warm.”

The group herded her towards a fire in the centre of the room, somebody handing her a porcelain bowl of a thin soup. “You need to get some heat back into you. What in the thirteen names were you doing out dressed like that?” the first voice asked.

“I was expecting this to be clothing enough for where I planned to go,” Cassidy said simply. “What has happened to the weather here?”

“You must have come a long way to not know that the weather towers are no longer functioning as we intended but are instead doing exactly what their masters want them to. The families decided some time ago that they would freeze those of us who could not or would not pay the exorbitant rates they demand to keep the machines running. Everybody they didn’t need to keep the towers operational, that is. Now the towers are nothing more than havens for the families and those in their immediate employ. It’s a terrible way to run things. How long ago did you set out, child?”

Cassidy considered what she had just heard. “You mean people are doing this to you on purpose?”

“Not just us,” a voice spoke from somewhere in the crowd, “everybody has been forced to take refuge wherever they can, in shopping centres, old schools, all the old emergency shelters that had been set up before the weather control devices were brought online. At least it’s gotten us all together so we can try to keep each other going.”

She looked about the room: nearly forty people were gathered about a fire surrounded by hanging blankets and a mixture of faux and real furs, huddled for warmth within the small circle so constructed.

“We’ve formed our little groups against the cold and pooled all the available resources we could, but with the snow falling nearly constant and all our means of production frozen out, we’ve nearly hit the end of our ropes. We’ve been plundering nearby homes and stores, plus hunting whatever we can find. Luckily the cold snap they created has driven a lot of animals into the more settled areas they’d normally avoid.”

“Somebody did this to you on purpose?” Cassidy repeated. “I can’t believe that with the power to maintain perfect growing conditions that anybody would force you into living in another ice age. It just seems too hard to believe.”

“When the device was brought online first, it had been funded through a mixture of private contributors and public grants. People just wanted an end to the harsh winters and scorching summers, so they all paid the extra taxes, looking forward to the day when we could finally bring our climate into something manageable. We had nightly rains, and pleasant days, and plentiful crops which grew in their time. It was a perpetual golden summer. Then the governments lost their control and all rights reverted to the thirteen families who had been the primary private investors. They decided that if they were to keep everything running then the populace would have to pay for the privilege of having the weather guaranteed. At first those of us who could afford to pay did, but not everybody could afford to pay the rates they wanted, so the governments decided to start taxing people to make up the shortfalls. When people and the government weren’t making the fees the families wanted, the governments tried to buy back their shares of the devices and enforce regulations that would force the families to maintain the climate within acceptable levels. In response, the families barred their towers, with only those workers they deemed vital to the maintenance of their way of life in the complexes. Loyal employees and necessary workers for the rowers to function were brought in to live out the self-imposed siege of cold the families brought down on us. That was somewhere around four cycles ago. Now all of us on the outside are running low on fuel and food, huddling in masses like this to stay warm but not letting our groups expand too much in fear of using up our stockpile too quickly. How do you not know this? Where have you been all this time that you didn’t know all of this, child?”

Cassidy sipped her soup thoughtfully while considering her options on how to respond. “Would it make sense to you if I said I was outside the range of the towers? And that despite all appearances I’m not actually a child? Where I come from, I’m considered about average for a fully grown adult.”

“Then you must not be from anywhere on this planet,” the man replied.

“I’m not, I’m from an alternate dimension where we have no control over the weather but we can skip through dimensions,” Cassidy said.

There was a brief moment of silence then everybody laughed. “Oh, child,” a man said. “There will be no punishment here, we simply wish to send word to your shelter that you are safe.” This statement was followed by nods all around.

Cassidy finished her soup and said, “I really am an adult, and not from this world. I’ve got credentials which should be ample proof of what I say,” she added, reaching into her shoulder bag. “I know I’m shorter than you all are but trust me, fully grown adult.”

“Then why do you speak our language so well,” a voice from the crowd asked with skepticism. “You expect us to believe that you just randomly popped in from a different universe speaking our language?”

A murmur ran through those assembled as Cassidy responded, “To be honest, I’m having trouble with that one myself. I’ve run into language barriers in the past but I’ve also been in places where there isn’t one. I just travel, looking for useful things to take home.”

“Okay, we’ll accept that you are who and what you say,” the man from outside said. “But we’re going to have to discuss what to do with you. You’re free to roam within this shopping compound, but you can’t go outside dressed like that. And nobody is leaving here until morning anyway. We’ll find you somewhere to sleep and then figure out how best for us all to proceed tomorrow. Ursula, can you find some extra bedding for our ‘off-worlder’ please?”

“Sure,” a young woman said. “Domina, please come with me. We’ll try to find some better garb while we’re about it.” As Ursula ushered Cassidy away, the gathered crowd resumed discussions.
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