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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!

Cassidy was living a normal life when she was approached by Dr. Gamgee to go on a mission to another world to recover a cure for a deadly disease! Now she finds herself in a frightening new city, where the very language she speaks makes her a threat, and she must find the cure quickly to save her own father!

Written with bestselling author Matthew LeDrew! Start the adventure now!



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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Cassidy slammed chest first into the stone ledge, letting out both a long gust of air and a curse so strong she wouldn’t have said it on any continent that her mother might have been in. She paused briefly before gravity began to take hold, tugging at her quickly and dragging her down towards the gaping maw below.

She dug her nails into the crevasses of the stone, sliding until she found purchase and ground to a firm halt, her nails pulling against their beds and threatening to break. She turned, red hair whipping and clinging to her sweat-laden face as she looked down the embankment she dangled from.

Intellectually, she knew that no pit was bottomless. But when her feet kicked and dangled over a chasm so deep and dark that it disappeared beyond her focal point, it was hard to find any other word for it.

The walls around her began to shake and vibrate. Dust and silt that fell between them, making a distant rumbling that she knew was coming closer with every passing second. She ground her teeth together and pulled, her jacket protecting her from the coarseness of the stone as she pulled her body back onto solid ground.

Behind her, the ledge she’d leapt from cracked in two with the shifting of the temple’s foundations. It stayed that way for a moment, as through the split would be the worst of it, before several quick jolts made it snap apart and fall into the abyss below. 

She let out a long, deep breath and laid on her back before bringing her right hand up into her field of vision. She still clasped the lead disk she had taken from the tomb, the small ringlets along its edge spread between her fingers. There was a square hole in its center, through which she could only just see the gash that had been sliced through her palm. Despite the pain that ebbed from it, she smiled as she looked at the artifact.

“At least I’ve got my tetanus shot,” she smirked.

The ground beneath her moved and she laid her hands flat to steady herself. As if on cue a large, lightning-bolt shaped crack opened in the stone beneath her, splitting from the mouth of the cavern to the ledge she’d just crawled over. She turned quickly, scrambling onto her feet as dust and sand kicked loose. She bolted for the exit, slipping twice on loose grains before finally making it out into the humid air of the Nubian sun. She gasped as the cloud of dust followed her, outrunning it as the temple door slammed shut behind her.

“Are you okay?” her Guide, David, said, running over to her. He laid his hands on her shoulders and she laughed: a full, honest laugh. He took out a pouch of water and handed it to her. She leaned back her head and doused herself with it, revealing the freckles that had been hidden under the dirt and grime of the enclosure.

She drank from the skin and handed it back to him, then turned over and pressed the pointer and middle finger of her right hand into her neck. “Come on...” she huffed, still stifling her laughter. “Come on...”

“What’re you—” David started. She held up a finger to stop him.

“Sixty-four, sixty-five... sixty-six.” She paused, waiting. “Sixty-six.” She cursed. She looked down at her hands, ignoring the slice along the right palm and spreading her fingers wide. She turned her palms down and then up, examining them as if waiting for them to do something.

Cassidy cursed again, then rose to her feet and started the long trek back to her camp. David followed close behind. 

***
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“And that’s how I retrieved the Amulet of Ra, one of the ten fabled Amulets of the Ok’Tid,” Cassidy said as the lights came up and the projector wound down. The absence of the bright light made the lecture hall visible, with all two hundred seats of it filled with students and still more standing along the back wall. 

She smiled with showmanship, turning and spreading her arms towards the iron disk, which now rested comfortably in a glass display case. She felt like Vanna White while doing it, her smile wide and forced, pushing her cheeks up so far that they obscured her vision. 

“Once thought to be a myth, this relic was believed to be a part of a set that, when combined together, possessed the ability to make their wielder immortal.” She turned and stepped closer to the case, the fake smile fading. She tugged at the edges of her coat, the same brown leather she’d been wearing in the temple, but now clean, until it fit around her shoulders properly. “This legend stems from the region, going as far back as three thousand B.C., and is thought to be one of the precursors to modern healing myths. Your fountains of youth, your holy grails.” She turned sharply on her heel and pointed to the case, her fingers clicking like a gun. “It all starts right there, and until last month we thought it was lost to time.”

Several of the students in the front row leaned forward, as if trying to get closer — if only by a few inches — to the artifact. To Cassidy’s right, near her entrance to the hall, came a loud cough. There were four men standing in the door — three large and one much older and shorter.

Cassidy nodded, turning to address them. “And it is of course being handed over, with appreciation, to the Plainsfield Museum, who have agreed to fund the Archeology and Anthropology departments for a further three years.” She brought her hands together to lead the applause, and most of the students followed. She did so gingerly: her hand had healed, but a pink line of tender flesh remained.

The men stepped forward until they flanked the display case. It looked at first as though they were about to step forward and speak, but instead they turned their backs to the student body. Two of the larger men picked the case up off of its podium, and the lot of them walked back the way they’d come with it.

Cassidy coughed, and her feigned smile returned. She clicked a button on her remote and the projector whirred back to life, displaying an image of the amulet on the screen behind her. “Were there any questions?”

Fully half of the students present raised their hands immediately.

She smiled and pointed to a tall blonde girl in the third row. “Yes?”

“I guess the thing I have to ask, it sounds silly... but with all that going on, weren’t you scared?”

Cassidy paused. She looked down at her hand, splayed out with her fingers wide, not shaking in the slightest. When she looked back up again she had resumed her public smile: that broad, too-wide and too-bright expression she put on for others. “I must have been, mustn’t I?”
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Chapter Two
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“That,” Cassidy said, making a big circle with her red pen on the page of text in front of her, “is not how a preposition works.”

The stack of papers in front of her was large and oppressive, a tower that shifted and swayed whenever the air conditioner kicked in. Which was often. They teetered near a framed photograph of an older couple and two young women: the photo was old, but the frame was new. 

Her office was small and cluttered, only six feet across but a full ten feet long, with the door at one end and her desk on the other, near a window that barely opened but let in the heat of the sun all throughout the day.

The space between the door and the desk was packed tight, so tight that she had to squeeze and maneuver to make it through. There was a wide wooden chair of the sort that came with any University office, she felt. Against either wall was a bookshelf stacked with reference materials, most of which now gathered dust — a byproduct of a digital age. Atop the stacks of books and along the ridge of each shelf were trinkets — artifacts from different regions that hadn’t been needed by the University or the museum. There was a fat doll made from hollow wooden balls and catgut. There was a plate gold-plated disk with a hollow center and small shards of shimmering metal dangling from it. 

Stacked beside the bookshelf against the west wall was a box overflowing with maps, each of which looked well used. Several were on the floor around it, and one was spread over a corner of her desk like a tarp, a days-old yet full cup of coffee weighing it down. Next to the box of maps was a large globe, upon which all the landmasses were a light tan color and the oceans were a deep, chocolate brown. 

Cassidy found that she’d been staring at a spot on the globe with the sort of trance-like boredom that she sometimes found herself doing — especially when correcting papers. The place she was staring at was deep in the center of Mexico, a section of Mesoamerica she’d marked long ago with four red stickers she’d never been able to remove. She forced herself to look away from them and back to the work in front of her. “And that is a comma splice connecting a faulty argument,” she said aloud, circling the splice and then striking out the problematic sentence. 

She sighed.

On the page, the words began to blur and jumble, and before she knew it her head had lolled up towards those red stickers on the globe again. She sighed again, then reached over the stack of papers and gripped the map that hung over the edge of her desk. She inched it forward until the coffee cup was in reach, then picked up both cup and map and brought them down in front of her. She took a long sip of the ice-cold liquid, slurping it as she spread the map out over the essay she was correcting. She took her red pen — no longer for correcting — and marked a spot quite near the center of Mexico.

“It’s the boredom, isn’t it?” came a firm, hoarse voice.

She looked up from her map and saw a man standing in her doorway, his heels in the hall and his toes firmly in her space. He was a short, portly man in a suit that looked expensive but hadn’t been fitted properly, a sign of a man who had money but hadn’t had it long. He had a smattering of incidental facial hair and was balding, with glasses so thick they were what her grandfather’s generation would have called ‘Coke Bottles.’ They rested atop a small nose and a kind, wry smile that traveled up one side of his face. Despite the fact that Cassidy was sure she’d never seen the man before, he still looked familiar.

“Pardon?” she asked, straightening a little. She wasn’t sure yet if he was even entering the room. Some people — especially men of a certain age, she’d found — thought of open office doors as an excuse to step in and make a comment. It was typically a comment that the speaker considered to be in good humour, regardless of the fact that nobody ever laughed.
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