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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!

Now she must face her biggest threat yet, when she comes face to face with another adventurer that can walk between worlds: the enigmatic Tallis!
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Cassidy Cane ran from the laser fire with a big smile on her face, even though some of it was close enough to pass through her jacket and make sizzling holes in it. Despite the danger, her blood was pumping. In her hand she had clasped the Amulet of Zeus, one of the ten fabled Amulets of the Ok’Tid. Only one still existed on her world, with the rest lost to history, but on this world the population had found a way to perfectly preserve artifacts.

She had been looking for a way to copy that technology for use on her adventures, both at home and on other worlds, but then she had seen the Amulet and something about it had called to her and she had just had to touch it. She had felt that blood pumping in her ears and the smile had grown on her cheeks and she had just needed to have her hand against it. It looked so new here, not like the one she’d seen back home. 

The moment her skin had connected with it alarms had started to go off, and all the faces in the museum she’d been visiting turned and glared at her as one, as though they were a hive mind.

“I guess that’s the end of that,” she’d said. Her voice was resigned but she had not been able to quell the smile growing across her lips. She had gripped her hand around the artifact almost instinctively, and when she had turned to run, she ran with it.

As she watched, the people of this dimension turned their heads and followed her, then quickly transformed into cat people. Their noses and mouths came together in snouts and they grew hair quickly, as though it had been waiting under the skin for the chance to emerge all this time. They hissed, raised their laser weapons, and started after her.

They fired at her again, and she felt a hot beam whiz past her neck so close that it tanned it. Despite the fear she should have been feeling, the blood was pumping in her so hard that she could feel it in her earlobes and in her fingers, and she smiled broadly and honestly.

She rounded a corner into a corridor that seemed to have no exit and started down it quickly.

The cat people turned around the same corner less than thirty seconds later in hot pursuit, but they found it empty. There was no trace of Cassidy Cane, or the Amulet of Zeus. The lead guard lowered its brow, curled its lip, and hissed. “Slipstreamer.”
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Preston Cane sat on the park bench alone. Even though there were no people with him – not his wife or any of his daughters – he didn’t feel alone. He had his bag of birdseed with him, and pigeons had flocked to his feet to take his gift. Some days, when the sun was hot and the breeze was good, they were all the company he needed.

“Hello,” said a man with black hair and a slender face. He sat down on the bench next to Preston and set a sack lunch between them. “Mind if I join you?”

Preston turned and looked at him, shocked out of his train of thought for a moment. “Absolutely not; to each their own.” 

The man nodded, then reached into his bag and pulled out two halves of a sandwich. He handed one to Preston. “Cucumber sandwich?”

Preston eyed it hungrily. “That’s my favourite.”

“Take it, then.”

Preston took the half gratefully, and both men started eating. “I’m Preston, by the way,” he said, extending his free hand.

The man took it. “Tallis.”
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The Plainsfield Mall was one of those standard two-floor mall layouts that seemed to come standard with every town in America of over 50,000 residents. It was long and flat and took up far too much acreage for the benefits it provided. Despite how large it was, most of the space was taken up by wide halls: except the top floor, which had ninety percent of its middle carved out so that pedestrians could look down and see the patrons and storefronts below.

Cassidy stepped past a trendy outwear shop towards the food court in the heart of the building, bypassing adults and children as she did. She eyed a bomber jacket on a window-displayed mannequin that looked startlingly like the one she wore, but without the barrage of holes, and considered it. Seeing it in its ‘complete’ state made her suddenly aware of the state that her own had gotten into over the course of the last year. There were tears from getting caught in the thorns of plants on other worlds. There were bullet holes from fire she’d barely evaded. There were places where the fabric had gone rough from going from extreme hot to extreme cold too quickly, between portals. She wore the history of her adventures along her shoulders, she realized, and though the new coat made her realize how ripped and torn her current one was, she smiled and wore those tears with pride.

She eyed the jacket just once more, then continued on deeper into the mall. It was filled with people today, and she could already see the glut of them sitting at the food court. There were so many that she couldn’t tell one from the other. She knew that Rica was amongst them somewhere though, and from the last text she’d gotten, she’d already nabbed a clean seat and was waiting for her.

Frederica was nineteen and in all those years she had never once been called by her full name by someone close enough to have known her, as far as Cassidy could remember. She had always been Rica. Whenever her full name, Frederica, had been said over the loudspeaker at school it had always taken her a moment to realize they were talking to her. It was a name that sounded foreign to her ear, despite being technically hers. Of Cassidy’s two sisters, Rica was the quieter of the two. She hadn’t graduated yet, but was planning on attending Plainsfield University when she did, and had politely asked Cassidy not to put herself into the process, one way or the other. Cassidy had respected that. Soon it would be that time, and Cassidy was anxious to see the result.

Months ago, while she was on a space station in the Xik’en dimension, she’d met a bright young woman who had reminded her so much of Rica, and had vowed to herself to make more time for her family in general and her sisters in specific. She had managed to make more time for them in the months that had followed, even despite her time off-world. As soon as she’d arrived back on her own Earth, she had made a point of making a date with Rica.

Cassidy smiled as she entered the food court proper. Nothing smelled quite like familiarity. It was something she’d learned on her travels to other parts of this world as well as to other worlds: nothing smelled quite like the food of home. The food court was full of local restaurants producing fresh bread, baking pizzas, slicing sandwiches, and brewing fresh coffee. There were several large chains as well, but they couldn’t compete for her business or for her olfactory sensations.

She turned, near the edge of the seating area now, and tried to find where Rica had been seated. Was she still lined up for food? A quick scan of those standing told her no. 

A large group of tweens stood up at once and started to walk towards the exit, clearly a group of school-age kids that were nearing the end of their lunch break. She wondered how many of them she’d be seeing in her classroom in the next few years. They dispersed, and as they parted she finally caught sight of Rica, seated on the far end of the food court away from her. Her back had been turned to Cassidy, the barest sliver of her round cheek visible.

She was talking to a man.

He was older than Rica by far, closer to Cassidy’s age if not actually her age. He was broad and had dark black hair that fell into his eyes the way a pop-singer’s did in all their promotional photos. He was wearing a tight black shirt that accented his frame and made him look even paler than he naturally was, and jeans. He had one boot up on the chair across from Rica and had the weight of his arms leaning against his knee. His boots were the thick-soled kind like her own, the sort that were gotten from army surplus outlets. His were black.

Despite his aggressive posture, looming over the sitting Rica, he was smiling warmly. He was laughing at something she’d said, and in that moment Cassidy could not tell if the laugh was fake or genuine.

Cassidy squinted. She could tell from the push of her sister’s cheek that she was smiling. She started to make her way past the crowd and through the winding grid of tables to get to them.

The man in black looked up and locked eyes with her, and she stopped dead in her tracks for a moment. There was something uncanny about him staring at her that caused her to pause. They were pinned between each other like that, and time around them seemed to stop.

Then he broke the spell, suddenly, by turning back to Rica and nodding a
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