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      The rainbow has infinite shades, just as this collection covers the spectrum of fictional possibilities.

      

      From contemporary romances like The Shores of Twilight Bay to dark fantasy like A Lone Red Tree and out to SF futures in Child of Spring, Iridescent covers the gamut of time, space and genre.

      

      Meyari McFarland shows her mastery in this first omnibus collection of her short fiction. Twenty-five amazing stories, all with queer characters going on adventures, solving mysteries, and falling in love are here in the first Rainbow Collection.

      

      And now you can get this massive collection of short queer fiction, all of it with the happy endings you love, for free!

      

      Sign up here for your free copy of Iridescent now!
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      Sometimes my stories start with just an image, a mental picture that I see and then want to investigate. Those are always fascinating stories because I'm exploring my way through what happens as much as the reader will when I'm done.

      But there's one image that I've written about since I was a young teenager: a giant thunderstorm looming as it moves in. I can see those clouds, feel the wind and rising electricity on my skin. The smell of rain getting ready to fall is always there in my nose and the sour taste of nervousness, of fear always lingers on my tongue.

      I've no idea how many times I've written that storm. All of the stories are different. Different worlds, different characters, different genres. The storm is universal for me.

      And the stories it inspires are always unique.

      Enjoy!
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      Clouds billowed overhead, monstrous, dark, shot through with lightning that never struck the earth. Rain hung in sheets from the bottoms of the clouds, but it never got close to the ground, either. Kanti stared up and up, and up, heart pounding as she bit her lip. There were trees around her, black trunks scorched by fire not long gone. Ashes drifted in the air. One tiny coal floated past her eyes, lighting the darkness with the promise of another firestorm raging over the top of her.

      Her nightgown billowed in a wind she didn't feel. There was no scent of ash, no smell of distant rain. No sound of thunder rumbling constantly through the air despite the lightning. When she looked down, her feet were bare. Underneath them were coals, red and white with ash.

      It should hurt. The air should hurt her nose, her throat, her lungs. This didn't make sense.

      "You're dreaming."

      Kanti turned. A woman in stained pale blue yoga pants and a sagging tank top stood next to her. The tank top barely restrained breasts so full that they would never be perky. Her eyes were the sort of green that people in books talked about, the green of new green alder leaves with sunlight pouring through them.

      "Thank you," the woman said, grinning. "Mostly I think my eyes are kind of weird looking in real life. Too yellow, you know? Not enough green to make them easy to look at. I'm Joyce Banks from down the block. Don't think we've ever spoken to each other before."

      Kanti blinked at her, then frowned. Had she spoken? No, she couldn't have. There were no lips on Kanti's face. No nose, either. She ran her hands over her face and shuddered to realize that all she had was a smooth blank disk with eyes. That was so very wrong.

      "Dreaming," Joyce said. She reached towards Kanti but suddenly the distance between them stretched and stretch. Joyce began to shout across the growing space. "You're dreaming, Kanti. This isn't real. You need to wake up or you'll get trapped in the half-light and never escape. Wake up. Wake up! Kanti, wake up!"

      Kanti tumbled out of her bed, gasping and wheezing. The bedroom smelled of sweat and garlic, of too-perfumed fabric softener and the long-gone cat the previous residents had secreted into the apartment. She shuddered and rubbed her hands over her face. They came away sweaty.

      "What was that?" Kanti asked as she slowly pulled herself back up onto the bed. The blankets were a tangled mess, soaked through by her night terror. "I don't even know a Joyce. Joyce Banks. That can't be a real name. It can't."

      But Joyce had seemed so real in the dream. The only thing that hadn't seemed real was Kanti herself. She could remember it all so perfectly when she never remembered her dreams. Fire-scorched trees, a thick coating of coals underfoot and thunderstorms overhead that gave no relief to the blasted landscape below.

      She shook her head and stood, moving into the kitchen area of her little studio apartment. Sleep wasn't going to happen, not now. Even if she'd wanted to go back to sleep, the sheets and blankets needed to be washed. Dried at least. And the laundry room would be open at… three in the morning. God, tomorrow, today was going to be horrible.

      Kanti still made tea, still curled up on her little loveseat and stared out at the maple trees outside her window. The leaves were changing from green to red and gold. Brown would come in a few days and then the branches would be bare while the ground would be carpeted by the fallen plate-sized leaves.

      When dawn came, Kanti showered. Ate. Dressed. Stripped her bed and remade it with her spare set of sheets. Tucked the still-damp sheets into the hamper to be washed later. After work.

      Her day was a series of nouns. Car. Street. Traffic. Office and timeclock and desk and pen and computer. Smile and nod and paper. Type and file. Type and sign. Type and return. Type.

      The words bled together as did everyone's words. She couldn't follow it all, not with the dream still haunting the back of her mind. Joyce Banks. Half-light. What was a half-light? How could she become trapped in it?

      Honestly, though, she was half-trapped already, unable to move out of this blank state where there was only the lurking horror of her dream, not the reality of the world around her.

      Manager. Timeclock. Car. Street. Home.

      Kanti shuddered once her door shut behind her. She forced the air into her lungs, feeling her nostrils flare and her chest rise. Her empty stomach growled. The pumps on her feet felt wrong. Too tight, too sharp. Too high. They clattered against the wall, kicked without conscious thought off Kanti's feet.

      "Joyce Banks."

      Yes. She needed to know. Was Joyce Banks a real person? Did she live on the block? If so, how had she gotten into Kanti's dream. And what did that dream mean?

      It meant something.

      Kanti just didn't know what.

      Google.

      Kanti stared at her phone, hands shaking so hard that it was difficult to read the words. Joyce Banks was real. She lived two doors up, in apartment 501.

      Real.

      Her charcoal skirt fluttered to the floor, followed quickly by Kanti's jacket. Her nylons and the bland cream silk shirt that Kanti's boss said made her look almost white when she wore it. Asshole.  The approving way he said it had always made Kanti's jaw ache.

      Jeans and a sweater, too large and sloppy enough to droop off one shoulder was better. So were flats, soft and comfortable, covered in her mother's embroidery. Kanti grabbed her keys, her ID, her bag with the weight of her taser at the bottom.

      Joyce Banks was real.

      Apartment 501 was on the top floor, up five flights of stairs stained with urine and a thousand scuffs from people moving in and out. It sat at the far end of the hallway at the top floor, taking the end of the hallway as its own. Kanti stared at the tarnished silver of the numbers, old and Gothic, black dripping down from the screws securing it to Joyce's door. There were scars on the door, cut marks and stab marks like someone had tried to use an ax to break it down.

      They'd failed.

      Kanti breathed. In. Out.

      And knocked.

      "Coming!"

      The voice was the same. So was the face, high cheeks supporting eyes too green to feel real above a mouth too wide for prettiness. A strong mouth bracketed by a jaw wide enough for a man. Joyce stared at Kanti as Kanti studied her eyes.

      "They are rather yellow in real life," Kanti said. Then wanted to kick herself because what sort of introduction was that?

      "You remember?" Joyce whispered, eyes going so wide that the white showed all around.

      "Yes," Kanti said. "May I come in? I'm trapped in nouns and need to know what that was. I need to break free. I think you might be able to help with that."

      "Trapped… in nouns?" Joyce asked with so much puzzlement that Kanti merely shook her head and gestured to request entry.

      Joyce nodded. Stepped aside.

      Where Kanti's apartment was a tiny thing, everything squished together by the sheer lack of room, Joyce's was enormous. She had a true living room with two big couches
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