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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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      The Sailor's Stone dragged at Vili's hand as though it weighed as much as a mountain. He'd sworn to return the Treasures to their rightful places. It was the only thing that would return order to the world after everything had gone… so wrong.

      So very wrong.

      One more task and it would all be done.

      The Stone had dragged him out of time as planned, out of the echoing, shimmering tunnels that branched and spun from the past to the future, right into the middle of the Temple of the Sea where it belonged. The blue slate walls and dove grey granite floors echoed with dozens of footsteps as priests, warriors and the worshipers moved around Vili.

      This task. That's all he had left. He would put the Stone back in its temple at the base of the long-dead World Tree. Then the spells that Motya Theunissen, the Mage of Dreams and Destiny, had cast on Vili would draw him back to his proper place in the future that Wynne had destroyed so thoroughly.

      Vili let out a breath, aching with more than just the cumulative effects of so many trips through time. Of all of them, Vili was the only one who could have taken this part of their quest. The others were bound to their time and place. Vili, cast adrift in time long before the war against the mad god Wynne, was only lightly bound by the strands of destiny.

      Between the Sailor's Stone and Motya Theunissen's magic, Vili could fling himself into the sea of time and return the Treasures to their rightful resting places before they were missed. Before the damage the mad god Wynne had done became permanent.

      If Vili was strong, the dead would rest easy. Their souls would no long hover like banks of fog over the killing fields. Spring would return to the world and with it light, warmth, sunshine. There would be new crops, new children, new life. Those who had survived the battles would be able to move on and begin new lives in their drastically changed new world.

      Vili rubbed a calloused hand over his face. It shook as his fingers glanced over the scars that marked the left side of his face.

      Everyone else would go on.

      There was nothing left for Vili…

      No.

      He wanted this done with.

      Vili swallowed down a scream. A cry. A sob that he would not let loose, not now, not ever. Motya Theunissen had been clear. There was no changing the past. What had been, would always be. It could not be changed. The Goddess of Destiny had woven the tapestry of time and no one, especially not Vili, could unweave it.

      While Vili had in fact jumped through time after his first love Tristin fell to his death during a mission near a century before Wynne went mad, that was his destiny. It was what he had always been intended to do. It made him easier to shift about in time, but he still had to return to the God-blasted world where more than half of everything had died and hope had nearly died with it.

      Hope that Vili carried in his hand.

      He needed to get moving. As long as Vili got the six sacred Treasures back where they belonged, and he had done so for all but the Sailor's Stone, everything he'd lived through would be exactly as he remembered it.

      There was no changing the past.

      And why should he change it? So many people had survived so much. They'd lost, yes, but they'd survived and moved on. Made new lives, sired new children, begun to rebuild the world. Who was Vili to rail at the unfeeling Gods that he would never have the happy ending that he wanted?

      Tristin…

      Megan.

      Both of them. Vili turned from his path, hands shaking. Megan dying like that, her beautiful mind gone. Tristin falling, dying, being resurrected to fight as Wynne's right-hand man. Being a slave to Wynne for so long. Until Vili had ended it for Tristin…

      He should be able to save them!

      He should be able to fix it…

      …no.

      There was no way to fix it.

      No way to save Tristin. No way to have that one last dance with Megan unless he was willing to give up being the Hero of Time. Vili could return the Sailor's Stone. Shed the amulet that Motya Theunissen had so gently wrapped around Vili's neck. Then he could walk away, leave his amor and shield behind to rust. If he was willing to grow old in the past, never once lifting a hand to save Tristin, he could seek Megan out before her mind was lost.

      "I could live with her," Vili murmured. "Stay in the shadows. Let her go out, be the brilliant star that she is. If no one saw me, it wouldn't change the past. I'd just be her husband, that man that she kept safe and secret along with her children."

      His steps, echoing on the marble tiles of the Temple of the Sea, slowed.

      Stopped.

      This temple had been the base that Wynne began from. Here, at the heart of the Holy City, Wynne had corrupted the priests and holy warriors. He had turned them from good, faithful worshipers into fanatics that undermined every single king, overthrew every queen, cut down the priests of every other god.

      They had become assassins, murderers, as mad as their god but it had taken decades for anyone to realize what had happened here. Vili himself had only realized it three days before he agreed to this one last mission.

      The Temple of the Sea was a bustling hive of activity. Holy warriors in their chiming mail marched through the halls, nodding respectfully to Vili. His shield, marked with the High King's gold-rimmed star and scarlet bands, gave him the respect and authority he needed to go anywhere necessary. A pack of priests in cobalt blue robes scurried past, bowing as they passed.

      So strange to see them dressed that way. Wynne's warriors had switched to midnight black armor that stank of blood by the end. His priests dyed their blue robes the color of dried blood. Vili had wondered sometimes if they'd used blood to dye the rough wool.

      This temple. It had all started here. For thirty, nearly forty years, these men and women had been parasites at the heart of the world. Eating away at everything they touched until no one could stand against Wynne.

      And Megan had been at the heart of it all, working with the High King every day to make the world a better place.

      To save the world.

      "Damn it," Vili whispered. He shook his head and started moving again. "I can't let Megan work with them. I wouldn't be able to warn her about Wynne."

      Wynne. The assassins. The pain and the suffering that would be hidden from her, that Wynne's people would create. Wynne's mad orders would take everything that Megan wanted to create, the beautiful world full of cooperative nations, educated peasants and food for everyone and twist them into a campaign of conquest, death and destruction, all while she tried desperately to stop it.

      For a time, she'd been thrust into place as the figurehead of the whole plot. When she struck out, alone and desperate, they'd wiped her memory away. Then more and more until she'd been left a broken old woman who
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