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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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      Can it really be the end of the world when there's more fish?

      More fish, more birds, more bugs. There's more plants, too, though not as many kinds of plants. Well, not the plants I remember from when I was a kid. That's not saying much. There wasn't anything much alive when I was a kid. Sometimes I wonder if it was a good thing I survived or not.

      Good old Global Climate Change.

      Such a long way to say that the world changed. That humans changed it. I mean, yeah, the world's always changing.

      The sun rises, sets. Storms blow through. Winter brings cold and ice. Summer brings fog and rain and storms that threaten to topple the Web down into the sea. Rest of the time you got squalls and fog and harvesting things what land-dwellers think can't possibly be food. Act like there's something wrong with octopus and seaweed for dinner, with a good blackberry sauce on top.

      The Web's a good place to live, if a bit unstable. It's old. Old things wobble. Eventually they fall down. Everything falls down if you wait long enough. Only question is if it survives the fall. When the Web goes, nope, it's not gonna survive and no one living in it will either.

      Still won't be the end of the world.

      Wouldn't even surprise me the whole thing collapsed tomorrow. I was there when they built the Web. I was there when the politicians claimed 'oh, no, the sea wall will keep the waves back'. Idiots. Like anything's gonna stop the sea when it decides to rise.

      First to go was the Seattle waterfront Ferris wheel. I'd never gone on it. It was old and creaky before I was born. Still pretty when I looked out my family's one window down at the Puget Sound. Especially at night. The light were bright, festive even. Maybe one night in ten someone'd put down the money necessary to get the old thing rotating. That was always an event. The whole apartment block would rush out to their balconies or up on the roof to watch it turn.

      I was six when the first storm of the season flooded the Seattle waterfront. The waves battered the sea wall, washed up over the Waterfront Park. Water drove all the homeless out of their tents. More'n a few died when the waves caught them before they could get to the stair climb. The salt poisoned the trees while the waves washed away the grass. Soil they'd given the grass was too shallow to give them the roots to hang on. Hadn't been long enough for the trees to break up the concrete and dig in deep enough for anything to stay put through a storm like that.

      Sea water and Ferris wheel engines don't mix. The city gave up, looked for some dumb fool to buy it. Failed. It got torn down, halfway, before the next storm of the season came and toppled its pier entirely.

      Saw that happen. Ma insisted I stay inside while it happened. The storm was a bad one, winds that ripped roofs open, shattered some windows. The waves were amazing to young me. At first, it looked like the sea wall would hold. The waves smashed up against the wall, flinging froth high into the sky only to topple back down into the Sound.

      But as I watched, middle of the afternoon with hours and hours of storm still coming, the waves got bigger. The spray went higher. Then, as the rafters howled with the wind and the rain battered the one window so constantly that it was a shimmering flow down the glass instead of droplets chased by the wind, a wave hit and toppled forwards.

      A great wash of water surged across the waterfront. We looked down over the old Aquarium. I remember asking Ma if the sea was trying to save all the fish trapped inside. She glared and shushed me, more focused on my little sister who'd gotten an ear infection. Died of it a few months later. There was no money for antibiotics that'd stopped the infection before it got into the bone. Ate her baby bone right up and then got into her brain. Died in the middle of the night, during another storm.

      Just as unstoppable as the waves that night.

      After that first wave, a second surged up over the sea wall. Then a third. By the time the fourth and fifth waves hit, it wasn't individual waves anymore.

      The whole Puget Sound heaved itself up over the sea wall and tried to drag the whole waterfront down into the sea. The waves before'd been just babies. They'd barely spilled any water onto the land.

      These waves were tsunami strong, tsunami tall and long and broad. By the time Mema got home, wet and shaking with cold, dark had fallen. She and Ma argued for hours about whether or not it was safe to stay in our apartment. Mema wanted to move up into a shelter on Capital Hill. Ma said she'd rather die than go to one of those places.

      In the morning, the Aquarium was an island in the middle of a sea of debris. Most the other piers had fallen. Because of the way the Aquarium channeled the sea water in and through, it'd survived. Ma, looking out over the Sound with my feverish, listlessly crying little sister in her arms, had been silent.

      We moved to a friend's place up on Queen Anne Hill the next day, between storms.

      Closer to Mema's work, farther from all my friends and not such a good view of the waterfront; I missed our old apartment for about a month. I could've gone swimming in the shallow water that now washed constantly over the park where the waterfront had been. I could've dived down and looked for trinkets from the piers' collapses, things to sell to rich collectors.

      Weren't that many of them around anymore.

      The richest of the rich, the ones with hundreds of billions of dollars, they'd decided Earth was too broken for them. They'd made themselves some nice little space stations, steel and glass and specially shipped in air, water and food. About the time Ma had us move, the first of the real stations opened up. That one was hollowed out of a ten-mile long asteroid that'd been hauled into position around the Earth. Once it had enough water and air and soil, full of bugs and things from Earth, the billionaires didn't need anything from Earth anymore.

      They had theirs. Who cared what happened to the rest of us? Not them.

      The next level rich weren't too happy about that. Some bought their way into the big dark space stations. Others teamed up to build their own. Not a fast thing but hey, for someone with all the money they needed and about a thousand times more than that, it was doable. By the time my little sister was dead for five years, there were no billionaires left on Earth. Not a one.

      Rich people who had mere hundreds of millions got real sick of the poor people crowding around their mansions. Queen Anne Hill was high enough that the rising waters weren't gonna get us right away. I was old enough that I was in school by then, learning my letters and how to sit still, be quiet, do what the people in charge wanted
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