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      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!
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      The dust bit at Juniper's eyes, sucking the moisture right out. Figured that the biggest auction of the summer would have to happen on the hottest, driest, least cloudy day of the summer. Nine o'clock in the morning and already the field behind the Johnson's barn was an oven. Heat radiated up off everything, both the soil baked into brick-solidness and the miscellaneous junk people were trying to auction off for a bit more money to make it through until the harvest.

      Rickety old kitchen tables with mismatched chairs sat in lines along with rusted gears, cheap shiny buckets with pinholes and the rare treasures that'd been packed away in someone's attic or cellar. Taxidermied animals abounded, legacy of Yahui's arrest at Christmas. No one wanted his damned animals in their house anymore, not after the old man was arrested for supplying crack cocaine. There were way too many critters and not enough treasures for Juniper's taste.

      Juniper would've rathered stay in the shade of the Johnson's barn. It wasn't much cooler but the sun beating down was easier to handle when it wasn't blasting right in your eyes. Her battered old Seahawks cap wasn't up to the challenge. Nothing much was, not when the sky overhead'd turned into a dust-stained bowl the shade of teeth yellowed by too much chewing tobacco.

      Made dealing with the dust floating in the air from the dry, plowed-under fields around them a good bit harder'n it should've been. Johnson hadn't irrigated the field after harvesting the first round of wheat. Why would he? The Montana summer wouldn't last long enough for him to get a second crop. Well, normally it might not have, but this summer was so hot and dry that it might last into late September before the rain started. It'd snow by Halloween for sure. Always did.

      That felt like decades away.

      What with the heat of the sun beating down on her head and the dust sucking the moisture right out of her, Juniper felt like she was about to be as desiccated as the stuffed moose head her boy Aster and his boyfriend Rory were so fascinated by. Not one of Yahui's thank goodness. Juniper didn't have to discretely have the thing tested for crack hidden away inside it.

      What she was gonna do with a moose head, Juniper pure didn't know. Only place they might be able to hang the thing up was in the back entryway. The ceiling was high enough there to handle the mismatched antlers on the head.

      "You know that's a cow moose, right?" Juniper said as Aster petted the moose's nose as tenderly as if it was a living critter. "The antlers might be original but that dewlap's clearly from a different animal. I can see the stitching line. That's just bad craft there. And those antlers are a joke."

      "Mama Jun," Aster said full of twelve-year-old superiority, "that doesn't matter. It's amazing! We should bid on it."

      "Baby, what're we gonna do with a moose head?" Juniper asked hopelessly. If Aster got his heart set on a moose head, she was gonna be stuck with one.

      Behind her, Rory's dad Cliff was trying to swallow down his hoots of laughter while his bitch of a wife grumbled about being anywhere near Juniper. Or Aster.

      Cliff was all right. He was a good old boy, born and bred in their little town. His family went back three generations, right back to when a group of settlers'd decided that the lake was right pretty, maybe the prettiest spot in all of western Montana. They'd never been rich, the Yonkers, never had land or a farm of their own, or even a successful business, but this was their town and Cliff was fine with anyone who put down proper roots in it.

      His wife?

      She was Out of Town, come in to work up on the ski mountain.

      Juniper was continually surprised the woman hadn't divorced Cliff and run off with one of the rich skiers up on the mountain. All she seemed to care about was how small their trailer was, how poor Cliff was, and how her dresses and paste jewels just didn't match up with the other women's at church on Sunday.

      That plus avoiding Juniper and Aster, both of whom offended her delicate sensibilities by being too trans in Juniper's case and far too black in Aster's.  If she couldn't avoid, she'd complain. If her complaints didn't work, she'd start haranguing poor Rory, her only son, like it was his fault the world didn't cater to her needs.

      Maybe she thought it was. If Rory hadn't been born, she would never have stayed in town or married Cliff, not that it was Rory's fault. That fell full on her head and Cliff's.

      "Saw some estate jewels over by the trailer," Juniper commented to Cliff. "Ugly things. Don't know who'd bid even a dollar on them. They looked the size of my fist at a glance."

      "I'll be right back, darling," Cliff's wife immediately said.

      She left before Cliff could even open his mouth. Aster and Rory grinned at Juniper. Cliff rolled his eyes at her. Juniper didn't care. She didn't want to deal with the woman if she didn't have to. Will Caldwell's mother, Sarah, she was a delight to be around. Sheriff Oliver's wife Anna was a kick in the pants, always ready with a joke or a fist to the face to anyone who dared to cross her.

      "Don't know what your problem is with my wife, Mama Jun," Cliff drawled as he leaned against an old-fashioned rusted-out manual combine that kept being hauled back to auctions but never got sold.

      "I got no problem with her that couldn't be solved by her learning to mind her tone," Juniper said. "Don't know how a man so kind ended up with a woman like that."

      "I got Rory out of it," Cliff said with a shrug. "Fair deal as far as I'm concerned."

      Thankfully, Rory and Aster'd finally moved on from the ridiculous moose head. They were poking at and crawling all over a big old workbench full of tools, meat grinders and what might possibly be an intact hand-grind flour mill. Juniper raised an eyebrow and sauntered over to check the mill out.

      Looked intact. The thing turned and made a nice grinding sound. Better still, it moved. Not smoothly. The works were definitely gummed up and probably rusted. She'd have to take it apart and clean every single part, remove any rust and mung from it sitting around in whoever's attic or barn it was from. Have to be real careful about the grinding stones. No one wanted to have soap in their flour. Still, might be a good purchase if she could keep the price low.

      "Mama Jun," Aster said with a naughty little grin, "what're we gonna do with that?"

      "Make the best damn sourdough you've ever had, that's what," Juniper replied.

      She grinned as all three of them leaned close and started poking at the flour mill. Cliff's wife didn't bake. She could cook like the devil himself, whip up full meals out of what Juniper would've called nothing but scraps. Somehow, she'd managed to take old, dry bread, a mess of noodles, some leftover chicken soup and bits of wilted broccoli, turning it into the best damn casserole that Juniper'd ever had at a Church Social.

      Last Church social she'd ever been to
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