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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!
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      This story is dedicated to Cathy. I will forever be grateful I escaped from you.
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      Kenzie measured off a strand of green embroidery thread, snipping it and then patiently raveling one of the six strands loose. It wasn't the forest green she'd planned on, but it was close enough. A nice rich teal that looked darker when laid against the sunflowers she'd already embroidered on her new pale blue facemask.

      Not that she'd told Devon that she was making a fabric facemask. Devon was still convinced that the entire Covid-19 situation was ridiculous. He refused to stay home, refused to wash his hands and definitely refused to stay away from people.

      Though that wasn't entirely his fault.

      "Mother, I do have things I need to do," Devon complained as he paced across the living room in great jerky strides that made Kenzie curl her shoulders inward even though it made the fresh bruises and old cuts across her back ache.

      Please let his mother win. Kenzie was so close to escaping. A day or two without Devon around and she'd be free. All she needed was a day, two at most, without Devon around twenty-four/seven. This entire lockdown had made their already bad relationship into a nightmare.

      She really shouldn't have moved in with him.

      The high-pitched whine of Devon's mother escaped from his phone. He didn't have it anywhere close to pressed against his ear. As loud as she sounded, Kenzie wasn't surprised; afraid of what Devon would do when he got off the phone, trying to hide it, but not surprised. The only person in the entire world that Devon feared was his mother and it sounded like she was in one of her Moods.

      Her Moods tended to end with people in the hospital, beaten bloody. Or they disappeared entirely. There was a lot of empty park land not that far away from her house. She had two hideouts in the middle of forest service land, legacy bits of land that she'd somehow acquired. Kenzie didn't know what she did up there. She didn't want to know. What she did know was that every time Devin had to go visit her when she was in a Mood he came back pale, shaking, and generally in clothes that he'd bought brand-new.

      The one time he'd worn his clothes home, the chemical stink of them was so bad that Kenzie had insisted they be thrown out immediately. She'd taken that beating and not even cared. No way was she having that in the apartment.

      "Mother, we're not supposed to go anywhere…" Devon whined, shoulders slumping as he stopped right in front of Kenzie with a completely defeated look on his sallow face.

      She'd won. Oh, thank God. Kenzie snapped her eyes back onto her embroidery and didn't look up. No way was she letting Devon see that relief. Instead, she knotted her thread and set to work putting in sunflower stems with the teal.

      "Fine!" Devon shouted so loudly that Kenzie stabbed herself with the needed.

      The word echoed even though their tiny apartment was so packed that sounds normally wouldn't reverberate at all. Every wall was covered with Devon's Cubs posters and Halo memorabilia. He had enough stuff to cover the walls of an apartment fully twenty-four hundred square feet house and, somehow, he'd managed to get it all on the walls of their eight hundred square foot apartment.

      He smirked when Kenzie started and stared him, hands frozen on her embroidery. Asshole. Kenzie swallowed down her fear, her rage, her desperation and went back to staring at her embroidery. There was a spot of blood on one of the sunflowers. Damn him. Now it would stain. She wasn't going to take it out of the hoop to wash the blood out. It would affect how the embroidery looked

      Devon knew that. She'd told him that dozens of times. Jerk.

      "Fine. I'll be there. Did you want Kenzie—? There's no need to be rude, Mother. She's right here."

      "I have to work tomorrow anyway," Kenzie offered in as diffident a tone as she could given how much Devon hated that she still had a job and he didn't. "Besides, I wouldn't want to intrude into your family's celebration."

      Devon's eyes went hard for a second at even that mild of a disagreement. Then he flinched as his mother started haranguing him. Back to pacing, this time while pulling at his hair with his free shaking hand; Kenzie set her embroidery aside and escaped into the bedroom.

      Their apartment was too tiny for true escape. Their shared closet was only a yard long rather than then normal size. The builder had tucked the hot water heater into the closet. Kenzie had taken to keeping her clothes folded up and tucked away in a little carry-on suitcase on the floor, purely to give Devon a spot to hang his shirts.

      Solely so that they wouldn't wrinkle, of course.

      He'd bought it. She still found that hard to believe. As tightly as Devon tried to control her every movement, she'd thought that she would have to abandon all her clothes because he wouldn't let her pack anything. The tiny closet had saved her, though Devon insisted that she leave the thing open so that he could see what was in it at a glance.

      Kenzie packed up two weeks of clothes for Devon, gathered his toiletries and packed up his laptop along with his top three favorite games. They barely fit into his big suitcase once she added a spare pair of shoes, his heavy jacket and four of his favorite baseball caps. It was probably more than Devon needed, but he always overpacked for every sort of excursion at the same time he refused to let Kenzie carry more than a tiny little clutch purse.

      Kenzie ran a finger of the Cubs cap. He'd worn that the day they met. Back then, he'd seemed like such a nice guy. A bit desperate but anyone with a mother like Devon's had earned a bit of raggedness.

      She hadn't seen the real Devon until they'd moved in together. Such a mistake. Kenzie should've listened to her friends when they said that something was off about Devon. Honestly, she should've listened to Devon's mother when she warned Kenzie off.

      Still, it wasn't too late.

      Devon was staring at Kenzie's embroidery when she dragged his suitcase out. The suitcase was nearly as big as she was, so it was a struggle. His frown intensified in dangerous ways when he saw the suitcase.

      "What's this?" Devon asked, tossing Kenzie's embroidery at her. "When did you get that? I told you not to go out."

      "I didn't," Kenzie said as she caught it. "I've had this project, oh, three years? Four? I've lost or used the forest green I planned for the stems, but I had everything else. No reason not to finish it. I've got time, other than my one day a week at the office."

      His frown eased a little, then grew thunderous again.

      Kenzie smiled and shrugged. "She wants you to leave right away, right? I packed everything for you. Two weeks' worth of clothes. I know she won't do laundry for you. You've got your laptop in there, too, plus the three games you've been playing the most. And some caps, spare shoes. Everything I could think of."

      Devon grunted and opened the suitcase. He discarded the Cubs hat, put in his MAGA hat instead, and then picked all different games while grumbling under his breath about stupid females who didn't understand gaming. As insulting as it was, Kenzie didn't respond to the just loud enough to be heard comments.

      Response got response. If she got angry, he'd get angry. If she yelled, he would yell louder. If she did anything he didn't want, anything he didn't approve of, he would beat her bloody and tell her it was her own fault. Especially right now with the two of them trapped together in this too-small apartment.

      "Well, I guess you did a decent enough job," Devon said as he closed his suitcase. "Mom wants me home for Easter. She's talking about some stupid project she wants me to do. She'll probably try to string it out for a week or more."

      "I hope not," Kenzie said. She looked up at him through her eyelashes while biting her bottom lip. "I'll miss you."
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