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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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      Kanta wiggled her nose against the plush cotton lining of her facemask as she wrapped up the sticky cord on the vacuum. The hallway smelled sweet, even with her mask covering from the bridge of her nose nearly to her Adam's Apple. Spill sugar everywhere, get a sweet-smelling, crunchy hallway and possibly ants.

      Which, of course, was why the superintendent, Ren Thibault of the perpetually aching knees and dramatically bad heart, had been more than happy to let Kanta vacuum it up herself. He'd grabbed for her hand and then gasped and wheezed and held his hands over his head like he was being robbed when he realized what he was doing. He had been wearing the mask she'd made him. Kanta preened a little at that.

      Mask or no mask, Kanta could taste the garlic in the air from old Mrs. Bonomo's jambalaya even though she was on the third floor and Mrs. Bonomo was way down on the first. The entire building was going to smell of garlic for days. Better than the liver and onions that Kanta's neighbor Avia had made a few days ago. The stink of that had driven Kanta straight out of the building for hours along with everyone on their floor but Avia.

      Walking through downtown Everett had been so disturbing that Kanta hadn't stayed out for very long. The empty streets felt far too much like the opening of a zombie movie for her to be comfortable. Those occasional cars that did roll by made the hair stand up on Kanta's arms. She didn't pass well enough to be comfortable when there was no one around.

      Thankfully, no one had bothered her as she hurried back home.

      Kanta hummed as she rolled the vacuum back towards the utility closet in the rear of the apartment building. No sugar crunched under its wheels. Or under her heels. Job well done. Next time she went shopping for groceries, she'd have to buy more sugar. Between the sugar disaster in the hallway and making brownies, she was already low.

      "Hey, same mask!"

      Kanta stumbled and turned to stare as Avia waved to her. "What?"

      "Same mask," Avia said, pointing to her facemask.

      It was constructed completely differently, with elastic over the ears instead of tying behind her head. One of the medical-designed ones that was just a rectangle of fabric pleated to fit over the face. Kanta hated that sort of mask. They were so anxiety-inducing in how little of the face they covered and how much could get around them.

      Her own mask covered so much more and didn't allow air to seep in anywhere. Kanta blinked at Avia while wagged her eyebrows proudly enough that Kanta's heart slipped a beat. Why did Avia have to be so engaging?

      Avia's mask did have a vaguely similar fabric, a Hawaiian print with vivid green leaves white flowers on a black background. Very different scale to the fabrics. Avia's were tiny while Kanta's were huge, but it was… kind of… similar.

      Maybe?

      Just, not really.

      "Yeah, I see that," Kanta said because how could she destroy Avia's delight in their "matching masks"?

      The woman was far too cute to crush her mood that way. Cute and bouncy and happy to see everyone; Avia was sunshine incarnate. Where Kanta was tall and dark and didn't really pass at all, Avia was short and cute with big brown eyes, a mohawk that was rapidly growing out and a figure that no one would suspect even if she wore jeans and a hoodie.

      Kanta hadn't worn jeans or hoodies since she transitioned. She didn't dare.

      "Good choice, huh?" Avia said with a huge enough grin that the outline showed clearly. "Gonna want any of the jambalaya? Mrs. Bonomo asked me to come get some. She made enough for all her grandkids and great-grands."

      "They live in New Orleans!" Kanta protested. "Why in the world would she do that? She's on Social Security."

      Avia shrugged like it was to be expected that there'd be quarts and quarts of jambalaya shared throughout the apartment building. And truthfully, it kind of was expected. Between Mrs. Bonomo and Avia and Kanta and even Ren's wife who made the most incredible sourdough loaves from yeast that she'd gathered wild from a field about twenty miles to the north of Everett, there was epic amounts of home cooking getting shared.

      They'd all gotten Kanta's tarts last week when she decided that she couldn't live if she didn't make strawberry-rhubarb pastries. And the cinnamon rolls the weekend before that.

      Ah, well. Kanta couldn't really scold Mrs. Bonomo for doing exactly what Kanta did, too.

      "Give me a second to put this away and I'll send some of my brownies down to her," Kanta said.

      Avia froze, one foot raised like she'd expected Kanta to say go on without taking anything. "Brownies?"

      Her eyes were so huge. Avia stared at Kanta like she was perfection, like she was gorgeous, like she was the answer to all the world's questions. Or, more accurately, like she'd just made ooey, gooey brownies that Kanta was willing to share.

      Kanta grinned. She didn't need to have the masks disappear to see that Avia drooling over the idea. Nice thing about the masks was that they hid Kanta's drooling over Avia herself.

      "Brownies," Kanta confirmed. "I found some bars of chocolate in my pantry that I forgot about, so I made brownies from scratch."

      "Ohmygod!" Avia went to attention, sketching a sloppy salute at Kanta. "Waiting for delivery orders, ma'am! 'Specially if I get some, too."

      "Of course you do."

      Kanta laughed as she put the vacuum away. She laughed as she bagged up half a dozen gooey, crumbling brownies for Mrs. Bonomo. Then she laughed as she bagged up another half dozen for Avia who squealed and danced in place like a little kid when she saw two packages of brownies.

      "Thank you!" Avia exclaimed as she took the brownies and carefully held them to her chest.  "You are so amazing!

      She dashed into her apartment. There was banging, muttering and then a loud "ha!" as several things toppled over inside Avia's apartment. A few moments later, Avia rushed out with a lumpy paper lunch sack that she thrust at Kanta.

      "I've got cornbread I made so you're getting some of that plus the jambalaya," Avia declared proudly. "Oh, and I think that Mrs. Thibault made more bread today. I smelled it when I came in from my run. I know that Masozi next door made a super-huge batch of fruit salad, the kind with the marshmallows? I'll get you some of that, too."

      Avia dashed away down the stairs with the second set of brownies before Kanta could wave her off. As if Kanta needed more food. Her fridge was already packed with leftovers she'd made, or other people had given her. The whole apartment building was on a cooking kick the likes of which Kanta had never seen.

      Still, it made Avia happy so Kanta couldn't complain too much. Seeing Avia smile through her mask that way was worth trying to see if there was a way to Tetris more leftovers into her freezer and fridge.

      Kanta shook her head and headed back into her apartment to open all the windows. It wouldn't make a bit of difference once the jambalaya landed on her counter but that hardly mattered when a soft spring breeze brought the smell of the sea drifting in along with the spice.

      Their apartment building in north Everett looked out over the Puget Sound. Not the pretty part; they had a great view of the port with its railcars, navy ships coming in and out and the industrial zone hidden away from most people by the old oaks that lined north Everett's streets. Kanta smiled and stared across the Sound towards the Olympics.

      Port or not, it was beautiful. Especially on a spring day when the weather decided to be downright June-like. The neighbor's azaleas were blooming, vivid fuchsia and gold flowers attracting bees to swarm around them. The back yard's dramatic slope towards Marine View Drive looked shaggy. No one had been available to come weed-whack the grass in weeks. That'd given the neighborhood feral rabbits license to come out and scamper up the slope while the squirrels chattered and fought with each other in the neighbor's elm tree.
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