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      This is a collection of five short stories that are set in the world of the Glimmer Vale Chronicles.

      

      Legacy and Hidden Magic explore the back stories of Selam, who plays an important role in Glimmer Vale, and Melanie, who is prominent throughout the series.

      

      Wedding Gifts and Lost Credit feature Julian and Raedrick, the series’ central characters, on adventures in and around Glimmer Vale’s primary town of Lydelton.

      

      Captive Hearts explores events outside of, but related to and impacting on the people living in, Glimmer Vale.
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      Enjoy the book!  After you’re done, please come to Michael’s website and sign up for his mailing list.  Guaranteed to be spam free, he uses it to announce new releases and special promotions for his fans.
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      Selam’s most prized possession, a master-crafted sword passed down from father to son for generations, represents the totality of his family’s history and greatness.

      

      But Selam’s brother has a different view.  And with the family business teetering on the edge of ruin, they must decide where their family’s true legacy lies.

      

      Legacy takes place before Glimmer Vale (Glimmer Vale Chronicles #1).

    

  


  
    
      The sky was burning crimson on the eastern horizon.  The sun’s disk was a third of the way gone, down into her nighttime abode, and rays of red-orange streamed down through gaps in the partial cloud cover like spotlights, illuminating here and there bits of the rolling grassland before the ridge where Selam stood just a little bit brighter than the others.  Some last remnants of light against the encroaching blackness, hanging on just a little bit longer than their fellows, despite the fell cast to that illumination.

      He shuddered, drawing his fine blue silk-cotton cloak tighter around his body despite a lack of physical chill.  He watched the orb lower further past the hill lands east of his home, and couldn’t help but consider that he could relate to those little swaths of land, seemingly desperately clinging to whatever light they could.

      The swish of grass behind him brought Selam out of his reverie, and his hand went to the well-worn leather that wrapped the grip of his sword, master crafted by Farelio himself and handed down to him from his father as had been done for generations in his family.

      Without thinking about it, he bent his legs slightly, his muscles bundling as they tensed, ready to spring into action.

      But then the smell of horse and pipe tobacco reached his nose, along with a sweet-sour that he would recognize anywhere.

      “Good evening, brother,” Selam said, as he relaxed in his stance.

      The movement from behind him stopped, and Selam could imagine the look on Hafi’s face.  He was Selam’s senior, but not as skilled in the martial ways as Selam.  He always was surprised when Selam saw the obvious traces and signs that he himself missed.

      A rueful chuckle, and then Hafi stepped up beside him on his left.  Hafi shook his head, his long, black hair swaying in time with his movement and his lips drawing upward into a wry grin, white teeth flashing stark contrast with the blackness of his beard.

      He was of a height with Selam, but plump about the middle.  He wore his robes loosely, white and brown cotton that hung down to his ankles and would restrict his movement if it came down to a fight.

      But Hafi had never been one for the great contest.  That’s why he had inherited their father’s business, and Selam the sword.

      “How do you always know it is me?” Hafi asked.

      Selam sniffed.  “The cologne you wear.  Its southern spices are…unique, here.”  And more than a little excessive, he didn’t say.

      Hafi half-chuckled again, and raised a meaningful eyebrow Selam’s way.  “The ladies of Tyrash certainly appreciate it.”

      “One wife is not sufficient for you?  Would you seek two more?  Three?”  Selam had lost track of how many mistresses Hafi had these days.  And really didn’t want to know.

      The humor went out of Hafi’s eyes, and his lips compressed into a scowl for a moment.  But instead of replying, he looked away from Selam toward the setting sun, now barely visible as the last rim of glow against the increasing darkness of the night all around.

      Hafi drew a breath.  “I met with Farooq today.”

      The name sent a little tremor down Selam’s spine.  As the man holding the lion’s share of the debt the family business owed, he would have more than a slight influence on their future.

      If there was to be any future.

      “Not good news, I’m afraid.”  Hafi rolled his shoulders slightly, then crossed his arms over his chest.  “He wants twenty thousand, by next month.”

      “Twenty thousand?  But we only owe fifteen.”

      Hafi shrugged.  “Late fees, and unpaid interest.  And…other matters.”

      Selam looked sidelong at his brother, and Hafi did not meet his gaze.  Had Hafi taken to the gambling dens again?  Not that it mattered.  They couldn’t have paid the sum if it had been five thousand.

      They were ruined.

      Selam looked down, toward the hilt of his father’s sword.  Still bright, despite the swiftly departing daylight, the pommel seemed to almost glow of its own accord.

      More than a dozen generations had born this sword, in wartime and in peace.  In wealth and in poverty, but always with honor.  Their father had said that as long as it remained in their family, they had a future to be envied, no matter how dark the days might look at the time.

      But now, as the first of the stars became clearly visible overhead and the breeze seemed to already have become more cool as night crept over the land, Selam wasn’t sure he could believe that.

      They were going to lose father’s business.  Because Hafi was too—

      No.  He would not pass judgment on his elder brother.  Hafi had inherited the business, and the right to direct it as he chose.  And in truth he had often asked Selam’s input, and he had not objected to Hafi’s decisions.  For the most part.

      But somehow, still here they were.  About to lose it all.

      He ran the fingers of his left hand over the sword’s pommel, and felt a bit of comfort.

      Not all.

      Selam felt Hafi’s gaze on him, and he looked fully at his brother.  Hafi’s eyes flicked downward quickly, as though he were ashamed to meet his younger brother eye to eye.  Then he visibly steeled himself and looked up.

      There was no defeat in Hafi’s gaze.  Unexpected, and when Selam saw that, his heart leapt.

      He reached out and clapped Hafi on the shoulder.  “We shall overcome this, my brother,” he said.  “Our family will emerge stronger than ever.”

      Hafi placed his hand overtop Selam’s, where it still rested on the meat of his shoulder, and nodded.  “Yes, we will.  I have a plan.”

      Selam raised a questioning eyebrow.

      “Meet me at The Red Phoenix at midnight.”  His lips turned upward again, into an eager grin.  “Tonight, we shall save our family.”
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      Selam knew of The Red Phoenix, and had been inside a handful of times.  But never for long, and never so late as this.

      He had long ago forsook the call of late night debauchery; a true acolyte of the way of the sword did not go down that path.  It was destructive to body and spirit, ruining discipline and eating far too much into the day’s work.

      He was not surprised Hafi frequented the place, and at late hours, however.

      Again, the reason Selam had inherited the sword.

      The blocky stone of the tavern’s building was unadorned.  Just a small sign posted above the dark wood of the double doors allowing entrance.  In the daylight, it would show a broad-winged bird, wreathed in red flames, rising from a pile of ash, with the tavern’s name written in script above the bird’s beak.

      Now, a few minutes before midnight, the sign was barely visible in the flickering light of the twin burning torches that rested in sconces on either side of the doors.  But the sign was unnecessary, to those who knew Tyrash well.

      Having grown up here, that included Selam.

      Two thick-armed men in plain tunics stood on either side of the entrance doors.  The one on the right looked Selam up and down appraisingly, and for a moment he thought the bouncer would try to make trouble.  But then he just grunted and jerked his head toward the interior.

      It was more well-lit inside by oil lamps hanging from the bare wooden rafters and mounted in holders along the walls.  Tobacco smoke wafted over the long, broad common room that made up most of the tavern’s first floor, and there was seating for easily a hundred patrons.  Ranging from bare-wood benches alongside equally unadorned tables at the front to satin-cushioned divans at the rear, the tavern was equipped to cater to clientele of all levels of wealth.

      The central bar was circular, with stations at three positions where serving wenches could sidle up to fill orders, and casks and more delicate flasks containing everything from the most rude ale from the savage wastes to the northeast to the finest wines from the western kingdoms were tended by a trio of bartenders in grey tunics who wore seemingly eternal smiles on their faces.

      A trio of dark-haired dancing wenches in sheer silks that barely concealed their charms swayed on a stage off to the left, moving to the beat of a pair of drummers, a flutist, and a pair of men playing stringed instruments Selam had seen before but didn’t know the name of.  They produced a fine melody was all he knew; all he cared to know.

      A stairway to the upper level was off to the right, and at a round table not far from the base of the stairs Selam spied Hafi.

      His brother was standing there, in the same robes he had worn earlier in the night, with a tall, dark-haired youth.  He was lean and muscled, and wore more tightly-fitting clothing than his father; the better to move efficiently in.

      Selam found his lips turning downward into a scowl as he saw his nephew, lifting a goblet of what could only be wine to his lips.  He had been training the lad—barely thirteen now—in the ways of the sword, as was fitting the men of their family.

      This was not part of the way.

      “Ah, brother,” Hafi said as Selam approached, and reached out to grasp him on the shoulder in greeting.  “Will you take wine?  This is will be a great night.”

      Selam kept his eyes on his nephew, who swallowed and slowly lowered his cup to the table.  He met Selam’s eyes for a moment, but only a moment, instead looking down at the tabletop, abashed.

      “No,” Selam said, finally looking at Hafi, who had noted his son’s embarrassment and had lost some of his enthusiastic expression.  “We have business, you said?”

      Hafi let go of Selam’s shoulder and nodded.  Gesturing toward the stairs, he said, “They are waiting for us.”

      “Who?”

      Instead of answering, Hafi turned toward his son.  “Misra, your uncle and I have business to attend to.  Wait for us here.”

      Misra nodded, still not meeting Selam’s eyes.

      Then Hafi turned and ascended the stairs.  Selam didn’t follow for a moment, just looking at his pupil and unsure what, if anything, to say.  Instead, he turned and followed his brother upstairs.

      It was more quiet, and less smokey, in the upper level.  The stairs emerged into a broad hallway, walled in stone like the rest of the building and floored in the same unpolished material, though covered in red rugs with golden fringes that looked like they were worth a small fortune each.

      The hallway took them past a pair of doors stained the same shade as the double doors leading into the tavern proper, then stopped at a third door that looked somehow more ornate than the other two, though Selam could not have said what exactly it was that gave that impression.

      Hafi knocked twice, and a moment later the door opened, and Selam followed him inside.

      The man sitting on the divan in the center of the room beyond was the largest Selam had ever seen; but not in a righteous way.  His fat rolled lasciviously beneath the loose silk of his silver-blue robes, and his jowls swayed grotesquely with every movement of his head.  He was bald, his cheeks rouged to make his pale skin seem more pink, and he had small, pig-like eyes that flashed blue in the lamplight.

      But despite his slothful, indolent appearance, there was a sharpness in his gaze and an aura of danger about him.

      Selam knew him by description, though he had never met the man before, and immediately he felt the hair on the back of his neck stand up.

      What sort of deal was Hafi getting them into here?

      “Hafi,” the man on the divan said.  “Good of you to come.”  He made a vague sort of waving gesture that almost seemed too lazy to be a dismissal.

      But the two girls who were lounging on the divan next to him in silks that were even more sheer than the dancers’ below, leaning their lithe, young bodies up against his bulk on either side of his frame, immediately sprang to their feet and scampered off through a small doorway to the left.

      The door they exited through was pulled closed by a muscular man in a fighter’s tunic, who wore a broad, curved blade on his right hip and who looked at Selam with a frankly assessing gaze.

      This was not the only fighting man in the room.  Now that he was over his initial surprise at seeing the fat man they were dealing with, Selam noted no less than half a dozen guards standing unobtrusively but alertly in all corners of the square, tapestry-bedecked room.

      He was liking this situation less and less, and was just about to pull Hafi by the shoulder to make him leave when Hafi instead stepped directly in front of the fat man and made a half-bow to him.

      “Acharo,” he said, “thank you for seeing us at this late hour.”

      The name confirmed Selam’s suspicions, and he wanted to leave even more strongly.  Acharo had a reputation in Tyrash.  Seemly men did not do business with him.

      Whatever this was, Selam was certain he wanted no part of it.

      “I was about to ask whether you brought it, but I see you have,” Acharo said, his gaze leaving Hafi to rest fully upon Selam.  And in particular on his left hip.  “Farelio’s work, you say?  If that holds up, you’ll get every penny.”

      Selam froze, and his left hand went to his sword, his thumb wrapping around the metal of the crosspiece to keep it firmly in place within its scabbard.

      “Hafi, what is this?” he said, but he already knew, and he turned accusing eyes on his brother.

      He didn’t even have the grace to look embarrassed.  He met Selam’s gaze, and said nothing.

      “You would sell our father’s sword, our family legacy, to this…this - ?“  Selam gestured with his right hand toward the grotesque man lounging before them, unable to give words to his thoughts about the merchant.

      “I would save our family legacy,” Hafi said, moving a step closer to Selam.  “There are less than twenty weapons from Farelio’s forge left in the world.  That sword is worth ten times what we owe to Farooq, and Acharo will pay it.  With that much, we can secure our family’s future forever!”

      “This sword is our family’s future,” Selam spat back.  “Father said—“

      “I know what father said,” Hafi said with
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