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Zane has turned his back on his family’s money and wants to build a life of his own, but his grandfather is insistent that he comes home to speak to him. Out of respect, Zane flies home, only to find the beautiful Devany waiting for him. She promises him everything he has ever wanted, but it comes at a price.

Devany has been a prisoner for centuries, forced to make deals for the Walkers and grant them their every desire. She longs to be free, but the time has come to pass her onto the next generation. Zane is not what she expected though and he might just be the one to help her escape for good.
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Zane
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The door opened as I knocked on it and I found an old man in a suit peering out at me.

“Grandpa?” it came out as a question because I haven’t laid eyes on the man in over fifteen years. I haven’t heard from him either, at least not until a few days ago when I received a letter asking me to come to his mansion to discuss a ‘private matter’. The letter was a surprise but given his age and the fact that he was the only family I had left, I thought it best that I at least come down here and see him.

“Zane?” he said, looking me up and down. 

I’m sure I’m not what he expected. It’s no secret he wasn’t happy when I turned my back on the family money and decided to pursue my own dreams.

“Yeah, long time no see.”

He stepped back, opening the door wider to let me inside. A house this size, I was surprised he didn’t have someone to answer the door for him. 

The house looked like I remembered, huge, ostentatious. He liked his antiques, each one probably worth more than I made in a year.

“So why did you want to see me?” I asked.

He shuffled across the foyer. I didn’t remember him being so old looking. I mean, I know he is old, but he always seemed fit and strong. Now he walked stooped over and his hair had thinned so much, he was almost bald.

“There are some matters we need to discuss,” he said cryptically.

He entered a room, I vaguely remembered as the library.

Crossing the foyer, I wondered if this would take long. I had things to do. I left my partner in charge at our home renovation business. We were trying to expand and bring in new investors, but I thought I could squeeze in this trip before we met with them.

When I entered the library, I found most of the furniture draped in sheets. Grandpa stood by a small desk to the right. I guess he didn’t come in here much anymore. It was a big house for just one man.

“Well?” I asked when he didn’t speak. I wasn’t trying to be rude, but I sensed a lecture on the way. I didn’t have many memories of the man, but the ones I did weren’t good. He always fought with my father, to the point where he refused to visit him anymore.

“I’ve been lenient with you. Given you time to go out and do...whatever it is you do. But now I need you to step up and take you rightful place in this family.”

And there it is.

“I’ve told you before, Grandpa, I don’t want the money or to work in the family business. I’m happy as I am.”

“There is more to it than that. There are obligations, responsibilities. With our resources you could do anything you want. Isn’t there something you’ve always wanted, but haven’t got?”

I sighed. Of course there were things I wanted in life but I planned on getting them through hard work, not by throwing money at the problem.

“I saw what being part of this family did to Dad. After Mom died, he went to pieces.” Her illness took a toll on both of us, but Dad seemed to fade away, until he no longer resembled the man he once was.

“You father understood his position in this family and if he was still here...” the old man trailed off, a pained expression on his face. My father’s death seemed to have hit him hard, though he didn’t even show up for the funeral. He claimed he was in Tokyo on business, but I don’t know if that was the whole truth.

My guess is he was ashamed of a son who chose to take his own life. He didn’t seem to care how much pain he was in. He didn’t have much input in my life after it happened.

“Look, if you need help finding a replacement, I can help you do that, but I have my own life to get back to.”

Grandpa reached into his shirt and removed a silver medallion set with green stones. I’ve seen it a few times over the years, but I don’t know what it is. Maybe a family heirloom. It’s unusual looking, covered in strange symbols.

Squeezing it, he closed his eyes and muttered something under his breath. 

Is he praying?

I never thought my family were religious, I certainly wasn’t brought up in any faith.

“I need to make a phone call. I’ll be back in a minute,” he said, leaving the room.

Shaking my head, I wondered if I could slip out now and avoid another argument.

Turning, I noticed a fire burning in the fireplace. Was that lit before? I moved closer, noticing the wing back chair in front of it was no longer covered in a sheet and it was now occupied. A pair of women’s legs, in thigh high black boots, hung over the side.

Where the hell did she come from?

“Uh, hello?” I stepped around the chair to find a stunningly beautiful woman. 

Red hair cascaded over her shoulders, her eyes the most brilliant green. She stared at me with a hint of a smile on her full lips.
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