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A dryad's voice entices the soul of a demon, but will their blissful connection be enough to overcome their differences?

Dakata lives in the human realm where he manages a record company, not giving Fate a second thought—until he sees Silas and hears him sing. From that moment Dakata 's orderly life is thrown into chaos and his demon side won't listen to reason. And then their next meeting changes everything.

Silas loves his simple life. He has his tree in the forest, and his weekly venture into the city to sing. Only now, he's connected to a demon which brings risks no one could have foretold.

Although Silas and Dakata share a blissful bond, it brings its own challenges. There's a kidnapping, a rampaging demon, and the saucy tree that connects them all. Not to mention interference from family and friends.

What else could possibly go wrong?

Demon’s Obsession is book 1 of 5 in the Obsessions series, where demons learn a blissful one might not be what they want but exactly what they need.
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DEDICATION – LISA OLIVER 

Never underestimate the strength of a gentle soul. 

To my wonderful readers, you are amazing, thank you so much for humoring me, no matter where my muse takes us. 

To our dear Holly (Publication Pixie) thank you for knocking off our rough edges. Any mistakes left are ours – they are probably quirks, lol. 

To JP who reminded me how much fun writing can be. 

Hug the ones you love, my friends. 

Dedication – JP Sayle

To everyone who picks up our books and gives us the chance to enthrall you with our boys, this is for you.

Lisa thank you for listening and coming once more on the crazy journey of wording with me. Love you.
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Chapter One
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Silas

“You’re going to the city again? Why?”

Silas glanced up at his sister, and then bent his head to make sure his belt was properly fastened. He wasn’t a fan of pants, but being among people, they were a necessity. 

“We go through this every week, and I keep going,” he reminded her quietly. “I don’t expect you to understand...”

“You’re right, I don’t.” Wanda’s curls flew around as she shook her head. “The city isn’t a place for the likes of you and me. We belong here, in the forest. No horrid smells, no loud and horrible noises, no synthetic food, and people acting strange.” 

Silas’s stomach rumbled, reminding him he hadn’t had dinner. “I’m only going out for a few hours, just like I always do on a Friday. I’ll be having a burger while I’m in town. Did you want me to bring you one?” 

The torn expression on Wanda’s face was comical. Silas knew how tempting ‘outside food’ was to his normal, health-loving sister. 

From the outside, they looked so much alike—the same brown curls and soft facial features. Wanda’s eyes were wider and a beautiful shade of emerald green, whereas Silas’s were a deep brown. But they were both slender, and Silas was only an inch taller than his sister. 

Looks aside, the siblings had very different personalities. Silas viewed life as being a great adventure—he had no issues with people, noises, or smells that made him cough at times. Those experiences added color to the vibrant life he saw in the people when he visited populated areas. 

Wanda preferred to focus her time strictly on her trees, and that was fine. That was the way of their kind. No one saw it unusual that Wanda refused to consider or appreciate life outside of the forest. She was, in Silas’s opinion, a beautiful person, even with her limited views. In fact, her only annoying trait was the habit she’d gotten into of turning up at his house every Friday night, trying to dissuade him from going into town. 

“They’re not healthy,” Wanda said at last. “The last time you brought me back a burger, I ate it and was hungry again in no time at all.” 

“Is that your way of asking me for two of them?” Silas flicked his sister’s curls as he hurried past her, grabbing his wallet and boots. “I’ll bring you two. If you don’t eat them, then I’m sure our friendly troll Dougal won’t object to eating them for you.”

“You’d better bring back half a dozen if you plan on feeding any to Dougal,” Wanda huffed. “Better yet, why don’t you stay in the forest this evening? Dougal would love to see us. He might even have marshmallows. We can roast them over his fire pit, drink some of his brew, and you can share your beautiful voice with the trees as they turn their leaves up to the moon.”

“There’s a world beyond our beloved trees, sis.” Silas hugged his sister, avoiding clouting her with his boots. He checked his living space to make sure he had left nothing on the stove, and that his lavish fern was happily snoozing under the window ledge. “Think of all the tension those poor people in town go through, having to struggle every day just to survive and feed their families. The trees in our forest know I love them dearly, especially my own special beauty.” He grinned as his tree shook a branch in his always open window. 

“My nature spirit also understands how much this means to me, being able to sing for someone else. Just imagine how you might feel, if you were at the end of your week, worn down, depressed, tired, and lonely. And you hear a song—one you can believe for a brief moment is being sung just for you. A song that makes you smile. What an amazing gift that would be, don’t you think?” 

Folding her arms across her chest, Wanda shook her curls. “Are you absolutely sure it has nothing to do with the sexy men in their business suits, or the leather jackets and jeans you fantasize over when you’re in your bed at night? Are any of your songs for people like them?”

Chuckling, Silas tugged on his boots and stood up, straightening his pants. “When I sing in public, I have no idea who might hear my words, or feel the intent behind them. I just like singing.”

“Don’t forget my burgers,” Wanda grumbled as Silas went over and retrieved the small collection of leaves his precious tree kept for him as something he could wear whenever they were parted. 

“I won’t be long,” he whispered, tucking the leaves into his hair at his temples, feeling connected deep inside to his tree. “Just long enough.” 

Rustling leaves accompanied him as he left his small cottage. His tree was on the edge of the forest area, and Silas didn’t have to walk for long until he came to the main road where a taxicab was idling on the side of the road. 

“Hi George, are you having a good week?” Silas asked, opening the passenger door, and climbing into the vehicle. 

“I’m doing well enough.” George never said a lot, but in the four months Silas had been traveling with him, once a week on a Friday, Silas liked to think they had reached an understanding of what counted as small talk between them. “Are you going to a fancy dress this week?”

Shocked that George had said anything beyond his “well enough” statement, Silas looked down at his clothes. Darnation. Silas had put on his pants and boots, but he was still wearing the half robe he typically wore at home, except now it resembled a top of some kind—one with almost no back to it at all. Blooming Wanda could’ve warned me before I left. It’s her fault I forgot my T-shirt.

Plucking at the thin material, Silas chuckled, deciding there was no harm in staying just as he was. “Just as well I don’t feel the chill, aye, George? At least I have pants on.”

George muttered something Silas couldn’t hear, but Silas wasn’t worried. The older man would be worried about him, and that was pure sweetness. Silas never objected to a vibe like that. 

He looked out the window eagerly as the taxi made its way into town. There was something in the air, almost like an electrical storm was brewing. Silas didn’t know what was causing it, but he felt a shimmer of excitement run down his spine as the darkness of the forest made way for the lights and bustle of town.
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Chapter Two
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Dakata

“Am I going to be able to drag you away from your computer tonight?” asked Christa, her musky scent coiling around Dakata annoyingly as she came to rest her expensively clad backside on the corner of his desk. “It’s Friday, which means that delicious, sweet boy I was telling you about will perform at Earth Space.”

He didn’t acknowledge her as he finished typing a response to the club owner of Dawn. The two acts they wanted to play weekends for the next six weeks had confirmed and agreed the figure proposed. 

As he typed, he was aware his sister was annoyingly persistent and would badger him, just like she always did when he chose to work over the more decadent exploits expected of his kind. Demons had a reputation for playing hard, and Dakata was no different. He just preferred to put as much energy into his production company, too.

The artists he managed made him a lot of money and supported his family's lavish lifestyle. Something Christa often forgot when she wanted him to play and put work on the back burner. 

With the zipping sound of the email sending, he closed the computer down to sit back in the enormous leather chair he’d had custom designed to fit his bulk. He met Christa’s arched look with one of his own. “You’re bored. What happened to your last plaything? She no longer holding your interest?”

She flipped the jet-black silky strands over her shoulder. “She’s so lame, only wanting to watch TV in the evening. Who wants that?” she said with scorn.

The dress in green silk clung to every sultry curve she had as she reached to fiddle with the crystals that were sitting in a large bowl. These always remained within easy reach of Dakata when he felt the urge to summon. 

With skin as pale as milk, and eyes the color of the sky, she looked nothing like him as she pouted when he smacked her hand away. 

“You know better than to touch those,” he growled. Swarthy skinned, his eyes were the same color as his hair, jet black, and right now they flashed a warning at Christa, who looked to place her hand back in the bowl. 

Their hair coloring was the only thing they shared with their father. Dakata’s was collar length and gleamed under the lights as he rose, towering over his sister. “If leaving is the only way to get you to stop touching my things, then it worked.” In truth, he wasn’t opposed to going out when everything he needed to do was done. 

She came and tucked her hand into the crook of his arm, giving him a charming smile that made him wary. “Goody, I can’t wait for you to hear the new wood nymph.”

He groaned and shook his head, confirming his suspicions she was up to something. They walked out into the silent passageway leading from his tower floor office. His staff had long since gone, as it was after nine pm. 

In the elevator, she pouted at him. “Aren’t you going to take the bait? You disappoint me, Dak.”

Amused at her antics and willing to play for the time being, he arched a dark brow. “I give in. Wood nymph? Or do you mean a dryad? If the latter, then you must be mistaken, they keep with their own kind and love their tree hugging far too much for adventures past the forest.”

“You won’t care what he is when you hear him sing. You’ll love him, I promise.” Her sultry laugh drew attention as they exited the lift into the large plush foyer of the building. 

“Love,” he sneered, “is for the foolish.” Dakata gave a curt nod to the doorman, who rushed to open it for them as he swept them out to the waiting car that sat at the curb. Owning the building came with the perk of not having anyone tell him what he could or couldn’t do. And parking in a restricted zone was one of them. 

His driver remained on site twenty-four-seven, and when Dakata exited his office, unless he chose otherwise, it alerted the driver he was coming.

At the door of the huge black SUV, Dakata opened it for Christa to slide into the back seat before he followed her.

“Evening sir,” Miller’s head bobbed at Christa, “Miss, where to this evening?” 

His long-term driver for over twenty years, Miller, was one of his most trusted members of staff. 

“Earth Space,” Christa replied before Dakata, but Miller waited, his gaze on Dakata.

“Christa is correct, Earth Space, please.” With that, Miller eased effortlessly into the traffic, which was busy at this time of night in the middle of the city.

Soft music came from speakers. Dakata relaxed back against the leather, closing his eyes, and rubbed at his temples. He took a deep inhale, exhaling slowly, only to repeat drawing into his system the scent of frankincense, which coated the air and came through the air con, keeping the interior at an ambient temperature. Frankincense could switch off his chaotic nervous system, calming it.

Dakata liked all things in his environment controlled, and he had to prepare his inner demon for being in open spaces with too many humans and shifters assailing his senses all at once. A demon on a rampage, overstimulated, was not something the public wanted to see or experience. Dakata had to learn that lesson very young.

“If you had more sex to release all that pent up inner tension, you wouldn’t need to do this little ritual to go out in public,” Christa chided gently, keeping her voice low.

“I neither have the time nor the inclination to search for someone to release my ‘pent up inner tension’,” he quoted back at her, letting none of his amusement escape at putting such a mundane label on what happened when his demon wanted sex. 

She rolled her eyes at him, crossing her legs, her foot swinging continually as she held his stare. “Sex is good for you and your demon half.”

“That might be so,” he murmured as the car slowed and the sizeable crowd queuing outside the club caught his attention. “But my demon half is very picky,” he continued distractedly. The number of folks on the sidewalk meant the inside would be packed.

He contemplated telling Miller to drive on when Christa reached over to place a hand on his suit sleeve. “No, you are going in. We have VIP passes. You do not need to queue, and we can skip right to the front of the stage behind the barrier that keeps everyone back from the performers.” She didn’t beg, that was beneath her, but she did cajole. 

She had ticked off all his complaints, leaving him looking like an asshole if he changed his mind now. Something he chose not to be with family. Everyone else, they could watch out. 

He bit back the snarl and met Miller’s eyes in the rearview mirror. “Stop, but don’t go far.”

“Sir,” he nodded, easing in front of the club. 

People looked at them as they exited the car. At nearly seven feet tall, he towered over mostly everyone. Christa, in heels, barely reached his chest. 

She took the hand he offered to assist her out of the car and then had to increase his stride when she managed to walk faster in five-inch heels than most men in flat shoes.

It was a talent. 

Her hips swayed seductively, enticing those queuing to gawk. Part of the reason he liked to go out with her was men looked at her and avoided looking at him. Most people assumed they were a couple. This also suited him, and Christa, who was a lesbian and didn’t want men hitting on her.

As always, she was right. They were inside and seated right at the front with a bottle of expensive champagne sat in an ice bucket, away from the crowded area behind them. 

The band currently on the stage weren’t too bad but were loud enough it made talking impossible. Therefore he heard none of what the manager of Earth Space was saying to Christa. He could easily have used his power to find out, but he didn’t care. 

He took a sip of the sparkling wine, letting it sit on his tongue to enjoy the sweetness. He had a sweet tooth in all things, and he approved of his sister's wine selection.

He brooded over whether she would be right about the singer. The band on stage left some minutes later. When the owner of the club appeared with a microphone, smiling at the crowd, they grew unnaturally quiet behind Dakata. The hairs on the back of his neck tingled, and his demon half became alert and watchful.

“We are thrilled to announce that Silas is back tonight. Are you excited?”

The roar set off his demon, and Dakata visibly tensed to prevent him from revealing himself to the crowd.

They calmed quicker than Dakata expected when the owner stepped aside, and a man walked onto the stage. 

Every fiber in Dakata’s body woke up. He inhaled, his head moving to capture the scent coming from the man wearing white baggy jeans and a white half fitted top that revealed an abundance of honey golden skin. 

Dryad. 

He smelled of the forest. Of earth. A rich tangy scent that lightened that of the crowd behind him. Leaves adorned his temples as rich chestnut hair parted in the middle, fell in soft waves to his shoulders. 

“Hey,” he murmured, coming closer to the microphone. 

Dakata held his breath with a sense of unexpected expectation, shifting forward in his seat without thinking. Their gazes met, and something sparked there in the warm brown eyes. Then his lips gently curved at the edges and his eyelids fluttered, breaking their connection when the first whispers of the song filled the quiet.
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Chapter Three
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Silas

“Thank you, George. I’ll see you in an hour. We’ll get burgers when I’m done.” Silas closed the door of the taxi quietly, taking care not to damage the hinges. He smiled as George immediately pulled into traffic ahead of a large black SUV that was taking up most of the drop off point in front of Earth Space—the place he called home for just an hour each Friday. 

Walking up to the front of the queue because he was expected, Silas shook his head at the crowd. “Is there a reason it’s busier than normal tonight?” he asked Lucas, the resident security guard. 

“I think you’ll find most of them are here for you.” Lucas had a wide-open smile for him as he let Silas pass. “There’s a couple of VIPs here, and I think someone must’ve put the word out about it on social media. It’s all good. Just give me a signal if anyone gives you any trouble.” 

“I’m just here sharing a couple of songs. I can’t see why that would cause any trouble, but thank you.” Slipping past, Silas avoided the main part of the club, ducking down the small hallway to the side of the main door. The passageway was perfect for staff who didn’t want to battle their way across the open floor, full of people all out having a good time. The electricity that he’d felt on the drive into the club seemed more intense—it was as if the air was alive. This is going to be a good session. 

The band was finishing up the last song of their set as Silas wandered into the dressing room and perched his butt on a stool. He didn’t need to change his clothes, fix his hair, or use makeup like some of the band members did. But he did enjoy taking a moment to get a feel for the vibe of the club before it was his time to perform. 

Ever since Branson, the manager of Earth Space had spotted him singing down by the river one evening a couple of months before—another burger run—and spoken to him, they’d come to an arrangement where he would turn up, sing, and then leave again. It was that simple, and Silas liked simple. 

“Hey, man, love the top. It suits you.” Crave, the lead singer of the band came in, quickly followed by the others.

Silas mentally groaned. I seriously should’ve taken two more seconds to change into my t-shirt. But since spending time with people, Silas had learned to mimic socially acceptable behavior. “What? This old thing?” He flicked the hem of his top as Crave laughed. Phew. That must’ve been the right response. 

“Hey Silas, it was probably a good idea, you wearing such a sexy top tonight. You might want to put a bit of spice in your shimmy when you’re singing.” Morticia, the drummer, plopped onto a stool beside him. “There’s a big time music producer out front tonight, and the buzz around the club is he could be looking for new talent.”

“Oh, I didn’t know.” Silas was confused that Morticia seemed so happy about it. “Would you guys rather sing for him instead? I mean, if I’m taking up your slot, you can go back out there, and I can...”

“No, no, no, Silas.” Crave took a long swig from a beer bottle. “We already have a great gig here, we’re not looking for anything else. My guess is that it’s you he’s come to see.” 

Phew. Okay then. 

Silas knew he didn’t have to perform—no one would be upset if he didn’t, but he’d feel awful if he was taking an opportunity away from his friends. “I’ll sing something nice then, shall I? A successful man is probably stressed. I’ll see if I can help him relax.”

“Silas!” Morticia shrieked with laughter as she slapped his knee. “I swear sometimes you sound as if you’re in one of those nineteen fifties sitcoms. Listen. If you play your cards right, this man could be your ticket to fame and fortune. Travel, limousines, and bright lights all over the world. Forget relaxing him, shake what your mamma gave you and make him want to give you a contract.” 

“Why on earth would I want anything to do with any of that?” Silas smiled gently at his friend. “I just sing. That’s all I want to do, and there...” He cocked his head, hearing the manager start to speak out on the stage. “That’s my cue. Have a great night, guys.” 

Still shaking his head over the way his friends in the band seemed so keen for him to “make it” as they called it, Silas made his way to the back of the stage. 

Crave wasn’t wrong. He’d spoken a number of times about how bands struggled to get regular paying gigs, and how grateful he was to Branson for giving them a chance. If this place works for you, why can’t I be happy with the same thing? 

The crowd roared as Branson mentioned Silas’s name, and warmth flooded his heart. Smiling at the manager as the man relinquished his spot in front of the microphone, Silas stood in front of it, his eyes taking in the crowd. Every time he sang in the club, he would find one person—one person who might need his song more than anyone else. 

And then he saw him: a huge tense demon sitting in the front row, screened off from the rest of the crowds, a gorgeously dressed demoness beside him looking like a cat that had gotten the cream. 

You work it girlfriend, he thought, remembering that was an expression Morticia had used just the week before. Silas was fairly sure it applied. Catching the demon’s dark eyes, Silas said simply, “Hey.” And as the crowd went quiet, he closed his eyes and started to sing. 

Silas didn’t notice the warmth of the light beaming down on his shoulders, or the hardness of the tiles beneath his boots. He became caught up in the music, releasing the cover lyrics out into the air, weaving a spell to all who listened. As the song meandered from his soul and into the night, he sang, “I want you to stay,” and thought about the demon with the intense eyes. But he didn’t dwell on it. That’s not what his singing was about. 

Up and down, soft, and yet filled with the passion of the moment, Silas sang about staying, and going, about love and loss, and all the emotions life was full of. As he came to the end of the third song, he could feel the shift in the vibes, and he smiled as he opened his eyes, his voice holding out on the last few notes of his last song. 
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