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For those that have stuck around. May five sexy men suddenly enter your life and spoil you to no end. 
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Previously



Previously in Hope Lost: 
The demon they’d taken hostage from the park sinkhole wasn’t a demon at all. It was Cadmon, Pandora’s ex-husband and the leader of chaopados, who was also out to end Pandora’s reign of terror. 
In the middle of the interrogation, Misery, Truth, Pain, Persy, Youth, and Fear all disappeared into thin air. Daria’s greatest fear had come true: the curse had been activated. 
Pandora had tortured Wrath in front of Sofia until she gave her consent and activated the curse. It sucked the demons out of the real world and back into the jar, Sofia’s mind.
Heart broken, Daria turned to Cadmon for help. 
After collecting a special blade designed to kill those created from Chaos, Daria and her three remaining demons, Hope, Betrayal, and Death, set out to find the location of Pandora.
As they approached the seemingly empty, abandoned factory, they were attacked, and Hope was injured by a demon called Doubt. Once they returned home, they realized he wasn’t waking up and was healing at a human pace. 
As their mood, mindset, and confidence took a dive, Daria sought comfort in the arms of Betrayal and Death. Desperate for help, they let Cadmon leave with one of their phones to contact his cult and collect a doctor to come inspect Hope. 
Nothing could be done, until Daria discovered he’d been infected by Doubt, and the only way to heal him would be to find more hope. Betrayal comes up with a plan to refresh and refill the hope still burning inside him by visiting a casino.
Hope recovered, and they made a plan to attack Pandora.
In the meantime, Daria practiced brandishing the blade created for her, and soaking up time with her three demons, growing closer to them than ever before. 
Daria headed into battle alongside her demons and those from chaopados. They discovered a heartbroken Sofia in shackles, who’d watched Wrath die in front of her and had taken her revenge on the demon Doubt. While Hope was tasked with locating the key for her shackles, Daria set off to find Pandora. 
Deceit was finally killed in the fight, and Pandora was taken down by Daria in an intense, one-on-one battle. 
Hurt, bloody, and relieved, Daria accepted help from Sofia as they beheaded her. Killing Pandora broke the curse, and the demons were released from their prison. Sofia was reunited with Wrath, who had survived due to the activation of the curse. Between her, Curious, and Wrath, Sofia finally got the happy ending she deserved.
Truth and Misery and all the other demons were freed, and their happily ever after could finally begin too.
Or so Daria thought. 
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Taste of Normalcy

Daria


“Don’t do it!” Daria screamed as she ran to the porch edge, exasperation in her tone.  
Betrayal and Hope paused with a squirming Misery held above—yes, above—their heads, only a foot away from the river’s edge. 
They looked back at her, and the setting sun shone on their faces just enough to highlight their innocent expressions. Misery cried out for help, twisting in their grip as they glanced at one another…
And promptly dumped Misery in the ice-cold river water.
She heard the gasp of breath from across the lawn, where she stood on the deck glaring at the two trouble making demons. Of all of them, she least expected Hope to get involved with such silly antics, but Betrayal was a terrible influence. 
Misery popped back up out of the water, dark hair plastered to his forehead, and gasped for breath. He smacked at the water in frustration, splashing a wave of icy water at the other two demons, who hopped away like ballerinas with equally high-pitched gasps as the water got them.
“That’s the last time I race you at any game ever again.” Misery’s voice echoed across the lawn, and Daria couldn’t help the twitch of her lips. The water splashed around as he stomped out of the river, and as he shook his head back and forth like a dog, the longer strands of dark hair whipped around and sent drops flying in every direction. 
“I warned you,” Daria called out. Her demons were competitive, and if they said the loser was going in the river… well, the loser went in the river, even against his will.
“Yeah, yeah,” he grumbled, and the three of them began the trek back to the porch. 
Misery’s lips were almost blue by the time they approached her, and she sighed. “You look cold.”
“I am cold,” he replied, and waggled his eyebrows. “You gonna warm me up?” 
Daria narrowed her eyes, thankful for the porch banister separating them, but it would only take a few steps for Misery to—
She darted away just as he launched himself up the steps, his waterlogged shoes squelching against the wooden deck. With a squeal, she made it only a few feet away before his freezing cold arms wrapped around her waist and pulled her into him.
“Oosh!” she hissed and tried to scramble away. Instead, he plastered himself to her, his wet clothes seeping into hers until she was cold too. 
“Looks like we both need a hot shower,” he murmured in her ear. 
Daria sighed, and the sound of Hope’s and Betrayal’s chuckles drifted over. She glared.
“This is your fault,” she said matter-of-factly, and they nodded.
“Oh, we know. But now we get first dibs on brownies when they come out,” Hope informed them.
Her and Misery both gasped as their genius plan registered, and she smacked at their arms weakly as they passed by. “Why you sneaky little…ugh!” 
With matching chuckles, they disappeared into the kitchen where Truth shot her an amused glance through the glass doors. 
“They’re evil,” Misery whispered.
“I know!” But smart.
“Well, since we aren’t getting brownies anyway, we could take as much time as we wanted in the shower,” he hinted. 
Daria glanced over her shoulder at him. “If you think I’m missing out on piping hot brownies, you’re insane. We’re going to take the quickest shower of our lives.” 
He pouted, and she couldn’t help but grin, turning in his arms and reaching up to plant a kiss on his pouty lips. “You’ll live,” she murmured into the kiss.
“I’ll perish,” he argued.
“You’re immortal, remember? You’ll come back,” she retorted, and wiggled out of his grasp to walk toward the French doors. When she pulled the handle, the smell of chocolate heaven drifted out, and she audibly moaned. 
“If just the smell can do that to her, what do you think the actual brownie will do?” Betrayal muttered. 
“Shut up, you’re just jealous you can’t even get that sound out of her,” Hope shot back.
Truth barked out a laugh and bowed. “I’m happy to admit only my baking brings that out of her.”
Daria sighed and drifted closer toward her handsome baker. His smile vanished as he glanced at her damp clothes. 
“Hey, that’s not cool,” he said, and plucked at the wet items. “What if she gets sick?” Truth asked with a frown. 
Misery chuckled from behind her, then spoke over the sound of a barstool scraping against the floor. “She won’t. She’s immortal too.” 
“So she’ll come back, but that doesn’t mean she’s immune to fatal diseases,” he snapped. 
Daria reached up and framed his face with her hands. “Hey, baker boy,” she said. His ocean blue eyes snapped down to hers and she smiled. “I’ll be fine. Stop worrying. And save me a brownie.” She pecked a kiss on his lips before winking, tasting the sweet tartness from the candies he snacked on, then she stepped to the side and took off, racing past the kitchen exit and sprinting up the stairs.
Death plastered himself to the wall as she passed, a smile on his lips. As the loner of their group, he was often on the outskirts of their shenanigans, but she would never tire of the way he grinned at their antics. 
“Hi, Death. Bye, Death!” She waved and aimed for her room.
“Hey!” Misery called, and just as footsteps pounded behind her, she skidded into her room and darted for the bathroom. 
She barely slid into the bathroom, grabbing the handle and trying to force the door closed just as Misery shot in after her. 
“What do you think you’re doing?” he teased darkly, putting a hand on the door just before she closed it. She pressed her whole body against it, trying to shove it closed, but Misery kept it open with one hand.
That’s hot.
“Trying to take a shower in peace,” she rasped between giggles. Her feet squeaked against the floor as she tried to march the door closed, but it didn’t budge, even as her feet continued to move. 
“Let me shower with you, please?” he whined. “No funny business, promise.” 
Daria rolled her eyes and glared at him through the crack in the door. His dark wet hair dripped down into his face, obscuring most of his gaze, and something about the way he tilted his head down to look at her… just…
Ugh. I’m melting. 
She knew damn well if Misery got in that shower with her, she wouldn’t be able to keep her hands off him.
“It’s not you I’m worried about,” she retorted and bit her bottom lip.
Misery seemed to pause at her admission, and the door closed another inch before he realized that he’d slipped. “Don’t worry, I’ll make sure you keep those sinful hands of yours to yourself. Pretty please, with extra cream and sugar?” 
Daria sighed. “Fine. But only because the longer I hold the door the colder the brownies will be. Get in here.”
He grinned, and when he entered the bathroom, he bent and wrapped his arms just beneath her ass before lifting her up. She squealed happily before he stepped into the bath and turned the hot water on. 
The contrast was delicious, but now their cold clothes were soaking wet and that much harder to remove. And having Misery help her undress wasn’t doing anything for the slow warmth building in her belly and even lower. 
When he dropped to his knees to tug the pants over her feet, she steadied herself with a palm on his shoulder and stared down at him.
“Don’t look at me like that,” he murmured.
“Like what?” 
“You said you wanted brownies, yet you’re looking at me like you’d rather have me as a treat,” he growled, and stood as he wrapped his arms around her lower back. He smoothed his hands over the globes of her ass and upper thighs, humming contentedly as he swooped down to take her mouth. 
She groaned and fisted her hands against his back. 
If honeymoon phases were a real thing, they were all stuck in one, and she hoped it never faded. Ever since they’d returned, and life had gone back to mostly normal, she could hardly keep her hands off them. Any of them. 
Yes, Misery and Truth had gotten special treatment the first few days they’d been home. But Hope and Betrayal had demanded her sole attention soon enough. Death had too—outside of the bedroom. 
Things were still fresh between them, and while Daria would love nothing more than to see what all Death could bring between the sheets… she really enjoyed the dates he took her on. 
The one-on-one time. The fun make out sessions. Something about the longing and the buildup of the wait was all foreplay, but even Daria had her limits.
Misery pulled her closer, reminding her that she had one-on-one time right then and there. But the smell of brownies was drifting up to the second floor, filling the house with the warm scent that made her mouth water. 
“Mmm… later,” she mumbled as she broke the kiss. “Quick, remember?” 
“I could be quick,” he teased, and Daria giggled as she backed away and grabbed the shampoo.
“No! You’re supposed to be the good influence,” she reminded him.
“Oh, did I say that?” 
Daria poured a dollop in her palm and lathered it in her hair, and Misery struggled with his sopping wet pants. 
“You sure did. Do you want Hope and Betrayal to have thrown you in the lake and taken all the brownies?” 
He paused before narrowing his gaze, then tried to undress even faster. A curse fell from his lips when the pants got caught around his ankles and wouldn’t slip over his feet. 
Daria leaned her head back to rinse out the shampoo as she grinned at Misery’s enthusiasm. 
For the last two weeks, everything had been so peaceful. Well, as peaceful as living with seven demons could be. Persy and Pain had stuck around, and Daria didn’t mind having another girl around to talk to. 
After everything they’d been through, Daria was beyond thankful for things to get back to normal.
“Dammit,” Misery hissed, and the wet plop of his pants echoed on the tile. 
She chuckled and moved to the side so he could get some hot water action, and then conditioned her hair. 
After they were dried off, Daria balled up their clothes in one of the towels before dumping them in the hamper. 
“See? Quick. Now let’s go get brownies,” Daria said, as she tugged an oversized shirt over her head. When they made it downstairs, Truth and Hope and Betrayal were at it again, the hum of their cartoon cars racing from the TV. 
Daria chuckled at Misery’s glare and ducked around him to sneak into the kitchen. Death was standing by the bar, a brownie clutched in his hand with pure delight on his face.
“You guys don’t ever throw Truth in the lake,” Misery complained, as he walked back to the living room.
“Truth bakes us things. What do you do again? Oh yeah, suck at Mario Kart, that’s what,” Betrayal answered. 
Daria snickered as she grabbed a warm brownie from the pan. Truth rarely had time to transfer his goodies to pretty dishes, because they devoured them before he ever had a chance.
Even Death had a small smile on his lips, one hand cupped under the other to catch brownie crumbs. 
Daria moaned as she bit into the warm melty chocolate deliciousness of Truth’s baking.
“There it is!” he shouted from the living room, and the others burst into laughter. 
Rolling her eyes, Daria ignored them and sat at the bar beside Death. In silence, they ate their brownies, and Daria couldn’t help the way she studied him. Long dark hair thrown up in a bun, tendrils hanging down to tickle his jaw. 
“So when does the bar reopen?” he asked.
Daria glanced away and finished chewing her bite. “Ah… two weeks. Ish. Allegra has been keeping me updated on the progress, but it sounds pretty uncertain at the moment. Something about construction issues.”
When she didn’t say anything more on the matter, Death leveled her with his gaze. “Don’t want to go back?”
“It’s not that… exactly. I just feel like I could do more than serve drinks, you know?” 
“What do you want to do instead?” 
Daria rolled the thought over in her mind. She’d been thinking about it a lot, even if she hadn’t voiced any of it yet. “I don’t know. I just think about how… nice it is to have you guys around.” Her cheeks flushed. “Like a family. And how I didn’t exactly have that growing up...” And how she wanted to hold onto it as tightly as possible.
“You don’t have to decide right now, you know,” Death said. 
“I don’t?” She glanced up with her cheeks flushing.
“No. Not at all. You’ve been through a lot recently, you’re allowed to take a break. Between the five of us, and Persy and Pain, we have the bills more than covered. You’re allowed to think about it. Take your time. No rushed decisions.”
“No rushed decisions. I can do that.” 
To be honest, she really needed to think about what she wanted to do. She loved being home with her guys. It wasn’t that she didn’t want to do anything. Just… what she’d been thinking about sounded kind of lame when she imagined voicing it aloud.
“I got the job at the flower shop,” he murmured, thankfully changing the subject. 
Daria beamed and glanced over at him as a bolt of excitement struck her. “Are you serious? Death, that’s amazing!” 
“Yeah. They seemed really nice and I’m… excited. I think you’re right, this whole normal thing does have its appeal,” he admitted with a sheepish smile.
“See? I told you,” she said, and leaned over to press a kiss to his cheek. His smile fell away, and they paused with only a few inches separating their lips. Death lifted one hand to frame her face, and she melted into his touch before he pressed their lips together. 
She sighed at the lovely taste of Death coated in chocolate, his warmth and the sense of home she felt when she was with him. When she was with any of them. 
Daria didn’t know exactly when it had happened, but she had fallen in love with all of them. How was that even possible? She didn’t know. She didn’t know how her heart could have the capacity for so much love after everything they’d been through—or maybe it was in spite of everything they’d been through. 
Whatever it was, she welcomed it with open arms and an open heart, and as she pulled back from Death, she parted her lips to say—
“Hey, are we making out in the kitchen now?” Betrayal asked, oblivious. 
Death chuckled and leaned away, balling up his napkin and walking it over to the trash can.
The moment gone, Daria sighed and tucked her admission away for later. 
There’s no rush.
“Well, we were before we were interrupted,” Daria responded, and Betrayal barked out a laugh. 
“My bad. I kicked Truth’s ass at Mario Kart, so I get another brownie.” 
“Ooh, bring me one, please,” Daria requested sweetly from her spot at the counter. The brownies were on the stovetop not five feet away. She batted her eyelashes and Betrayal rolled his eyes, but in the end she had a brownie on her plate and a demon she kissed the grumbles out of.
Yeah, Death was right. This normal thing was nice.
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A Full House

Daria


“My interview is at two,” Truth reminded her, and she nodded.  
“You’re gonna do great,” Daria encouraged. “Seriously, if they can’t sense the talent in you, they’re crazy. What are you taking to impress them?”
His cheeks flushed and he glanced over. “You’re just saying that to see if I made extra cinnamon rolls.” 
Daria hummed at just the thought. “Oh god, please tell me you made extra.” 
He chuckled, the sound warm and soft and rumbly before he turned his attention back to the stovetop. “Of course I did.” Truth dealt with stress by—you guessed it—cooking. Or baking. Or anything to do with the kitchen. So he was coping by making everyone lunch. 
Peeking over his shoulder, she spied what he was making. Sandwiches, but on fancy looking bread with cheese that wasn’t already prepackaged into squares. 
“That smells delicious,” she said.
“Yes, it does!” a familiar voice exclaimed, followed by the slight scent of smoke. 
Daria turned to greet her dad and laughed at his ensemble. Each week since Pandora had been gone, he’d been stopping by to check in. His outfits were almost as much fun to see as the man himself.
“Hey, Dad,” Daria greeted. “Nice shirt.” 
One of his many Hawaiian shirts was thrown on over a tee, reading, ‘I’m on vacation from stupidity. Don’t talk to me.’
“Thank you,” he replied, plucking at the fabric. The bright blue pants he had on matched the flowers on his shirt. 
He pressed a kiss to her cheek before sliding over to Truth and bumping him in the side. “What’s for lunch today?” 
She chuckled at the sound of Truth’s sigh. Since he’d become a weekly visitor, they were all getting used to his mannerisms. Read: lack of personal space.
Daria was just glad everyone was together, and her heart swelled with affection. Things were perfect.
With Death getting hired at the flower shop, Truth’s interview, the bar reopening, and Pain’s tattoo parlor gig, soon they’d be nothing more than regular members of Maleston society. 
Hope and Betrayal were still deciding on what they could do to “pitch in,” as they said, but Daria had an inkling that Hope would be at the library by the end of the week. It was perfect for him. Quiet, surrounded by books, and the hope drifting through the air was apparently top notch. If it wasn’t for Misery’s weekly jog through the cemetery in order to feed his demon, Daria would think they were just a normal, ordinary family. 
Speaking of family…
“So what’s new with Chaos?” Daria inquired. 
She had no idea what Chaos did on a daily basis. He wasn’t exactly integrated into society.
“What do you mean ‘what’s new with Chaos?’” he asked with a frown. Leaving Truth to the cooking, he hopped up and sat on the counter.
Daria cleared her throat, drawing his attention to her and her raised brow. She dropped her gaze to the counter and back up before he rolled his eyes and slid to his feet.
“I mean, what have you been up to?” 
“Oh… you know me. Keeping an eye on things. Living the life. I think I want to explore caves this year. The scary ones.”
Daria shivered just thinking about it. “Why?”
“Why not? Got nothin’ to lose. Can’t die, so… might as well live, right?” 
“Sure…” 
If absolute terror was Chaos’s preferred way of spending his time, who was she to judge? 
“Oh, come on, live a little!” he shouted, and threw his arms up in the air. 
“I’ve had enough danger and excitement over the last several weeks to last me a lifetime. I think I’ll pass,” she admitted with a chuckle. “At least take someone with you, a guide or something? You might live forever, but wouldn’t you rather do that not stuck in an underground cave system in the middle of nowhere?” 
He tapped his pointer finger against his chin. “Fine, I guess you have a point. The guides are just so boring. Don’t swing on the ropes, don’t go in that direction, don’t explore the explorable places,” he rambled in a high-pitched voice, moving his hand like a mouth to mimic the words. 
“Here, lunch,” Truth announced, and slid a plate with a sandwich on it toward Chaos. 
“Ooh, yes! It smells delicious.” He hummed as he bit into it. 
Daria’s lips twitched at Truth’s method of distraction. Chaos did talk a lot, except when he was eating. Sometimes.
The bread crunched loudly as he chomped another bite, and he groaned, rocking back onto the balls of his feet. “Truth, if I kidnapped you and made you my personal chef, do you think Daria would be disappointed?” 
Chaos shot her a wink as Truth stiffened at the stove. 
Yeah, her demons were intimidated by her father. He was Chaos, after all. If he was totally serious about kidnapping Truth, there wasn’t a damn thing they could do to stop him.
Luckily, he wasn’t serious.
“Yes, she would be disappointed,” Daria chided. “When you figure out cloning, be sure to let me know.” 
“Ah yes. I’ll get my resident scientists on that,” he said dryly. 
As he finished eating, she sat at the table with him and updated him on her life. About the demons, her job, everything. He listened patiently, actually listened. 
Sitting there, having a conversation with her father? It made her heart ache.
Something like that wouldn’t have been possible only weeks ago, and before he left, she wrapped her arms around him.
“See you next week. Love you,” she murmured.
“Love you too, kid. Be good.”
Then he was gone with a wink and a puff of smoke and sparkle.
“Does he have to come by every week?” Truth questioned. 
Daria arched a brow at him. “Yes. He’s not really going to kidnap you,” she said.
“I… know that,” he answered, and crossed his arms. “Sorta.”
With a laugh, she hugged Truth and grabbed a sandwich off the plate behind his back.
“Hey!” he exclaimed. “That was mine.”
“Not anymore,” she replied, and took a bite.
He narrowed his eyes, but she pointed at six other sandwiches laid out. “There’s plenty.” 
As the others drifted into the room, he snagged another sandwich for himself, and Daria helped him distribute the plates. 
“Thanks for lunch, Truth!” Pain shouted, as he grabbed one and left. 
Echoes of the same sentiment drifted through the house from various places, and Daria sighed happily.
“What’s wrong?” Truth inquired.
“That was a happy sigh. It’s so nice for the house to be full again.” 
As someone who had enjoyed being alone so much, Daria didn’t think she’d ever love having a busy household. But ever since it had been taken from her, she never wanted to hear silence drift through the house unless it was the middle of the night.
“It’s good to be part of it,” Truth agreed, and pressed a kiss to her head. “I’m heading out. Wish me luck.” 
“You’ve got this. I love you,” she told him, and handed him the white box containing his cinnamon rolls. 
“I love you too. I’ll call you when it’s over.” 
She walked him to the door, and amongst the chorus of good lucks from the rest of the demons, Truth left with a crunch of tires over the gravel. 
“If he doesn’t get the job, we can always burn the place down. Then he can open his own bakery and be their competition.”
“Betrayal!” she shouted, turning to glare at the demon. 
“What?” he asked innocently. “I’m just looking out!”
“No burning down businesses!” 
He grumbled some response before flipping the page in the newspaper aggressively. He was job hunting as well, but struggling to discover something he wanted to do. 
He’d figure it out eventually. Adjusting to normalcy was harder for some than others. Daria couldn’t help that all the adventure just made her exhausted. 
Maybe Betrayal needed an adrenaline rush to keep the grumpies away.
She giggled at the thought and sat down on the arm of the chair beside him. “I think you need to do something exciting.” 
“Like what?” 
“Like… a skydiving instructor.”
Betrayal visibly paled. “Uh…”
At that exact moment, Daria remembered Betrayal was afraid of heights. “Okay, so maybe something a little less terrifying then. What about working at the paintball arena?” 
“Paintball?” 
“Yeah, you know, where they shoot guns, but instead of bullets, they’re balls filled with paint. They hurt like a motherfucker, so you’ll get the adrenaline rush of avoiding pain, but you’ll get to play, too, so you’ll get the thrill of the hunt.” 
Hope typed away on the laptop and turned the screen around. “There’s a business about thirty minutes away that’s hiring for the clerk position.” 
Betrayal frowned. “I feel like that won’t bring in a lot of money. Isn’t that a job for a teen or something?” 
Daria shrugged. “Between the what—eight of us?—and this paid off house, we’re gonna do more than fine financially. What’s important is that you’re having fun and you’re happy.” 
“Are you sure? I want to contribute to the house.”
“You will. And plus, if you work out all your aggression at work… you won’t be so grumpy,” she reasoned, hiding a smile.
“I am not grumpy.”
“Yes you are,” she argued.
He huffed. “Am not.”
“You won’t be if you apply there. Think of it. You could betray teams all day and get that extra little thrill.”
His eyes lit up and he motioned to Hope. “Pass me that laptop.”
Daria smiled and pressed a kiss to his cheek, the coarse hair of his beard tickling her lips.
“You’ll love this normal thing in no time.” 
“Pfft. We’ll see about that.”
We sure will.
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Give an Inch

Chaos


See you next week. Love you. 
Chaos played his daughter’s words over in his head, and every time they echoed, it brought a smile to his face. 
And that was why he appeared outside the chaopados headquarters. 
The men who had been able to help his daughter when he himself couldn’t… they deserved a thank you. A personal one. 
It didn’t hurt that they also happened to worship him… 
Chaos knocked on the main door, a big metal monstrosity, and he wondered if they would be open to decorating tips. They needed to get with the times. 
A voice came over the intercom, static-filled and gruff. 
“Who is it?” 
“I think you’ve been waiting for me? It’s Chaos.” 
The speaker clicked off and back on and off once more before the giant metal door screeched open. “Please come in,” the static requested. 
Could he have appeared and surprised them all? Yes. 
Did he want to startle them with his first appearance in centuries? No. He wanted to start off on the right foot. 
A man with dark hair was waiting inside the door, which opened into a courtyard area. It reminded him of ancient housing. Ancient times, with the way he seemed to be a leader of some type of army. 
Men stood behind him, shock and awe on their faces.
“Are you truly Chaos?” the first man asked.
“I am. Who might you be?” he inquired with an arched brow.
The man’s gaze traced him from head to toe. “You don’t look like a god,” he murmured. “I’m Cadmon, and I run this place,” he informed him, stretching his arms out as if showcasing the men and structure around him.
“Robes went out of style years ago. Besides, look how closely my pants match my shirt,” he replied with a grin, and gestured to himself. The most fun thing about living through all the years was watching the fashion industry change. He much preferred the lax casualness of the current era’s style. 
“Uh-huh,” Cadmon muttered and crossed his arms. “You don’t look like a god, and you most certainly don’t speak like one. How do I know you’re telling the truth?” 
“Because I know you helped my daughter fight Pandora, and I came to offer my thanks.” He turned serious, which was a rare occurrence for him. He’d lived for centuries, there was no reason to be serious all the time. “I could not be there when she needed it, but you were, and I want to thank you for that.” For once, Chaos put on his sincere face, and nodded respectfully at the man. 
He turned his attention to the men around him. “And thank you for following his lead, taking care of her, and offering your lives up in order to help. If there is anything you ever need, I will provide it—within reason.” 
He tacked on the last part because he knew the control that greed had over humans. Give them an inch and they would ask for a mile.
Not that most of the gods were any better—they all had their flaws. But Chaos liked to think he was self-aware of his own issues. At present: not taking care of his followers. And eating ice cream in the middle of the night. But was that really an issue?
Focus.
The thought of worshippers made him cringe, especially knowing how quickly that power could go to a god’s head. But if they were dedicating their lives and deaths in his and his family’s name… the least he could do was reward them.
“I… thank you for that,” Cadmon responded, his brows lifted in his surprise. “Please stay for a bit. Our home is yours.”
“Nah, I’ve got things to do. I just wanted to offer my thanks, condolences, and to let you know I’ll be around a bit more. I’ll pop in… randomly.” He chuckled. “Chaos and all that.” 
“No, don’t go,” Cadmon retorted flatly. 
The tone of his voice made Chaos pause, and warning bells went off in his head. Without giving a warning, Chaos prepared to ghost himself away—but he was too late.
As the dart landed square in his neck with a pinch of pain, he slapped a hand over it and glared at the man responsible. The paralysis agent entered his body and he slumped to the ground.
Well, I should have seen this coming.
Damn.
Cadmon approached, drawing a blade from the back of his waistband and halting above him. 
Double damn. 
It was the gold blade. The one that was supposed to be Daria’s. When had he gotten a hold of it? 
Chaos growled. More disappointing than his followers betraying him was the fact that this man had betrayed Daria. 
There Chaos lay, taken down by his own kindness. 
Fucking humans, so greedy. 
“I curse the day the gods forced me to make you immortal,” Chaos murmured with a sigh. He closed his eyes and laid back on the dirt. “How weak you are to kill one who can’t fight back.”
“I am weak, but not for much longer,” he snarled, and Chaos opened his eyes to stare at him as Cadmon brought that blade down.
Screaming agony pierced him as the blade entered his chest and cut through all the important pieces before entering his heart.
Hmm. This won’t take long at all.
Daria.
As that smug bastard sat there, hand gripped around the blade as if waiting for congratulations, Chaos transferred his consciousness, leaving his body temporarily to travel across space and time. 
The familiar landscape of Maleston stretched out before him and regret filled him as the old monstrosity Daria had chosen as a home filled his vision. He went through walls and doors, searching her out, and finally found her in the bedroom, laptop on her lap, fingers typing on keys
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