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To all the lies we’ve ever told.







  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Previously
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    1.
    
    Bloodline Continued
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    2.
    
    Easy as Pie
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    3.
    
    More to Give
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    4.
    
    Fairy Tales
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    5.
    
    Feeling Youthful
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    6.
    
    Stressed
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    7.
    
    Secrets
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    8.
    
    Magic 
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    9.
    
    Kitchen Play
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    10.
    
    The Hard Part
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    11.
    
    Sweet Things
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    12.
    
    Savoring
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    13.
    
    Massacre
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    14.
    
    Hard to Get
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    15.
    
    About Damn Time
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    16.
    
    Proper Alarm
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    17.
    
    Equal Exchange
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    18.
    
    Suspicions
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    19.
    
    Little White Lies
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    20.
    
    On the House
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    21.
    
    Double Shot
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    22.
    
    Splitting Up
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    23.
    
    House Party
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    24.
    
    Out After Curfew
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    25.
    
    Halfway Home
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    26.
    
    The Call
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    27.
    
    Missing in Action
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    28.
    
    Youthful Ignorance
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    29.
    
    Intervention
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    30.
    
    The Reveal
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    31.
    
    Chaos Conrolled
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    32.
    
    Making Amends
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Afterword
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Acknowledgments
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Also By
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    About the Author
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
      

    
  

Previously


Previously, in Misery Undone… 
Home safely from her kidnapping, Daria was relieved to find everything back in order… except for her dark demon. Misery had gone missing. While Daria and the others executed a search plan after finding a clue to his whereabouts, Misery was much closer than they all thought. 
A town over, in Brighton, Misery was learning to control his curse, at the help of a friend he’d found, Wrath. But it wasn’t helping as much as he’d hoped. It seemed the more he released, the more the misery wanted out. Which was exactly what Wrath had been sent to do. Bring Misery to his knees, at the instruction of Pandora. If Wrath didn’t complete his task, the woman he loved was in danger. 
Little did Wrath know, Pandora didn’t even have Sofia in her sights anymore. She’d sent the girl on her own mission—to infiltrate Daria’s household and report back. Having been raised by Pandora from a young age, Sofia knew that Pandora was not someone she wanted to help. So she abandoned her plan, and went to find her lover Wrath. She ran into Hope first, panicked, listened to the voice in her head, and lied about who she was. Claiming to be Curious—a demon who actually resided in Sofia—she went home with Hope and met the others. 
Once Wrath realized Pandora didn’t have control of Sofia, he discarded his plan and went to take his friend home. But he was too late. 
Misery had become someone new. It appeared as if his affliction had taken over, that he was a completely different person, with no reservations, and no cares except for releasing his misery. 
Wrath tracked him down, took him back home, and together, Daria and the others worked to bring him back. 
But he would never be the same Misery again—he was Misery 2.0, and he was there to stay.
Meanwhile, Pandora was furious that the girl she considered her daughter—Sofia—would betray her in such a manner. To get her back, she kidnapped Persy and asked for an exchange. With a strategy up their sleeve, Wrath met Pandora at a warehouse, but of course, things never go to plan. A fight broke out, and Daria and her demons were there to back Wrath up. 
Not only did they discover just how many demons Pandora had working with her, Pandora revealed the true identity of Sofia as she plunged a dagger into Daria’s stomach. The young woman was Daria’s sister, not a demon, but another vessel for the curse of Pandora’s Jar. But before she could tell the others, the darkness took her as she suffered yet another death. 
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Bloodline Continued

Daria


For once, Daria didn’t come back to consciousness as if she were waking up from a nap. It wasn’t slow and peaceful, it wasn’t a polite tap on the arm and a sweetly whispered greeting. This was a full-on slap in the face,  bitch, get the fuck up—now! 
Gasping, Daria sat straight up like out of some B-rated horror film, adrenaline coursing through her body just as quickly as consciousness came to her. 
“Holy fuck, Daria, you—” The metallic ting of a bouncing coin accompanied his startled cursing, but Betrayal didn’t even get a chance to get his muttered curses out, because Daria scrambled, digging her way out of the covers of her bed. She had to find Curious—Sofia. 
“Scared the shit out of me,” he continued, crossing the room to steady her as she all but fell out of bed. His hand was warm where it wrapped around her arm, and she sucked in a breath. Her clothes were dry and there was no blood in sight, but she remembered the lights of the exit signs flashing as the water from the sprinklers pelted her in the face. Who changed her while she was out? 
No time for that.
Noticing Betrayal was still grumbling about her abrupt return to the living, she pushed past him and rushed for the door. Honestly, why was he so nonchalant? Couldn’t he see she was freaking out? 
“Curious,” she gasped out as she stumbled a bit. “Where’s Curious?” 
“Calm down. I gotta catch my breath. What is this, The Walking fucking Dead?”
Daria paused with her hand on the doorknob, and she couldn’t help it, a laugh tumbled out. And then another, until she was bubbling with giggles. Betrayal simply rolled his eyes, and the conversation they’d had on the roof terrace drifted through her mind. 
“What?” he all but growled. 
“The walking, fucking, dead,” she choked out between laughs. “All I see are zombies having sex now.” 
“Two seconds ago, you woke up frantic, and now you’re laughing? Do you see why this bothers me?” 
You love it. Yet she stopped herself from saying so out loud. Maybe that was what he was so afraid of.
“Curious is still here, right?” As she spoke, she threw the door open, because as funny as she found Betrayal, Pandora’s words still floated through her mind on repeat.
You can’t trust a demon, Daria—they all lie. Just ask Sofia, but I’m sure you know her as Curious.
A shiver ran the length of her spine as she felt the blade slicing through her stomach all over again. Her blood pouring out. Her life draining away. 
“She’s still here. She didn’t go anywhere,” Betrayal replied, that teasing note still in his tone. But even while that bit of humor remained, he laid a soft touch on her back. And with the heat and warmth and strength of Betrayal at her back, he might as well have stood in front of her as the dragon of her fears crept up.
She leaned into his touch as he guided her down the hallway toward the steps. Voices from the living area drifted up toward them. 
Daria really needed to find a new hobby besides dying. It was becoming a problem. 
When they reached the bottom of the stairs, Daria stood straight on her own and shrugged off Betrayal’s touch, not wanting to appear weak or timid in front of her… sister. 
Holy shit, I have a sister.
Daria sought her out as soon as she stepped foot into the living area, and everyone turned toward her. Curious—no, Sofia—was sitting on Wrath’s lap, and tensed as soon as Daria came into view. Daria didn’t miss the collective sigh that went through her demons, relief that she’d woken up. But right then, she only had eyes for the member of her family. 
How she hadn’t seen it before, she didn’t know. They both had dark hair, though Sofia’s was straight, whereas Daria’s waves were unmistakable. Their eyes were different colors, but the freckles and the shape of their noses were the same. 
Wrath’s fingers made shadows where they dug firmly into Sofia’s side, but Daria approached anyway, a lick of anger brushing against her and pouring out in the form of a sharp tone. “What’s the name of the person who owns that body?” Daria asked, cutting right to the chase—no room for lies or tricks or deceit.
Sofia’s spring green gaze darted over Daria’s shoulder, as if seeking escape, but they skittered back to hers and she swallowed. 
“Sofia,” she answered on little more than a whisper.
Hearing it from Pandora in a high-strung moment was different than hearing it from her own sister’s lips. A sound caught and strangled in Daria’s throat, and another warm palm on her back helped her keep her head. 
The same was not true for her demons. Tension filled the room as each of the men stiffened, and in response, Wrath tugged Sofia closer and growled a warning to everyone. Misery shot his head toward them, his eyes wide as he stared at Wrath and Sofia. She could only imagine the betrayal he felt that his friend had been keeping yet another secret from him. 
Not only had Wrath turned Misery’s mind inside out, getting him addicted to his own curse, but now Sofia—Daria’s own sister—had been lying about who she was. 
Betrayal’s warm palm fell away, and when she glanced back, his expression was stone—not an ounce of emotion in the lines of his face. 
“So…” Daria could hardly wrap her mind around it, her frustration fading in the wake of disbelief as she turned back around to stare at her… sister.
“We’re sisters,” Sofia finished for her, a wince crumpling her features. 
“Why did you lie?” Daria demanded, conjuring a hard edge into her tone. A reunion with hand holding and frolicking through the fields would have to wait. Their plan might have worked, Sofia might have helped, but she still lied. 
“Hey, watch how—” Wrath started, but Sofia cut him off by placing a hand over the one he squeezed around her side. 
“It’s okay,” she assured him, while staring right at Daria. “I didn’t lie, really. Curious is… in me, for lack of a better phrase.” 
Daria tilted her head, remembering how often she struggled with that particular phrase. 
“Oh fuck,” Betrayal grumbled from behind her. 
“Yeah, that appropriately sums it up.” Sofia smiled sadly as she spoke, and Daria’s heart thumped. 
“Is it just Curiosity?” Daria inquired, slumping down to sit on the arm of the couch, keeping her eye on the couple seated across from them in the recliner. 
“No, but… I don’t know what Pandora did to them, but they don’t talk like Curiosity does.” 
“What do you mean?”
“They’re quiet. Silent. They don’t speak and if I couldn’t sense them, I wouldn’t even know they were there.” 
“Sofia was Pandora’s backup plan,” Wrath interjected with a scowl on his face.
While that information sank in, Daria studied her demons. Misery’s eyes were latched onto her like glue, and when she met his starry gaze, not a smile was in sight. He was sitting on the floor at the end of the coffee table, and his knuckles were white from where they gripped the edge of it. 
On the couch sat Death, Hope, and Truth, tension radiating off each of them. It prickled her skin where she sat close to Truth. Betrayal was right behind her and his heat reached her from how near he was standing. Protective, wasn’t he? 
Death interrupted her thoughts with a question they were all thinking. “What do you mean she was the backup plan?” 
“Pandora knew as soon as you were born what Samena had been up to,” Wrath clarified with a glance at Daria.
“Seducing Chaos?” Daria guessed, wincing at the thought of her mom using Chaos.
“Yeah. She knew you would be the one to break the curse. But when your mom gave you up, she had no choice but to wait. So she waited until I came into the picture…” When Sofia trailed off, Wrath pulled her closer, and Daria couldn’t help but empathize with them. With Sofia. 
They were all pawns in a bigger game, one they didn’t know the rules to, one they didn’t know the point of.
“You were so little,” Truth whispered, his voice cracking on the end of his sentence. 
Sofia’s jaw tensed and she glanced away, blinking quickly. “I know,” she said. “I don’t even remember… anything.” 
Daria put her arm behind Truth, raking her fingers through his hair and he leaned into the touch. It was reflex. The hurt in his voice made her want to erase it, and she didn’t even notice what she had done until Misery caught her gaze and smiled affectionately.
“We thought you died,” Hope rasped out, his eyes locked on Sofia. “If we had known…” 
As he trailed off, Daria wished she had another set of hands so she could comfort them all. Their sadness permeated the air, weighing it down like an unexpected rain on a summer day. 
Since she couldn’t comfort them all, she tried to move the conversation along to the heart of the matter—avoidance. That was the best course, right? 
“So, the curse can only pass forward, not backward. Once I received the curse from my—our mother, and then broke it by dying—which was so not my fault by the way…”
Her attempt at humor fell flat when Wrath cut a glare at her. Sofia took over, grabbing his hand in hers. “When you died it passed on to me, and Pandora knew somehow. Even though the demons were freed instead of passing on to me, she still knew. So she seized the opportunity like she’d always meant to.” 
“We know they can’t talk, but do you know the other demons you’re hosting besides Curious?” Death asked calmly—maybe too calmly. 
Sofia glanced away with a jerk of her head. “I don’t know,” she murmured softly. 
“How can you not know?” Betrayal barked.
Daria reached back and slapped Betrayal’s thigh, silencing his sharp tone. 
But it seemed Wrath had a growl to match her Bitchy Bear’s. She chuckled for half a second before Wrath turned a glare on her and she realized now was not the time to laugh at her own memories. 
“Pandora drugged her with something, got some half-assed consent, and then cursed her with the demons. But she didn’t tell her which ones, and with whatever spell she’s put on them, they can’t talk.” Wrath poured out the details on a well of fury, and the more he spoke, the more Sofia shrank back into him, until she laid her head on his shoulder. 
“What does consent have to do with this?” Daria frowned as she spoke, making sure she heard Wrath right.
“It’s a condition of the curse. To accept the demons anew, consent has to be given from the host.” 
“Oh,” Daria said, everything clicking into place. 
That’s why Pandora was made the way she was. Because what sane person volunteered to have a bunch of voices in their head?
“Pandora is a manipulative, heartless bitch. She doesn’t care about anything but herself and the fucking curse,” Wrath growled. 
“That’s not her fault,” Daria defended before she could stop herself. Heat rushed to her cheeks as everyone turned to stare at her. After clearing her throat awkwardly, she fumbled her hands in the air as she tried to explain. “I mean, when I spoke to Chaos, he said that Pandora and her bloodline were literally created to take care of the curse. But—” 
“Piss poor job she’s doing, taking care of the bloodline,” Hope grumbled, and Daria tilted her head in his direction. It wasn’t often that Hope spoke with negative emotions. She guessed after all they’d been through, even he had his limits. 
“What I’m saying is, the gods didn’t complete her. They made her, like a doll, and then tossed her aside when they were done with her. It’s not her fault she’s the way she is, and I assume she isn’t capable of changing that.” 
“And your point is?” Wrath growled. 
Betrayal growled right back, and Daria threw a hand up to place it on Betrayal’s stomach when he made a motion to start forward. His abs flexed under her palm, through his shirt, and Daria couldn’t help the way her hand twitched to flatten against him, to feel all the dips and swells of his abs—
Stop that.
Jerking her hand back, she cleared her throat again and fisted her hands in her lap.
“Need a glass of water?” Misery asked, a particular arch to his brow that Daria hadn’t seen before, but she recognized the pure sarcasm in his tone. 
Betrayal barked out a laugh beside her and Daria’s cheeks flamed again. Because Misery was right of course.
Yeah, that’d be great, ‘cause yes, I am a thirsty bitch.
But at least the angry tension in the room dissipated, for the most part anyway. Humor to the rescue.
“My point is,” Daria started, and then… stopped. What exactly was her point? Pandora had been made incomplete, and the gods had fucked up. So what did that mean for them? “What are our options? How do we get the demons out of Sofia?” Daria questioned instead.
“Well… killing you worked just fine,” Truth noted dryly, and Daria gaped as she turned to him. 
“Yeah, well, that won’t work with me,” Sofia snapped, drawing their attention back to her. “I’m completely human. So if you kill me, I don’t come back over and over again.” 
“And that’s out of the fucking question,” Wrath stated. Growled, really. Loudly enough that the demons around her tensed. 
“Can we please stop with the growling and the grumbling and the pissing contest?” Daria rolled her eyes and crossed her arms. “It’s getting old and it’s not helping us come up with a solution.” 
A long pause sounded, but Wrath finally conceded with a grumbled, “Fine.” 
“Fine,” Betrayal agreed.
“Now that that’s settled…” Daria shared an exasperated look with Sofia, and found a smile curling her lips in the next second. 
But then her smile faded, because the fact of the matter was… “You went out of your way to lie. If you had just come to us, or admitted the truth when we asked, we would have helped you. What was the point?” Daria stared at Sofia as she inquired, twisting her hands in her lap. Could they even trust her? 
“Truth asked me, point blank, if I wished anyone in this house harm. My answer was no, and it’s still no. I wanted to find Wrath, and I did. And now, if you want us to leave, we can do that. I would understand if you don’t want us here. It’s clear that you have a home here, and I wouldn’t want you to worry that we intend to ruin that.” Something in Sofia’s gaze had shifted as she spoke the word home, her shoulders sagging a little, and Wrath’s arms tightened around her. 
Daria’s heart leapt into her throat, and she swallowed past the lump. Yes, she hated that Sofia had lied to them… but she was her sister. Her last living relative—well, besides Chaos. 
“No. Don’t leave. I think it’s more important now than ever that you stay,” Daria said, glancing at her demons for confirmation. 
Death nodded, his lips tightened in a thin line. Proving he was following Daria’s line of thought, he explained, “She’s right. Pandora wants you to trap us all, and if anything, we have to keep you safe from her.” 
“Even if you’ve been lying,” Truth gritted out. Daria resumed the slow strokes on the back of his neck. 
“Okay.” Sofia nodded eagerly. “I’ll do whatever it takes to prove I’m trustworthy.” 
“You could start by telling us what you know about Pandora’s location,” Betrayal gritted out. 
Sofia winced, glancing down at her hands as she twisted her fingers together. “Whatever it takes… but that.” 
“Why the hell not?” Betrayal growled. 
“Because I don’t know, okay?” Sofia’s cheeks flushed red, either anger or embarrassment tightening her features, but Daria couldn’t tell which. Maybe both.
“How do you not know? You’ve been with her all this time,” Truth reasoned gently. 
“Because I… She may have raised me, but in no way was I family. I was always a plan, not a person, and I was…” She trailed off, color blooming in her cheeks. “It took me way too long to realize not everyone spent their childhood locked in a room with trays slid through a latch in the door. All I know is that the last house was here, in town. There were ugly checkered floors, and I was kept in the room at the top of the stairs.”  Daria didn’t know what Sofia saw on their faces, but the growl Betrayal let out clearly portrayed their anger. Sofia misinterpreted and the words tumbled out of her while Daria looked on in shock. “That’s it! I swear. And I only know that much because that’s when she told me I could leave if I found you guys and reported back. But I dumped the phone as soon as I got into town, in a trashcan, I swear. That last house we were in, I was stuck in a purple room, and that was the last straw. I heard someone… someone being beaten. I didn’t know she was capable of that until then. I can take you to the house, I know right where it’s at.” 
When they still didn’t speak, processing the fact that Sofia hadn’t seen much but the inside of a room from five years old on, tears welled in her eyes. “I didn’t even know what a Twizzler was until I was at the drive-in!” she yelled, and then covered her mouth with her hand, eyes wide as if she were surprised by her outburst.
Wrath wrapped his arms around her, pulling her tight against his chest. Daria’s hand tightened on the back of Truth’s neck, and he turned to her. 
His face was white, his jaw gritted, and fists clenched. The simple nod and the fury Daria recognized in his blue gaze was enough to tell her Sofia hadn’t lied.
Daria returned her attention to the sister in question, only for Wrath’s gaze to bore a hole into her. She nodded, tilting her chin to the stairs, and Wrath stood without another word, Sofia cradled close. His footsteps were loud amongst the silence as he walked her upstairs.
“I think we can agree on one thing,” Death began once they’d gone. He waited until all eyes turned to him to continue. “She’ll be lucky if she leaves this house, because there’s no fucking way Pandora is getting her hands on that girl again.” 
Daria couldn’t have said it better herself. 




[image: image-placeholder]
Easy as Pie

Daria


“This is nice,” Daria commented, as she sipped her coffee a while later. Misery had made a pot earlier, and when he’d handed her a cup, perfectly sweetened in the exact opposite way he took his coffee, she teared up.  
They might still have too much to figure out, more questions than answers, but at least they were all together. Amongst everything going on, Daria thought it was the least she could ask for. 
“I’m sorry, I’m just trying to adjust to the fact that the innocent little five-year-old I remember is now… that. And with you,” Betrayal joked from the bar where he sat with Wrath and Sofia.
“That is right here, thank you very much.” Sofia’s voice rose with her annoyance, all tears from the earlier conversation dried, and Daria hid her smirk behind her coffee mug. 
Yup, definitely related. 
Her heart hurt for her… sister. That’s going to take some getting used to. 
She’d been with Pandora all this time and had only escaped by promising to do whatever Pandora wanted. And what she wanted? Was Daria and the other demons. Thankfully, Sofia had run into Hope first at the drive-in. 
Now, they were in deeper than even Daria and her demons. Because not only had Sofia betrayed Pandora… but in some twisted way, Pandora believed that Sofia was her daughter. That she loved her. 
What kind of love makes you want to lock someone up their whole life?
“What are you thinking so hard about?” Misery asked, speaking quietly so as not to interrupt the conversations around them. They were all dispersed randomly throughout the living room and kitchen. Truth was at the stove, making who knew what—but it smelled chocolatey and made Daria’s mouth water. Sofia sat at the bar with Wrath, chatting with Truth, and Betrayal sat beside Wrath. Every now and then, Betrayal would tilt his head back and take a deep breath, as if tasting Truth’s chocolatey concoction on the air. Death and Hope spoke at the entrance to the kitchen, and through there, Persy and Pain sat on the couch. 
That’s right. Together. With about two feet of space between them. Persy getting kidnapped by Pandora had apparently eased whatever tension was between the two. They’d only joined their gathering recently, the scent of Truth’s baking pulling them from their rooms… or room. With every hour that passed, Daria could swear she saw the space between them disappear a little more. Pair that with the sidelong glances they shared, and Daria figured it was only a matter of time before they finally gave in to whatever was holding them back. 
Pain had been the first one to breathe a sigh of relief when Persy had come running out of the warehouse. Whatever past they had together, Daria was thankful they seemed to be overcoming it. Hell, right then, Daria was just glad all her friends were safe. 
“Just thinking about everything. I’m glad everyone’s home,” she admitted softly, lifting her gaze from her pale coffee to the darkened night in Misery’s eyes. 
“I told you everything would be okay,” he teased, a lightness in his gaze she was still growing used to. 
She arched a brow at him, her final moments in the warehouse fluttering back into her memory. “From what I remember, you said I would be okay, not everything.” 
“You are my everything,” he retorted with a sparkle in his eyes.
Daria couldn’t help the giggle that tumbled out. “I walked right into that one.”
“Seriously.” His gaze darkened as his tone took on a serious note, the sadness in his eyes sucking her in until she felt lost. “I’m glad you’re okay. If anything happened to you, I…” Voice trailing off, Misery swallowed hard and stared down at his mug of coffee, effectively breaking the trance she’d been stuck in. 
“Hey, it’s okay. I’m okay, like you said.” Daria reached across the dining table and slipped her hand into his, his palm warm from the steaming mug of coffee. His fingers tightened around hers, but he didn’t look back up at her until he’d taken a deep breath. 
“Hey, I’ve got a solid lock on a few,” Persy called from the living room. 
Daria perked her head up at the news, and poor Misery was abandoned as she rocketed across the floor to crash onto the couch beside Persy. Pain was on her other side, and as Daria sat down, it pushed them closer together. 
“So it did work,” Daria whispered in awe, eyes wide and focused on the computer in Percy’s lap.
“Well, a few of them did,” Persy clarified. “I didn’t expect all of the trackers to make it home with them, and it seems my hunch was right.”
The rest of the guys crowded around the couch, peering over their shoulders to look at the three blinking lights. 
“Wait. They’re not all in the same place.” Daria frowned. 
Their plan to raid the warehouse was not only to get Persy back, even though that was the main focus. Pandora wasn’t stupid—she had been playing this game for ages. Coming to the warehouse alone had never been her plan, and it hadn’t been Daria’s either. 
With the help of Pain, who clearly paid more attention to Persy than he led everyone to believe, they activated tiny, pin-sized trackers, and when the time was right, slipped them into the clothing of the demons they were fighting. Not only had they gathered a more accurate picture of what they were up against, they had a location.
Well… locations, based on what Persy’s screen was showing. 
“I figured they would have stayed in like, a big compound or something, all with Pandora. Why are they spread out?” 
“I don’t know. They’ve all been stagnant for a while though.” Persy chewed on her lip while she clicked around on her screen. “Let me try something,” she murmured, but her fingers were already flying across the keys. 
Daria couldn’t keep up with the screen changes, and several moments later, Persy released a small grunt of victory. “These are the closest views I can get.” She pointed to the map, which was on the right-hand side of the screen, and then moved her finger to the left side, which showed a real-time feed of the street. “This dot looks like it’s at 9845 Henderson, and this camera is at the convenience store right across the street from Henderson Avenue. It appears to be a neighborhood.” 
Before they could even process, Persy was typing and clicking again, shifting the map to the second dot, and changing the camera view. 
The same situation was true for the second dot. A red light camera showed the street view of an apartment building, where the second dot seemed to be located, according to the map. 
The third tracker was located at another set of apartments on the opposite side of Maleston. 
“So what does that all mean?” Daria inquired, while her mind raced.
“If the trackers did stick to the demons like we hoped, and the demons are staying at different locations… then maybe Pandora just calls them when she needs them?” Betrayal mused aloud.
“That means they’re like sleeper cells.” Hope frowned as he said the words, easing himself into the chair across from the couch. 
“That… doesn’t sound good,” Daria responded. 
“Well, it’s not ideal, because even if we did find her central location, we’d be open to an ambush from the outside if she called them in,” Death grumbled. His light steps echoed off the floors as he paced behind the couch. 
“We have the addresses, right? I think the best thing we can do is gather information first,” Daria suggested nervously. Maybe she was overly cautious, trying to buy them time, but one could never have too much information… right? 
“I guess that just leaves us with one question,” Betrayal said ominously. 
Daria tilted her head back to look at him. “And what’s that?” 
He clapped his hands and rubbed them together with a sinister grin. “Who’s up for stalking?” 
[image: image-placeholder]With schedules tentatively made and coffee or hot chocolate freshly brewed, everyone finally relaxed. 
Maybe Misery most of all. On the couch, he was totally slumped against her, his head in her lap as she petted his hair. At first, when he’d laid in her lap, her cheeks had flamed and her gaze had darted nervously to Hope in the chair beside them. 
With a sexy smirk on his face, Hope had just shrugged and continued flipping through the TV channels. Their casual acceptance with such a public display of affection both made her stomach tight and a weight fall off her shoulders. 
She was so conflicted, all the time. 
Do I, or don’t I? 
She was so lost in her thoughts, she didn’t even recognize when Misery lifted himself from the couch. 
She blinked, and he suddenly came in to focus, holding out his hand to her. With a brow arched, he murmured, “Come with me.”
Daria frowned, but her curiosity got the best of her as she slipped her hand into his. With a tug, and an impressive flex of his upper arms, he pulled her off the couch, but didn’t release his grip on her. As they crossed the living room, Hope’s smirk twitched before breaking into a grin, then he coughed a laugh into his shoulder. Narrowing her eyes, she followed Misery up the stairs and… into her room. 
“What’s wr—” Her words were cut off as Misery cupped her face and pressed his lips to hers. 
Not him too, she thought. Honestly, could they stop interrupting her with their kisses and let her get a word out? 
As his tongue dipped in to tease the seam of her lips, Daria opened to him, her thoughts changing direction instantaneously. Okay, maybe it’s not the worst thing in the world. 
“Get out of your head,” Misery said, leaning his forehead against hers. His warm breath brushed against her cheek, and she took a minute to absorb his words and try to get her mind on track.
“What? I’m not—”
“I don’t have to use my misery feelers to sense that you’re feeling awkward whenever one of us gets too close.” 
Lifting her chin in defiance, she argued, “I don’t feel awkward.”
“You sure about that?” Glittering obsidian stared her down until she rolled her eyes at him.
“Okay, fine,” Daria grumbled. “It’s a little weird when I… cuddle you in front of the others.” 
Was it cocky of her to admit that? That she imagined she really had such an effect on them? 
“They don’t care,” Misery promised, dipping down to take her lips, and she stiffened for half a second, doubt creeping in before he erased it—and all her other thoughts—with his tongue and his touch. 
It took him no time at all to rid her of her shirt, stripping it over her head in a rush and parting their lips only for the second it took for the shirt to pass over her face.
“Do you need to, uhm…” Daria mumbled between kisses. “Feed? Release?” 
“Yeah, I need a release alright,” he replied dryly, the words spoken against her lips. 
Rolling her eyes, Daria couldn’t help the smile that threatened to break free. “It was only a matter of time before one of you used that joke.” 
Misery kissed the smile off her lips, his tongue tracing for entry, and then swiping against hers until all thought left her mind. She slid her hands under his shirt, over the flatness of his stomach, and tugged his shirt up. When they
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