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      Coming home still hurt. Perhaps it always would. Dr. Thompson had stressed that repeatedly, first when Lilly had announced that she’d be moving into her parents’ house instead of selling it, then occasionally during sessions after that. 

      It hurt, but Lilly always came home anyway. Her electric matte silver motorcycle made little to no sound as she rolled up to the garage and kicked the stand out. Deep croaks of bullfrogs mixed with the softer calls of the native tree frogs. As a girl, Lilly had crept up to the slough and shone a bright light down into the water, eager to see the reflective orbs staring back at her. The ones that froze were bullfrogs, her mom had said. Those she could pester all she liked, either with hand or rock.

      Those that froze got rocks thrown at them—that was the message Lilly learned, though looking back, it was doubtful her mom would approve. 

      Lily sighed and turned, scanned the night air while she unbuckled the straps of her helmet. She should’ve taken the time to change elsewhere, but the fight at Tressen Management Solutions had rattled her more than she cared to admit. Getting shot at and nearly lit on fire tended to do that.

      It’d been an easy enough job. She’d learned through a series of informants that a competitor—Myren Enterprises, the competitor for digital security—was planning on burning Tressen down. They weren’t too worried about loss of life, or didn’t bother to think about the night guards and janitors that roamed the halls. Lilly had little choice but to don her dark gray bodysuit with its matching bracers and mask, strap on her sword, and go politely ask people not to commit arson. 

      The goons hadn’t been very nice. She scowled when she spotted blood splatter on her shin guard, but she was fairly certain that it wasn’t her blood, and it seemed confined to the metal plating. It wasn’t her habit to use the sharp blade of her sword, but the dulled edge still caused scalp wounds and those bled something fierce. 

      She hadn’t frozen, though. Which is why she was limping, bruised, scorched and smelling of smoke and blood, but safe at home while those assholes got hauled off to jail.

      Another scan of the neighborhood showed most interior lights off and no one was taking out the trash. A dog—or maybe coyote, hard to be sure from this distance—stood watching her at the corner of the street. The air smelled still and warm. Safe.

      Not many safe places left. Not when supervillains dropped cars on the heads of perfectly decent folk.

      Lilly pulled off the helmet and quickly shucked off the mask that covered the top half of her face. She couldn’t do much about the half blade strapped to her back, but she took care to walk quietly up to the back door. 

      The air smelled like peanut butter cookies, and her stomach growled. That would be Marc’s handiwork and, at times like this, she loved the man. Still had to move quietly though, at least until she got changed.

      She knew each place where the hardwood floors would squeak and she avoided those areas. Pictures in dark wooden frames hung on the light blue walls, illuminated by a light that stubbornly continued to flicker. 

      If only her superpower could fix that damn thing. Try as she might, she couldn’t break it down enough to figure out what the problem was. She’d never been very good at electricity.

      Once in her bedroom, she relaxed a little and pulled off her bracers, setting them on the oak side table. Her king-sized bed was half covered with laundry—more of Marc’s doing—and awaited putting away. It could wait. She carefully set her sword in the corner where it’d be easy to reach but out of sight unless someone looked for it. 

      Tears and gashes in the silver bodysuit caught Lilly’s eye as she pulled it off of her body and she made a face. More sewing in her future. Her lack of talent in that area was one reason she wore a very, very simple costume. That, and the fact that she didn’t really want to be noticed at all.

      Being noticed meant publicity, which meant a greater chance at being noticed by the wrong person.

      Like Alexander Malourne—billionaire financier, man-of-the-year, beloved by millions, and also very probably the man who had arranged for her parents to be killed, disguising them as civilian fatalities in a supers battle. 

      The thought made her jaw clench, and her fingers fumbled at the clasp of her bra.

      “What the fuck is this?” Marc demanded behind her and she froze, guilt squeezing at her stomach. She half turned, saw him standing there in the doorway, all six-foot-two of his lean frame. His thin rectangle glasses complimented his dark expressive eyes, and the full mouth that she so loved to make smile tugged downward. Judging by his black Batman patterned pj pants, he’d been preparing for bed. His short black hair and dark brown skin looked damp. 

      “Uh, hey babe. You seem worried.” She tried to smile, but she knew she looked like a mess. Her own light brown skin was smudged with soot. Bruises were already forming on her hip and left leg. It wasn’t the worst she’d come home with. 

      “Of course I’m worried. You look like shit.” He closed the distance and pulled her closer, bending to press his lips against her forehead. 

      “You say the sweetest things. The other assholes look shittier, and less free. Your gal is home and safe.”

      He pulled away and studied her. Lilly reached up and cupped his cheek, thumb stroking along his bottom lip. “And did she score?”

      “You know I always score.” She smirked as the slow smile spread across Marc’s face. He was always pleased when she managed to pull something off. He’d been a rock in her life for years now. They’d been in the throes of young puppy love when her parents had died, and he’d stood by her through that. Moved in with her just because she couldn’t handle the emptiness, first in her apartment, then in the house she got from her parents.

      And, when she’d first began to suspect that her parents’ death hadn’t been an accident, when she first started to follow the money and trace the mismanaged details lost in the shuffle of her parents’ project management, Marc had been the first person she’d told. He hadn’t laughed at her, told her she was crazy, he just watched her carefully and then asked what she wanted to do next.

      By then, she’d discovered that her knack for picking up new concepts and her fiercely efficient productivity systems were actually early manifestations of her gift. Her mind effortlessly analyzed and broke down large complex things into their smaller, more manageable parts. She’d been able to learn calculus in a few months, while she’d had to repeat the third grade three times: simple concepts were the worst. 

      Now, she hoped to use this gift to unravel the web that Malourne had woven and figure out how big his plans went. Then, she’d see his whole world turn to ash.

      “I sure hope you’re not thinking about how you’re going to score with me next, not with that look in your eyes.” Marc’s eyebrows lifted, and Lilly flushed as she realized she’d been glaring at him.

      “Why, you worried?”

      He snorted and moved his hand down to cup her ass. “Before, I was. Don’t know why. I heard a sound in here, and I was sure you were… I don’t know. I just had to get to you.”

      “That why you didn’t knock?”

      “Damn right.”

      “You know you’re supposed to. ’Tis the rules.” She grinned mischievously and rocked closer, pressing herself against him. “And rule breakers must be punished. It’s the superhero code.”

      The hand on her ass tightened. “That so?”

      She made a grunt that was answer its own, then reached down with her hand to make him groan. He made admirably short work of the rest of her clothes, and she nearly knocked him over getting him out of his. A small part inside of her relished tossing the new clothes haphazardly on the piles of folded ones.

      Then she did knock him back onto the bed, aiming for the laundry. He twisted, butt hitting clear of his handiwork, then scooted up. Grinned—it was an old game, but one she still relished. 

      Lilly pursued, ignoring the beat-up feeling in her leg. Like hell she was letting a little fight stop her from what she wanted.

      To prove it, she swung herself on top of him, pushed him back when he tried to kiss her. “Nuh-uh, I’m punishing you, remember?” Her smile showed teeth and she stroked her fingers down over his chest. “Doesn’t feel like you mind.”

      “Oh, I’ll show you how much I—”

      A sharp pound on the bedroom door made him freeze and look past her. Lilly growled and twisted toward where her sword lay, already planning out the shortest number of movements to draw and cut without exposing Marc to danger.

      Then—

      “Damn it, Dev,” Lilly snapped.

      She stopped reaching for her sword, and she glared fiercely at the figure in the doorway. 

      He’d looked panicked, and now startled. That much she could easily read from the way his short muscular body moved, not to mention the wariness in his light green eyes she knew all too well. His shaggy dark brown hair framed a face with a strong Italian nose and cheekbones, and he wore a tight shirt and shorts that showed off his muscle tone. 

      And though he looked sorry, he ought to be more so.

      “The door was closed, Dev,” Marc said, his voice still thick with tension that turned sharp. “Do we gotta lock things now?”

      “Hey, I’m sorry. I really am,” Dev said, holding up both his hands as if to slow them down. “I just—”

      “Needed to check in on me?” Lilly asked, unable to resist the slight edge in her voice. 

      “Or stop what we’re doing?”

      It was like that’s what made Dev actually look at them, and Lilly could see their naked bodies and very intimate positioning register in his eyes. His mouth made a little “o” and for once, it didn’t seem like he had something to say. 

      “Maybe. More the first than any part of the second,” he said, and he took a small half-step into the room. “I was just coming back from a run—”

      “—uh huh,” Marc grunted.

      “Around the block, not to the art gallery. Holy Mother of Christ, give me a moment, my heart is still racing.”

      Something about him still felt off, so Lilly ignored Marc’s whine of protest and slid off of him to the side. “Hey Kitty, this isn’t an interrogation. Come and cuddle, we can pause all this.”

      His relief was as naked as she was, and even Marc relented and smiled at the sight. He was also the one to carefully push the laundry stacks aside and make room for the extra body.

      It was a strange thing, this connection that the three of them had formed together. Growing up, having a polyamorous relationship with two men had never been Lilly’s dream—or even an option in her mind. Of course, neither had being a superhero.

      It hadn’t been terribly long after she’d put on the mask when she’d ran into Dev in her Edge persona. They’d both broken into a highly secured private art collection of a tech genius with rather nasty hobbies. Lilly had been there to retrieve an expensive glass float mounted on a wooden base. Unfortunately, Dev—or Shade, as she knew him then—wanted the same object. The natural instinct when confronted by a black-clad cat burglar was to fight, and when they had, the sparks flew. 

      Perhaps thankfully, their fight set off security which arrived in the form of a private hit squad. She and Dev had fought together then, and when they’d escaped alive, they used words instead of fists. It turned out that she only wanted to investigate and retrieve a flash drive sealed into the base, and he just wanted to sell the orb. 

      They could both have what they wanted, and did.

      Fate conspired to have them bump into each other a few more times on the job, then twice more with one of them finding the other more-or-less on purpose. That last time had led to a passionate kiss that she’d stopped before it got out of hand. 

      The first thing she’d done was go home and tell Marc everything. There’d been tears, then a few hot words, then a lot of talking. He’d been willing to forgive almost immediately, but Lilly found she didn’t want to forget. Dev was amazing and she couldn’t deny their chemistry, but she loved Marc more than she could say.

      So, she broke down the large thorny problem
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