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            Prologue

         
         Pain dragged Jack back to consciousness, bone deep agony all over his body that made him grimace before he even opened his
            eyes. Unfortunately, grimacing just added to his suffering, so he flattened out his features again to avoid it and opened
            his eyes instead. That caused a new flare-up of pain, but he ignored it and peered out of sore swollen eyes at the dark open
            space he was in.
         

         
         Glow-in-the-dark paint covered the walls in some imaginative graffiti. But he knew there was more that wasn’t glow-in-the-dark.
            He’d seen it the last time he was conscious thanks to the light his captors had brought with them. He’d also seen the broken
            tile floor his chair sat on.
         

         
         He was in an old abandoned building somewhere. Jack had decided that the last time he’d been awake. He had no idea where, though. He’d been unconscious when they brought him here, a result of a sucker punch he’d taken while distracted by Lacy having a gun to her head. 

         
         That thought was quickly followed by the sound of a whimper from across the room and Jack shifted his head until he could
            see Lacy. She lay curled up on the floor against the wall. The position and her whimpering cries had worried him the first
            time he’d regained consciousness. He’d feared their kidnappers had hurt her while he was unconscious. But it had turned out
            that wasn’t the case. She was just frightened. Jack understood, this hadn’t exactly turned out to be a dream date, but he
            could have done without her sobbing, weeping, and wailing as the men had beaten him. That had made him want to slap her. He
            was the one who’d gotten his ass kicked, but she’d carried on like it was her being beaten within an inch of her life.
         

         
         Sighing, he closed his eyes briefly, thinking that his partner, Deedee, would have been untying him and fighting at his side
            to get them out of there, but not Lacy. She wasn’t tied up, and hadn’t been hurt, but wouldn’t move from the spot they’d placed
            her in when they got here no matter what Jack had said to try to convince her when he’d first woken up to find them alone
            there. She was too scared to listen to him, too scared to save herself, let alone both of them.
         

         
         It made him wish he’d kept fighting rather than stopping when the gun had been put to her head and he’d been told to stop or her brains would be blown out. At the time, Jack had thought, or hoped, he might find a way to get them both safely away later if he gave in then. A preference to seeing her killed. Now he knew that wasn’t likely, and wondered if he shouldn’t have risked her being shot and kept fighting. At least, one of them would have survived then, and really, if she wasn’t even going to try, did she deserve to survive this? 

         
         Guilt drenched Jack’s mind at these thoughts. Lacy was a teacher, not an FBI agent like himself. She had no training, or even
            any experience in dealing with high stress, dangerous situations. Unfortunately, she also apparently had no survival instinct
            at all.
         

         
         Used to ball-busting female agents who could handle most any situation thrown at them, Jack had found her helplessness appealing
            when they met. She’d seemed delicate and ever so much a lady to him, like a fragile flower. He’d found that ridiculously attractive . . .
            until tonight. Christ, even roses had thorns, he thought as Lacy released another shuddering whimper.
         

         
         Mouth tightening despite the pain it caused, Jack shifted his attention to the rest of the room, looking for something to
            help them out of this. His eyes had adjusted to the darkness, but it didn’t help. Unfortunately, their captors hadn’t thoughtfully
            left a weapon lying about, or anything that might be used to remove his ropes. It was just a large, empty room, the only furniture
            the chair he was tied to, and the only light came from the streetlights outside. Not much of it was making its way through
            the filthy windows. They were probably in an old abandoned government building, or one of the empty structures at or near
            the university, he thought and then let the thought drift away as unimportant. It didn’t matter where they were if he couldn’t
            get loose and get them out of there.
         

         
         Jack’s gaze slid back to Lacy as she whimpered again, and he was about to try one more time to convince her to at least flee for help and save herself if not him, when the sound of rusty hinges announced a door opening and the return of their captors. 

         
         “Awake, I see.”

         
         Jack considered closing his eyes and pretending he’d passed out again, but doubted it would work. So, instead, he raised his
            chin and glared defiantly at the speaker. Grizzly Adams, as he’d come to call him because he was huge with a lot of facial
            hair, was leading four men toward him while four more were spreading out around the room to keep an eye out the windows.
         

         
         Just to be sure they weren’t caught by surprise by someone hearing his screams of pain and approaching the building, Jack
            supposed.
         

         
         “Your boss still not here?” he asked with more bravado than curiosity. Although, the attempt at bravado made a poor showing
            with his words coming out slurred and somewhat garbled by his swollen mouth and possibly broken jaw.
         

         
         “Nope. He’s been delayed,” Grizzly Adams said with a grin. “Good news, right? Means we get to play a little longer.”

         
         Since getting to play meant Grizzly Adams could continue to pummel his face and chest with his big meaty fists while Jack sat there helplessly taking the blows and trying not to scream as he waited to pass out from the pain, he didn’t really see that as a good thing. He’d almost prefer for “the boss,” whoever that was, to show up and kill him or whatever the endgame was. It seemed obvious he wasn’t going to escape. Might as well get it over with. Although, it would be nice to know what this was all about. Grizzly Adams wasn’t talking, however. All he’d say is the boss wanted to tell him himself. Obviously it had something to do with his work. The boss was probably someone he’d put away at some point in his career, or a relative of someone he’d put away and it would be nice to know why he was going to die. 

         
         Jack’s thoughts were scattered by an explosion of pain in his chest as Grizzly Adams delivered his first blow and, he was
            sure, broke another one of his ribs. Christ, the man had fists like bowling balls. The impact and pain brought a broken woof
            of sound from him, but made Lacy shriek like they were connected and she felt the pain. He’d barely noted that when a second
            blow landed, this one to the already broken jaw. It sent his face turning sharply to the right.
         

         
         Stars exploding in front of his eyes, Jack had to blink to clear his vision enough to see when a door burst open at the end
            of the room. It flew inward, crashing against the wall with the impact of an explosion, raising dust and dirt in a cloud that
            partially obscured the figure now standing in the doorway. At first, Jack assumed “the boss” had arrived, but as the dust
            storm settled and he took in the silhouette framed against the streetlight pouring into the room, he realized it was a woman
            and a very shapely one at that. Which didn’t mean it couldn’t be the boss, he supposed, but the reactions of his captors made
            it clear it wasn’t.
         

         
         For one second they were all tense and silent with shock like himself, but then they each relaxed and even began to smile.

         
         “Well, look what we have here, boys,” Grizzly Adams said, a mean grin pulling at his lips. “Someone else to play with . . .
            The boss said no messing with the schoolteacher, but he didn’t say anything about wild women who wander into our playing field.”
         

         
         Jack blinked at the wild woman comment. He couldn’t see her well, but with the light surrounding her like a nimbus, she looked
            more like an angel to him than a wild woman. Until the men started toward her. The moment one got close his angel turned into
            a demon.
         

         
         God in heaven, she moved fast, Jack thought with awe as she went from completely motionless to a Tasmanian-devil-speed spin
            from which her leg shot out and caught the nearest man in the head. It was a hard hit, lifting him off his feet before he
            flew backward and crashed to the floor. He didn’t get up, Jack noted before shifting his attention back to the woman. The
            other men were converging on her much more swiftly now. No doubt they were angry at what she’d done to their cohort and eager
            to get some revenge.
         

         
         Instead, what they got was pain and a close personal introduction to the same floor their unconscious friend now lay on. The woman took out all comers, one, two, and three at a time as they reached her. Jack could hardly track her, she moved so fast, and even he had to wince as he heard various bones snap and watched skulls bounce off the cracked tile floor. By the time his angel was done, nothing in the room was moving and there wasn’t a sound to be heard. Even Lacy had stopped her whining whimper. 

         
         “Breathe.” The word was a bare whisper of sound from where she stood halfway across the room, but Jack heard it and realized
            he’d been holding his breath. He sucked in a deep one now, and heard Lacy gasp in a shuddering breath of her own, but his
            gaze didn’t leave the angel. Now that she was out of the beam of light coming through the open street door, he could see her
            better. Not well, but enough to note that she had long, dark hair pulled into a tight bun at the back of her head and every
            stitch of clothing she wore was black leather: high-heel black leather boots, skintight black leather pants, and a tight black
            leather jacket that was half-open over a black leather bustier. None of which hid the killer figure it covered.
         

         
         The woman was walking sin, Jack thought faintly as he watched her slide a phone out of the black leather jacket and begin
            to punch in numbers. Just three of them. 911 was his guess as she murmured something into the phone and then pushed a button
            and put it away.
         

         
         “Help will be here soon.” The words were soft, almost a whisper, which made it hard for him to identify the trace of accent
            his ears caught. Without another word, she left the building the same way she’d entered, walking out the open door. But her
            exit seemed to leave a vacuum in the room that sucked the air out of it. At least, that was how it seemed to Jack as the darkness
            began to close in around him. His last thought before losing consciousness was that he had to find out who his angel was.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            One

         
         “Professor Straithe is late.”

         
         “Si, but he’s always late,” Ildaria pointed out as she pulled her notebook and a pen from her knapsack and then set the bag on
            the floor next to her seat.
         

         
         “Yeah, but he’s really late tonight,” Lydia responded and then added eagerly, “Five more minutes and he’ll be fifteen minutes
            late. Then we can leave. Class will be canceled and we can hit a bar or something.”
         

         
         Ildaria shrugged as she opened her notebook to a clean page and predicted, “He’ll walk in one minute before the fifteen-minute
            point and we’ll be stuck here. He’s done it several times this semester.”
         

         
         “Yes, he has,” Lydia agreed, sounding deflated now, and then her tone turning irritated she added, “It’s a night class for cripes sake, not a morning class he has to drag his butt out of bed for, yet the man is always late.” She scowled and then muttered bitterly, “And then he’s a boring lecturer when he finally does get here. I swear if he weren’t such a hunk, I’d hate him.” 

         
         Ildaria chuckled at the claim. She doubted Lydia had it in her to hate anyone. The woman was just too kind. It was one of
            the things she liked about her.
         

         
         “Oh myyyy. What have we here?”

         
         Eyebrows rising, Ildaria glanced around and followed Lydia’s gaze to the top of the tiered lecture hall where two men now
            stood just inside the door. Both were tall and muscular, dressed in black T-shirts, black jeans, and black leather boots.
            They were carbon copies of each other . . . from the neck down. Only their faces and hair coloring differed. The Nordic blond
            had sharp features and an aquiline nose, while the dark-haired man had blunter features. Both were gorgeous. Both also looked
            lean, mean, and dangerous as they surveyed the class, obviously looking for someone.
         

         
         “No books, no bags . . . They can’t be students,” Lydia commented, ogling the pair, and then she suggested, “Ooooh, maybe
            they’re new TAs.”
         

         
         She was probably already planning on requesting after hours help, Ildaria thought on a sigh and muttered, “Or bloodsucking
            putas here to execute someone.”
         

         
         “What?” Lydia turned on her with amusement, but Ildaria just shook her head and stared at the two men, her thoughts racing. She knew exactly who they were—Valerian and Tybo were Enforcers—or rogue hunters as her kind liked to call them. The immortal version of police, sent out by the Immortal Council to hunt down rogue immortals who had been misbehaving. Normal people, or mortals, like Lydia, would have called them vampire hunters if she had any idea that immortals existed. But Lydia didn’t know that. 

         
         “What are you doing?” Lydia asked with amazement as she watched her snatch up her bag from the floor and unzip it. “You don’t
            know those guys, do you?”
         

         
         Mouth tightening, Ildaria didn’t respond. Instead, she quickly shoved her notebook and pen inside.

         
         “You do know them,” Lydia gasped with mounting excitement. “Oh. You have to introduce me to them.”
         

         
         “Trust me. You don’t want to meet them. They’re trouble,” Ildaria said bitterly, wondering if she’d be executed at once, or
            have to wait around for a Council trial before the deed was done.
         

         
         “The most interesting men are always trouble,” Lydia assured her, gathering her own books with the obvious intention of joining
            her to meet the men.
         

         
         Ildaria didn’t waste her breath trying to dissuade her again. Instead, she simply said, “Stay here,” and slipped into the
            girl’s mind to make her stay. When Lydia immediately relaxed back in her seat and turned to face the front of the class, Ildaria
            stood, slung her bag over her shoulder and scooted sideways along the row of occupied seats until she reached the stairs.
            She ascended them quickly, keeping her expression blank now that she was facing the men. She wouldn’t give them the satisfaction
            of showing her worry and fear.
         

         
         Tybo and Valerian didn’t say a word when she joined them. They merely took up position on either side of her to escort her
            from the lecture hall and then the building.
         

         
         It wasn’t until they were outside, walking the dark path toward the parking lot that Tybo spoke.

         
         “You couldn’t resist, could you?”

         
         Ildaria’s shoulders hunched instinctively in a protective move, but she forced them straight again and said firmly, “I don’t
            know what you’re talking about. I haven’t done anything wrong.”
         

         
         “You’ve been playing vigilante again,” he accused.

         
         “I haven’t,” Ildaria assured him.

         
         “You were caught on video tossing around some big bastard twice your size,” Valerian informed her, joining the conversation
            as they reached the parking lot. “It was uploaded onto Twitter or Instagram or something where Mortimer found it. He showed
            it to Lucian.”
         

         
         Ildaria sucked in an alarmed breath at that, but insisted, “I wasn’t playing vigilante.” Unsure which incident had been caught
            on film, she added, “I was walking to my car after class, heard a girl scream and tried to help. What was I supposed to do?
            Just ignore it?”
         

         
         “Yes,” Tybo said with exasperation.

         
         Stopping, Ildaria turned on him with disbelief. “So you would have just ignored a woman screaming for help?”

         
         Tybo’s eyes shifted away, telling her that he wouldn’t, but then his gaze returned to her, and he said, “Well, maybe I couldn’t
            have ignored it, but I sure as hell would have made sure I didn’t get caught on video if I did.”
         

         
         Ildaria opened her mouth to respond, but paused and glanced to the side instead, when a woman’s scream sounded. Her eyes widened with dismay when she saw a struggling, young female being dragged toward the open door of a van at the far end of the parking lot. Ildaria had barely recognized that she was witnessing an abduction when Tybo and Valerian charged past her, racing for the other end of the parking lot at speed. Immortal speed. Inhuman speed. 

         
         Instinct almost had Ildaria charging after them, but Tybo’s words were still ringing in her head: Well, maybe I couldn’t have ignored it, but I sure as hell would have made sure I didn’t get caught on video if I did.

         
         Her gaze slid around the parking lot, noting a few other university students around. There were still more nearer the buildings.
            Some of them were alone, some in pairs, some in clusters. Several had started forward as if to help, but were now slowing
            as they saw Tybo and Valerian charging in. The rest were raising their cell phones. Some were probably just taking pictures,
            but others were undoubtedly videotaping and there were probably still others that she couldn’t see who were doing both. Such
            was the world today. Camera phones had changed everything, she thought with a shake of the head, and then Tybo’s words slid
            through her mind again.
         

         
         I sure as hell would have made sure I didn’t get caught on video if I did.

         
         Snorting under her breath, Ildaria stayed where she was, pulled out her cell phone, and began to record too.

         
         By the time the excitement was over, and Tybo and Valerian had handed the culprit over to the campus police and the young woman to the care of the EMTs, Ildaria’s phone was back in her pocket and she was leaning against their black SUV, waiting. She knew it was theirs because the license plate was RogueH4. 

         
         When they reached her, she commented mildly, “So, you can’t ignore a woman in trouble any more than I can.”

         
         “Yeah, yeah,” Tybo muttered, exchanging a chagrined glance with Valerian as he pulled out his key fob and hit the button to
            unlock the SUV doors.
         

         
         “Did you notice all the people videotaping?” she asked next.

         
         Both men stopped dead at her words and turned to look around the parking lot. Many of the witnesses who had been filming were
            gone now, most leaving when the campus police had arrived. But there were still a few watching them with phones out, still
            recording.
         

         
         “Damn,” Tybo growled.

         
         Valerian sighed and said, “You take the two on the right side of the parking lot, and I’ll—”

         
         “Don’t bother,” Ildaria interrupted as the pair started to move. “It’s already been uploaded to the net at least once.”

         
         When both of their heads swiveled toward her with alarm, she smiled sweetly. “I tagged Lucian Argeneau on mine. He’s probably
            looking at it right now.”
         

         
         “Ah, crap,” Tybo muttered.

         
         “Now you know how I feel,” she said grimly and turned to get into the SUV, leaving them to follow at their leisure. When she finished doing up her seat belt and glanced out, she saw that the two men were still standing beside the vehicle, but with their phones out now. Looking for the video, she supposed with amusement and guessed they’d found at least one version of it when they both began to curse. 

         
         Releasing a satisfied little sigh, she leaned back in her seat to wait for them to get over their upset and take her to Lucian.
            Oddly enough, they didn’t seem as eager to get her there as they had been when they’d pulled her from class. It was a very
            quiet ride to the Enforcer house, with a lot of angry and accusing glares cast her way.
         

         
          

         “Ildaria! How nice to see you again.”

         
         Ildaria smiled crookedly at that greeting from Samantha Mortimer when Tybo and Valerian marched her into the Enforcer house.
            She stood stiff and still when the other woman hugged her . . . until Sam whispered, “It will be fine.”
         

         
         Relaxing a little then, Ildaria raised her hands to return the slender woman’s hug and even managed a real smile when Sam
            pulled back enough to look at her face. Ildaria wasn’t sure it really would be all right, but Sam’s words at least gave her
            hope.
         

         
         “Lucian and Garrett are waiting in the office,” Sam said, finally releasing her. She then glanced to Tybo and Valerian and
            added, “For all three of you.”
         

         
         Ildaria bit her lip when both men groaned and cast her accusing glares, but Sam grinned with amusement and slid her arm through
            hers to lead her down the hall as she asked, “How are you settling in at Marguerite’s?”
         

         
         “Good,” Ildaria murmured, forcing her worry aside for the moment. “Marguerite’s very nice.”

         
         “Yes, she is, isn’t she,” Sam said with a smile that dimmed a bit as she added, “But I hope she’s taking it easy. She and
            Julius were so crushed when she lost the last baby. I’d hate for it to happen again.”
         

         
         Ildaria halted and turned on her sharply. “Marguerite’s pregnant?”

         
         “Yes. But maybe don’t mention it to her. She hasn’t told everyone yet. I only know because I heard Lucian talking about it
            to Mortimer and warning him not to involve her in anything stressful until the baby is born,” Sam said quietly and explained,
            “She was pregnant a year or two ago, but lost the baby and Lucian is sure it had something to do with stress so wants to be
            sure we keep her stress free this time.”
         

         
         “Oh,” Ildaria murmured. She had been living with the woman for more than a month now and hadn’t picked up on her delicate
            state. Although, Ildaria had noticed that Marguerite was consuming a lot of blood, which was a necessity for an immortal female
            to carry a child to term.
         

         
         “In fact,” Sam continued, “Lucian’s so determined to keep Marguerite relaxed and stress free you almost had to stay with us
            when they dragged you here from Montana . . . which I would have loved by the way,” she added sincerely. “But Marguerite had
            already got wind of your situation and insisted you should stay with her. She worried that your staying here would be uncomfortable.
            That the cells out back would feel like a constant threat to you of what could happen if you misbehaved.”
         

         
         Ildaria grimaced at that comment, because here she was, in trouble again and probably going to end up in those cells Sam had just mentioned. 

         
         “It will be fine,” Sam murmured again, patting her arm. “And here we are.”

         
         Ildaria glanced around to see that they’d reached Garrett Mortimer’s office—or Mortimer’s office, since everyone seemed to
            address Sam’s husband by his last name. Officially, Mortimer was the head of the Immortal Enforcers in North America, or rogue
            hunters, as they were often called. But Lucian Argeneau was the head of the North American Immortal Council and often stuck
            his nose in and usurped Mortimer’s position.
         

         
         As he was apparently doing in this case, Ildaria decided when she saw that the ice-blond Lucian was seated in Mortimer’s chair
            behind the desk while Sam’s dark-haired husband was perched on the corner of his own desk. The two men had apparently been
            discussing something, probably her, but stopped at their arrival.
         

         
         “There are brownies and cocoa waiting in the kitchen when you’re done,” Sam said lightly as she released the hold she’d had
            on Ildaria’s arm and urged her into the room. Ignoring the scowl Lucian gave her, the slender brunette then disappeared down
            the hall, leaving Tybo and Valerian to enter the room as well.
         

         
         “Sit,” Lucian said firmly when the three of them stood stiffly in front of the desk like naughty children in the principal’s
            office.
         

         
         Ildaria sat, taking the nearest chair, which happened to be the middle of three in front of the desk. It left Tybo and Valerian
            to take up chairs on either side of her.
         

         
         Once the three of them were seated, Lucian turned the portable computer on the desk toward them. A frozen image of an obviously running Tybo and Valerian was on the screen. 

         
         Both of her escorts immediately began to speak, but Lucian held up a hand for silence. When they snapped their mouths shut,
            he hit the play button on the computer. They were all silent as they watched the action play out; Valerian and Tybo were as
            fast as cheetahs as they raced across the parking lot. Unfortunately, the parking lot was huge, and despite their inhuman
            speed, the attacker had dragged the woman into the van, slammed the door closed and somehow subdued her and got in the driver’s
            seat before they arrived at the van.
         

         
         Reaching the vehicle just as it started to pull away, Valerian leapt onto the roof like a monkey leaping into a tree and ran
            along the top of the van toward the front, probably intending to swing in through the front passenger window. It ended up
            being unnecessary, however, because instead of joining him on the roof, Tybo—just a couple of steps behind Valerian—caught
            the bumper and lifted the back of the vehicle off the ground in a beautiful display of superman strength that had the tires
            spinning in midair and brought the van to an abrupt halt.
         

         
         Valerian then jumped off the van roof on the driver’s side, reached through the window to turn off the vehicle and pulled the hulking driver out with one hand to let him dangle in the air. Meanwhile, Tybo set the van back on all four wheels and moved around to open the side door and retrieve the unconscious young woman inside. Valerian was still holding the would-be kidnapper by the neck and Tybo had just brought the girl back to consciousness when the campus police showed up on the scene. 

         
         “We didn’t know she was filming,” Tybo blurted when Lucian hit the button to end the recording. Turning a scowl on Ildaria,
            the dark-haired Enforcer added, “I still can’t believe she did. She knows we aren’t supposed to draw attention to ourselves.”
         

         
         “This is not Ildaria’s footage,” Mortimer said when Lucian remained silent. “It’s by someone who goes by T.O.eyes, and their
            caption was Holy shit! Superman times two in Toronto.”
         

         
         “Shit,” Tybo muttered, slumping back in his seat.

         
         “Ildaria’s video was from a different angle,” Mortimer continued. “And hers was captioned, Special project for Film class. Awesome job peeps! Looks so good even I almost believed it was real.”
         

         
         When Tybo and Valerian both blinked in surprise and then turned to her, Ildaria shrugged irritably. She’d been rather enjoying
            their chagrin and anger, but the jig was up. “I thought I should do some damage control.”
         

         
         They were all silent for a minute, and then Valerian frowned and asked, “This will not affect the arrest of the bastard who
            tried to take the woman, will it?”
         

         
         “We read his mind,” Tybo put in with concern. “She wasn’t his first victim. The bastard’s a serial rapist. If the police think
            it was just a film class stunt—”
         

         
         “No,” Lucian interrupted firmly. “I will see to it that he is brought to justice.”

         
         The two men nodded, and then glanced from Ildaria to Lucian, looking like they wanted to say something. Whether it was to stand up for her, or thank her for what she’d done with the video, she didn’t know, and never would since Lucian turned to her then and said, “You have been naughty, Angelina.” 

         
         Ildaria noted the startled expressions on the other men’s faces at his use of her first name, but ignored them and said quickly,
            “I only did what Tybo and Valerian did on that tape. I just wasn’t lucky enough to have someone with me to do damage control.
            I promise I wasn’t playing the vigilante like in Montana. I wasn’t wearing my leathers and didn’t go looking for bad guys
            to beat up. I was just walking along minding my own business when . . .” She shrugged rather than say, “the shit hit the fan.” Which was what had happened each of the three times she’d stopped to save a fellow student. The first time it had been a
            girl getting mugged. Ildaria had chased down the culprit, got the girl’s purse back and returned it to her before walking
            them both to the campus police office so the man could be charged.
         

         
         The second time it had been a drunken asshole beating up his less inebriated girlfriend. She’d taken them both to the campus
            police as well, having to control the girl to make her admit what had happened. Something Ildaria still had trouble fathoming.
            The minute she’d got involved, the girlfriend had sided with her boyfriend as if Ildaria was the bad guy.
         

         
         The last incident had been a man who had attacked a student out for an evening jog and pulled her off the path into the woods intending to rape her. She suspected that was the one that had been videoed and got her in trouble. It was the only one where she’d been “tossing around” someone twice her size as Valerian had put it earlier. 

         
         Ildaria’s mouth tightened at the memory. She’d known she shouldn’t do it, but she’d been infuriated. She had a special hatred
            in her heart for rapists. She’d taken great pleasure in beating the man and wiping the path with his face before the campus
            police had arrived to take him into custody.
         

         
         Unfortunately, while Ildaria had noticed that others had arrived at the scene, she hadn’t even considered someone might record
            it and post it online until she’d spotted it this morning. She’d known then that she’d probably be in trouble once Mortimer
            or Lucian saw it. Ildaria just hadn’t been sure when that would happen . . . until Valerian and Tybo had shown up at her class.
         

         
         “Hmm,” Lucian said finally. “There appears to be a lot of crime on campus at night.”

         
         Ildaria gave a small shrug. “It’s a university with loads of beautiful young women. It’s nirvana for perverts and draws them
            like flies to shit at night.”
         

         
         “At night,” Lucian echoed thoughtfully.

         
         “Si. Well, it’s generally safer during the day. More people about and fewer dark places to hide,” she pointed out.

         
         “Yes.” Lucian nodded. “That’s the answer then.”

         
         Ildaria tilted her head to the side, positive her confusion was showing on her face. “The answer?”

         
         “You will switch to day classes,” Lucian announced.

         
         “What?” she asked with disbelief.

         
         Lucian considered her briefly and then said, “At Jess and Raffaele’s wedding your old captain, Vasco Villaverde, told me you were a trouble magnet, but had a good heart.” 

         
         Ildaria sighed inwardly over the fact that the man had tattled on her about her tendency to get herself into scrapes. She’d
            been in trouble several times in Punta Cana. In fact, if it weren’t for Vasco, she probably would have been executed long
            ago. He’d saved her hide repeatedly, and Ildaria would be forever grateful for that. She just wished he hadn’t felt the need
            to mention it to Lucian.
         

         
         “It seems obvious to me that Vasco was right,” Lucian continued now. “If there is trouble around, you will find it. So, to
            ensure I do not have to execute you, it would behoove me to ensure you avoid situations where trouble might occur. That means
            no more night classes. You will switch to days. Immediately. You will never again be on campus at night,” he ordered imperiously.
         

         
         Ildaria stared at him nonplussed for a moment, anger building slowly inside her, and then she burst out, “Are you kidding
            me? First you pulled me out of school in Montana and dragged me up here to Canada, making me miss my finals there and have
            to take those classes over again, and now you’re going to drag me out of my night courses and make me take day classes?” Scowling,
            she informed him, “I won’t be able to get into day courses now. The summer term will be lost and I’ll have to start again
            in the fall. Which means paying for them all over again, again. Do you know how expensive these courses are? Not to mention the extra blood I’ll need to consume if I attend day classes. I’m trying to save money to get my own place and stop being a burden to Marguerite and Julius. I’ll never be able to swing that if I keep having to pay for courses I don’t get to finish and extra blood to attend day classes . . . which with my luck, I again probably won’t get to finish anyway. I need those courses to get my degree.” 

         
         Lucian’s eyes narrowed. “I pulled you from university in Montana because you were playing vigilante down there,” he reminded
            her icily. “You were utilizing your abilities in front of mortals and drawing attention to yourself, and by extension, our
            people. Which is against our laws. My choice was to either move you or execute you. Would you have preferred execution?”
         

         
         “Of course not, but . . .” Ildaria hesitated and then slumped in her seat with defeat. She supposed the setback to her education
            was probably nothing more than she deserved. She’d known she was playing with fire when she’d donned her leathers and gone
            out to kick some mortal bad-guy butt back in Montana. And she knew she was lucky that Lucian Argeneau had given her a second
            chance rather than have her executed. He wasn’t known for being soft on people who stepped out of line, and she had stepped
            out of line. Her only excuse was emotional distress, but she hadn’t explained that to Lucian when she’d been brought before
            him. She hadn’t had to, though. No doubt he’d read it from her mind and it was the only reason she was still breathing.
         

         
         Letting her breath out slowly now, she nodded in acceptance and simply said, “Thank you.”

         
         Lucian grunted at the soft words, his body relaxing. “You may go. I believe Sam is waiting for you in the kitchen . . . with hot chocolate and brownies.” 

         
         Ildaria couldn’t tell if he was annoyed that Sam was waiting to give her treats to soothe her after she’d got herself in trouble
            again, or amused. His mouth was definitely twitching though.
         

         
         Supposing it didn’t matter, Ildaria stood and headed for the door, aware that Tybo and Valerian had also stood to follow her.
            They had to take her back to the university to fetch her car, she recalled then, and probably wouldn’t want to wait for her
            to enjoy those treats. That or they’d gobble them all up on her. She’d seen Tybo eat. He’d inhale the brownies before she
            got her hand on one if she didn’t run ahead of them.
         

         
         But in the next moment, she realized that wouldn’t be necessary because Lucian barked, “Not you two. I am not finished with
            you yet.”
         

         
         Ildaria glanced back to see Tybo and Valerian reluctantly returning to their chairs and had to smother the smile that wanted
            to claim her lips. Tybo had been so annoying with his nonsense about having the sense not to be caught on video that she didn’t
            feel at all bad he was in trouble now.
         

         
         Leaving the men to be raked over the coals by Lucian, she hurried out into the hall, headed for the kitchen and the promised brownies and cocoa awaiting her. There was nothing like
            chocolate to make you feel better after a stressful event. Between that and a chat with Sam, she hoped to be feeling at least
            a little better before the men rejoined her.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Two

         
         Ildaria pushed through the red door of the Night Club the next day and then paused, blinking rapidly. The early afternoon
            sunlight was bright still, but in this room there was only the one small window in the door to allow the sun’s rays in. Most
            of the interior lights were off—only a set of five or six pot lights over the bar at the back of the room were on and they
            didn’t illuminate much other than the bar itself. Her eyes needed a second to adjust to the darkness before she could properly
            see the rich dark wood and leather interior of the establishment she’d entered.
         

         
         It was impressive, Ildaria decided as she finally started toward the bar. There were no clients in the place at the moment.
            The Night Club wouldn’t officially be open until sunset. Without clients cluttering up the place and blocking her view, she
            could see everything quite clearly.
         

         
         Her gaze slid with appreciation over the gleaming dark wood booths along the front and side walls, with their leather cushioned seats of a deep wine color, and then moved over the wooden tables and chairs taking up the center of the room, before shifting to the long dark wood bar along the back with high-backed bar stools lining it (again of rich dark wood and deep-wine leather seats). There was a set of swing doors in the back wall to the left of the bar, and then a huge mirror and the bar itself ran the rest of the length of that wall until it stopped at a hall leading to the back of the building. The mirror was probably forty feet long and reached to the ceiling. It was lined with shelves, but they didn’t hold bottles of alcohol as they would in a mortal establishment. Here glasses of every size and description filled the shelves: cocktail glasses, highball glasses, wineglasses (both the smaller, more rounded glasses used for red wine, as well as the taller type for white), champagne glasses, brandy snifters. There were even cordial glasses, she noted and smiled wryly as she wondered what they used them for. Who would order a tiny cordial glass of blood mixed with flavor or mood enhancers? 

         
         Immortals who came to the club, she supposed and then paused halfway across the room when a man pushed through the swinging doors. He was mortal. He was also huge, a veritable giant at what she would guess was six and a half feet, and that didn’t include the bright green Mohawk on his head that had to be a foot high. But it wasn’t just his height that made him huge. He was also wide, with the shoulders of a linebacker and bulging arm muscles that made the tattoos revealed by his short-sleeved shirt move as he raised the plate he carried. 

         
         Ildaria’s gaze shifted automatically to the plate piled high with food and she noted that it held two huge double stacked
            burgers and about a pound of french fries. Their delicious scent wafted to her and her stomach gurgled with interest.
         

         
         “It’s not for you.”

         
         Ildaria blinked at that growled announcement in a thick British accent and dragged her gaze from the delicious smelling food
            to the man’s face to see that he wasn’t looking at her. He was peering down toward . . . his groin? Confusion filled her at
            that realization. He couldn’t be talking to his penis. She didn’t think. Shaking her head, she said, “I didn’t presume it
            was for me.”
         

         
         The big man stopped walking and jerked his head up at her words, his eyes widening when he saw her standing there. “Marguerite’s
            Ildaria?”
         

         
         “Si.” She started forward again.

         
         “Hi.” He smiled and then added, “Sorry. I wasn’t talking to you, I was addressing my . . . Arsehole!” he ended with irritation
            and did a little shuffling dance.
         

         
         “You were addressing your arsehole?” she asked, amusement curving her lips as she reached the bar and stopped between two
            stools.
         

         
         Looking flustered now, the man shook his head and then scowled down at something she obviously couldn’t see below the bar.
            “No. I—” Pausing, he did another little shimmying dance and barked, “Dammit H.D.! Stop that! You aren’t getting any food.”
         

         
         Curiosity rising within her, Ildaria stepped up on the brass rail that ran along the bottom of the bar and leaned over the dark stone top to peer at the floor on the other side. 

         
         “Oh, my,” she murmured and then bit her lip to hold back a burst of laughter when she saw the tiny, cream-colored ball of
            fur that was presently humping the huge man’s ankle. It looked like a fluffy teddy bear come to life, and he was really romancing
            the big guy’s ankle.
         

         
         “Your dog?” she asked mildly.

         
         “Yeah,” he grunted, giving his leg another shake in an effort to dislodge the determined little guy.

         
         “What kind?” she asked with interest.

         
         “Bichonpoo,” the man said still glaring down at the dog, and explained, “Bichon Frise and toy poodle mix.”

         
         “Oh.” Ildaria nodded, a grin pulling her lips wider as H.D. refused to be removed and continued to hump at the big man’s lower
            leg. Lifting her gaze to the plate the man was holding, she snatched a french fry from the pile and tossed it to the dog.
            The pup was immediately off the man’s leg and leaping to catch the treat. Really, it was an impressive catch. He got some
            serious height in his jump to snatch that fry out of midair. As the dog dropped to the floor to gobble up his prize, the man
            heaved a sigh, drawing her attention back to him.
         

         
         Ildaria’s gaze moved with interest over his muscular body before sliding up to his head. When Marguerite had asked her if she’d mind stopping to pick up some blood from the Night Club on the way back from the university, she’d said the man she would be getting it from was G.G. which stood for Green Giant. Ildaria had immediately asked why he was called that, but the other woman had merely smiled and said she’d understand when she met him. Her gaze moving over the green strands of hair standing up stiff on his head in a Mohawk, Ildaria understood. 

         
         “That’s what he was working for and what I was trying to avoid,” G.G. announced now, reclaiming her attention to the fact
            that he was scowling between her and the dog.
         

         
         It took Ildaria a moment to return her mind to the conversation, and then she gave a disbelieving laugh and asked, “He was
            humping your leg for food?”
         

         
         “It worked, didn’t it?” G.G. pointed out dryly. “He humped my leg and you gave him food to get him off.”

         
         “Ah.” She shifted her gaze down to the dog who had finished his fry and was now staring up from her to G.G., his tongue coming
            out repeatedly to lick his upper lip as if he was trying to tell them he wanted more. Shaking her head, she shrugged apologetically.
            “Sorry. But I couldn’t resist. Damn that’s one cute dog.” Opening her eyes wide, she smiled at the pooch and added, “Aren’t
            you, H.D.?”
         

         
         When the dog focused his attention on her, she found herself using that cooing voice all humans resort to when faced with
            cute creatures like babies and puppies. “Aren’t you a pretty puppy? Hmm? Yes you are. You look like a little teddy bear. I
            just want to cuddle you all up.”
         

         
         That elicited a high-pitched bark from the little fur ball, and then he turned and charged to the open end of the bar by the swinging doors and careened around it, his little nails clacking on the hardwood. 

         
         “H.D., no!” G.G. said with alarm, dropping his plate on the bar and chasing after the dog even as he warned, “Get on a stool.
            He doesn’t like women and he’s an ankle biter.”
         

         
         Ildaria ignored the warning, and turned to face the dog as he sprinted into view around the corner of the bar, still yipping
            as he came. Rather than climb up on a stool, she stepped down off the brass rail and crouched down to greet the little fluffy
            dog. When he reached her, she caught him under the front legs and lifted him fearlessly to her face so she could press kisses
            to his furry cheeks. He immediately began licking wildly at any part of her face he could reach.
         

         
         “Well, damn.”

         
         Lowering the dog, Ildaria cuddled him to her chest and petted him soothingly as she glanced at his owner. The giant gave a
            huff of disbelief.
         

         
         “That dog doesn’t like anyone but me. Usually, anyway,” G.G. added, his gaze shifting to the dog now licking her hands, neck,
            and chin.
         

         
         Ildaria shrugged almost apologetically. “Dogs like me.”

         
         “So it would seem,” he muttered, some of the tension sliding out of him now that the danger of the little fur ball attacking
            her had passed. His gaze slid from her to the dog and then to his plate of food before he heaved a sigh and headed for the
            swing doors. “I’ll get Marguerite’s order.”
         

         
         “No rush,” Ildaria said, sliding onto one of the bar stools and settling H.D. in her lap so she could continue to pet him. “Why don’t you eat your food first so it doesn’t go cold?” 

         
         The Giant paused with his hand on one of the swing doors and looked back with surprise. “Yeah?”

         
         “Si. Marguerite expected me to be at the university for several hours so went to visit Lissianna. There’s really no rush.”
         

         
         His lips quirked with amusement at this news and he asked, “Playing hooky?”

         
         “You have to be enrolled in classes to play hooky from them,” she pointed out unhappily.

         
         That had his eyebrows rising and his feet carrying him back to stand on the other side of the bar from her. “I was told you
            were finishing your third year, taking accounting at the university.”
         

         
         “Were being the key word in that sentence,” Ildaria said, her tone dry as dust. She pressed a kiss to H.D.’s head and then lifted
            her gaze back to G.G., surprised to find him eyeing her with concern.
         

         
         “I’m sorry to hear that,” he said in a deep, sympathetic rumble. “Were the courses here harder than—”

         
         “Oh, God, no,” Ildaria said quickly, dismayed at the idea that he might think she’d dropped out because she couldn’t hack
            the courses here. “I was doing well. I didn’t want to quit.”
         

         
         “Then what happened?” he asked with confusion.

         
         “Lucian happened,” Ildaria said bitterly, and then deciding that wasn’t fair, added, “Or to be fair, the truth is I happened,
            and then life happened and Lucian was forced to intercede.”
         

         
         Now, the poor man looked thoroughly lost, she noted and smiled wryly, but merely reminded him, “You should really eat your dinner before it gets cold.” 

         
         G.G.’s gaze moved back to the plate between them with surprise. Apparently he’d forgotten all about his meal. Reminded of
            it, he nodded, but didn’t start eating at once. Instead, he raised his eyes back to her and said, “I need to get a drink.
            Do you want anything?”
         

         
         Ildaria hesitated, but then asked, “Do you have any sodas without caffeine?”

         
         His eyebrows rose slightly, but he asked, “Do you like Tahitian Treat?”

         
         When Ildaria stared at him blankly, he grinned and said, “Hang on.”

         
         She watched him move along the counter, and then focused her attention on the pup in her arms when he shifted in her hold
            so that her hand could reach his belly. Grinning at the silent request, Ildaria rubbed his stomach and then chuckled softly
            when the dog released a little sound that was part grunt and part sigh and then rolled completely onto his back in her arms
            and let his legs flop open so she could cover more belly. It was a very trusting move. He was lucky she didn’t drop him, but
            Ildaria managed to retain her hold and petted his belly as he appeared to want. Much to her amusement the dog closed his eyes
            then and seemed to fall asleep under her ministrations.
         

         
         “Little gremlin. He’s never like this with women.”

         
         Ildaria lifted her head to find that G.G. had collected two glasses of a clear, cherry-red liquid over ice and walked around
            to join her on the client side of the bar.
         

         
         Settling on the chair next to hers, he placed one of the drinks on the bar in front of Ildaria and then took a sip of the other as he pulled his plate closer. After swallowing the drink, he set the glass down, looked at the dog again and shook his head. “Actually, he’s not like that with anyone but me. You must be a dog whisperer.” 

         
         Ildaria smiled faintly as she peered down at the sleeping dog. He was a tiny little thing. Hardly the breed she would have
            expected a big man like G.G. to have.
         

         
         “Big dogs need room to run and in the UK I live in a flat four blocks from the club,” he said, as if having read her mind,
            which as a mortal he couldn’t do. She supposed most people commented on the size of his dog when he continued, “A walk to
            the Night Club there and back is enough exercise for this little guy.”
         

         
         He didn’t have to say it wouldn’t be enough for a larger dog. She got that, but asked, “And where do you live here?”

         
         Her gaze slid from G.G. to H.D. as she awaited his answer, imagining the sight the pair must make walking down Toronto streets,
            a big, scary-looking guy with a Mohawk, tattoos, and piercings, leading the fluffy little fur ball on a leash. Probably a
            black leather leash with studs or something, she thought, taking note of the dog’s black leather collar with spikes sticking
            out of it. If it was supposed to make the little fuzz ball look tough, it failed miserably. He was too damned cute to look
            scary. But she suspected the sight the pair made left most people gaping.
         

         
         “Right now I’m living in one of the apartments over the club,” G.G. told her. And then lowered his gaze to his plate and frowned before muttering, “If you drink soda, you probably eat too.” 

         
         Ildaria raised her eyebrows at the comment. “Not as often as I used to, but si, I still eat.”

         
         G.G. nodded. “Would you like something? I can make you a burger.”

         
         Ildaria considered the offer briefly. She was hungry. It was a sensation she experienced less and less often lately, but which
            was presently gnawing at her stomach. She didn’t want to make him cook for her though, so promising herself she’d hit a drive-through
            on her way back to Marguerite’s, she murmured, “Maybe just a fry.”
         

         
         “Help yourself.” G.G. pushed the plate to rest halfway between the two of them on the counter.

         
         “Thanks,” Ildaria breathed, and left off petting his dog to pluck a french fry from the mountain of greasy goodness.

         
         The moment she bit into it, the dog in her arms sprang awake, his body jerking as if the slight sound were an alarm of some
            sort. The little mutt then squirmed to turn in her arm and climbed up her chest to sniff her mouth as she chewed. Chuckling,
            Ildaria caught the little beast and set him back in her lap.
         

         
         “Ill mannered cretin,” G.G. said with a scowl, scooping the dog out of her lap and setting him on the floor as he said firmly,
            “We’re eating. Go lay down.”
         

         
         H.D. merely rose up on his back paws and laid his front paws on the man’s lower legs, his eager gaze sliding from his face
            to Ildaria’s, his eyes wide and tongue sliding in and out of his mouth eagerly.
         

         
         Ildaria chuckled at the display, amazed at how human he looked with his big green eyes and lip smacking. Her laughter earned a scowl from G.G. and an exasperated, “Don’t encourage him.” He then turned his gaze back to the dog and repeated firmly, “We’re eating, H.D. Get in your basket.” 

         
         H.D. hesitated, the hope dying on his face, but then dropped back to all fours and began to walk slowly back along the bar
            to the end of it. He was walking as slow as molasses, head and tail down, looking back every couple of steps as if checking
            to be sure G.G. hadn’t changed his stance on the issue, but G.G. just scowled and eyed him firmly until he disappeared out
            of sight around the bar.
         

         
         “Where is he going?” Ildaria asked, raising herself up enough to see over the bar again.

         
         “I put his bed behind the bar so he could stay with me until we open,” G.G. said, picking up his burger.

         
         “Oh.” She settled back in her seat as he took a bite, and then commented, “Marguerite didn’t mention that you brought your
            dog to the club. I’d have come in to check out the place sooner if I’d realized that.”
         

         
         G.G. shook his head as he chewed and swallowed, and then said, “I don’t usually. But his sitter didn’t come in today and I
            didn’t want to leave him at home alone.”
         

         
         Ildaria’s eyebrows rose. “You have a sitter for your dog?”

         
         “Have to. The little monster eats things he shouldn’t if he’s left alone. And I don’t mean human food.”

         
         “Like what?” she asked with interest.

         
         “Shoes, rugs, clothing . . . my razor.”

         
         “Razor?” she squawked with alarm. “Was he all right?”

         
         “It was a cordless electric razor,” G.G. said on a sigh. “He chewed off those little round blade things. Didn’t swallow any
            of the pieces, though, before I caught him.”
         

         
         “Oh.” She relaxed a bit.

         
         “He destroyed the razor though,” G.G. added with irritation. “I was pretty pissed.”

         
         “I can imagine,” Ildaria murmured.

         
         “Not as pissed as I was when he ate my passport, though,” he grumbled and bit viciously into his burger.

         
         “Your passport?” she asked on a disbelieving laugh.

         
         G.G. grimaced and nodded as he chewed, but once he’d swallowed, he added, “I was packing and it was lying on the bed next
            to my suitcase. I left the room, came back and he was chewing on it. He’d already managed to eat a corner of it, the one with
            the bar code.” Shaking his head with disgust, he added, “This was ten o’clock at night, the evening before I was supposed
            to fly back to London. I had to cancel the flight and arrange for a new passport. I was not a happy camper.”
         

         
         “Oh, dear,” Ildaria murmured and then bit her lip to keep from laughing at the gloomy irritation on his face.

         
         G.G. took another bite of his burger, chewed, swallowed and then said, “The worst, though, was the cashier’s check he demolished.”

         
         “Cashier’s check?” she asked, her eyebrows rising.

         
         G.G. nodded glumly. “A hundred thousand dollar cashier’s check. The down payment on this place when I bought it from Lucern. It was on the dresser in my hotel room. I had an hour before my meeting with Lucern and the lawyers, went to take a shower, came back out and he’d jumped on the chair next to the dresser, got a hold of the check and was curled up in the chair eating it like it was a dog bone.” 

         
         “Madre de Dios,” Ildaria breathed with horror.
         

         
         “Yeah,” he said unhappily and then added, “Fortunately, he hadn’t eaten all of it and there was enough left of the destroyed
            check that the bank was willing to issue a new one. But I was sweating it until they agreed.” His mouth tightened at the memory.
            “I started calling him the hundred-thousand-dollar dog after that.”
         

         
         “H.D.,” Ildaria breathed with realization.

         
         “H.D. for short,” he agreed. “H.T.D.D. was a mouthful, and H.D. is close enough to his real name that he answers to it.”

         
         “What’s his real name?” she asked with interest.

         
         “Eddy.”

         
         “Eddy?” she echoed. Teddy would have fit better. He looked like a teddy bear after all.

         
         “Edward Simpson Guiscard on his registration,” G.G. announced. “Eddy.”

         
         “So you’re G.G. Simpson Guiscard,” she said with a faint smile.

         
         “Joshua James Simpson Guiscard,” he corrected quietly. “G.G. is a nickname. Joshua James Simpson was my birth name. My birth father was John Simpson, but he died when I was young and my mother remarried Robert Guiscard. Robert adopted me and Guiscard was legally added to the end of my name.” 

         
         “Ah,” Ildaria murmured, thinking Joshua was a nice name. It didn’t really suit the Mohawked and tattooed man beside her though.
            G.G. did.
         

         
         “And you?” G.G. asked with interest.

         
         “Me?” she asked uncertainly.

         
         “What’s your full name?”

         
         “Oh.” She blinked, and then blurted, “Angelina Ildaria Sophia Lupita Garcia Pimienta.” The moment the words left her mouth,
            she frowned and turned to stare blindly at the mirrored shelves behind the bar, wondering why she’d told him that. As a rule,
            she avoided telling it at all, or lied. The last two hundred years she hadn’t used Angelina at all. She’d gone by Ildaria
            and used Garcia because it was as common as Smith in North America.
         

         
         “Pretty name,” G.G. said, and she turned back to him with surprise to see a faint smile tilting his lips before he popped
            the last of his first burger into his mouth and began to chew.
         

         
         “I just go by Ildaria Garcia,” she murmured, feeling her tension slowly subside as she watched him eat. Some part of her mind
            was assuring her that it didn’t matter that he knew her name. It was fine. She was in North America now, far away from the
            Dominican Republic and the danger that revealing her name held there. Letting her breath out, she searched for something to
            say, and found herself asking, “So, how did a mortal end up owning and running not just one, but two nightclubs for immortals?”
         

         
         G.G. shook his head, and swallowed the food in his mouth before pointing out, “You still haven’t told me why you dropped out
            of uni.”
         

         
         Ildaria blew out a breath of irritation, but supposed it was only fair she answer his question if she wanted him to answer
            hers. Raising the drink he’d given her, she took a sip to give herself time to decide what to say. Her eyes widened with surprise
            when the taste hit her tongue. It was nice. Tasty. Sweet and fruity.
         

         
         “Good huh?” he said with amusement, and she glanced over to see him grinning as he watched her face.

         
         Ildaria nodded, and took another drink.

         
         “So . . .” G.G. said as she swallowed and set the glass back on the bar. “You dropped out because . . .”

         
         “I didn’t drop out,” she said at once. “Lucian insisted I should switch from night to day courses, but it’s too far into the
            semester, so I had to withdraw so the classes won’t show up as ‘fail.’ Worse yet, I can’t get
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