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As Nazi Germany collapses in 1945, a covert cell within the Reich’s genetics division unleashes the Mind Bloom virus, a final act of quiet devastation. What follows is not only a pandemic but a global famine, a human die-off so catastrophic that by 1950, fewer than 500 million people remain. The survivors inherit a quieter, stranger Earth: vast wilds reclaim abandoned cities, and a humanity subtly reshaped, their intelligence altered in ways no one fully understands.

Welcome to Fay & Drake College, a prestigious institution hidden in the Appalachian folds of old Vermont, in the secretive town of Eldermoor. Here, ambition and brilliance thrive alongside whispers of things unseen.

Into this world steps Bran Eklund, a first-year student, accompanied by his artificial companion, Diana. Together, they navigate a campus alive with secrets and shadows, where ancient myths bleed into the present and unseen forces test the very limits of reason.

As reality and legend entwine, Bran and his allies confront choices that echo far beyond the classroom. Choices that may determine not only their fates, but the fragile future of a world forever changed. -O.M.

Thank You!

Firstly, a tremendous shout-out to my editor, Oksana. Oksana went above and beyond the brief and provided my freshman effort a degree of hand-holding she hadn’t signed up for. Everything that works in this story, works because of her aid. Anything that doesn’t is on me.

Secondly, you can all blame this story on my parents. Mom handed a bored pre-teen in the early 80’s The White Dragon while Dad handed that same bored kid A Princess of Mars. I had finished The Lord of the Rings before I left grade school and then I picked up Mom’s copy of The Number of the Beast. Explains rather a lot about me, actually...

And thirdly, thank you to my wife for putting up with my attempt to write something original. Her patience has been extraordinary. 

As for you, the reader? I make no claim that this story or its successors are high literature. I do hope however I’ve given you something entertaining, and I thank you for giving me the opportunity.
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Act 1

Prologue: January 2020
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The door chime pulled the woman from the findings’ summary glowing on her holoscreen. 

‘It’s open,’ she called, trusting Maggie to admit her aide-de-camp. Glancing back at the screen, she sighed and darkened it as the door opened. ‘Yes, Thomas?’

‘Ma’am. Maggie flagged a service pledge for review this morning. To be honest, I thought she’d thrown an electron.’ Thomas hesitated.

‘I’m listening, you know.’ Maggie’s voice hummed from the ceiling.

‘Yes, and you made me figure out the flag myself. Whoever trained the more difficult elements of your personality matrix should be fired,’ Thomas shot back.

The woman behind the desk glared at Thomas before giving the projector on her desk a glance, her annoyance clear. ‘Enough, you two. Maggie, join us.’ The holoprojector on her desk flared yellow as a nine-inch figure of a woman in a tailored suit formed. ‘Would one of you get to the point? I have issues.’

Maggie waved Thomas on, summoning a file to the woman’s holoscreen. The woman scrolled, reading aloud. ‘Bran Eklund, 18, as of December 21, top 5% of his graduating class. Lettered in swimming, proficient martial artist. Not bad, Maggie, but nothing spectacular.’

Thomas cleared his throat. ‘I didn’t see it either, till I noticed his parents.’ 

The woman frowned, scrolling further. Her eyes widened.

‘I don’t know this Gareth Eklund, but Dalia Eklund... United States of North America Coast Guard, senior captain on track for Rear Admiral before retiring 17 odd years ago.’ Her eyes narrowed. ‘That is an obscenely high security clearance for a retired captain. What is she working on now?’

Maggie chimed in, ‘Still listed as retired but on Active Reserve at Lake Michigan Naval and Coast Guard Station, Chicago. Her role is oversight director of the Great Lakes shipwreck monitoring program.’

The woman scoffed. ‘She’s a biochemist with a redacted file even I’d struggle to crack. Bullpocky.’ She leaned back. ‘Alright, I’m interested. But I’m still not seeing anything standout about her son.’

‘Dalia and Gareth Eklund are his adoptive parents,’ Thomas corrected, glaring at Maggie. ‘I missed it till the footnotes.’ 

Her face paled as she scrolled to the footnotes.

‘That... That’s impossible.’ She glances between Thomas and Maggie. ‘Who is the father?’

‘No data, Ma’am,’ Thomas replied. ‘But I confirmed the footnote. It’s accurate.’

‘Ma’am,’ Maggie added quietly, ‘check his grades.’

The woman scrolled back, her confusion deepening. ‘Those are highly improbable results...’

Thomas checked his tablet and frowned. ‘I’m not sure what you’re seeing. He’s consistently top 5%. Good, but not filter-breaking.’

‘Look again, Thomas,’ she said, leaning back. ‘He wasn’t in the top 5%. He was exactly at the 5% line. Fourteen years of primary education, pre-K through 12, always precisely on the 5% mark on the standardized tests.’

She straightened. ‘Get him in an Alpha assignment. Maybe Rodriguez. Make it hard. I want updated evaluations every four months.’
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Part 1, A Life in a Week

Welcome to Eldermoor

Sunday, June 29, 2025
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If I can say one thing positive about the Mind Bloom Pandemic, it resulted in Humanity becoming just a little bit smarter, a tad bit more self-aware. And yet, those same smarter, more self-aware people immediately revert to idiocy when they enter politics.

Adrian Holt Modern Polities & Their Foibles
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Scene 1: Eldermoor 
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11 a.m. Bus Station

Bran Eklund steps off the bus as he slings his field backpack over one shoulder. He takes in the Eldermoor bus station, a small, stone-walled shelter nestled in a valley cradled by the Appalachian Mountains. The air is crisp, scented with pine and damp earth. The mist curls through the peaks like a living thing. 

The ride from Boston had been quiet, the maglev from Chicago to Boston a sleek blur of comfort. But this remote town feels like a world apart. Only a handful of locals had shared the bus, their cordial greetings tinged with restraint as they dispersed into the mist.

Bran sighs as unease gnaws at him. The United States of North America Air Force’s abrupt assignment to Fay & Drake College for his Reserve Officer Training Corps training feels like a puzzle with missing pieces. His adoptive parents had urged him to accept the mysterious offer, but the carefully masked fear in their eyes lingers in his mind. He shrugs as he pushes the thought aside. 

‘Diana?’ he asks quietly, raising his arm to activate the holoprojector on his watch. ‘You hooked into the local data web?’

A holographic young woman in flowing Grecian robes materializes above the watch face, her features sharp and playful. 

‘It took a bit longer to negotiate appropriate access than I care to admit, but yes,’ Diana replies, her voice a mix of pride and mischief. ‘The firewalls around this community are impressive. But you now have access to the local web. I’ve also burrowed through the firewalls and accessed the masked network we set up back to my core systems.’ 

She grins with playful malice. ‘Which means you’ll have access to those hidden folders you stored with me when the nights get lonely.’

Bran shoots her a mock glare. ‘Yes, thank you.’ He scans the station. Its native stone walls are etched with faint, weathered runes. ‘You figured out where we’re going?’

‘About a half-mile walk that way,’ Diana points, her hologram flickering as she gestures toward a bike path beside a narrow two-lane road. ‘This town really wants to maintain its privacy. The road we took from Boston doesn’t exist on any map I can access. I’ve added the route to your local map, and I’ll fill in details as you explore the town and college.’

Bran nods and sets off, boots crunching against the gravel path. The mist-shrouded peaks of the mountains loom around him, the valley’s only pass being the one through which the bus came in. The subtle warmth of the locals’ restrained greetings echo in his mind, undercut by something he can’t place. 

The bus driver had promised to deliver Bran’s four suitcases to his unexpected residence at the Eldermoor Library. He quickens his pace with twenty minutes until the Dean’s greeting, the mist cool against his skin.

11:30 a.m. Thalindra Administration Building, Fay & Drake College

Bran pauses as he crests the hill above the bus shelter. Eldermoor unfurls below him. The town is an eclectic tapestry of Gothic spires and modern elegance. The college sits at the valley’s northern end, its five buildings a striking blend of architectural styles. 

Diana transfers her projection to Bran’s shoulder projector. ‘Do we really want the answers we think we’ll find here?’

Bran takes in the view of the township below them as he considers her question with a pensive expression. ‘Neither of us will be satisfied if we don’t at least try, Di.’

The Thalindra Administration Building and Eldermoor Library remind Bran of Norse cathedrals, their dark granite facades carved with intricate runes. The Fay Theatre shares their ancient aesthetic, while the Solwyn Maths and Weird Science complex and Drake Arena gleam with post-Mind Bloom Art Deco flair. South of the college, the township sprawls around a cobblestone square, its market district vibrant yet oddly quiet. Two narrow roads snake into the mountains, one north, one west, vanishing into the mist.

After a brisk walk, the administration building looms before him. The native granite and arched windows evoke the Norse myths Bran studied as a teen. The contrast with the Grecian amphitheater beside the town hall and the market’s Gothic charm unsettles him. The valley’s beauty is both inviting and disorienting. 

He joins a group of about fifty students in the manicured assembly area—the murmurs hush as the town hall’s clock tower bells toll noon. On the twelfth bell, a tall, statuesque woman exits from the building, her silver-streaked auburn hair catching the light as she descends to the second step. 

‘Welcome,’ she exclaims, in a clear and warm voice, a slight smile softening her vermillion eyes. ‘I am Marianne Solwyn, dean of the college. Fay & Drake College of Natural Arts extends only a handful of admission offers annually. I am happy to say this year’s group of potentials seems particularly suited to our campus.’

A voice cuts through the crowd. Bran turns to see a tall, athletic blonde stepping forward. ‘Dean Solwyn? What do you mean, “potentials”?’

‘That is an excellent question, Miss Quinn,’ Dean Solwyn replies, her tone measured. ‘This first quarter is a trial by fire, so to speak, of your compatibility with the rigor we expect. There are fifty of you here today. On average, half of you will have either been dismissed or chosen to leave by September’s end.’

Her expression hardens slightly. ‘This college is unique, not least in our expectations. You will receive no grades. If your instructors recommend that you proceed at the end of this quarter, you stay. If not, or if you choose to leave, the bus to Boston awaits.’

She pauses, letting the weight of the statement settle. ‘Every one of you has completed your five-year stint with the Breakers’ toward USNA citizenship. Your evaluations were such that the service referring board suggested we offer you this opportunity.’ Her gaze sweeps the crowd. ‘But be clear: those who don’t make it through the first quarter face no penalty. You’ll proceed to your originally requested service. For those who stay, well...’ She smiles faintly. ‘Things get interesting.’

She pauses while turning to reenter the building. ‘You all have your housing assignments. Find your quarters and meet your resident advisors. And Mr. Eklund? If you could join me in my office for a moment?’

Startled at being singled out, Bran follows her into the administration building. Behind the reception desk, a 9-inch holographic blonde with bright green eyes looks up with a warm smile. ‘Bran, welcome! I’m AS Eris, the artificial sentience managing the campus, the local power grid and other utilities. I moonlight as Dean Solwyn’s assistant.’

‘It’s nice to meet you, Eris,’ Bran replies. ‘I should register my AS Diana with you when the Dean is finished with me.’

Marianne glances at him, intrigued. ‘Go ahead, Bran. I’d like to meet your AS. Your file didn’t indicate you’d trained one.’

Bran glances at his shoulder projector. ‘Diana, introduce yourself please.’

The Grecian-robed hologram materializes, eyes scanning the room before settling on Eris. ‘I am AS Diana, Code Sigma Ceta Theta Niner Thrice.’ A chime from Eris’s console confirms the Ident code.

Eris’s eyes glow white as she conducts a code review, winking at Diana as they clear back to green. ‘Somebody got impatient and wrote themselves local access. I’m impressed. I’ll be closing every one of the loops you exploited. Welcome to Fay & Drake, both of you!’

Marianne’s eyes narrow as she restrains a smile pulling at her lips. ‘Mr. Eklund, in the future, I’d ask you follow protocol. But given your timely arrival I’ll let this indiscretion slide.’

Bran agrees quickly, his tone earnest. ‘Of course, Dean Solwyn. Apologies. We couldn’t find a local map in Boston and I take responsibility.’

‘No harm, Mr. Eklund. We value our privacy in Eldermoor, even more than most in the USNA. I appreciate the initiative.’ She motions him into her office as she approaches a small robotic coffee service. ‘Sit, please. Traditional macchiato? Your standard order is a double with one pack of raw sugar, I believe?’

Bran stiffens slightly at her familiarity with his Administration file. ‘Yes, Dean Solwyn, thank you.’

‘Please, Bran, we’re less formal here. Call me Marianne. Or Ma’am, if you must.’ Her genuine smile eases his tension as she hands him the macchiato. She sits beside him with a coffee of her own rather than behind her desk. ‘A few housekeeping items, then I’ll introduce you to your hostess at the Library.’ 

She continues as she sips her coffee. ‘Your ROTC assignment here is rare but not unprecedented. Your corps’ commanding officer, Captain Marris Hendall, is an alumnus. She has sent a stand-in to train you locally. Master Sergeant Hector Barros, a retired USNA Army Ranger and Green Beret, is also an alum. Expect him to push you hard.’

Bran sips his macchiato as his smart contacts flash Diana’s quick search on Hendall and Barros, finding only their ranks available with everything else redacted. He masks his surprise. ‘That’s welcome news, Ma’am. I was unsure how I’d proceed with my service training.’

‘You’ll do early morning remote calls with your corps on Fridays and extra martial training with Hector on Tuesdays after your athletics classes,’ Marianne adds. ‘Marris expects you in Boston on the Tuesday of each holiday week, except December and June. I’ll arrange transport.’ She finishes her coffee, gesturing for Bran to do the same. ‘Come, let’s meet the Dragon Lady, more formally known as Myrren Thalindra, our Head and only Librarian.’

Standing, she takes his cup. ‘Mr. Eklund, a preemptive apology. Your time at Fay & Drake may be more challenging than that of your peers. I won’t elaborate today. Some things are best learned in time.’ She pauses at the door, her tone softening. ‘But my door is open when you need it. I may not always have answers, but I’m a good listener.’

1 p.m. Eldermoor Library

Bran follows Marianne past Eris, Diana waving goodbye to her fellow AS from his shoulder projector. The short walk to the Eldermoor Library reveals a towering Gothic structure, its five stories soaring above the campus. 

Marianne pauses at the entrance as a pained look crosses her face. ‘I didn’t intend to start you living in the Library, but circumstances dictate caution. And by caution, I mean placing you in Myrren’s domain.’ She shrugs. ‘You’ll either adjust or have a mental breakdown. Honestly, the breakdown might be preferable...’

She opens the door and ushers a nervous Bran into the main lobby. The Library’s grandeur hits him. Five open floors rise to the ceiling, each overlooking a central atrium filled with twenty large reading tables. Book stacks line three walls, the fourth dominated by a small, imposing desk. Behind it sits a petite, bronze-skinned woman of late middle age, her copper-red hair and golden eyes vibrant with intelligence.

‘Myrren, I’d like you to meet Bran Eklund and his AS, Diana,’ Marianne introduces them as the three approach the desk.

‘I was beginning to wonder if you forgot how to find the Library, Marianne,’ Myrren retorts, standing and rounding the desk. ‘I expected you thirty minutes ago.’ Marianne opens her mouth, but Myrren waves her off. Myrren raises an eyebrow as she glances at Diana before stepping close to Bran and peering up at his face. ‘Tall one, aren’t you? Myrren, your landlady and work-study manager. Welcome to the Library.’

She turns to Marianne, shooing her out. ‘Go, I promise not to eat him, at least today.’ Bran looks on in mild astonishment as Myrren firmly closes the door behind a sputtering Marianne.

Myrren studies the pair for a long moment, then sits on a study table bench. ‘Which floor? One through five?’

‘Uh, four?’ Bran ventures.

She smirks. ‘Good choice. Head to the fourth floor, stack seventeen. Take the first book your hand touches. No looking, no browsing. Bring it here.’

Bran nods, masking his confusion, and murmurs to Diana. ‘Map the Library. Pull the organizational system and make me a crib sheet.’ Diana nods. On the fourth floor, he searches for stack seventeen, finding runes instead of numbers. ‘Di?’

‘Old Norse. Roughly Athenian-Empire-old,’ she whispers. ‘Numbered right to left.’ Bran counts backward, steps to stack seventeen, closes his eyes, and brushes a book before pulling it free. He returns to Myrren, who waits with a slight smirk.

Handing her the book, he watches her glance at it and guffaw. ‘Adrian Holt’s Conspiracies: Ancient to Today, Still Just a Conspiracy? Telling read. Give it an honest chance. Holt has a sense of humor, unlike most in the genre.’ She meets his eyes. ‘I’ll make an essentials reading list for when you finish. Tomorrow is your formal orientation,’ she continues. ‘You’ll meet your instructors, the department heads as ROTC students get the best. Or, with Lena, at least one heart attack and a few broken bones among the potentials.’ 

‘Tonight is yours. Your suitcases are in your apartment. The door is currently on the fifth floor next to the Comparative Religions stack. Unpack, grab dinner and relax. Try the Student Union in the market square. It’s run by upperclassmen, but the food is good. Adrian’s daughter, Raven, is on the open-mic board at seven. She’s a second year, but I suspect Miss Diana and her at least will hit it off.’ 

A brief flicker of interest crosses Di’s face.

Myrren returns to her desk, turning her focus to an odd metal-paged book. Her dismissal is clear. 

Bran heads upstairs, speaking quietly to Diana, ‘The door is currently on the fifth floor?’ 

Diana shrugs.

The lock clicks as Bran touches the oak door’s handle. The door opens into a spacious open-plan living area. The modern kitchen’s web-connected appliances sync with Diana. A rustic communal dining table dominates the dining area, paired with benches like a German bierhaus. 

The living room’s 1800s antique furniture includes a couch and a chair-loveseat hybrid. His suitcases wait by the door on the left that leads to a bedroom filled with an oversized bed and matching dressers. The en suite bathroom boasts a claw-foot tub with a wrap-around shower curtain, a large vanity, and a closet with a modern storage rack.

‘I’m not complaining about the accommodations.’ Bran glances at Diana. ‘Do I need to order food?’

‘Nope, the kitchen is stocked. You’ll keep that body you’re so fond of alive a bit longer.’ Bran nudges her hologram. He spends a couple of hours unpacking before noticing a small closet cubby perfectly sized for his suitcases. 

‘Well, that’s oddly convenient,’ Diana observes as he stores them.

‘Snarky talking map lady, pull directions to the Union and do your thing.’ The lock clicks as the door closes behind them.
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Scene 2: Market Square
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5 p.m. Fay & Drake Student Union

The market square is just a short walk away. Eldermoor’s pedestrian-friendly design is evident in its abundance of bike racks and electric scooter chargers. 

Bran notes the curious absence of locks in this private town. ‘Di, count the bike chains you see.’ The square’s Greco-Roman Town Hall and clocktower, along with the adjacent amphitheater sunken in the green, are flanked on three sides by two- to four-story native granite buildings housing restaurants and shops. The Student Union, located on the south side of the Town Hall, is clearly marked.

Inside, Bran finds a modern open space with lounging and study areas. A map by the entrance reveals a downstairs bowling alley and pool hall, and an upstairs exhibit hall. 

Diana laughs. ‘Should I post your last bowling outing to the campus web?’

‘Be nice,’ Bran replies, heading to the cafeteria. 

The open-mic note board lists one name, Raven Holt, 7:00 p.m. With 5:30 p.m. on his watch, he grabs a fresh salad and a pizza slice, eyeing a bar with six taps from Rowan and Ivy brewery. The offerings are a local stout, lager, Irish Red, IPA, German sour, and mead. After ordering a stout, he approaches the checkout.

The attendant gives him a once-over. ‘One of this year’s potentials?’ 

Bran nods. 

‘Food here and at campus dining halls is included in tuition. You’re on your own at local restaurants.’ She waves him through.

Bran settles at the last available two-top in the open-mic room, a cozy space with twenty small tables. The room fills as he eats, with all tables taken by 6:45. He orders another stout, but the student waitstaff waves off his tip offer with a smile.

A 5’5” girl with wavy black hair and blue eyes enters and scans the room for a seat. Catching her gaze, Bran motions to the chair across from him. Her eyes crinkle as she smiles. 

‘Thank you!’ she exclaims. ‘I met Raven at the Greek life exhibit today, and she invited me to hear her play. But unpacking in the dorm took longer than expected. I’m Mira.’

Bran extends his hand. ‘Bran, and this is Diana. Di, say hi and see if you can remote-order Mira a drink. What can we get you?’

Diana pops up on his shoulder projector, startling Mira slightly. ‘The bar’s small but stocked, and I’ve hacked the queue. What’s your poison?’

‘Oh, you have your own AS?’ Mira asks, bemused. ‘Um, I’ll take a whiskey ginger, Diana, and it’s... Good to meet you.’

‘On its way.’ Diana smiles. ‘I’m finding the data security here less than on par. I’ll need to harass Eris about that. You’re cute. And the lump I’m attached to is single.’ Bran gives her a severe look as Mira giggles.

Shaking his head, Bran turns to Mira. ‘Dean Solwyn said something today that feels relevant. “You’ll either get used to her or have a mental breakdown. The mental breakdown may be the preferred outcome”...’

Mira’s giggle becomes a full laugh, cut short as the house lights dim. 

A 5’8” young woman with black hair and gray eyes strides onstage dressed in a hybrid goth-metal outfit. Carrying an electric guitar, Raven Holt plugs into a small amp before tuning it with deliberate care.

Raven closes her eyes. Her fingers coax the first notes from the guitar as her setlist unfolds with raw power. She leads off with Led Zeppelin’s Black Dog. Raven’s riff cuts through the Student Union’s stage, gritty and commanding. Her voice weaves through the driving rhythm, her body swaying as she owns the stage. 

Her follow-on, Sweet Child O’ Mine, draws approved shouts from the audience. The iconic intro wails as Raven’s fingers dance across the strings, each note crystalline yet fierce. 

Not done, the first chord of Hendrix’s Voodoo Child wails, a storm of distortion and soul, each bend a cry that echoes off the granite of the walls. Raven’s gray eyes flash with intensity as her body bends with the instrument as if possessed. 

Raven shifts to a grunge edge, Nirvana’s Lithium, her voice raw and haunting. Each word drips with quiet despair that builds to a searing cry. The crowd quiets, swaying, some mouthing the lyrics while others get lost in the emotion.

Raven’s closer screams from her guitar, slashing Heart’s Barracuda through the air. Her voice soaring with unyielding power as each note challenges the night. The crowd roars, leaping to their feet as Raven drives the song to its peak. Her fingers fly, hair wild, gray eyes burning with triumph.

The applause is thunderous as Raven sets her guitar on the stage rack with a wide grin. She strides to Bran’s table, pulling over a vacated chair and plopping down with a quick shoulder hug for Mira. Bran slides her a water bottle left by the waitstaff. 

‘Mira, thanks for coming!’ Raven’s voice is warm as the two women share a smile. ‘And sitting with a tall, dark, and brooding already. Well done.’

She tilts her head at Diana’s hologram, curiosity deep in her eyes. ‘Aren’t you a pique to my interest? I’m Raven.’

‘Diana, but call me Di,’ the hologram replies, her eyes alight with mischief. ‘Tall, dark, and brooding is Bran. And what pray tell is of interest in little ol’me?’

Bran rolls his eyes as he shakes Raven’s hand with a wry smile. 

Raven leans back as she drains her water. ‘I’m hoping you’ll tell me you have an interest in sound engineering. The dedicated AI for my mixing board crashed earlier this month, and I can’t for the life of me figure out what happened.’

Diana’s eyes glint with amusement. ‘You convince TDB here to let me help you out, and I’m in. You’re very good.’

The three ladies laugh at Bran’s pained expression, the sound light and teasing. 

Mira turns her blue eyes to him. ‘Which dorm are you in? I saw you at the Dean’s welcome, but didn’t see you at move-in.’

‘I’m actually housed at the Library.’ Bran shrugs. ‘Not sure why, but I’m not complaining. Dean Solwyn set me up in a nice little apartment. The head librarian, my self-professed landlady and work-study manager, is interesting.’

‘Myrren Thalindra?’ Raven asks, her tone affectionate. ‘She and my father are friends. I’ve known her for ages. Don’t worry, she’s a pussycat.’ Her expression shifts to a mock frown. ‘Until you spill coffee on one of her paperbacks by accident. Then Myrren’s claws come out. It was years ago, and my backside still stings...’ Her frown melts into an impish grin. ‘You’ll do fine!’

‘On that less-than-reassuring note, I should turn in,’ Bran catches both Mira and Raven’s gaze as he stands. ‘Left Chicago on the maglev early, then the bus ride, an excellent mini-concert, and great company. Think I’m done for the day. Walk you two back to your residences?’

‘Walk Mira back to her dorm,’ Raven replies as she nudges Mira. ‘I’m living in the Kappa Lambda Psi house, past both her dorm and the Library. But I need to clean up the stage before I leave.’

Mira quirks her head at Raven, then nods at Bran. ‘I’d enjoy the company.’ 

Bran gathers their glassware into a return bucket as the girls share a quick hug. 

‘Raven, I’ll be at the house tours tomorrow,’ Mira declares.

‘Wonderful!’ Raven’s gray eyes are bright. ‘You’re leaning toward those Delta Phi Alpha Amazons, but I’m not letting you go without a mud-wrestling match.’ 

Bran’s confused look sends his companions into peals of laughter.

‘That reminds me,’ Diana chimes in as her eyes flash with silver coins. ‘I need to introduce myself to whoever’s running the campus book. Need some energy credits to keep TDB here fed and watered.’

Raven’s interest sharpens. ‘Make Bran go on the frat house tours and have a chat with Ezra and Theo at the Tau Epsilon Kappa house. The TEK boys have traditionally run the campus book, but their bookkeeper graduated yesterday. They don’t have any good replacement prospects. You’d make an excellent candidate for the job.’

8:30 p.m. Mira’s Dorm and Return to the Library
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