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Trigger Warning


This novel contains some possibly triggering content. Please be advised that if any of the following upsets or hurts you by reading, this may not be for you. Despite all of this, the rating for this novel is 14+ as it's young adult focused. 

	Forced and Arranged Marriage.

	Abusive Teaching and Parents

	Age Gap Relationships

	Religion and Religious Propaganda

	Colonization and Manifest Destiny
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Chapter One


“Anna, you're daydreaming again.”  
 
The sixteen-year-old blinked a few times before looking down at her desk in embarrassment. She hadn't meant to drift off like that when talking to her classmates. However, she found that the memories were becoming more frequent these days and were negatively impacting her life. Anna turned even redder than she already was when she heard the snickers of her fellow schoolgirls. 

She had heard that they had started to call her loony and a narcoleptic after school. This made her want to argue, but the teenager just swallowed her anxiety for now and looked at her desk. It didn't take long for her to regain her composure and look up. 
 
As she was used to this charade. “Sorry,” She felt her voice become its usual flat tone and her lips contorted into a plastic smile. “I didn't sleep well.” She lied with ease. 
 
Lying was something she had gotten good at. Ever since she woke up in the body of the formerly comatose ten-year-old Eliana Narine, she had to lie. It was a troublesome experience at first. 

She didn't know what to do when a strange woman came running into the hospital room she was in. And when the woman began to call her Anna, she physically recoiled and nearly vomited. That was the name her father had called her before he passed away. 

It was sickening to hear this stranger call her that with so much love and desperation. Her new mother ignored this act of disgust and quickly had a doctor come in. She had been screaming in her comatose state as the woman had heard her down the hall. This was after the woman had been told that she may never wake up. 
 
Once the doctors came in she was asked a series of questions. They wanted to know if she remembered who she was and she struggled to answer. This left the doctors troubled and her new mother sobbed, demanding answers. 

And what the raven heard destroyed her. Morwenna wasn't in her original body. She was in the body of a child who had a seizure a week prior and nearly suffocated against her pillow. 

The doctors claimed after some further examination with her new father present that the oxygen deprivation had affected her memory. Anything from before she was ten was gone, and now Anna was a new person. 

Morwenna found herself a little relieved that she didn't need to come up with her lie. But she felt immense guilt at seeing the original Eliana's parents beg her to recall childhood memories. 
 
The couple were pretty nice. She found out that they weren't very well off compared to her original parents, but they still spoiled Eliana. They watched her like a hawk along with the ten-year-old's sisters for the next six months. The two older girls were distraught when they found out about their sister's memory loss. 

They became enraged when they found the family member who left her unattended that night, and Eliana was shocked by their brutality. This overprotectiveness subsided when Anna began to adopt parts of the old Eliana. 

She used accounts from Eliana's friends, family members, and her diaries to put up her mask. She stumbled at first, but by the present day; she had gotten most of Eliana's personality down. 
 
Still, she made new friends along the way who never knew the old Anna. “You need to sleep more.” One of these new friends in question, a bubbly teen named Lizbeth, commented. “You're lucky that our teacher likes you so much or else you'd be getting in trouble for constantly drifting off.” 
 
Anna hummed and tapped her nails against her desk. The brunette was correct in that her teachers let her get away with things. She had spun a story to them, using her new parents as backup. This story detailed Anna, who struggled with night terrors and an illness. 

They took pity on her as the story wasn't half bad because it was partially the truth. This body was sickly as the seizure the ten-year-old had was very real and very detrimental. 

She wasn't as fit as she wanted and practicing the art of the Goddess zapped her energy. But she was largely exaggerating it to the outside world and her teachers ate it up. As long as she kept her grades up and attended all the priestess training classes, they stayed compliant with her desires. The teenager could tell, though, that this favoritism bothered everyone else. 
 
“Don't worry about me. I'm going to work on my sleep schedule with the head priestess today. She's been recommending sage healing sessions and I might take her up on it.” This was something new, from what Anna could tell. She’d never heard of this in her old life, and she was interested in trying it. 
 
But mainly she wasn't going there for curiosity but to gain information. Anna purposely applied to a school for priestesses due to her prior life. She had died as a woman who never connected properly to her inner magic. Morwenna hadn't ever dwelled into the art of the Goddess, and that bit her in the ass. In this life, she wasn't going to risk making the same mistake. 

So, she applied to the priestess school her new family could afford and, once accepted, she worked her ass off. The classwork was a pain in the ass, but she learned a lot. And she made sure to network with some of the richer students. 

It was an all-girls school that catered to wealthy families who wanted their daughters to be devout and traditional. While they saw her as lesser due to her lack of wealth, they respected her work ethic. 
 
Lizbeth scrunched up her nose. “I heard those sessions can get pretty intense. Why not go to a private priestess to get it done? Someone who doesn't know you.” Her large brown ringlets bounced as she leaned in closer and whispered. It was very amusing. 
 
“I feel like the head priestess and I have a trustworthy relationship.” The woman understood the argument her friend was making. Having someone responsible for her grades, knowing her innermost insecurities, was risky. 
 
But that was the whole point of accepting the offer. “My parents have already talked to her about topics she can't mention, so I'm cool with it.” This was something her new parents jumped at joy for her to do. She could see that they hoped the act would help ‘Eliana’ regain that decade of lost memories. They were still desperate. 
 
Anna struggled with the fact she didn't feel bad for deceiving them. At first, she felt like an awful person and wanted to tell them. But as time went on, she started to see the couple as her parents. 

It wasn't like she purposely had replaced their daughter six years ago. She would have preferred to have never died in the first place. They both had been dealt a shitty hand by what she assumed were the Gods themselves. 

So, after three years, she stopped feeling guilty and instead started to care for Eliana's family in her own way. She could never love them as deeply as Anna knew she should, but she didn't make that obvious to them. The mask she wore was going to be permanent until she didn't need the family anymore. 
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Chapter Two


The rest of that afternoon, Anna dutifully answered questions asked of her and did her class work with little comment. She stayed in the same classroom most of the day, with a rotation of teachers who were cycled through. By the end of the week, she would have five lessons to remember and multiple homework assignments. The teenager didn't mind the workload too much.  

As it showed that her decision to attend the academy was a good one; the information here was no joke. Society had advanced a lot in the thirty-five years since her death. 

New laws had been made, a whole country had been colonized, and magic was stronger than ever. It would be foolish to not actively participate in the changing status quo, even with her plans to live a fulfilling, non-socialite lifestyle.
 
She walked through the courtyard of the academy with an emotionless expression, her mind heavy. It was hard not to miss her old life despite the advancements made while she was gone. 

Being wealthy helped her a lot and gave her an upper hand in almost every way. Sure, the Narine family wasn't struggling at all compared to some of the other scholarship students she had interacted with. 

But there was a noticeable difference between her and Lizbeth, who she would have considered lower class if this was her old life. Living on the other side of the tracks put things in perspective for her. 

It was sick that her current less privileged life was more freeing and satisfying than her years of luxury. Anna kept the feeling of bitterness to herself as she passed a pair of boys who averted their eyes.
 
Anna shook her head briefly and quickened her pace. It was rare to see male students walking around so casually. The academy had a sister school that shared the same land that was all men. 

The curriculum she believed, was mostly the same besides being tailored to teenage boys who wanted to be priests. For some reason, the teachers and other staff members would act aggressively if they even interacted. 

They would punish them and dock their grades if they were even spotted near the opposite gender. Anna found this incredibly annoying, but she would never vote that out loud, even to her close friends. 

It was better to play the role of a teenager completely awkward around boys her age. Her teachers often used her as an example to more rebellious girls of what they should aspire to be as a priestess in training.
 
The student hummed to herself as she finished crossing the courtyard and entered the next part of the academy. There was a large stairway that led up to the head priestess's office. The building was very plain, the marble walls and floors being a soft red color that reminded her of peonies. 

Anna was met with a cool breeze as she hit the last stair and entered a long hallway. From what she knew, this entire floor was just a handful of offices that staff used. 

All priestesses with the largest being the one she was going to now. As she walked, she peeked into the rooms and saw that there were other students in them. They were chatting with their teachers in hushed tones, so she looked away to avoid overhearing anything too private. 

Anna finally stopped at the doors of the head priestess's office, which was at the end of the hallway. The door was closed, but the woman's back was visible in the window.
 
With a deep breath, she pulled on the door's metal doorknob and opened it. Instantly she coughed, smelling what had to be boiling oil. Despite this, she composed herself and lifted her skirt, curtsying. “Hello, Head Priestess Adsila.”
 
Hearing her voice, the older woman perked up and turned to face her. The Head priestess was a mighty woman with a stature that reminded the girl of a bodybuilder. She had an eyepatch over one of her eyes, a medical grade one no doubt from a spell mishap. 

Seeing the polite behavior of the teenager made her grin, with her dark red lips widening to reveal her gleaming teeth. She waded over with her long-sleeved dress dragging on the ground and trailing behind her. Seeing this reminded the girl of when she first met the woman.
 
It was two years ago, with her being part of the freshman class. The woman had entered the room wearing a partial veil and a darker, more somber version of her current outfit. 

Her mere presence had left Anna overwhelmed as she spoke with a soft, honey voice about the darkest of things. She made it clear that she expected every girl to be devout and loyal to the Goddess. Every word that left her mouth, every smile she gave them, was a blatant threat.
 
This left Anna with a genuine respect for the woman, which was somewhat reciprocated. The woman stopped in front of her and bent down, as she was decently six foot four. “You came a day early, little Anna.”
 
The teenager nodded and crossed her arms over her chest. “I figured it would be best to talk about the sage session beforehand.” She had wanted to scope out the situation, as she had no idea about using sage. 

It wasn't something Anna had ever done or witnessed in her past life. “You never really explained it in depth.”
 
The head priestess tilted her head back and laughed. “You look so serious with your chest puffed out like that.” 

The teenager stared blankly as the woman ignored her words and instead poked fun at her. “Come on. Come, take a seat, and close the door.”
 
Anna opened her mouth to protest against the comment about her appearance, but quickly sighed and swallowed her words. There was no point in arguing. It was good that she had come across the woman while she was in a good mood. When she was friendly, she tended to be easier to crack. The teen instead followed the woman's instructions by closing the door with a small slam because of the door's size. 

There were two places to sit in the room, with the first option being a seat opposite the woman's desk. But Head Priestess Adsila had already sat down in option two, which was a set of deeply red couches. 

They were across from the other, being separated by a tiny coffee table that was oval. She looked at the teenager and motioned for her to hurry up and sit next to her. Anna did just that, though she scooted to the end.
 
“Before we drone on and on about what will happen tomorrow, let's just talk. You haven't been sleeping in your dorms as much.” The muscular woman commented casually about something Anna swore was private. 

She reached down and handed the teenager a cup. It was a green calming tea. “One of my crows saw you this week.”
 
Inside, Anna groaned. She had forgotten that the crows had been watching from afar. Crows weren't actually crows, but spirits that you could befriend and use in everyday life. They became loyal only when you earned their trust, which was typically done by feeding and housing them. You couldn't sense or see unless you were also a powerful priest or priestess, so the teenager had been unaware of their presence. 

But not of their existence, as she had witnessed the crows years prior. This was part of the reason High Priestess Adsila was so friendly with her. She had been incredibly interested that the teenager could see the crows in their true form as coal-colored shadows. Anna had no idea why she could, but the priestess told her that it just meant her bond to the Goddess must be extremely strong.
 
One crow in question blinked into existence on High Priestess Adsila's arms, the woman stretching it out so the spirit could perch on it. It rubbed what had to be its head against her skin and chirped like a chick. “Have you been out practicing?”
 
There was no point in lying as the crows probably followed her around. “Yes.” She took a small sip of her tea and felt her body relax. 

It was familiar, but she didn't know if it was from this life or the last. “I've started to feel my awakening begin.
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Chapter Three


A few days prior  
 

Alone in the middle of an abandoned park stood a midnight-haired teenager. She was dressed in the uniform of a priestess student and carried a staff. The object was an activator, something you used to help cast spells and control your magic. 

Not all priests and priestesses used it these days, but typically more traditional ones did. Her hands shook as she held up the huge stick of metal, with the end being arrow-shaped. 

Connected to it was a collection of silver bangles that had beads and cloth tied to it like you would a ribbon in a child's hair. It was so mighty that the teenager could only manage to lift it straight by sinking the bottom half into the earth. 

She sighed and bent her head down against her sleeve to wipe away some of her sweat. After this, she closed her eyes and took in a gulp of some of the sweet, fertilizer-heavy air.
 
Anna received her activator in her second year after ranking at the top of her class. It wasn't like only the best students got them, everyone did. But those they felt that were incredibly gifted or valuable got theirs early. Lizbeth had gotten her activator, a pendant, a year prior and now then it was her turn. She was sad to admit she hadn't been able to practice more than a handful of times a month. 

The school was too hectic, as all second to third-year students had to take apprenticeships to get their official licenses. The sixteen-year-old would only have free time when she left her dorms to visit her new parents, and they wanted family time. She didn't have the heart to deny them that, even if it irritated her half the time. So, she had to go early in the morning to this decaying piece of land to practice uninterrupted.
 
And practice she would. Her hands felt slippery as her nerves bounced around in the pit of her stomach and she gripped the staff's pole. “Goddess, please heed my call and offer me a single drop of your endless power.” The exhausted teenager's legs shook as she planted her feet firmly into the ground and curled up her toes.
 
There was nothing that came to her at first and if she had been inexperienced, she would have gotten frustrated. But she had years of lessons and reading textbooks in the back of her mind. She waited patiently with her eyes firmly closed. After what had to be a minute or two of her standing, the staff began to feel hot. The Goddess was answering her plea for help and was rewarding her.
 
Since she resided in the sub, and the pits of the earth, that help came as heat. A type that only priests and priestesses could withstand without getting severe burns. Anna opened her eyes to see that her previously bronze brown staff was now a furious red. 

The girl tried to lift the staff and found that it had become nearly weightless. Her eyes widened at the sigh of scotch marks on the ground where she previously had it. The grass was now a crisp black, and the soil looked like it was made of charcoal.
 
Despite the change in its weight, the staff's pole was still too long to be positioned straight forward, directly in front of her chest. It wasn't smoking, but she could smell it. Her nose was burning from the heaviness of it that the increase in temperature generated upward. 

This was something she was going to have to get used to. When she started to use the staff and magic daily, there wouldn't be time to hesitate. She would need to learn to balance her physical limitations versus the deep pot of magic at her disposal.
 
All humans had that vast amount of magic within them. But you had to almost always be trained to use it. Sure, there were people who were born with an exceptional power that allowed them to work untrained. But they were often scouted very early in their childhood, usually before they were even six. Then they were taken in as wards of the state to be trained in the country's capital.
 
To be as skilled as a government-trained magic user, she needed to practice. Anna steeled her resolve as the staff linked itself to her mind and soul. “Lock on,” She didn't have to say this, but she found it helped. Her attention was on a tree. “Fire.”
 
Like a gun, the staff shot out with what looked to be a golden-tinted bullet. But it quickly expanded, ballooning into a shiny orb. The orb hit the tree and looked like it melted into the bark itself. 

The teenager waited patiently, sweating from the wave of hot steam that hit her face from the action. Like clockwork, the bark suddenly began to darken just like the soil had. It cracked down on the tree in an unruly manner, without any form of pattern, as the tree cooked itself.
 
Anna could smell whiffs of what had to be the plant dying from the inside out as she stood. Last week, she had done the same thing to an abandoned headstone that sat without a name. She left a food offering of bread to calm any offended undead before unloading into the stone. It crumbled like a burnt piece of toast in ten minutes. From what she could see with the tree, any type of plant melted much faster.
 
She tested out this discovery once more. The mighty staff glinted gold under the orange sky as she lifted as much as she could. This left the staff directly pointed at a large collection of tree branches and dying fruit. The fruit was long gone by now as the person responsible for taking care of this land gave up years ago. This left the apples promptly pruned and sunken in like a rotten tomato, almost in texture. 

Anna figured this would be a good test subject. With her eyes solely focused on the decaying plant life, she uttered the same words as before. But this time, she made sure to imagine the bullet instead as an arrow. 

She wanted it to fly free and sink itself directly into her target. With a grunt, she felt her body move backward as an arrow that had to be as large as a hammer shoot out. Her eyes widened. This was new but proved she was strong enough to not just shoot tiny bullets.
 
“Oh, goodness.” The dark-haired teenager muttered as the arrow hit a handful of the rotting apples and instantly exploded them. The remnants of the carcasses fell and showered her body in stinky fruit. “Ugh. Disgusting.” Her face was sour.
 
She spent the next ten minutes picking the remnants off of her face and her hair. This was going to be hard to explain to her new parents when she came back later that night. Even harder if she decided to just go to her dorm. Plus, her nose turned up, and she grimaced, she smelled heavily like a trashcan now. But she was satisfied with the development that she had made.
 
The arrow took more energy than a simple bullet, but it was worth it. It pretty much disintegrated what was in its path due to how wife and powerful its new form was. If she kept developing the arrows, she could make them as long as her arm and as wide as the tree trunk. 

Anna looked over at the tree, or where it used to be. Its entire body, from the bark to its roots, had been turned into a blackened blob of goo. The teenager couldn't help but think of what would happen if her bullet had met a human arm or head.
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Chapter Four


Head Priestess Adsila clapped her hands, the woman's long nails clicking together loudly. She had a supportive smile on her face as she spoke. “I'm so happy to hear that your calls to the Goddess were heard. Your activator will come in handy when you're finally put on the field for your last semester.” She gave her a smug look. 
 
Anna had to look down to keep the woman from seeing her lack of enthusiasm. The teenager had been nervous about her field work since her first year. It was known that in recent years that students had been given more and more assignments. 

She wasn't going to be helping the elderly clean their house or help feed the poor. No, the academy made it clear she would be actually helping fight enemies of the country. Priestesses in combat were incredibly deadly, and there was tension on the borders these days.
 
Anna wasn't interested in killing anyone. Sure, it was rare for students to be thrown into actually horrible parts of combat. They usually stayed back to deal with the injured and to help assist in taking down meager threats. But there was always a chance she might seriously hurt someone with the power gifted to her. It wasn't like she was ungrateful for what the Goddess had awarded her.
 
No, she was incredibly thankful for the change compared to her old life. But she also wasn't willing to squander her second chance. She wasn't interested in getting revenge or hurting anyone badly. 

All she wanted to do was to live a good life this time, where she faded into the background. The teenager felt like she was one of the few priestesses in training who felt so hesitant. Her cup of tea looked dull as she stared down into it and listened to Head Priestess Adsila talk.
 
The woman was saying that staff users weren't very common these days. Girls typically jumped at the new trend of having activators be jewelry. She knew firsthand that Adsila was right, as Lizbeth had a pendant like her activator that was worth an arm and a leg. Anna didn't have the funds to do such a thing, but if this was her old self, she would have spent thousands on bangles or jewels. Activators were accessories and weapons.
 
“You should work on your upper arm strength, however,” Head Priestess Adsila noted, which Anna found herself inquiring more about. “While the Goddess gives us her strength, it isn't permanent. You will feel your energy drain away once your activator deactivates and you're back to your normal self. Exercise will matter.”
 
“I haven't really had the time. The course load is just getting more intense with the academy growing to include more advanced lessons.” Anna confessed with a frown.
 
Her body could only strengthen so much as Anna was a normal sixteen-year-old. Sure, she had been miraculously reborn, but that was only internally. She didn't have the strength or priestess knowledge of a fifty plus year old. No. She had everything that any teenager would have at their disposal. The academy did train her and threw her in a gym four times a week, but she wasn't a muscle clad giant. She was just a girl.
 
There was a reason Anna was still competing tooth and nail against normal teenagers who attended her classes. They had advantages through their families' pockets and connections that gave them more power. The dilemma she faced showed her how foolish she had been in her past life. 

Morwenna had a good deal of money and power, but she was too naïve to actually use it. Now, she was the daughter of a family that had no wealth and had no friends who ran the school. She was just a background character who was cunning enough to get a scholarship.
 
Focusing on her magic and cultivating it was her best chance. “But I'm not that worried about it, Head Priestess Adsila. My connection to the Goddess is strong.” The student watched Adsila hum, giving her a doubtful but impressed glance.
 
“The Goddess may call out to you, and I understand. But I don't want to see you fall in battle because you're putting all your faith in her.” The Head Priestess's words scolded her from just how intense and heartfelt they were. She was serious.
 
Anna didn't want to risk offending the shaky ally ship the two had. It was better to play it safe while still defending her opinion. “I understand. But I will put all of my energy into mastering the goddess's craft, so I'm worthy of my future title.”
 
She placed a hand on Anna's shoulder. Her nails felt heavy with the weight of each decoration, hitting the smaller girl full force. “If that's what your heart is telling you is best, then you should go through with it. But don't ignore my advice.”
 
The teenager was going to quickly retort and say she wasn't trying to, but the room door opened. Both of the room's occupants froze with the Head Priestess slowly developing a neat little smile. In came a teenage boy with ash blonde hair and eyes that told Anna he was also shocked. He was wearing the uniform of the male part of their large, almost mountainous academy that they lived in. Their gazes met and instantly both instinctively looked away.
 
Anna's eyes went to the wall with a sigh, leaving her lips as she set her cup down. She stood up and swallowed the lump growing in her throat. It was clear by the lack of scolding from Head Priestess Adsila she had been expecting the student to come. 

This put both teenagers in an awkward spot, as they were strictly forbidden from interacting the way they were now. Being alone in a room when classes were over and they should be studying was a disaster in the making. Even with the Head Priestess there, it was a sticky situation to be in.
 
The priestess in question stood up and clapped her hands. “I've been wanting to introduce you two, but haven't found the time. What a coincidence that you both wanted to speak to me today,” Adsila gave the boy, who had frozen with wide eyes, a look and waved him over. “Gladwin, come over here and meet Eliana.”
 
Anna watched the blonde walk over to the pair hesitantly. He looked incredibly frail up close, making the teenager doubt his health status. His cheekbones were very sharp, along with his jaw being shaped like a box. Despite these abnormalities, Gladwin looked like a teenager around her age. His uniform was crisp and clean, with his hands worn from most likely training moments earlier. She could tell from the way he was trying to avoid her gaze that he was also observing her body.
 
The midnight-haired teenager was sure that she had never seen him before. His confused expression said the same thing, with his eyes squinting. The entire meeting was awkward, as it was clear the academy's teachings had stuck. 

They didn't know if it was safe to talk to each other. Male students just didn't hang out with the female students in their world. It was too dangerous, and they avoided each other like the plague to keep their asses off of the chopping block.
 
Anna decided to take the plunge after what had to be five whole minutes of just staring and flinching. She bowed her head briefly before looking the teenager in the eyes and offered up her right hand to shake. “Hello, it's nice to meet you. My name is Anna and I'm a student in the female division studying combat based magic.”
 
He rushed to hold her hand. “Sorry.” His palm was sweaty, but his skin felt ice cold. “My name is Gladwin, but everyone calls me Edwin. I'm studying healing based magic, but I initially was in the combat course.” Hearing this piqued her interest.
 
“The healing course is an entirely unique structure compared to combat,” Anna said before her curiosity caused her to ask a question. “Have you been assigned a Koinonos, then? I know that healers typically have one these days.”
 
A Koinonos was the second person in a priestess or priest duo who wasn't a healer. In recent years, they found that giving healers an assigned partner was more effective than sending them out alone. It wasn't like healers were weak. 

In fact, healers had historically been some of the most powerful magic users out there. It was because of this reputation that they needed someone to protect and aid the in field work.
 
You would typically target an army's healer first. Without a healer, more men and women on your side will succumb to their wounds. And the injured will become a liability not only in battle, but in life. It also didn't help that the course for healers had always been notoriously difficult. There were a lot more lectures and textbook reading than one might think to graduate. This was why you would rarely see anyone transferring to be one.
 
Edwin rubbed the back of his head and blushed. “I haven't. Since I switched over my second year, I had a lot to catch up on. By the time I finished, they told me I'd have to wait till a Head Priest approved of me even trying to get one.”
 
The teenager frowned and nodded her head in a show of sympathy. She knew that with the competitive nature of their environment made the pressure to catch up even greater. “I'm sorry to hear about that. I'm sure the Head Priests will give you permission before field work begins for all of us.”
 
“Which is why I'm glad you two are here!” The Head Priestess clapped her hands, interrupting the conversation between the two. 

A smirk was on her face as she said what Anna believed to be a misunderstanding. “Edwin, Anna here has been chosen as your Koinonos after hours of heavy discussion between us.”
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Chapter Five


The teenage girl walked into the empty park she had been in days before to practice. She saw an ash-haired boy wearing a heavy coat with a tired look in his eyes ahead of her. It was Edwin he had agreed to meet her after class.  
They couldn't talk in the school courtyard. This was because female and male students couldn't interact. She reasoned that even when the school day was over, someone could still see. Nobody knew yet that they had been chosen to work together. 
They would jump to conclusions and ruin both of their reputations. Anna knew that as his Koinonos, her job was to protect the teen and ensure he completed his training successfully. While she wasn't ready to enter combat the teenager knew she had to accept her position. 
As a highly regarded student, there was always the chance she would become a Koinonos. She had just stupidly believed deep down that it would never happen. Anna had been a mess since being told by Head Priestess Adsila that there was no way to challenge the decision.
 
Edwin had the same struggle in the way he approached her. The teenager rushed over and was flushed in the face as he talked. “Anna,” He stopped and bowed in a show of respect which she appreciated. “I'm so happy you wanted to meet and talk.”
 
“Head Priestess Adsila was clear that we will work together till graduation. Since that's the case, I wanted to speak to you







