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Prologue. The Philosophy of Touch
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My sweet spirit, the morning after our night under the stars was... marvelous. We woke up in the same bed, wrapped in each other’s arms, our hair strewn across the pillow. The room smelled of something cozy and right—jasmine, mint, and our shared, lazy happiness. We had a leisurely breakfast, laughing and sharing pastries, and for the first time, I felt that this incredible, prickly Faila wasn't just my roommate or rival. She was becoming my lover.

But all that cozy, sleepy bliss evaporated the moment we walked into the lecture hall.

Today was Higher Cosmology, and the atmosphere was like a crypt. No soft cushions or fragrant candles here. Just rows of stark stone benches, a high ceiling that disappeared into the gloom, and an absolute, ringing silence. The students sat bolt upright, as if they’d swallowed poles, not even whispering among themselves.

Faila and I sat at our desk—a heavy, oak thing, scratched by generations of students. Faila winked at me, and I felt the tension ease just a little.

The lecture was given by Matrona Kaela, a dragoness as ancient as the Academy itself. She was nothing like the hetaeras or courtesans. Tall, gaunt, with her hair braided into a tight silver knot, she wore a severe dark dress. She peered at us over her glasses, and in her gray, storm-cloud eyes, there wasn't a drop of warmth. Only pure, cold intellect.

“Today,” she began, her voice as dry as the rustle of old parchment, “we will set aside poetic metaphors and speak of the pure physics of magic. I will show you that the love between two female entities is immutable and creative. We will speak of the two systems upon which worlds are built.”

“The first system is the Dialectic of Opposites.”

She waved her hand, and a glowing diagram appeared in the air before us: two points, non-female and female, from which arrows shot out, colliding with each other. “This system is based on conflict. Attraction and repulsion. Creation and destruction. The non-female and the female. It is an eternal struggle that generates energy. But this energy is unstable. It is linear. It has a beginning—the collision—and an end—exhaustion. This is the path of the warrior, not the creator. It is finite. This system predominates in the lower worlds, such as those from which newcomers arrive in our Azuiron. A vivid illustration is the planet Earth, for example.”

I listened, trying to grasp the dry theory, when I felt a light touch under the table. It was Faila’s hand. She touched my knee, her fingers warm. I glanced at her. She was watching the lecturer with a composed expression, but a faint, cunning smile played on her lips.

I didn’t pull away. I covered her hand with mine. Our fingers intertwined in a secret, warm nest beneath the cold oak desktop.

“The second system,” Matrona Kaela continued, “the one upon which Azuiron is built, is the System of Resonant Unity.”

The diagram in the air changed. It was no longer a line, but a figure eight lying on its side. The symbol of infinity. It pulsed gently with a soft, steady light. “Here, there is no conflict. There is resonance. Two female entities, two identically charged magical waves, do not collide upon contact. They superimpose, amplifying their amplitude to infinity. This is a closed, self-sufficient circuit. Energy is not spent in struggle; it circulates, accumulates, and transforms. The love between two women is not a dialogue. It is a unison. It is a perpetual motion machine that fuels itself.”

And as she spoke those words, Faila’s hand began its journey under the table. Her fingers crept slowly, teasingly, up the inside of my thigh. I held my breath. I tried to listen to the words “resonance” and “amplitude,” but my entire being was riveted to those slow, confident touches. My skin burned beneath the thin fabric of my tunic.

“This system is stable,” Matrona Kaela stated crisply. “It is not subject to entropy. It does not create offspring through rupture and pain, through the invasion of one into another. It creates through surplus. When the magical energy in this closed circuit reaches a critical mass, it crystallizes into new life. This is how dragonesses are born. Not from struggle, but from harmony. From pure, concentrated ecstasy.”

Her words mingled in my head with the sensations. Philosophy and reality merged into one. Here it was, this “closed circuit”—right here, under the desk. Here it was, this “circulating energy”—it was coursing through my veins, making my heart beat faster. Faila’s fingers reached the edge of my underwear. She paused for a teasing moment, then slipped beneath the fabric.

I gasped softly and gripped the edge of the desk. My body became a single, taut nerve. I looked at the impassive face of Matrona Kaela, at the pulsing infinity symbol in the air, but I was soaring into another universe. Faila knew what she was doing. Oh, gods, she knew. Her touches were gentle yet insistent. She didn't rush. She explored, teased, bringing me to the edge, then retreating, making me silently beg for more.

“The eternal love that poets write about is not a metaphor,” the lecturer was saying. “It is a physical law of our universe. It is the infinite cycle of giving and receiving between two like entities, which...”

She kept talking, but I no longer heard the words. Her voice became a distant, background hum. The world narrowed to two points: her voice and Faila’s touch. And at some point, those two points merged.

Faila found the very center of my little hurricane. And the moment Matrona Kaela said the word “ecstasy,” my world exploded.

My darling, it was unlike anything else. It wasn’t a wave. It was as if... as if something crystalline had shattered inside me, and millions of tiny, ringing shards scattered throughout my body. I didn't see darkness behind my closed eyelids, but a blinding, golden light. I inhaled sharply, soundlessly, arching on the bench, my fingers digging into Faila’s hand until it hurt. A second, two, an eternity—and it was over. A wave of such pure, all-consuming bliss washed over me that tears rolled down my cheeks.

I slowly opened my eyes. The lecture was ending. Matrona Kaela was erasing the glowing diagram from the air. Faila calmly removed her hand as if nothing had happened. She turned to me, and on her lips played a tiny, triumphant, tender smile.

I sat there, completely drained, blissful, and shaken to my core. And I looked at Faila with a new, reverent awe. The dry, scientific philosophy we had just heard had turned out to be the hottest, most real, and most beautiful thing in the world. And my incredible, impossible Faila had just given me a practical demonstration.
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Chapter 1. The Academy, or How It All Begins
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Darling, have you ever woken up with the feeling that your body knows something you haven’t yet understood?

My dream was exactly that: dark as a velvet night and sweet as the scent of orchids that bloom only under the moon.

I was standing waist-deep in water that shimmered like liquid silver. Gentle currents caressed my skin in warm waves, like a lover’s soft fingers. The pool, carved from smooth volcanic glass, pulsed with a soft light, like the living heart of the world. At the other end, wreathed in clouds of silvery steam, was her. Her silhouette was fluid and dangerous, like a panther poised to strike, and her eyes were two molten gold suns in the darkness. She didn’t call to me. She just watched, and that gaze pulled me in more powerfully than any chain, robbing me of will and air.

She smiled—slowly, knowing her power. The smile revealed the tips of perfectly straight teeth, and I thought I heard a faint chime, like crystal glasses clinking. She whispered my name, not the one my mothers called me, but another—a secret one known only to my soul, and that whisper, meant only for a woman’s ears, sent an icy fire across my skin. She stepped into the black water, and it embraced the curve of her hip with a possessive caress. When she came closer, her finger, cold from the obsidian, touched my lips, leaving a brand on them—searing and sweet. And in that moment, I knew I had been waiting my whole life for this very touch.

I woke up not to a call, but to a hunger.

A wild, primal hunger that twisted my insides into a tight, hot knot. My heart hammered against my ribs like a war drum, setting the rhythm for a new, unfamiliar desire. The sheets were tangled, and a heat pulsed between my thighs—a phantom memory of her gaze, of her finger on my lips. The air in the bedroom still seemed to smell of orchids and honey, and the ghost of her promise lingered on my tongue. I had just turned twenty-one a week ago, and for the first time in my life, I realized with deafening clarity: my body craved more than a simple touch. It craved her. Her skin, her scent, her power.

I was on my way to the prestigious Sapphic Academy, driven by this hunger. Landscapes flew past the window, but I didn’t see them, scanning the face of every girl I met, searching for a glimmer of that molten gold from my dream. I was looking for her.

The Academy itself didn’t stand on the ground—it grew out of it, a predatory white flower of stone whose spires scratched the clouds. The proctor, Madame Ivet, met me in the hall. Her violet eyes bored into me with such intensity, it was as if she saw not my face, but the very dream that still burned beneath my skin.

“You have dual blood in you,” her voice was like the touch of cold silk. “The fire of a dragon and the submission of a mortal. But what is this I see in your eyes? Fear?”

“Anticipation,” I managed to say.

As she led me down endless corridors, I realized the walls weren't just walls. They were covered in frescoes. Not just paintings, but entire poems written on plaster in flesh-toned paints. Nude women, their bodies both powerful and graceful, read scrolls to one another, nestled in each other’s arms on wide couches. Another fresco depicted two warriors after a battle; one was laughingly washing blood from the other’s shoulder. Another still—a group of girls in translucent tunics, lounging by a pool, their fingers intertwined, their gazes full of lazy languor. A treacherous blush flooded my cheeks. I had never seen anything like it. It was so open, so shameless, and... so beautiful. This was art that didn't hide female love, but celebrated it.

Madame Ivet noticed my gaze and smirked.

“Fear is a boring ingredient, child. It makes the flesh bland. But hunger... hunger is what we work with here. Come. Your roommate doesn’t like to wait.”

My room. Door number seventeen. I pushed it open and was enveloped in the scent of spiced ink, old leather, and something elusively warm—the scent of a woman’s skin after sleep. On the walls, among shelves of books, hung several engravings, as if cut from the very textbooks they studied here. In one, two girls in wreaths fed each other grapes, their lips inches apart. In another, a woman with strong arms taught a young girl to shoot a bow, standing behind and embracing her, their bodies pressed together in a pose of intimate mentorship.

And in the middle of it all was her—Faila. She was sitting on the windowsill, cleaning a small dagger. The light from the window outlined her silhouette, turning a simple silk shirt into a work of art. She raised her green-and-gold eyes to me.

“And here’s the sacrifice,” she drawled. “The new girl. With the eyes of a frightened doe. Take it off.” She waved the dagger lazily toward my traveling dress.

It was an order. Under her hypnotic, predatory gaze, I fumbled with the buttons. The dress fell to my feet. I stood before her, trembling with a vulnerability that somehow felt like the highest form of power. She circled me. Her gaze was a physical touch, gliding over my shoulders, my breasts, the curve of my waist, making my skin burn.

“Not bad,” she delivered her verdict. “Good material. But too much tension right here.”

Her finger touched my collarbone. The touch was real, warm, and it sent an electric shock through my entire body.

“Feel that?” she whispered in my ear, her lips so close I could feel their warmth. “That’s your magic responding to mine. It wants to play. Will you let it?”

I could only nod, closing my eyes.

“Good girl,” Faila smirked. “Beauty should be freed, not hidden. Remember that. That’s the first lesson.”

That evening, we sat on the balcony. The night was velvet. I stared, mesmerized, at Faila’s lips, at how they closed around the filter of her cigarette, at the moist gleam from the wine. I thought about how I would give anything to know their taste. She caught my gaze and smiled slowly.

Putting out her cigarette, she leaned forward and whispered, “Like what you see, little doe?”

I flushed, but she caught my chin with her fingers, forcing me to look at her.

“Don’t hide. Get used to it. Here, you will learn not only to look, but to take.”
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Chapter 2. The Cosmology of Azuiron
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Dear, a morning at the Academy is like taking a breath after a long dive. And this morning didn’t arrive with the dawn, but with a scent. The same one that had followed me since I first entered this room: spiced ink, leather, and the musky, warm fragrance of Faila. I opened my eyes to see she was already dressed and sitting on her bed, lacing up her tall boots. Her movements were precise and economical, like a fencer’s before a duel. She wore a simple but perfectly tailored tunic of dark green velvet that made her green eyes look almost bewitching.

“Awake, little doe?” she asked without looking at me. “I hope you didn’t have any nightmares. Though, from the look on your face, your dreams were... interesting.”

My cheeks flushed at the memory of golden eyes and a pool of black obsidian. I sat up in bed, clutching the sheet as if it could hide my thoughts.

“First lecture is in an hour,” Faila continued, standing up. “The Cosmology of Azuiron. A deadly bore, if it weren't for the lecturer. Try not to drool too obviously. It’s considered bad form.”

She winked at me and left the room, leaving a trail of teasing confidence in her wake. I dressed quickly, choosing a simple indigo tunic. My fingers trembled. Every detail of this morning—from Faila’s glance to the anticipation of the lecture—felt electrified, charged with hidden meaning.

The lecture hall was like a sanctuary. High vaulted ceilings disappeared into the darkness, and light poured through narrow stained-glass windows that depicted not saints, but scenes from the lives of great dragonesses and their Chosen. Here, a dragoness with hair of liquid fire kissed the wrist of her warrior beloved. There, two hetaeras, their bodies entwined, read a star chart embroidered on silk. The walls were adorned with bas-reliefs of ritual dances, embraces, moments of tenderness and power. The entire hall was a hymn to female love, power, and magic.

I found an empty spot on one of the stone benches. The students around me were whispering, their voices merging into a low, excited hum. Faila sat down next to me, her hip pressing against mine, sending a spark between us. She leaned in, her hair brushing my cheek, the jasmine scent intoxicating.

“See that one, with the platinum hair?” she whispered. “They say she can make a rose bloom with a single glance. And the one with the snake tattoo on her neck—she’s the best at the art of whispers. Her words can make you tell all your secrets.”

I was only half-listening, my attention riveted to the white marble lectern at the center of the hall. I was waiting. My body was waiting, every cell vibrating with anticipation.

And then, she entered.

Time stopped. The air in the hall grew thick as honey. All conversation died. She didn't move like ordinary people—she flowed, her long dress the color of molten gold streaming behind her like a comet’s tail. Her hair was the color of dark honey, gathered in a complex style, though a few strands had escaped to frame her face. And her eyes...

Gods. They were the same eyes. Two pure, shining suns. Two lakes of molten gold you could drown in. It was her. The woman from my dream.

She ascended the dais and swept her gaze across the hall. When her eyes met mine for a fraction of a second, a real jolt of electricity shot through my body. I held my breath. She didn't recognize me, of course not. But she saw me. I felt it as clearly as the warmth of her gaze on my skin.

“Good morning,” her voice was low, velvety, with a slight rasp that made something deep inside me vibrate. It enveloped me, seeping under my skin. “My name is Eliza. And today, we will speak of what is the blood and soul of our world. We will speak of love.”

My heart skipped a beat. Eliza. Her name was like music.

“Many of you came here thinking that the magic of Azuiron is about spells, runes, and artifacts,” she continued, pacing slowly before us. Her movements were hypnotic. “That is a lie. That is the shell. The true magic, the power that holds our stars in the sky and makes our mountains breathe, is the energy born from the union of two women.”

She stopped and looked directly into the hall. Her golden eyes seemed to peer into the soul of every one of us.

“Our world was not born from chaos. It was born from a kiss. The kiss of the First Dragoness, whose body was woven from stardust, and the first Chosen—a mortal woman who came from another, colder world, but whose heart burned with a fire to rival the sun. Their love was so strong, so all-consuming, that it gave birth to reality. It became the first law of our cosmology.”

I listened, mesmerized. This wasn't a dry lecture. This was a revelation.

“Dragonesses,” Eliza touched her chest, “we are the source. We are untamed, elemental magic. Fire, water, earth, sky. But without a catalyst, this power is formless and destructive. The Chosen become that catalyst. Their devotion, their passion, their adoration—that is what gives our magic form and purpose. Their love transforms chaos into creation.”

Her gaze drifted over the rows again. I could feel my own magic, dormant within me, begin to stir, reaching for her like a flower to the sun.

“But love is not only the grand feelings between two. It is an entire ecosystem. That is why our world has hetaeras and courtesans.” A soft sigh went through the hall at these words. “They are not mere women of pleasure, as they think in primitive worlds. They are priestesses. They are the engineers of our reality. Hetaeras teach the philosophy of desire, the art of the gaze, the power of a touch. Courtesans are the practice. They teach the body to speak the language of passion, to synchronize breath, to share energy through a kiss. They ensure the circulation of magical energy in our society, preventing it from stagnating. Every embrace, every whisper, every glance full of desire is a tiny stream that flows into the great river of Azuiron’s magic.”

I sat there, unable to move. The world I knew had suddenly gained depth and meaning. Everything I’d been feeling—my dream, my awakening, my embarrassment under Faila’s gaze—it wasn’t just girlish foolishness. It was part of a grand design.

“And when the union of a dragoness and her Chosen reaches its apex,” Eliza’s voice grew quieter, more intimate, “when their love and magic merge into a single, blinding flame, new life is born. Not of flesh, but of spirit. In a ritual. That is how new dragonesses are born. From the pure ecstasy of creation.”

I imagined her in that ritual—her hands sliding over the skin of her Chosen, her lips whispering incantations. My fantasy was so vivid, I almost moaned aloud.

Faila nudged me again, her nails scratching my wrist lightly, bringing me back to reality. “Careful,” she whispered, her voice full of laughter and something else—danger? Desire? “You’re thinking too loudly.”

I forced myself to look at the desk, but my fingers were trembling as I gripped my quill. Eliza continued speaking, her voice flowing like a river, washing away my thoughts. She spoke of the myths of Azuiron: of the first dragoness who created the world from her flame, of the newcomers from other planets who became the Chosen if their hearts answered a dragoness's call. Of how love between women was not just a feeling, but a force capable of igniting stars.

The beautiful lecturer fell silent, letting us absorb her words. The hall was absolutely still. I looked at her—at her lips, the curve of her neck, the way the light played in her hair—and I felt something more than mere admiration being born within me. It was recognition. It was an attraction so powerful it stole my breath. I wanted her. Not just as a woman. I wanted her as my sun, as my destiny, as the answer to all the questions I hadn’t even had a chance to ask yet.

The lecture ended. The students began to rise slowly, their faces pensive and excited. But I remained seated, unable to tear my gaze from Eliza as she gathered her scrolls.

And then I felt a warm breath at my ear.

“Your cheeks are burning, little doe.”

Faila’s voice snapped me out of my trance. I flinched and turned. She was standing beside me, her lips curved in a knowing smirk.

“She’s good, isn’t she?” Faila continued in a whisper, looking at Eliza. “A voice that makes your knees weak and eyes you want to burn up in. But be careful. That fire burns. Especially naive little things like you. Thinking about her fingers? Ha!”

She ran the tip of her nail down my flaming cheek. Her touch was both a mockery and a warning. Then she turned and walked toward the exit, leaving me alone—shattered, enchanted, and desperately, hopelessly in love.
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Chapter 3. The Rite of Initiation in Water
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After Eliza’s lecture, my world lost its focus. It split into two states: a dull, gray “without her” and a dazzling, golden “with her.” The following classes—Geometry of the Embrace and Alchemy of the Whisper—passed in a haze. I sat on the same stone bench but heard none of the lecturers' words. All I could hear was the echo of Eliza's voice, her velvety timbre seeming to imprint itself forever on my hearing. I didn’t see the diagrams on the board, but the curve of her lips as she said the word “love.” My body remembered the heat of her gaze, and that memory was more eloquent than any theory. I was smitten. Infected. Cursed and blessed all at once.

Lunch in the common dining hall was an ordeal. The huge hall with its long oak tables hummed like a beehive. The air was thick with the aromas of baked bread, spiced stews, and sweet herbal wine. The students behaved differently than I was used to seeing in school cafeterias. There was no rush or alienation here. It was a daily ritual, a continuation of their lessons. A girl with olive-toned skin fed her neighbor with a spoon, who laughed, tilting her head back. Another pair, sitting close, drank wine from a single goblet. Everywhere there were touches: fingers sliding over a wrist; a hand resting lazily on a shoulder; feet intertwining under the table. The air smelled of bread, herbs, and their skin. It was a casual, pervasive intimacy that made my heart beat faster.

“If you keep staring at your empty plate like that, it’ll fall in love with you before our lecturer does,” Faila’s teasing voice sounded just over my ear.

She sat down opposite me, placing a goblet of dark red wine and a plate of cheese and fruit on the table. “You’re completely lost, little doe. Swimming in your golden daydreams. Eat. You’ll need your strength for tonight.”

“What’s happening tonight?” I asked, struggling to pull my attention away from my thoughts.

“The initiation rite,” Faila broke off a piece of cheese and held it to my lips. I instinctively opened my mouth. The taste was sharp, salty, and for a moment, it brought me back to reality. “At the black lake. All the new girls go through it. They say the water washes away your past life and prepares your body for true female love. And she will be leading it. Your goddess.”

My heart plummeted. Eliza. Tonight. At the lake.

The rest of the day turned into a single, agonizing wait. We returned to our room, and the atmosphere had changed. It grew thick, charged with anticipation, like the air before a thunderstorm. Girls in the neighboring rooms quietly hummed ritual melodies. The air filled with the scents of oils—sandalwood, jasmine, ylang-ylang. It was the smell of preparation, of sacred rites.

Faila removed her tunic, leaving her in a thin chemise. She poured a little golden oil into her palm and began to slowly rub it into the skin of her shoulders, arms, and neck in circular motions. I couldn’t look away. Her body, in the soft light of the evening sun, seemed carved from ivory.

“Don’t just stand there like a post,” she said without turning. “Get ready. Your body is your altar. It must be clean and anointed.”

She handed me the vial. The oil was warm and smelled of something bittersweet, like night-blooming flowers. I followed her example, and my own touches on my skin felt new. I wasn't just applying oil; I was awakening my body, preparing it for something important. When I reached back to oil my shoulder blades, Faila came up behind me.

“Let me,” she whispered. Her fingers, slick with oil, touched my back. They were warm and strong. She slowly worked the oil into my skin, her touches confident, knowing. A shiver that had nothing to do with cold ran down my spine. I froze, barely breathing.

“That’s it,” her voice was low and deep. “You must learn to accept care. And pleasure.”

Then we dressed in the simple white linen tunics that had been provided for us. Barefoot, with our hair down, we looked like priestesses of some ancient cult. And perhaps we were.

As the twilight deepened to a violet velvet, a soft gong sounded. We emerged from our rooms and joined a silent procession. Dozens of girls in white, their faces serious and focused, moved along the garden paths toward the lake. The only sound was the rustle of our tunics and the chirping of cicadas.

The Black Lake was vast and still, like a slice of obsidian reflecting the first, bold stars. Tall torches burned along its shore, their flames snatching pale faces and white robes from the darkness. The air smelled of damp earth, water, and smoke. We lined up on the black sand, and the very act of waiting became almost tangible.

And then she appeared. Eliza. She was dressed in a dark blue, almost black tunic that merged with the night, making her skin and golden eyes glow with an otherworldly light. She didn’t walk—she strode, like a goddess descended to earth. Everything stilled. Even the torch flames seemed to hold their breath.

“I greet you, daughters of Azuiron,” her voice carried over the water, low and commanding, piercing to the very soul. “Tonight, you have come to the source. To the cradle of our world. This lake remembers the first kiss that gave birth to reality. Its water is not just water. It is liquid memory. Liquid magic. Tonight, it will accept you. It will wash from you the dust of other worlds, your fears and your doubts. It will make you a part of Azuiron.”

She spoke, and her words were not just sounds. They were a spell.

“Enter it. Do not fear the cold. Feel how it embraces you. Let it know you. Let yourselves know it. She is your first lover.”

She herself was the first to step into the water. The water accepted her without a splash, closing around her hips. One by one, we followed.

The water was shockingly cold. It seared my skin, making me gasp. But the cold lasted only a moment. It was replaced by a tingling, and then an enveloping, pulsating warmth, as if I had submerged myself not in water, but in a living embrace. The water caressed my skin like silk, like a lover's touch. I waded in up to my waist and stopped, tilting my head back to the starry sky. Dozens of girls in white stood in the black, internally glowing water, a sight from another world. I looked at Eliza, her silhouette clearly defined against the moonlit path on the water, and my heart sang with reverence and something else for which I had no name.

And in that moment, I felt a touch. A warm, confident hand rested on my waist, right at the border of water and air. I started. It was Faila. Her fingers gently squeezed my skin through the wet fabric. From that simple touch, a jolt shot through my body—sharp, hot, utterly terrestrial. It was different from the magic diffused in the water. This was the magic of the body, the magic of desire.

I turned my head. Faila was standing very close, her wet hair stuck to her cheeks, and in the torchlight, daring sparks danced in her dark eyes. She said nothing, only smiled faintly.

And then I felt it. The other gaze. Heavy as molten gold, all-penetrating. I looked up and met it. Across the entire surface of the water, Eliza was watching me. She saw us. Her face was as impassive as an ancient statue’s, but her eyes... her eyes were blazing. There was no anger or judgment in them. There was pure, primal power. Possessiveness. A warning. A fire that instantly incinerated the small spark Faila had lit.

My heart stopped, then began to pound furiously. Faila's hand slid from my waist.

Eliza raised her arms, and the water around us began to glow from within with a soft, pearlescent light. She began to sing—not words, just a long, deep sound, and we joined in, our voices merging into a single, vibrating hum that seemed to make both the water and the stars tremble.

When we emerged onto the shore, wrapping ourselves in rough towels, I was shivering. But not from the cold. I was shivering with the realization that I was caught between two fires. Between Faila's daring, teasing flame and Eliza's all-consuming, sacred fire. And I understood that my first real lesson at this Academy had just begun. I wanted them both. Faila right now, and Eliza forever. Oh, goddesses of Azuiron! What they do to new students at this Academy is enough to drive you mad.

The celebration continued. Next came music and dancing.

The hall was ablaze, my dear, as if the very heart of Azuiron were beating within it. Candles cast golden reflections on the walls, the music—violins and lutes—pounded like my own pulse, and the air trembled with the scents of jasmine and orchids, so thick I could barely breathe. The students, still damp from the lake, spun in the dance, their white tunics clinging to their skin, outlining every curve, every line of their bodies. Silken hair streamed over their shoulders like waterfalls, and in this chaos of movement, I felt more alive than ever. My dragon blood was on fire and I knew: this wasn't just a feast. It was a continuation of the ritual, where every glance, every touch, gave birth to magic.

And then she walked in. Eliza. Gods, you should have seen her! Her black dress hugged her hips like a second skin, accentuating every curve, and her golden eyes shone like two suns in the night. Her amber scent—warm, deep, with a note of musk—went straight to my head like wine. I froze, my heart pounding so hard I feared it would break my ribs. She moved through the hall, her steps like a dance, and every student fell silent, following her with their eyes. I wanted to be that gaze, wanted to be the air that touched her skin. Eliza looked at me—just for a moment, but it was enough to make my knees go weak. Her eyes were like hot wine pouring directly into my veins, and I, a virgin who had not yet known love, understood: I was lost.

Faila, my daring roommate, noticed my gaze. Her green-and-gold eyes flashed, and with that predatory smile of hers, she grabbed my hand. “Come on, little doe,” she whispered, her voice like honey and pepper, “show me what you’ve got.” She pulled me into the dance, and oh, gods, it wasn’t just a dance. Our hips brushed, her fingers slid around my waist, through the wet tunic, and their every movement was like a spark starting a fire. Her silky hair, smelling of jasmine, grazed my cheek, her breath—hot, a little ragged—scorched my neck. I could feel magic sparking between us like stars falling in the night. The hall spun, the candles flickered, and I was drowning in her closeness, in her audacity, in her warmth. But my eyes were searching for Eliza.

She stood at the edge of the hall, her golden gaze following us, and there was something... possessive in it. As if she knew I belonged to her, even if I hadn't figured it out myself yet. Faila, sensing this, squeezed my waist tighter, her lips moving closer to my ear. “You’re looking at her, little doe, but you’re dancing with me,” she whispered, and her voice was a mix of jealousy and challenge. And then, on impulse, she pulled me closer, so close our breasts touched, and her lips found mine.

The kiss was like lightning. Her lips, soft, tasting of wine and jasmine, moved with a confidence, a hunger, that mirrored my own. Magic exploded—the hall shuddered, the candles flickered, and I felt my dragon blood begin to sing, as if someone had plucked the strings of my soul. It was my first kiss, my dear, and it was... overwhelming. I, a virgin who knew nothing beyond her own fantasies, drowned in that moment. But then I opened my eyes and saw her—Eliza. Her gaze was a mixture of fire and pain, as if I had stolen something that belonged to her. My chest tightened, and I pulled away from Faila, my lips burning, my body trembling with a mixture of shame and desire.

I broke away and ran out into the garden, where the night was velvet and the stars seemed too close. My skin still smelled of Faila’s jasmine and Eliza’s amber, though the latter hadn't even touched me. I leaned against a tree, trying to catch my breath, but my heart wouldn’t calm down. And then I noticed a pendant around Faila's neck when she had kissed me—silver, with a dragon sigil, similar to the one I'd seen in my dream about Eliza. What did it mean? What connected them? My head was spinning, I was in turmoil.

Damn it, so many sensations...

Suddenly, a warm hand grabbed mine. It was Lira, the student with platinum hair
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