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Dragons love the most.

More than one princess had a knight who turned out to be a disappointment —

so she sighed wistfully and went off with the dragon instead.
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The Blue Wonder's Gaze 

When you go to a reptile expo, you usually have a plan in your head — a shopping list, or at least a sense of curiosity. I had plans too. But then, eight years ago, among hundreds of other creatures, he looked at me. Tiny, small enough to fit in the palm of a hand, with a tail thin as a thread. Wonderfully blue. In that split second, something happened that I can't rationally explain — I simply knew he had chosen me.

His name became Mio. In Italian, it means: mine. My one and only, my long-awaited, my green king (though back then, he was blue).

Before I could bring him home, though — before he became the rightful ruler of my pillows — I had to have the hardest conversation of my life. A conversation with myself. I read books, studied anatomy, learned about lizard body language. But the most important question I asked myself was this: "Will you love him just as much if he ever jumps and cuts your face?"

This wasn't about owning an exotic novelty. I knew I was taking home a living, thinking, and incredibly proud creature. I knew that an animal wouldn't understand human rejection. What people are capable of doing to reptiles out of ignorance, impatience, and selfishness still frightens me to this day. They buy a lizard and then treat it like a living toy — ignoring its boundaries, dismissing its communication, locking it in a glass prison.

Mio was never a prisoner. When he was little and would "cry" at the terrarium glass, demanding his freedom, I simply didn't have the heart to keep him in there. From that moment on, his terrarium has always been open, and the whole apartment is his. Because caring for an iguana isn't just about proper salads, fresh pumpkin, raspberries, and replacing an expensive lamp once a year. Care is, above all, about looking after his mind.

Today, eight years on, we share a bond that many reptile keepers can only dream of. Mio can tuck himself into the curve of my neck, demands kisses, and when I pick him up, he gently lowers his feet on his own so his powerful claws don't scratch me. We've learned each other — to the point where I've fed him leaves from my lips to his, and he has shown me a tenderness so immense it hardly seems real.

But the road here wasn't easy. In the beginning, there were no cuddles or sleeping side by side. There were four long years of building trust. Four years of lessons in humility, before my king stopped resenting me, came to rest on my lap, stretched out his arms in full relaxation, and simply fell asleep.

This guide wasn't written to show you how easy it is to have an iguana. It was written to teach you respect — for another living being, for its body language — and to show you how, step by step, without force or rushing, you can earn a dragon's trust. Welcome to Mio's world. A world where a human learns humility, and a lizard becomes the very best of friends.
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The Maturity Test. Questions You MUST Ask Yourself Before Buying an Iguana 

You're at a reptile expo. You see a tiny blue or green wonder sitting in the palm of your hand. It has a tail like a thread and big, wise eyes. You fall in love at first sight. You want to walk up to the register, pay, and take this little dragon home.

Stop.

Before you reach for your wallet, sit down and answer a few brutally honest questions. This test will tell you whether you're truly ready for an iguana — or whether you're acting on a whim that will end in suffering for the animal.

1. The Question of Blood and Scars (The Face Test)

An iguana will grow. It will become large and powerful, and its claws and tail will turn into serious weapons. Will you love this animal just as much if, in a moment of fear, stress, or during a difficult breeding season, it leaps at you and cuts your face? Will you accept that with humility — knowing it was your fault, that you likely missed what it was telling you in that moment — or will you surrender it or lock it in a glass prison because "the lizard turned out to be aggressive"?

2. The Question of Freedom (The Square Footage Test)

People buy iguanas and shut them inside terrariums the size of a wardrobe. Imagine spending your entire life in a cramped bathroom. Iguanas are intelligent creatures that need space, movement, and stimulation. Mio used to cry at the glass — which is why my home became his home, and his terrarium is always open. Are you prepared to give a lizard your room, your pillows, your bed? Are you ready for torn curtains, scratched furniture, and a living space organized around a reptile? If you want to keep a meter-long dragon in one square meter — buy a stuffed animal, not a living one.

3. The Question of the Food Bowl (The Organic Restaurant Test)

Mio eats better than I do. And that's exactly how it should be. A healthy iguana diet isn't leftover scraps from the fridge or random vegetables from a supermarket full of pesticides. It's fresh, balanced salads, pumpkin, raspberries. In winter, sourcing safe food becomes a logistical and financial challenge. Will you seek out organic shops? Will you grow plants in pots on your windowsill so your companion gets only the best? It is cheaper and easier to invest in a good diet than to watch your animal suffer and treat the consequences of your own neglect.

4. The Question of the Vet (The Waiting Room Test)

This is not a dog or a cat. Reptile specialists are hard to come by, and the level of knowledge — and compassion — at many clinics can be deeply alarming. Picture this: your iguana needs help. You arrive at the clinic, and they tell you to put your stressed, heat-loving animal into a cold, dark dog crate on the floor, surrounded by barking animals. What do you do? Give in? I refused. For four hours, I sat on the waiting room floor, warming Mio with my own body. He was so terrified he kept jumping on me, and the blood from the wounds he left ran down my chest to my legs. The pain didn't matter — his safety did. Do you have that kind of strength, that determination, that unconditional love — enough to become a shield for your animal in a world that doesn't understand him?

The Golden Rule: An animal cannot understand human rejection. It didn't ask to come into this world — you brought it into your home. If you hesitated on even one of these questions — let it go. For the lizard's sake, and for your own.

Hey you, proud of yourself, little prince...

"You are responsible for what you have tamed."
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A Lesson in Humility — My First Four Years. From "Hatred" to a Profound Symbiosis 

If you imagine that you'll bring an iguana home and it will immediately nuzzle into your neck and beg for kisses — you're in for a rude awakening. Building a relationship with a dragon is not a sprint. It's a marathon, one that demands the patience of a saint and, above all, a great deal of humility.

My first four years with Mio were one long lesson. I made mistakes, like everyone does. But from day one, I held to a single rule: every injury I sustained, every scratch or bite, was MY fault. My mistake, my impatience, my misreading of the signal. An iguana never attacks without reason. It doesn't act out of spite. It simply speaks to you through its body — and if you don't listen, it moves on to more physical forms of communication.

For four years, Mio could be cold, distant, and at times openly hostile. I never forced anything. I never pulled him from the terrarium against his will or tried to rush the process. I gave him what mattered most: space, love, the best food I could find, and peace and quiet when he needed it.

And then the day came. After four long years.

Mio walked onto my lap on his own. Someone who doesn't know iguanas might think: so what? But for a reptile keeper, it's the kind of moment that brings you to your knees. Mio climbed onto me, stretched out his arms with quiet pride in a posture of complete relaxation, and... simply fell asleep. That day, I felt that he had stopped resenting me. That day, something boundless was born between us.

The King, the Manipulator, and the Proudly Presented Backside

Today our relationship is pure symbiosis. Mio knows me inside out, and I know him. We communicate through glances and subtle gestures. When I feel like hugging him, holding him close, and covering him in kisses — I do. And when Mio has had enough of my affection? He doesn't hiss. He doesn't lash his tail. He simply... lets out a long, heavy, theatrical sigh. It's his iguana way of saying: "Alright, woman, the cuddle quota for this hour is officially used up."

Mio is, in fact, a brilliantly intelligent little manipulator. He knows exactly how to get whatever he wants from me. He can be extraordinarily proud of himself. When he demands kisses along his neck and then, sometimes quite pointedly, turns his backside in my direction, he stands there afterwards so straight and self-satisfied — as though he has just conquered the entire world.

What a Dragon Teaches Us

Trust cannot be bought. It doesn't come packaged with the lizard and a shop receipt. An iguana's trust must be earned through hard work. Often over years.

Respect breeds respect. If you force your way past a dragon's boundaries, you will raise a frightened, aggressive animal fighting for its survival. Give it freedom and time, and
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