
THE ACADEMY OF FIRE AND DESIRE




A TALE OF MAGIC, LOVE, AND DESTINY




Kamil Krupieniewicz










 

Copyright © 2025 by Kamil Krupieniewicz.

All rights reserved.




This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.




No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without prior written permission of the author.




Published by Kamil Krupieniewicz.










ISBN 9798268161915





Contents

PROLOG

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14

CHAPTER 15

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17

CHAPTER 18

CHAPTER 19

CHAPTER 20

CHAPTER 21

CHAPTER 22

CHAPTER 23

CHAPTER 24

CHAPTER 25

CHAPTER 26

CHAPTER 27

CHAPTER 28

CHAPTER 29

CHAPTER 30

CHAPTER 31

CHAPTER 32

CHAPTER 33

CHAPTER 34

CHAPTER 35

CHAPTER 36

CHAPTER 37

CHAPTER 38

CHAPTER 39

Epilogue


PROLOG

The night was black as pitch, the moon barely piercing through heavy, storm-laden clouds. On the hilltop, a girl stood alone, her heart hammering in her chest like a war drum. Her eyes glowed with a strange light—one no one had ever seen before.

Suddenly, a roar shook the distant forest, rattling the ground beneath her feet. From behind the dark tree line emerged the silhouette of a dragon. Massive, with scales glinting like molten iron, it fixed its gaze on her with eyes so deep she felt them staring straight into her soul.

“Time begins… and there is no turning back,” she whispered to herself, as the cold wind whipped her hair across her face. In that single moment, she knew the life she once knew was over.


CHAPTER 1

A New Beginning

The morning sun barely broke through the dense fog that clung to the valley below. Lyria adjusted the strap of her satchel and glanced nervously at the worn path ahead. Today was no ordinary day—today, she would leave everything familiar behind.

Her heart pounded as she approached the gates of the Academy of Eldoria, a sprawling fortress of stone and spires that seemed to pierce the sky. She had heard the stories: young students disappearing, powerful magic surging through the halls, and dragons patrolling the outer walls.

A sudden rustle to her left made her spin around. There, leaning casually against a tree, stood a boy with dark hair and eyes like molten gold. His smirk was infuriating, and yet… somehow, unsettlingly familiar.

“Lost, are we?” he asked, voice dripping with amusement.

Lyria’s grip tightened on her satchel. “I could ask you the same,” she replied, trying to keep her voice steady. But inside, a tiny spark of curiosity—and fear—was already taking root.

The boy’s smirk widened, and for a fleeting second, it seemed as if he knew exactly the danger waiting for her inside the Academy—and that he might just be part of it.


CHAPTER 2

The Gates of Eldoria

The massive gates of the Academy loomed before Lyria, towering high above her head, carved with runes that glowed faintly in the morning light. She swallowed hard, trying to steady her racing heart. This was it—the world she had only heard about in whispers and tales.

Stepping through, the courtyard opened up like a scene from a storybook: spires stretching skyward, students bustling about, and magical creatures wandering freely among them. Every corner seemed alive with whispers of power and secrets.

Lyria clutched her satchel tighter as the boy from earlier appeared beside her, walking with a confident, almost predatory stride. “Welcome to Eldoria,” he said smoothly, “where the weak get lost, and the clever survive.”

She narrowed her eyes, resisting the urge to glare. “Thanks for the pep talk,” she muttered under her breath.

As they moved further into the Academy, she met other students—some friendly, others sizing her up with subtle smirks. She quickly realized that making a first impression here was as dangerous as any duel.

The bell rang, echoing across the courtyard, signaling the start of the first class. Lyria’s stomach twisted in nervous anticipation. Magic, dragons, rivalries… everything she’d feared and hoped for was waiting behind those classroom doors.


CHAPTER 3

First Challenge

The classroom was nothing like Lyria had imagined. Stone walls lined with glowing runes, shelves stacked with ancient tomes, and floating orbs illuminating every corner. Her eyes widened, taking in every detail, but the boy from the courtyard was already smirking at her from the front row.

“Pay attention, or you’ll embarrass yourself,” he whispered, loud enough for her to hear. Lyria’s cheeks burned, but she refused to look away.

The instructor, a tall figure cloaked in deep blue, cleared their throat. “Today, we begin your first test of elemental control,” they announced. A crystal hovered in front of each student, shimmering with raw magic.

Lyria’s hands trembled as she reached toward the crystal. It pulsed under her touch, reacting to her latent energy. Around her, students struggled—sparks fizzled, flames misfired—but she felt a strange calm inside, a connection she hadn’t expected.

The boy from earlier leaned closer, smirking. “Don’t get cocky. That crystal bites back.”

She gritted her teeth and focused. Slowly, the crystal lifted into the air, glowing steadily. Whispers ran through the classroom; heads turned in surprise. Lyria couldn’t help the small smile that tugged at her lips. She had passed her first test… but she could feel the weight of eyes on her, including the boy’s, who now seemed genuinely intrigued.


CHAPTER 4

New Alliances

The corridors of the Academy were alive with whispers, laughter, and the faint hum of magic in the air. Lyria followed the crowd, clutching her satchel tightly, trying to memorize the twists and turns of the labyrinthine halls.

A group of students approached, two girls and a boy, their expressions a mix of curiosity and amusement. “You’re new,” one of the girls said, eyeing Lyria’s untrained stance. “I’m Selene, and this is Mara and Joren. You better learn fast, or you won’t last a week here.”

Lyria nodded cautiously, offering a small smile. “I’m Lyria. Nice to meet you… I guess.”

As they walked together, the boy from the courtyard appeared again, leaning casually against the wall, his golden eyes tracking her every move. “Making friends already?” he asked, voice laced with teasing amusement.

Before she could answer, a loud crash echoed down the hall. A student had attempted a spell too early, sending a pile of books flying. Lyria instinctively moved to help, and the boy’s smirk softened, just slightly. “Not bad,” he muttered, almost approvingly.

By the time the first day ended, Lyria had learned the rules of the Academy, the hidden rivalries, and the subtle alliances forming around her. And somewhere deep in her chest, a spark of excitement—and dread—burned. She knew that surviving here would require more than skill. It would require trust… and perhaps a dangerous kind of attraction.


CHAPTER 5

Trial by Fire

The training yard was buzzing with energy as students lined up, wands and staffs in hand. Lyria’s stomach twisted with nerves. Today was not a simple lesson—this was a trial, a test of control and courage.

“Step forward, new students,” the instructor’s voice boomed. “Demonstrate your command over the elements. Fail, and you will face consequences.”

Lyria’s hands trembled, but she took a deep breath, trying to focus. She had never performed magic under pressure like this before. Flames, sparks, and winds swirled around her as she struggled to maintain control. A few students stumbled, falling or fumbling their spells, while others barely managed to conjure even a spark.

The boy from the courtyard appeared beside her again, smirking. “Relax,” he said. “Focus on what’s inside, not what’s around you.”

Lyria’s eyes narrowed. She centered herself, feeling the pulse of magic flowing within. Slowly, a small but steady flame rose from the tip of her fingers. Gasps spread through the crowd—she had passed the first real test.

The instructor nodded, impressed. “Well done,” they said. “But remember, this is only the beginning.”

As she walked away, a mix of relief and pride swelled inside her. But she knew this trial was just a taste of the dangers ahead—and the boy with golden eyes had noticed.


CHAPTER 6

Lessons and Rivalries

After the exhausting trial, Lyria wandered through the quieter halls of the Academy, catching her breath. The lessons had been intense, but she felt a thrill she had never known before—a mixture of fear and exhilaration.

In the common room, she noticed a group of older students whispering and glancing her way. Their expressions were sharp, assessing her as if weighing her worth. One of them, a tall girl with silver hair, stepped forward. “New girl, huh? Let’s see if you’re more than just luck,” she said with a thin smile that didn’t reach her eyes.

Lyria clenched her fists but forced herself to smile back. “I’m not planning to disappoint.”

Across the room, the boy with the golden eyes watched her, leaning casually against the railing. For the first time, his smirk seemed less mocking and more… intrigued. Their eyes met briefly, and she felt a strange pull, a tension that was both exciting and infuriating.

Classes resumed, and the day moved quickly—magic theory, elemental control, and strategy sessions. Lyria was learning not only the rules of magic but the delicate politics of the Academy: who to trust, who to avoid, and how a single mistake could make enemies out of allies.

By the end of the day, she knew one thing for certain: survival at Eldoria required more than talent—it required cunning, courage, and, perhaps, learning to navigate a dangerous attraction that could either save her or destroy her.


CHAPTER 7

The Rivalry Begins

The next morning, Lyria returned to the training yard, determined to improve. But the moment she stepped forward, a group of students blocked her path, led by the tall silver-haired girl from yesterday.

“You think you impressed anyone yesterday?” the girl sneered. “Let’s see if you can survive today.”

Lyria’s stomach tightened, but she squared her shoulders. “I’m not afraid of a little challenge,” she said, keeping her voice steady.

The boy with golden eyes appeared behind her, his smirk sharper than ever. “This should be interesting,” he murmured, his gaze flicking between Lyria and the rival group.

The instructor raised a hand, signaling the start of a sparring exercise. Magical energy crackled in the air, and students began casting spells, dodging, and countering with precision. Lyria felt the heat of the challenge, her heart pounding not just from exertion, but from the intensity of the boy’s stare.

She met her rival’s attack head-on, weaving her magic with careful control. Sparks flew, and for a moment, it seemed like they were evenly matched. But the silver-haired girl unleashed a stronger spell, sending Lyria stumbling backward.

The boy with the golden eyes stepped forward, muttering under his breath, “Not bad… but you’re stronger than you think.”

Lyria’s eyes met his, a flicker of something unspoken passing between them—admiration? Warning? She wasn’t sure. One thing was clear: surviving at Eldoria would mean facing rivals, mastering magic, and navigating dangerous alliances… including the one with him.


CHAPTER 8

Unexpected Alliance

The afternoon sun cast long shadows across the training yard, and Lyria felt the weight of the day pressing on her shoulders. The rivalry from yesterday still lingered in her mind, but now something unexpected had appeared—a new challenge that would test not just her magic, but her trust.

A fellow student, one of the quieter ones she had barely noticed, approached her with a serious expression. “You’re stronger than most first-years,” he said. “We need to work together if we want to survive the next trial. Are you in?”

Lyria hesitated. Teaming up meant relying on someone else, and in Eldoria, trust was a dangerous gamble. Then she felt a glance from across the yard—the boy with the golden eyes, watching her with that same piercing smirk.

With a deep breath, she nodded. “Alright. Let’s do this.”

The day’s challenge forced them into unexpected cooperation: combining elemental spells, dodging traps, and strategizing under pressure. Lyria found herself noticing every subtle movement, every look the boy gave her, the sparks of rivalry slowly shifting into something else—curiosity, admiration, maybe even attraction.

By the end of the exercise, their alliance had survived, but something had shifted between them. The air was charged, electric, and Lyria couldn’t deny it: Eldoria was starting to feel more dangerous, more thrilling, and more… personal than ever.


CHAPTER 9

Clashing Sparks

The training hall buzzed with tension as students prepared for the next trial. Lyria’s hands trembled slightly—not from fear of the challenge itself, but from the presence of the boy with golden eyes, who seemed to radiate both danger and intrigue.

“You’re taking this too seriously,” he said, smirking as he appeared at her side. “Relax. You’ll survive if you stop overthinking.”

“I’m not here to survive, I’m here to win,” Lyria shot back, her voice sharp. Their eyes locked, and for a moment, it felt like the room had shrunk around them. Sparks of magic seemed to hum between them, as if their tension manifested in the very air.

The instructor clapped their hands. “Pair up. Demonstrate coordinated elemental control.”

Lyria’s stomach twisted. She had to work with him? Her rival instincts clashed with something deeper, a curiosity she couldn’t name. They began their routine—fire, wind, and sparks intertwining in controlled chaos. Each movement demanded trust, precision, and an unspoken understanding.

Halfway through, a miscalculation sent a jolt of energy ricocheting toward Lyria. The boy reacted instantly, shielding her with a quick burst of magic. Their eyes met, and something unspoken passed between them—admiration, tension, maybe something more.

When the trial ended, their alliance had held, but the air between them crackled with unresolved friction. Lyria realized she was no longer just wary of him—she was intrigued, challenged, and, unknowingly, beginning to care.


CHAPTER 10

Secrets in the Shadows

The hallways of Eldoria grew quieter as dusk fell, shadows stretching across the stone walls. Lyria moved carefully, her satchel slung over her shoulder, ears straining for any unusual sound. Something felt… off.

A faint whisper echoed from the library, pulling her toward the restricted section—a place students rarely dared to enter. Curiosity overpowered caution. Inside, ancient tomes glowed faintly, revealing secrets of spells and creatures long thought extinct.

Before she could examine further, a cold wind swept through the room. Candles flickered violently, and a low growl resonated from the shadows. A creature, half-beast, half-shadow, lunged at her. Lyria froze for a split second, her magic barely reacting.

“Focus!” a voice hissed—golden eyes meeting hers from the doorway. The boy had followed her, his presence commanding and protective. Together, they cast a combined spell, light and fire weaving a barrier that pushed the creature back.

Breathless, Lyria looked at him. “Why did you follow me?” she demanded.

He smirked, brushing a strand of hair from his face. “Because you clearly don’t know when to stay out of trouble. And… because I wasn’t about to let a shadow beast make you dinner.”

For the first time, Lyria realized Eldoria wasn’t just dangerous because of its lessons or rivals—it was alive, full of secrets and threats, and the boy beside her might be the key to surviving it all.
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