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    Chapter 1: The Reincarnated Baby Dragon


Darkness.

I had been in it for a long time. 

So long, I had forgotten the passage of time. 

Then, at some point, 

I instinctively felt that I had to go outside. 

I pushed against the wall. 

With my head, hard. 

Crack! 

With a thunderous sound, the wall shattered. 

Flash! 

A strong beam of light dazzled my eyes. 

I wanted to raise my arm to shield them, but… 

‘Too short.’

For some reason, my arms were incredibly short.

No matter how hard I stretched, I couldn’t reach my face. 

So I had no choice but to squeeze my eyes shut. 

Voices began to speak. 

“Oh my, this one isn’t crying.”

“Really. They usually go chirp-chirp and cry.” 

“Do you think something’s wrong?”

“Hmm, it has horns, wings, and all its limbs. But white… how fascinating.” 

“Look at these white scales. So beautiful.” 

I slowly opened my eyes. 

What I saw in front of me was… 

“!!” 

Two pairs of massive eyes. 

Startled, I flinched and curled up. 

“It saw us.” 

“But it seems scared. A female, maybe?” 

“Let’s check.” 

“Hm.” 

I felt my body lift into the air and flip over. 

I flailed my short arms. 

“Chirp!” 

A pathetic sound came out of my mouth. 

“Oh, how cute. Did you hear that?” 

“I did. Must have been startled.”

My body was gently lowered again. 

“It’s a female.”

“Congratulations. Just like you wanted.” 

“Fufu. I can’t believe I have a daughter…”

“What will you name her?”

“Nia. How’s that?” 

“I like it.” 

Something lightly tapped my head and began to gently stroke it. 

“Nice to meet you. From now on, your name is Nia.”

Nia blinked quietly as she looked at the two beings before her. 

She instinctively knew they were her parents. 

Which meant… 

‘I’ve been reincarnated.’ 

She couldn’t remember clearly, but she had definitely been something else in her previous life. 

Probably a human—and a man, at that. 

But now, she was neither. 

A dragon. 

A White Dragon, the only one on the continent. 

A female. 

That was who Nia was now. 

Dragons have wings. 

But Nia couldn’t fly yet. 

Her wings were still too weak. 

For now, crawling slowly on her short legs was the best she could do. 

If she pushed herself, she could try jumping, but she’d likely fall due to poor balance. 

So Nia mostly stayed in the nest her parents had made for her, barely moving. 

Normally, baby dragons would chase their tails and spin around until they fell, or flap their wings and hop until they plopped down from exhaustion—but Nia just lay there quietly. 

Watching her, Nia’s mother spoke with concern. 

“She’s so quiet… Do you think something’s wrong?” 

“Don’t worry. She’s healthy and not in pain.” 

“But Carmiel is so active. I heard she even escaped her lair yesterday…”

“Well, that’s because she’s a Red Dragon.”

Carmiel was a dragon born a year earlier than Nia. 

Nia had never met her, but she had heard plenty of stories. 

That she bit things, broke things, escaped the lair… 

Most of them were tales of trouble. 

“What if we brought her here and raised them together?”

“Hmm. That could work. Carmiel’s too wild, and Nia’s too calm. If we put them together, they might balance each other out.”

The next day, Carmiel arrived at the lair. 

“Chirp! Chirp!” 

A small dragon covered in red scales. 

Aside from the horns and wings, she honestly just looked like a lizard. 


“Chirp!” 

As soon as Carmiel saw Nia, she crawled toward her. 

She sniffed her with her nose, then suddenly bit her tail. 

“!!” 

Startled, Nia jumped up. 

She tried to pull her tail away, but Carmiel held on tight and wouldn’t let go. 

“Chiiirp!” 

Eventually, Nia’s shriek brought her mother running. 

“Oh no, don’t do that!”

Her mother pried Carmiel off and examined Nia’s tail. 

“Oh dear… That must’ve hurt, didn’t it?” 

There was blood on the spot where Carmiel had bitten Nia’s tail. 

A dragon’s scales are usually harder than steel, but as hatchlings, they’re soft and tender. 

Even a small bite could cause a wound. 

Nia trembled slightly. 

She had heard from her parents that red dragons were aggressive, 

but she never imagined one would bite her tail the moment they met… 

“Peep!” 

From a distance, Carmiel cried out while looking at Nia. 

Nia couldn’t tell whether it was a greeting or a challenge. 

She quietly averted her gaze and hid behind her mother. 

“Carmiel, don’t bully Nia.”

Her mother spoke in a gentle voice. 

“She’s your little sister, so you have to take good care of her.”

“Peep!” 

Carmiel bounced around and flapped her wings. 

Perhaps because she was born a year earlier than Nia, her body was larger and her wings looked sturdier. 

Not that she could fly yet. 

“What do you think?”

Nia’s father appeared. 

“Do you think they’ll get along?”

“I’m not sure yet… Carmiel bit Nia’s tail as soon as she saw her.”

“Ha ha. That’s so like a red dragon.” 

“This isn’t something to laugh about. Nia’s tail is bleeding.”

“Oh. You’re right. But it’s nothing serious. I’ll just use healing magic.”

Nia’s father cast a spell. 

Woom!

As a soft light touched her tail, the wound healed instantly. 

“I think I need to keep a close eye on them.”

“Pfft. Didn’t you just get more work? You basically have another kid now.”

“I actually like it. She’s cute.”

“Then should we make another one while we’re at it?”

“…No thanks.” 

“Why not? Let’s give Nia another sibling.”

“Geez, stop. The kids are watching~”

“It’s fine. They’re still too young to understand.”

Nia quietly looked away. 

She’d been through these kinds of conversations before, but it was still hard to get used to. 

Sometimes she wished she didn’t understand them… 

*** 

Time passed quickly. 

Now, Nia could speak. 

She could also run on all fours without losing her balance. 

Though she still couldn’t fly. 

She figured it’d take a few more years before that was possible. 

“Nia! Let’s go play outside!” 

Carmiel came over and called to her. 

They’d been living together this whole time. 

At first, Carmiel constantly bit her tail, which was frustrating—but thankfully, that stopped. 

Now she just nagged her to come outside and play. 

“I’ll catch a fish for you!” 

She even insisted on playing the older sister. 

It was probably because she was born a year earlier, 

but considering dragons lived for thousands of years, Nia felt it was a little unfair. 

“No. It’s too much effort.” 

“Whyyy~ Come on~ If you don’t come, I’ll bite your tail~” 

“……”

She was annoying, but not in a bad way. 

Despite her teasing, whenever they picked berries in the forest or caught fish at the lake, 

Carmiel always let Nia have the first pick. 

When a wild boar appeared, she bravely chased it away too. 

“Just don’t push me in the water this time.”

“Aw, come on, I don’t do childish stuff like that~” 

“You did it yesterday.” 

“Yesterday, you looked really hot.” 

“I’m a white dragon.” 

White dragons are always cold-blooded. 

Carmiel loved that and wriggled into Nia’s embrace every night. 

“Hehe, but it was still fun, right? We swam together.”

“It wasn’t fun. I hate getting wet.”

“Okay, okay. I really won’t push you in today.”

“You promise.”

In the end, Nia went outside with Carmiel. 

As long as she didn’t get pushed into the water, a walk wouldn’t be so bad. 

As they walked through the forest outside the lair, Carmiel asked, 

“Nia. Don’t you wanna breathe fire soon too?” 

“Breath?” 

“Yeah.”

Breath—an ability unique to dragons that lets them exhale fire. 

Carmiel had been able to use her breath since last year. 

It wasn’t very powerful yet, but she could burn down a tree with ease. 

Apparently, an adult dragon could wipe out an entire human city. 

“You’ll be able to use yours soon too. I’m super curious—white dragons don’t breathe fire, they exhale cold air instead.” 

Most dragons breathe fire. 

Not just red ones—gold, black, green, blue too. 

But only white dragons breathe ice. 

No one really knows why. 

“A long, long time ago, white dragons weren’t accepted by the others. They had small bodies, no fire breath, and pale scales… So they were always outcasts, and eventually, everyone thought they went extinct.” 

Dragons don’t inherit their traits from their parents. 

A gold and red dragon might have a blue or green child. 

But for a long time, no white dragons were born. 

They were thought to be extinct—until Nia was born. 

For reference, Nia’s father is a gold dragon, and her mother is a green dragon. 


“But don’t worry. If the other dragons ever pick on you, I’ll protect you.” 

Carmiel licked Nia’s cheek softly. 

“But in exchange, when you can use your breath, you have to show me first~”

Nia gave a small smile and nodded. 

“Okay.”



 
  
    Chapter 2: First Breath


As soon as they arrived at the lake, Carmiel dove in.

Splash!

Spray of water glistened in the sunlight.

“Ehehe! So refreshing!”

Carmiel splashed around happily in the water.

Nia quietly stared at her own reflection on the lake’s surface.

White scales.

Red eyes.

Even though other dragons had different colors, all of them had golden eyes.

Her father, a Gold Dragon; her mother, a Green Dragon; and Carmiel, a Red Dragon—all of them.

Only Nia had red eyes.

“Am I some kind of mutation?”

Just then—

Whap!

She felt a push from behind.

“Hyak?!”

Caught off guard, Nia fell straight into the lake.

Splash!

“Hehehe, how’s that, Nia? Isn’t it cool?”

Carmiel had pushed her in again.

“……”

Nia silently stared at Carmiel.

“You said you wouldn’t push me in…” “Of course that was a lie!”

Carmiel jumped into the lake again with another splash.

“Nia, let’s go all the way to the deep part of the lake today.” “No. They said monsters appear there.”

“Exactly, that’s why we should go!”

“It’s dangerous.”

“Eh?! A dragon, scared~?

The mightiest creature on land is scaaared~?!”

Dragons were the mightiest beings on land.

Their tough scales couldn’t be pierced by any weapon, and their powerful breath could turn an entire human city to ash.

But that wasn’t all.

Dragons were a magical species.

Even without learning, they could awaken advanced magic on their own, and vast magical energy flowed through their dragon hearts.

Even the greatest archmages, celebrated as once-in-a-century geniuses among humans or elves, were like children before dragons.

There was no creature that could stand against a dragon.

It wasn’t just a saying that the continent could fall if a dragon became enraged.

But that referred to adult dragons—Nia and Carmiel were still hatchlings and weren’t that strong.

They couldn’t even fly or use magic yet.

Carmiel could manage a small breath attack, but that alone wasn’t enough to call herself the mightiest being on land.

They might be fine against weak monsters, but if they ran into a strong one, they could easily be eaten.

That’s why their mother had strictly told them never to go to the deeper parts of the lake…

But there was no way Carmiel would listen to that.

“Let’s go! I’ll protect you, sis!”

Carmiel was already biting Nia’s tail and swimming toward the deeper part of the lake.

“Ow…”

Nia struggled as she was dragged along.

“Nia, wanna have a diving contest? Let’s see who can hold their breath longer underwater…”

Just then—

A massive shadow approached from below the lake.

“Carmiel, look…!” “What is that?” “We… we need to run.”

Nia’s voice trembled.

A pair of violet eyes stared at them.

They looked like the eyes of a dreadful being risen from the abyss.

“Is it a monster?”

Just as Carmiel said that, the creature rose above the lake’s surface.

Kyaaaah!

A bizarre screech echoed out.

It was a monster shaped like a serpent.

Its body had a turtle-like shell, and it was as large as a fully grown adult dragon.

“W-What is that thing…?”

Carmiel’s face filled with fear.

Anyone could tell at a glance—this wasn’t just a normal monster.

There was no way they could beat it.

“Arckvel…”

Nia murmured.

“I read about it in mom’s book… It’s an ancient monster that lives in the depths of the lake.”

Born during the age of the Great Flood, an ancient monster.

Originally a sea creature, it somehow ended up in the lake and mutated over hundreds of years at the bottom of its depths.

In ancient times, it was called the Wraith of the Lake or Sleeping Swamp.

Some say it was a deep-sea dragon born in the ocean’s depths, but one thing was certain—Arckvel was extremely dangerous.

Kieeegh!

Arckvel opened its huge mouth and lunged at them.

Its jaws were so massive, it looked like it could swallow both Carmiel and Nia at once.

“R-Run, Nia!”

Carmiel shoved Nia away with her head and breathed fire at Arckvel.

Boom!

Flames burst from Carmiel’s mouth.

It was quite fierce, but Arckvel twisted its head deftly and dodged.


“……”

Carmiel’s expression darkened.

She had planned to use that moment to escape if her breath hit—but it had dodged, unexpectedly.

Screeeech!

As if mocking her, Arckvel opened its mouth wide and charged again.

“D-Damn…”

Carmiel could fire her breath two or three times in a row.

But she had just used all her strength, so she needed time before she could fire again.

And Arckvel had no intention of giving her that time.

Screeeech!

As Arckvel’s enormous mouth approached, Carmiel shut her eyes tight.

Terror washed over her.

“…Carmiel!”

She heard Nia’s desperate voice from behind.

Tears welled up in Carmiel’s eyes.

‘I told her to call me big sis…’

Though they had different parents, Carmiel had grown up with Nia since they were hatchlings.

Even though she often played tricks on Nia, she always tried to act like an older sister.

When there was food, she gave Nia the first bite. At night, she hugged her because Nia’s body felt too cold.

And yet, Nia had never once called her “big sister.”

If she got eaten by Arckvel like this… she’d never hear it.

“Sniff…”

Tears spilled from Carmiel’s eyes.

Dragons live longer than any other species, and that longevity gives them a strong attachment to life.

Especially young dragons who haven’t left their hatchling stage—like Carmiel—their fear of death was several times stronger than that of other creatures.

“I-I don’t want to die… I wanted to cast magic… and fly with Nia….”

Arckvel’s mouth engulfed Carmiel’s body.

Its huge tongue wrapped around her and started pulling her inward.

“Nia…”

Carmiel whispered faintly.

While she was being devoured, Nia would have enough time to escape.

No—maybe she had already run.

Nia was more timid than Carmiel and could run faster.

“Be well…”

At that moment—

Shwaaaaa!

A freezing chill that cut through flesh surged forth.

“…Huh?”

Inside Arckvel’s mouth, everything suddenly froze white, and its tongue went limp.

Carmiel dropped to the bottom.

Thud.

“Oof…”

Pain throbbed through her rear.

She tilted her head in confusion.

It was supposed to be a lake, but she felt a hard surface.

Looking down, she saw ice.

“W-What…?”

The entire lake had frozen solid.

Carmiel squeezed out of Arckvel’s mouth and crawled outside.

“Gasp…!”

Her eyes widened in shock.

Everything around her was white.

The whole lake had frozen.

She looked around and saw Nia.

Nia was lying limp on top of the frozen lake.

“Nia! Are you okay?!”

“I-I’m okay…”

“You… You did this, right? You used your breath?”

To Carmiel’s question, Nia weakly nodded.

“Wow!”

Carmiel shouted with excitement.

“That’s amazing! You’re incredible!”

Nia’s first breath.

Normally, a dragon’s first breath is just a tiny flame.

As they grow, its power increases—but in the beginning, it’s hardly worth mentioning.

But Nia had frozen the entire lake with her first breath.

It wasn’t just Carmiel—any dragon would have been shocked.

“Nia, can you stand?”

“Mhm…”

Carmiel supported Nia.

Probably because of the immense energy it took, Nia couldn’t hold herself up properly.

“Let’s go back to the lair.”

“Okay…”

And so, the two of them left the frozen lake behind and returned to their lair.

***

Green Dragon, Michella.

She was the mother of both Nia and Carmiel.

Although she didn’t give birth to Carmiel, she had raised her from infancy, so she was practically her real child.

She gave both girls the same love without the slightest discrimination, and Carmiel followed Michella like a mother and cared for Nia like a true younger sister.

Watching the two children grow was Michella’s greatest joy.

Dragons are typically very independent by nature and don’t form deep attachments to their offspring.

They care for them after birth, but it’s more of a duty than affection—and once the hatchlings outgrow that stage, they are immediately sent out of the lair.

Michella was supposed to do the same.

It was considered unusual to keep taking care of a dragon once they had grown past the hatchling stage.

Just thinking about that day already made her heart ache, but for now, it wasn’t time yet.

Right now, it was the time to watch Nia and Carmiel grow, day by day, with joy in her heart.

It was a privilege she could only enjoy now.

“Hehe, I guess the two of them went out to play again.”

Nia and Carmiel were nowhere to be seen.

The cozy nest Michella had lovingly prepared was only a little messy.

They must have gone out to play.

Michella began tidying up the nest as she waited for Nia and Carmiel to return.

Once they came back, Carmiel would chatter about everything she saw outside, while Nia would quietly fall asleep in Michella’s arms.

“Mother!”

Carmiel’s voice rang out.

Michella turned her head with a smile.

“…?!”

Then her eyes widened.

Nia was being dragged along by Carmiel, who had her tail in her mouth.

“N-Nia…!”

Michella rushed over to Nia.

Nia’s eyes were closed, and she wasn’t moving.

She was breathing, but her face looked completely exhausted.

“Carmiel, what happened?”

“Well, Nia used her breath.”

“Her breath?!”

Michella’s eyes grew even wider.

Half surprise, half delight.

A dragon’s first breath was a major milestone.

“Oh my, how wonderful. My sweet little one.”

Michella gathered Nia into her arms.

Nia’s body was trembling slightly.

“She must’ve fallen asleep from exhaustion after using her breath.”

“Yes, but Mother…”

Carmiel spoke quietly.

“Nia’s breath was… different.”

“I’m sure it was.”

Michella smiled and patted Carmiel’s head.

“Since Nia’s a white dragon, she breathes cold instead of fire.”


“Yes, but more than that… the power was different.”

“How powerful was it?”

“Well…”

Carmiel hesitated, then said,

“…I think you need to see it for yourself.”



 
  
    Chapter 3 : Polymorph


Michelle, who had moved to the lake with Carmiel, opened her eyes wide.

The entire lake was frozen white.

“Did… Nia do this?”

“Yes. Nia breathed on it and froze the lake in an instant.”

“Amazing…”

Michelle was genuinely impressed.

Freezing an entire lake wasn’t easy even for her.

It must have consumed an enormous amount of magical power.

To think her first breath was this powerful…

At this rate, could she end up freezing half the continent when she grows up?

“Hehe, look at this, Mother.”

Carmiel ran across the frozen lake and slid across it on her backside.

“This is fun.”

“Be careful not to hurt yourself.”

Michelle smiled gently and stepped onto the lake.

Even though she was a fully grown dragon, the ice didn’t crack beneath her.

She glided across the surface slowly.

“…It’s beautiful.”

The frozen lake was so still, it was as if time itself had stopped.

Just looking at it brought a sense of peace.

“Hm?”

Michelle tilted her head.

There was a massive monster in the middle of the lake.

“…Arckvel?”

It was an Arckvel—an ancient monster that lived deep in the lake.

It was frozen in a posture as if about to swallow something.

Michelle narrowed her eyes.

“Carmiel.”

She called Carmiel in a stern voice.

Carmiel, who had been sliding on her stomach, flinched.

“…Yes?”

“What happened here?”

“Huh, what do you mean…?”

“This monster. It looks like it was trying to attack something.”

“H-Haha, does it? Maybe… kind of…?”

“Carmiel.”

Michelle quietly stared at her.

“Tell me honestly. What happened?”

“Ugh…”

Carmiel bowed her head deeply and confessed the truth.

“I-I took Nia deep into the lake… and that thing attacked us. We almost got eaten… but Nia used her breath.”

“……”

Michelle approached her.

Even on the slippery ice, her steps were noble and graceful.

“I’m sorry…”

Though Carmiel was a fiery and aggressive Red Dragon, she was always meek in front of Michelle.

That was the result of Michelle’s affectionate upbringing since she was young.

“I told you not to go deep into the lake, didn’t I?”

“Yes… But it seemed fun… I’m sorry…”

“It was dangerous. If Nia hadn’t used her breath, you could’ve been eaten.”

“S-Still, Nia would’ve been safe. I pushed her away. While I was being eaten, she would’ve had enough time to escape…”

Just then, Michelle raised her hand.

“Eek.”

Carmiel shut her eyes tightly and braced herself.

She thought she was going to be hit—for putting Nia in danger.

But Michelle didn’t strike her.

Instead, she gently pulled Carmiel into her arms and hugged her tightly.

“Nia is my daughter, but so are you, Carmiel. If you had been eaten, I wouldn’t have been able to bear it.”

“…Mother.”

Carmiel’s vision blurred with tears.

“Sniff… I’m sorry…”

Michelle softly patted her back.

“Will you do it again?”

“No, I won’t… sniff…”

“Good. Don’t go to dangerous places. You’re still young.”

“Okaaay…”

“Let’s go back to the lair now. You’re hungry, right?”

“Yes…”

Carmiel nuzzled her face into Michelle’s arms.

“I want to eat something yummy…!”

Michelle smiled gently.

“Let’s go home and eat something delicious with Nia.”

“Okay, hehe!”

Carmiel was already smiling again—simple-minded as expected of a Red Dragon.

Michelle carefully set Carmiel down and turned her gaze toward Arckvel.

A cold glint flashed in her eyes.

Michelle, a Green Dragon, was normally gentle in nature, but she was merciless toward anything that threatened her daughters.

“Carmiel, close your eyes.”

“Okay…”


Carmiel shivered as she shut her eyes.

She instinctively knew what Michelle was about to do.

Once, a troll had attacked Nia and Carmiel, and it had been completely erased by Michelle’s magic—without leaving even a corpse behind.

That Arckvel would surely meet the same fate.

Whooooom.

The air trembled with a wave of intense magical power.

Carmiel buried herself deeper into Michelle’s embrace, eyes squeezed shut.

Then came a thunderous explosion.

BOOM!!

***

It had now been ten years since Nia was reincarnated as a dragon in this unfamiliar world.

Her wings had grown strong enough for her to freely fly through the sky with Carmiel, and she could now cast high-level spells without difficulty.

Carmiel found this quite exciting, but also saw it as natural.

After all, for dragons, flying and casting magic was instinctual.

But not for Nia.

She retained the awareness of her past life as a human.

At first, her memories were vague, but now she could recall in detail how she died and what kind of life she had lived.

From that perspective, flying through the skies and casting magic was truly an awe-inspiring experience.

That’s why Nia spent all her free time flying and practicing magic.

“Nia~ what are you doing~?”

Today again, Nia was sitting in the clearing in front of the lair, playing with magic.

Carmiel, feeling bored, came over to her.

“Are you making ice dolls again?”

In front of Nia were neatly arranged animals made of ice—

Rabbits, squirrels, birds, wolves, bears, and more.

Most of them were animals found in the forest.

But there were a few Carmiel had never seen before.

“What’s this one?”

Carmiel picked up a creature with a very long neck.

“A giraffe.”

Nia spoke.

It seemed giraffes didn’t exist in this world.

Last time, her mother tilted her head when she saw a giraffe and asked, “What is this?”

“A giraffe… What kind of creature is this? Its neck is ridiculously long.”

“I don’t really know either.”

At that moment, the giraffe’s neck cracked.

Carmiel looked flustered, but thankfully, Nia seemed too focused on making something else to notice.

Carmiel quietly set the broken giraffe down on the ground and pretended nothing had happened.

“By the way, Nia, you know what today is, right?”

“Yeah.”

Today was the day of Polymorph.

Polymorph was a spell that allowed dragons to transform into the bodies of other races.

They could take the form of humans, elves, beastkin, dwarves, and more.

The reason dragons used polymorph was simple.

Living in their giant dragon bodies consumed a lot of energy and was inconvenient.

Their mother had stayed in dragon form when caring for Nia and Carmiel, but these days, she often lived in the form of an elf.

To Nia, her mother was incredibly beautiful.

She was beautiful even in dragon form, but even more so in her elf form.

It was hard to take her eyes off her.

That might have been because Nia still had the consciousness of her past life as a human.

“Nia. What race are you going to transform into? You’re choosing an elf, right?”

At Carmiel’s question, Nia hesitated for a moment.

Unless they had unique tastes, most dragons preferred the appearance of elves.

That’s because elves were considered the most aesthetically pleasing.

Nia agreed with that thought too, but for some reason, she wanted to transform into a human rather than an elf.

It was probably due to the lingering awareness of her human past life.

Nia quietly said,

“I’ll be a human.”

“Huh? Why? Humans are so plain. Their ears aren’t even pointy.”

“…Just because.”

Nia had never told anyone about her past life.

She figured it would be bothersome if she did.

People might start prying.

“Hehe. You really are unique, Nia. All the others chose elf.”

By “others,” Carmiel meant the young dragons who were around the same age as her and Nia.

Normally, dragons were born only once every few thousand years at best, but strangely, four had been born around the same time this time.

There was the Red Dragon Carmiel, the White Dragon Nia, and the other two were a Gold Dragon and a Black Dragon.

The “others” Carmiel mentioned referred to those two—young male dragons.

They would also perform Polymorph tonight.

Polymorph symbolized more than just transformation—it meant shedding the status of hatchling.

Although still young, it signified being acknowledged as a proper dragon.

Once that happened, Nia and Carmiel would have to leave their parents’ lair.

They’d have to create their own lairs and live independently.

That was the way of dragons.

As night fell, Nia and Carmiel stood before their parents.

Their father, the Gold Dragon Belodius, was already in his polymorphed form—an extremely handsome elf—and their mother, Michelle, appeared as a stunning elf as well.

Belodius spoke in a solemn voice.

“Now then, Carmiel, you go first.”

“Yes, sir.”

Carmiel took a quiet breath, seemingly nervous, and began casting Polymorph.

Flash!

Her body gradually shrank and transformed into a red-haired elf girl.

“Hehe, how do I look?”

Carmiel proudly straightened her back.

She was completely naked, but that didn’t really matter for a dragon.

They were always naked in dragon form anyway.

But Nia blushed and looked away.

To Nia, a naked dragon and a naked elf were two very different things.

She was far too embarrassed to look.

Aside from Nia’s embarrassment, Carmiel’s Polymorph was flawless.

Belodius spoke with a pleased expression.

“Very well done. You look beautiful.”

“Hehe, thank you.”

Carmiel gave a shy smile.


“Now it’s your turn, Nia.”

All eyes turned to Nia.

“Nia. Give it a try.”

At Belodius’s words, Nia quietly nodded and cast Polymorph.

Flash!



 
  
    Chapter 4 : Horns and Tail


Nia’s body shrank and transformed into that of a young girl.

Softly flowing white hair.

Crimson eyes.

A face so cute and pretty it looked like a doll’s.

…But there was a problem.

“Hmm?”

Her father, Belodius, narrowed his eyes.

The same went for Michella and Carmiel, who stood beside him.

“She has horns and a tail?”

In her polymorphed form, Nia had horns on her head and a tail on her backside.

She looked like a mix between a human and a dragon.

“Ah…”

Nia touched the horns and tail on her body, her face turning red.

“I-I’ll try again…!”

Flash!

Her body was enveloped in light.

This time, she transformed into a perfectly human girl, with no horns or tail.

Belodius nodded.

“Well done.”

There was a slight look of regret on Belodius’s face.

From a dragon’s perspective, Nia’s previous form with horns and a tail had looked even cuter.

“Nia~!”

Carmiel rushed toward Nia.

“You’re so cute~!!”

She hugged Nia and rubbed her face against hers.

“T-That tickles…”

Nia squirmed and pushed Carmiel away, her face completely red.

She hadn’t noticed it when she was still a dragon, but now that Carmiel—transformed into an elf girl—was clinging to her and rubbing cheeks, it was unbearably embarrassing.

“Ugh…!”

Nia flinched.

She felt something sprouting from her head and lower back.

The horns and tail again.

“Huh? They’re back?”

Carmiel grabbed Nia’s tail with her hand.

“Did you bring them out again?”

“No…”

Nia shook her head.

Her body just tingled, and they appeared on their own again.

“Heh heh.”

Her father Belodius smiled in satisfaction.

“It seems Nia’s dragon nature is too strong, so even with polymorph, it’s hard to completely hide.”

Nia cast polymorph again and hid her horns and tail.

But with a naked Carmiel sticking so close to her, her head and backside soon began to tingle again.

If she let her guard down for even a moment, the horns and tail would likely reappear.

“Still, now that you can polymorph, you’re a full-fledged dragon.”

Belodius spoke in a solemn tone.

“You are no longer hatchlings. From now on, build your own lairs and live independently.”

“Yes, sir!”

Carmiel straightened up and replied confidently.

Nia, still embarrassed, only nodded with her head lowered.

“My lovely daughters…”

Michella approached and hugged both Carmiel and Nia tightly.

“Take care of yourselves… and visit often to show your faces, okay?”

“Yes, Mother…”

Carmiel rubbed her face against Michella’s chest, on the verge of tears.

“Yes,”

Nia answered softly and leaned her head against Michella’s body.

Ten years had passed since they were reborn as dragons in this unfamiliar world.

Now it was time to leave their parents’ side and face the world on their own.

***

The next morning, Nia and Carmiel transformed into their dragon forms and left their parents’ lair.

Two beautiful dragons soared into the sky.

Michella wiped away tears as she watched.

She could see them anytime she wanted, but watching them fly away still broke her heart.

“Stay safe and well…”

Michella murmured.

“Uwaaah!!”

A loud wail came from beside her.

“……?”

She turned her head to find Belodius collapsed on the ground, crying.

“My daughters are gone! Waaah!”

Just moments ago, he had calmly waved as Nia and Carmiel left, his face solemn.

But now that they were truly gone, he couldn’t hold back his sorrow.

Michella patted Belodius’s shoulder.

“Don’t cry.”

“Hic… Michella… I can’t do this. We have to bring them back…!”

“You know we can’t.”

“You don’t understand! Huuuwaaa!!”

Belodius sobbed like a child in Michella’s arms.


If Carmiel and Nia saw him like this, they would be shocked.

Belodius was normally a very dignified and stern father.

“Pfft.”

Michella chuckled softly.

She didn’t hate seeing Belodius cry like this.

It was proof of how much he loved Carmiel and Nia.

“Michella, what are we going to do now…? Without our daughters, what joy is left in life…?”

“We’ll make more.”

Michella gently stroked Belodius’s head.

“We said we’d give Carmiel and Nia a younger sibling, remember?”

“Ah… right…”

Of course, that wasn’t an easy thing to do. 

Dragons are beings born once every few thousand years. 

But that wasn’t always the case. 

Even this time, four dragons had been born around the same period. 

With effort, they might have another child soon. 

“Then… shall we try right now?” 

Belodius wrapped his arm around Michella’s waist. 

Michella blushed and nodded. 

“Okay.” 

Belodius and Michella held hands and headed to their lair. 

Perhaps, the day Nia’s younger sibling would be born wasn’t so far off. 

***

After leaving their parents’ lair and flying through the sky, Nia and Carmiel eventually stopped mid-air. 

From this point on, they would go separate ways. 

Carmiel planned to build her lair in a mountain range in the southwestern part of the continent. 

Due to their independent nature, dragons naturally want their own lairs once they outgrow the hatchling stage. 

But Nia had no plans to build a lair yet. 

Before that, she wanted to experience the lives of humans in this world. 

She was curious about how humans lived. 

Nia’s destination was a forest near a mid-sized kingdom in the northeastern part of the continent. 

She planned to travel around the continent from there, observing human life. 

It wouldn’t be too late to build a lair afterward. 

“Nia. Take care of yourself. And make sure to come visit me once my lair is finished.” 

Carmiel touched her forehead to Nia’s. 

Touching foreheads was a dragon’s way of greeting. 

“If anyone bothers you, breathe your ice breath and freeze them right away! No, better yet, tell your sister. I’ll scold them for you!” 

“Okay.” 

Nia gave a small smile. 

Her parents and Carmiel… she had grown very attached to them over the past ten years. 

Now that it was time to part ways, a wave of sadness hit her. 

“Thank you… for everything.” 

At Nia’s words, Carmiel blinked. 

“Huh? For what?” 

“For taking such good care of me.” 

Even though they were only one year apart in age, Carmiel had looked after Nia very well. 

Just last night, she had hugged Nia tightly while sleeping, making sure she wouldn’t get cold. 

In her polymorphed elf form.

Naked. 

Because of that, when Nia woke up in her human form, her horns and tail had come out again. 

To Nia, who retained her memories of her previous life, the naked body of an elf girl had been a difficult sight to bear. 

“Hehe… Then can you call me ‘sister’ just once?” 

Carmiel licked Nia’s cheek lightly. 

Licking cheeks was another affectionate gesture unique to dragons, like touching foreheads. 

Nia shook her head. 

“No.” 

“Why noooot~? I’m your sister~ Why can’t you just call me that~?” 

“…It’s embarrassing.” 

“Just once. We’re about to part ways. You can do at least that much~ please?” 

“…Fine.” 

Nia let out a small sigh and opened her mouth. 

“…Sister.” 

“Kyaa~!” 

Carmiel nuzzled her head against Nia’s. 

“I love it. One more time!” 

“…Sister.” 

“Kyaaaah!!” 

Now she started biting Nia’s cheeks all over. 

After pouring out her affection for a while, Carmiel spoke in a quiet voice. 

“Nia. You have to stay well, okay?” 

“Yeah. You too, sister.” 

“Hehe. I finally got you to call me sister, and now we have to say goodbye~?” 

“I only said it because it’s the last time.” 

Nia licked Carmiel’s cheek in return. 

“I’ll definitely visit once your lair is done.” 

“Great! I’ll make it amazing, so look forward to it!” 

Nia slowly turned her body and flapped her wings. 

Fwoosh! Fwoosh! 

She flew off toward the northeastern part of the continent. 

Carmiel watched silently.

Once Nia was out of sight, she turned as well and began flying southwest. 

***

Arriving at the forest, Nia polymorphed into her human form again. 

A human girl with no horns or tail. 

In truth, she wanted to appear as an adult. 

But that was impossible. 

When polymorphing, the gender and growth stage remained the same. 

Hair and eye color also remained unchanged. 

In fact, in Nia’s case, having horns and a tail felt more natural. 

She was barely managing to hide them for now. 

‘Oh well.’ 

Nia shrugged her shoulders and used magic to create clothes. 

A pure white chill wrapped around her body, forming a dress. 

Last night, her mother Michella had sat her and Carmiel down and said: 

“It’s fine when you’re in dragon form, but if you polymorph into another race, you need to wear clothes. Otherwise, people from other races will find it strange.” 

Nia could understand that. 

Clothes were essential when changing into another race. 

Of course, underwear wasn’t necessary. 

After living ten years as a dragon, wearing underwear just felt uncomfortable. 

So Nia decided to just wear a thin dress. 

A dress created using ice magic. 

She enchanted it with two spells: reinforcement and defense. 

Now her dress wouldn’t tear even if struck by a sword or arrow, and if someone cast an offensive spell, it would automatically activate a defensive barrier. 

She then cast the same reinforcement and defense spells on her body. 

As a dragon, her scales were tough enough, but in human form, her skin was fragile and vulnerable to unexpected attacks. 

Nia didn’t want to get hurt. 


In her previous life, she’d died from an unforeseen accident, so she wanted to be even more cautious now. 

Having enchanted both her body and dress, Nia finally felt at ease and began walking through the forest. 

At that moment— 

“Uwaaah!! H-Help me!!” 

A desperate scream echoed from somewhere deeper in the forest. 



 
  
    Chapter 5 : Wandering Dragon


Nia narrowed her eyes and stopped walking.

Someone was running toward her from ahead.

“No, really! I didn’t do it on purpose!!”

It was a young man.

Dark gray hair.

And atop it, pointed animal ears.

“A beastman…!”

Nia looked at the man with curious eyes.

She knew that beastmen existed in this world.

Not just beastmen, but elves, dwarves, and various other races as well.

But this was her first time seeing one in person.

Since her parents’ lair was deep in the mountains, no beastmen had ever ventured there.

“Hey, kid, move! No, run! Don’t just stand there!”

The man shouted at Nia.

Now that she noticed, the man was being chased by something.

A green-skinned monster.

An orc.

Nia had seen orcs a few times around the lair.

They were known for making a “tsuik” sound at the end of their words, but they weren’t particularly threatening monsters.

Whenever they saw Nia or Carmiel, they’d flee in a hurry, and if any dared to attack, they’d turn to ash with a single blast of Carmiel’s breath.

Each time, Carmiel would grin and say, “Heh, what do you think, Nia? Isn’t your big sis awesome?”

While Nia was lost in those memories, the man had come right up to her.

“I said run, you idiot!”

Without warning, the man scooped Nia up by the waist and started running.

Caught off guard, Nia found herself being carried by the man, now chased by orcs.

“Catch him, tsuik!”

Nia didn’t know what this beastman had done, but judging by the orcs’ furious expressions, they were very angry.

“Huff…! Huff…!”

While running, the beastman darted into a cave.

He hid inside, waiting for the orcs to pass by.

Nia spoke softly.

“Um…”

“Shh.”

The man covered Nia’s mouth.

“Be quiet. Unless you want to get caught.”

Nia closed her mouth for now.

The orcs didn’t seem to notice the cave and passed by.

The sound of their footsteps and “tsuik” noises grew fainter.

“Phew…”

The man let out a sigh, relaxing.

“That was close…”

Only then did he look at Nia.

A girl quietly nestled in his arms.

She was light.

And her touch felt oddly cool.

“Ahem, uh, ahem.”

The man cleared his throat awkwardly and set Nia down.

“By the way, where are you from?”

As far as he knew, there were no villages nearby.

The closest village was a full day’s walk through this deep forest.

Yet Nia was dressed in nothing but a thin dress, as if she’d just stepped out of her house.

“Are you a noble or something?”

Her appearance and demeanor didn’t seem like that of a commoner.

Her skin was strikingly pale.

“No.”

Nia shook her head.

“Dragon.”

“…What?”

“I’m a dragon.”

The man burst out laughing.

“You’re a dragon?”

“Yup.”

No matter how he looked at her, she was a human girl.

Cute and pretty, the kind who’d get kidnapped within a day if she wandered alone.

And yet, she was claiming to be a dragon.

“Sure, let’s go with that.”

The man nodded.

Of course, he didn’t believe her, but he could humor her.

She was just a kid, after all.

When he was young, he used to go around saying he was a demon king.

“It’s true.”

“Yeah, yeah, I get it.”

The man stood up.

“Let’s move. We need to get out of this forest fast. Those orcs won’t give up that easily.”

“What did you do wrong?”

Nia recalled the angry faces of the orcs chasing him and asked.

It seemed like this beastman had done something seriously wrong.

“Just, you know, a little misunderstanding.”

The man scratched his head.


“I saw some cloth hanging on a tree, so I used it to blow my nose. Turns out… it was the orc chieftain’s daughter’s underwear.”

* * *

The man’s name was Raul.

As Nia had guessed, he was a wolf beastman.

His profession, he said, was a wandering poet.

“A wandering poet?”

“Yup. A herald of a free soul.”

Raul placed a hand on his chest and spoke solemnly.

“The cries of the suffering! The blood-soaked earth! And this beautiful encounter today! All of it fuels my poetry.”

Nia stared at him blankly.

“Do you make any money?”

Raul flinched.

“A-art isn’t about money! I don’t have a fixed income, but my soul is always rich!”

Nia nodded.

…Just a bum, then.

This time, Raul asked her.

“What’s your name?”

“Nia.”

“Nia, huh. Where’s your home? I’ll take you back safely.”

Raul assumed Nia was some lost noble girl.

Maybe he’d get a reward for escorting her home.

But Nia shook her head.

“You don’t need to take me.”

“Why not?”

“I’m independent.”

“Independent? You mean you ran away from home?”

“Independent.”

“Fine, let’s call it that. But your parents must miss you. You should go back home. It’s dangerous out here. You’re young, so you might not know, but the world isn’t full of kind people like me…”

At that moment, Nia stopped walking.

“Orcs.”

“Right, you saw those orcs earlier, didn’t you? Scary guys like that…”

Raul stopped too.

The atmosphere felt off.

When he turned his head, orcs were standing in front of them.

“Got you, tsuik!”

They were completely surrounded, even from behind.

“You defiled our chieftain’s daughter’s honor, tsuik!”

“Apologize formally and marry her, tsuik!”

“Or we’ll cut off your nose, tsuik!”

Raul’s face darkened.

“Marry an orc? I’d rather have my nose cut off!”

“We’ll cut off your balls too, tsuik!”

“Become a female, tsuik!”

The orcs closed in slowly.

“Fine, I’ll marry her!”

Raul said reluctantly.

“Just let the kid go.”

He pointed at Nia.

“This kid’s just a poor lost girl.”

The orcs’ gazes turned to Nia.

Desire flickered in their eyes.

“No way, tsuik!”

“She’s my type, tsuik!”

“Cute human girl, nice, tsuik!”

Raul bit his lip.

“You filthy bastards. Then I’m not marrying the chieftain’s daughter either.”

“You don’t have a choice, tsuik!”

“Grab them, tsuik!”

The orcs charged.

“Damn it…”

Raul hugged Nia tightly and crouched down.

At that moment—

Shwaaaa!

A burst of white frost shot out from Nia’s hand.

“…?”

Raul’s eyes widened.

The orcs froze in place.

Not just the orcs— the surrounding trees and grass were all covered in white ice.

“W-what is this…?”

Rustle.

Horns and a tail sprouted from Nia’s head and lower back.

They appeared automatically when she used magic.

“You… you were really a dragon…?”

Raul looked at Nia in shock.

Small, curved horns rose from her head.

A white tail swayed gently from her lower back.

She looked like a mix of human and dragon.

“Amazing… you’re actually a dragon! Haha! I met a dragon!”

Raul grabbed Nia’s hands and spun her around.

Dragons weren’t something you saw every day.

Most stayed holed up in their lairs, rarely showing themselves to other races.

When they did appear, it was usually because someone had invaded their lair and angered them, sometimes driving entire races to near extinction.

That’s why no one dared to trespass in a dragon’s lair anymore.

It was also why Nia had never met other races at her parents’ lair.

“…Dizzy.”

“Oh, sorry.”

Raul stopped spinning.

“I was just so amazed. Meeting a dragon…!”

Instead, he started fiddling with Nia’s tail.

“Wow, so this is a dragon’s tail. It’s kind of cold…”

“Don’t touch it.”

Nia yanked her tail away.

For some reason, her tail was sensitive.

Sensitive enough to make her feel strange when touched.

Since beastmen were similar in that regard, Raul immediately apologized.

“Sorry, sorry. So, Nia, are you really out here wandering alone, independent?”

“Yup.”

“Where are you headed?”

“…Don’t know. Just wanted to see humans.”

Raul stroked his chin, deep in thought.

“Then, want to help me out? You don’t have anything else to do, right?”

Nia’s eyes narrowed slightly.

Hearing “you don’t have anything else to do” from a wandering poet who was basically a bum felt odd.

But since it wasn’t exactly wrong, she didn’t have a comeback.

Raul was a wandering poet, and Nia was a wandering dragon.

“What kind of help?”

“Well, I came to this forest to find the grave of a dead poet. There’s supposed to be a spring of inspiration there, and drinking its water is said to awaken a poet’s talent.”

Raul spoke with a serious expression.

“My goal is to drink that water and write a legendary poem that’ll be remembered across the continent.”

Nia looked at him quietly.

In her mind, she thought, What’s the point of that?

Does it make money?


But she couldn’t bring herself to ask.

It felt too materialistic, and Raul’s eyes were so earnest.

“So, what do you say, dragon girl?”

Raul took Nia’s hand and asked.

“Want to join me and become a legend?”



 
  
    Chapter 6 : Trial


Dragons are stronger and live longer than any other race.

Perhaps that’s why.

They had little interest in the affairs of the world.

Brilliant civilizations, burning emotions— to a dragon, these were merely fleeting breezes passing by.

But Nia was different.

Nia possessed memories of a past life.

A life as a human.

Short and fleeting, yet filled with delicate and vibrant sensations.

Those sensations intertwined with her life as a dragon, creating a unique hue.

When Raul spoke of the “Tomb of the Dead Poet” and the “Spring of Inspiration,” a spark of curiosity flickered in her heart.

Could such a thing truly exist?

Would drinking that water really awaken a poet’s talent?

Of course, Nia had no intention of becoming a poet.

She was simply curious.

If such a thing existed, she wanted to see it with her own eyes.

That was what set her apart from ordinary dragons.

Nia wanted to explore.

She wanted to know the answers to her questions.

So, with a smile, Nia said to Raul, “Alright.”

Raul’s eyes widened, and he burst into laughter, his mouth agape.

“For real? Really? Wow, teaming up with a dragon!”

He pulled a worn piece of paper from his pocket.

“Here, this is the place where the Tomb of the Dead Poet is said to be!”

Nia looked at the paper.

On it was written:

When the sun sets thrice,
Where moonlight crosses the water,
There lies my silent slumber.

“What do you think? Pretty moving, right?” Raul asked with a grin, but Nia’s face remained expressionless.

What does that even mean?

Nia began walking with Raul.

Her horns and tail were hidden once more.

Raul seemed a bit disappointed by this.

Just as Nia’s father, Belodius, had thought, Raul also found her horns and tail rather cute.

“Hey, Nia, by the way… are you not wearing underwear?” Raul asked.

Nia stopped walking and stared at him silently.

“Oh, sorry!” Raul apologized immediately.

Nia had only looked at him, thinking, Did he notice?

But Raul assumed she was angry.

“I was rude to a lady,” Raul said, trying to explain himself. “It’s just, seeing your tail pop out, I wondered if you weren’t wearing any.”

Nia shifted her gaze to Raul’s tail.

Raul quickly shook his head. “No, no! I’m wearing some. Definitely wearing some!”

Raul was wearing underwear designed for beastfolk, tailored to accommodate a tail.

His pants were made the same way.

Nia said, “I’m wearing some too.”

“Oh, right, haha. Of course you are. It’d be weird to go around without underwear, especially in that thin, short dress…”

“More importantly, is this the right path?” Nia asked, changing the subject.

Raul glanced at the paper again.

When the sun sets thrice,
Where moonlight crosses the water,
There lies my silent slumber.

“…It should be right. The ‘sun’ here isn’t just the sun—it symbolizes a journey. ‘Sets’ means the journey is tough.”

“So, this is about ‘three trials,’ meaning we have to cross three mountains. Then, ‘where moonlight crosses the water’ refers to a bridge.”

“There’ll be a river flowing below, and since we need to cross three mountains, it’ll be somewhere high up.”

“Cross that bridge, and we’ll find ‘my silent slumber’—the Tomb of the Dead Poet.”

Raul finished his explanation, his eyes sparkling as he looked at Nia.

His lips curved slightly, his eyebrows raised, as if asking, Impressed yet?

But Nia didn’t fully grasp his explanation.

“Why make it so complicated?” she asked, tilting her head.

The sun setting thrice, moonlight crossing water—it sounded like a riddle.

“It’s the Tomb of the Dead Poet, that’s why,” Raul said, gazing at the distant sky. “Poetry doesn’t just list information. It’s not like, ‘Go past the mountain, cross the bridge, there’s the tomb.’”

“Every word carries layers of meaning, compressing emotions. Interpreting it… it’s like a beautiful kind of magic.”

Nia preferred straightforward things, but she didn’t argue with Raul.

The world was full of different people.

Some liked things simple, while others found simplicity boring.

Raul, at any rate, was very serious about this, so Nia followed him quietly.

Truthfully, she wanted to transform into her dragon form, soar into the sky, and find the bridge immediately, but she sensed Raul wouldn’t like that.

Because he had said, “The three trials of the journey—we have to overcome them first.”

The path grew increasingly treacherous.

Thorny vines lined narrow mountain trails, large rocks had to be climbed, and slippery paths near cliffs had to be navigated.

Nia passed through with ease, but Raul’s clothes tore, and his knees got scraped.

“Huff… huff… how about a quick break?” Raul asked, panting heavily.

Sweat streamed down his exhausted face.

“Sure,” Nia nodded.

Her face showed no trace of fatigue.

Though she was in a human form through polymorph, immense magical energy coursed through her body.

Thanks to that, her physical abilities were exceptional even without casting spells.

Climbing a mountain like this was nothing, and if she wanted, she could race up it in no time.

“Phew, this is tough. Is this what they mean by a trial…?”

Raul muttered, collapsing onto the ground and looking at the paper again.

Nia considered healing his scraped knees with magic but decided against it.

She figured Raul wouldn’t appreciate it.

This was a trial, after all.


Nia leaped up and perched on a tree branch.

Though she was aware of her past human life, her dragon nature made her fond of high places.

Back at her parents’ lair, she and Carmiel would often sit in high spots together.

As Raul caught his breath, he said, “This is my first time journeying with someone in the wild like this… How about you, Nia?”

Nia tilted her head. “What?”

“This journey. As a dragon, traveling with another race. Looking in the same direction as me.”

Nia thought for a moment and nodded. “It’s nice. You walk slowly, and I can wait.”

Raul looked stunned for a moment.

Then he smiled faintly. “That’s kind of moving, you know? It felt almost poetic.”

“Poetic?” Nia asked.

“Yeah. Even simple, short words can become poetry if they carry sincerity.”

A breeze rustled through the leaves, brushing Nia’s hair.

The sun was setting beyond the mountain ridge.

Its red light painted the clouds below, casting golden outlines on the tree trunks.

Nia gazed at the scene intently, and so did Raul.

For a while, they looked at the same view in silence.

“…Shall we get going?” Raul said, slowly standing up.

Nia jumped down from the tree.

At that moment—

Thud, thud, thud.

A massive figure emerged, shaking the mountain with its steps.

Reddish skin, bulging muscles.

A troll.

Its legs were short and thick, and it wielded an entire tree as a club.

“Roooar!”

Before Nia or Raul could react, the troll swung its club.

Thwack!

Nia was struck and sent flying, crashing into a wall.

“Nia!!” Raul shouted, rushing toward her, but the troll’s massive hand grabbed him.

“Urgh…!” Raul groaned, struggling as the troll’s grip crushed him.

Its strength was enough to tear steel apart.

Once caught, escape was nearly impossible.

Nia stood up.

Thanks to a protective spell, she was unharmed.

But she was a little annoyed.

There was a hierarchy among races, and a mere troll dared—

Whoosh.

Horns sprouted from Nia’s head, and a tail grew from her lower back.

A chilling aura of frost swirled around her.

“Nia, h-help!” Raul cried out.

The troll’s gaze shifted to Nia.

“Gruh?”

It tilted its head, puzzled.

It had planned to knock out the human girl and save her for later, but she stood unscathed.

With horns on her head and a tail swaying behind her.

And above all, the air around her felt strange.

It was too cold.

Shwoooosh.

A vortex of pure white frost began to take shape in front of Nia.

A massive spear of ice.

Seeing it, the troll dropped Raul and charged at Nia, deciding she was the bigger threat.

“Roooar!”

Thud, thud, thud.

The ground shook with its steps.

Nia, expressionless, flicked her finger as the troll approached.

Boom!!

The spear of ice pierced through the troll’s torso.

Despite their tough vitality and regenerative abilities, trolls were nothing before Nia’s magic.

The troll was impaled, flung back, and pinned to the wall.


Its head slumped, tongue lolling out.

Instant death.

“N-Nia…” Raul gasped, staring at her.

Nia stood quietly, her red eyes glowing.

Horns rose from her head, her tail swayed, and white frost still emanated around her.
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