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High above the world, where the air is soft and blue, there is a
little cottage that floats on a fluffy cloud. This is where Nia
lives, a happy cloud fairy with hair as white and curly as
cumulus clouds. Her sky-blue eyes sparkle with curiosity, and
her tiny silver-edged wings flutter like leaves. Nia loves to
imagine and create with the cloud dust in her pouch.
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Every morning, Nia scoops up a handful of cloud dust and
shapes it into wonderful things. She makes cloud rabbits with
long, floppy ears and cloud castles with tall, wobbly towers.
She even makes floating gardens where cloud flowers bloom in
soft colors. The sky is her playground, and she giggles as her
creations drift by.
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One day, Nia decides to make something bigger and more
exciting than ever before. She takes a deep breath and blows a
huge puff of cloud dust into the sky. She imagines a creature
with a long tail, big wings, and glowing amber eyes. But as she
shapes it, the cloud grows larger and larger, until it is longer
than a whole village.



The cloud creature swishes its tail and lets out a soft, rumbling
roar. It is a cloud dragon! Its body billows like a storm, and a
faint rainbow shimmer runs along its spine. Nia claps her
hands, delighted. But then she hears worried shouts from the
villages far below. The dragon is so big that it casts a shadow
over the land.




Nia peeks over the edge of her cloud and sees the villagers
pointing up in fear. The cloud dragon seems confused and
playful, but its size makes it scary. Nia feels a knot in her
tummy. She didn't mean to frighten anyone. She needs help,
and she knows just who to ask.



Nia flies quickly to Grandpa Cirrus, the oldest and wisest cloud
fairy. He lives on a quiet cloud with a wooden staff topped by a
tiny cloud. His long, wispy beard floats around him like cirrus
clouds, and his kind hazel eyes twinkle behind wire spectacles.
Nia tells him everything in a rush.
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Grandpa Cirrus listens patiently and strokes his beard. 'Your
imagination is a gift, Nia,' he says gently. 'But big creations
need gentle guidance. A cloud dragon is not bad; it just needs
a friend to show it where to go.' Nia nods, her silver wings
drooping a little. She understands that she must fix her
mistake with care.




Grandpa Cirrus gives Nia a small silver whistle. 'Blow this
softly, and the dragon will follow the sound,' he explains.
'‘Guide it across the sky and think of something helpful.' Nia
takes the whistle and flies back to the dragon. She blows a soft
note, and the dragon turns its big amber eyes toward her.
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Nia flies in front of the dragon, waving her arms. ‘Come with
me!' she calls. The dragon tilts its head and follows her slowly.
They glide over the villages, and Nia waves to the people
below to show them they are safe. The dragon's tail swishes,
but Nia keeps it calm with gentle words and the soft whistle.
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As they fly, Nia notices a dry valley below. The riverbeds are

cracked, and the fields are brown. The people there look up at
the sky with hope. Nia has an idea. She remembers that clouds
can bring rain. She asks Grandpa Cirrus, who has followed her,
'‘Can we turn the dragon into a raincloud?' He smiles and nods.
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Grandpa Cirrus teaches Nia how to shape the dragon with
care. 'Think of gentle rain and soft showers,' he says. Nia
closes her eyes and imagines the dragon melting into a big,
soft raincloud. She blows her whistle one last time, and the
dragon shimmers. Its scales turn to mist, and its wings become
gentle rain.
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The cloud dragon transforms into a beautiful raincloud, dark
and full of water. Nia guides it over the dry valley, and the rain
begins to fall. Soft drops patter on the cracked earth, and the
brown fields turn green. The villagers dance in the rain, and
Nia feels warm inside. She has used her creativity to help
others.




Nia returns to her cottage above the clouds, tired but happy.
Grandpa Cirrus visits her and says, 'You have learned a great
lesson today. Creativity is best when it helps others.' Nia
smiles, her freckles twinkling like stars. She knows she will
always love making cloud animals and castles, but now she will
also think about how they can help.
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From that day on, Nia shapes clouds with care and purpose.
She makes small rainclouds for thirsty gardens and fluffy cloud
blankets to shade baby animals. She still creates cloud
dragons sometimes, but only gentle ones that bring joy. And
whenever she sees a rainbow, she remembers the day her
imagination brought rain to a dry valley.
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The villages below often look up and smile when they see Nia's
clouds. They know that the little cloud fairy with fluffy white
hair and silver wings is watching over them. Nia's heart is full,
because she has discovered that the best creations are the
ones that make the world a little better.
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And if you ever see a cloud that looks like a dragon, remember
Nia's story. Remember that imagination is a wonderful gift,
and when we use it to help others, it becomes something truly
magical. The sky is full of possibilities, and Nia is there,
shaping clouds with love and care.
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