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Prologue
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They said that peace would last forever.

A hundred years after the fall of the Black King, the planet Leloo 47 bloomed once more.

Half the planet remained sacred.  Mountains were replanted with the forests once burned by the Black Armies.  Rivers were reborn.  Vast fields looked like breathing green light.

The other half of Leeloo47 became a wonder of cities.  Glass towers wove in with gardens and universities where new generations shaped the future of the stars.

Under the eternal reign of King Michael and Queen Jennifer, the world no longer feared the shadows, until one day, when a foreign light crossed their sky, bringing with it two travelers from another universe... and a gift that would change everything.
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Chapter I – Those Who Bring the Light
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The sun rose slowly above the crests of Mount Eredan, melting the morning frost like a fragile memory. The air smelled of pine and damp stone, and in the wide clearing, the stone-and-wooden cabin of King Michael and Queen Jennifer radiated peace and warmth. A thin thread of smoke rose from the chimney, while around the house, mountain flowers opened toward the light.

Michael stood on the terrace, leaning on the carved railing, watching the sky unfold like a sea of crystal. Beside him, Michael’s son John whispered to his wife, Camelia.  They were two young souls full of life, yet who carried that noble gravity inherited by birth.

Since John and Camelia had taken the helm of the Red Kingdom, entrusted to them by King Michael and Queen Jennifer, John and Camelia ruled over Leloo 47, while the two elder monarchs watched in silence, like ancient stars that shine without burning.

Jennifer, floating elegantly, came out of the house carrying a wooden tray with a steaming teapot and four fine blue porcelain cups. The scent of herbs and resin wrapped around them like a silent prayer. Just as Jennifer was about to pour the tea, a silver gleam slashed across the horizon, cutting through the daylight like a living arrow.

“There are no shooting stars in the daytime,” she said with a smile that was unable to hide her wonder.

Michael stirred his tea slightly. A strange reflection of recognition crossed his eyes. “That’s not a shooting star. It’s our friend, Tatu.”

For a moment, the stillness of nature seemed to retreat, waiting. Then, above the clearing, the air shuddered faintly, and a small vessel, shining like a metallic tear, descended gently. It made no sound, only the whisper of wind over grass and stone. The landing was so smooth it felt more like a greeting than an arrival.

Two figures stepped out of the craft. The first, who was slightly bent under the weight of a long cloak, was Tatu.  He had the same gentle smile and the same amber eyes that seemed to hold an entire world within. Beside him walked a tall man, his face lined with fatigue, yet lit by a strange, inner gleam.

“My old friend, welcome home,” said Michael, descending from the terrace.

“I hope that’s how you’ll feel when you meet my friend,” Tatu replied, smiling. Then, letting his gaze rest upon the four figures facing him, he added solemnly, “I’ve brought my friend, Jack, with me.”

Tatu turned slightly and stepped aside. The man beside him lowered his hood. Jack’s tousled blond hair fell across his forehead, and his gray-green eyes carried a restless depth. Still, his smile reached them easily.

“Jack is a man from Earth in the Milky Way Galaxy,” Tatu said. “He is a surgeon and a soul who has known loss yet never stopped seeking the light. He came with me not by chance, but by destiny.”

Michael extended his hand, and Jack clasped it respectfully, though he could feel the weight of his own foreignness. This was the first time he had set foot on Leloo 47.  Everything felt unreal:  the air, the colors and, the serenity of its people.

“Welcome to our home,” said Jennifer warmly. “Jack from the Blue World, please, be our guest.

Jack met her gaze and politely bowed his head in acknowledgement of her welcome. “Thank you,” he replied.

The two travelers were invited inside the cabin. The light within seemed to fall softly from the carved wooden ceiling and spread across the walls adorned with ancient tapestries. Jennifer poured tea into the porcelain cups.  The rising steam carried a soothing aroma of mint and mountain flowers.

The conversation began as naturally as it does among old friends who are reunited after a long number of years. Tatu spoke of the southern colonies, of the universities in the new cities of light, and of the children learning to communicate with the stars. Michael listened with a quiet smile; Jennifer watched her husband proudly.  John and Camelia exchanged fascinated glances, captivated by the traveler’s stories.

Michael, Jennifer, John and Camelia spoke of peace and of how Leloo 47, the planet of renewal, had learned at last to breathe again without fear, after a century of being silenced.

Then, as the conversation faded into a warm stillness, Tatu lowered his gaze. He removed the glove from his right hand and, with a slow movement, opened his cloak. “I have found the object you asked for,” he said, as his voice made the air tremble faintly. “Our friend, Omiddu, went to great lengths to secure it for you.”

From the depths of his cloak, Tatu drew out a small wooden box inlaid with fine stones. The wood seemed alive, trembling almost imperceptibly, like the heart of a tree that still feels the wind. When Tatu lifted the lid, white-silver light poured out, filling the room like the breath of the heavens.

Inside, upon a bed of sparkling white silk, lay the Platinum Apple.  It was perfectly round, smooth, and yet subtly shifting, vibrating, as if alive. From the apple emanated a calm yet deep energy, like an ocean of light.

Jennifer and Camelia raised their hands to their lips, awestruck by its beauty. John took a step closer. The apple’s reflection bathed his face in silver.

Michael said nothing. He stared at the object as one might at the memory of a forgotten dream. In his eyes were mingled looks of reverence, awe, and recognition.

“It’s real,” he said at last.

“Yes,” Tatu replied. “And the time has come for it to belong to you.”

Jennifer touched her husband’s arm gently, anchoring him to the present. The light from the box shimmered across her face, making her appear younger, almost translucent.

“It’s like a heart,” she murmured. “As if the planet itself were breathing through it.”

Michael nodded. “Or perhaps the universe.”

The silence that followed was so deep that only the sounds of the mountain outside could be heard.  The wind, the running waters, and the faint song of a bird awakened too early filled everyone’s ears..

Jennifer turned toward the stranger standing beside Tatu. “And you? Who are you, traveler Jack?”

Jack set his cup down. His hands trembled slightly. He smiled wearily, yet his eyes grew clear.

“I am only a man who has lost too much,” he said quietly. “And who has learned that light is not always found among the stars; but also, in the hearts of others.”

The silence that followed was almost sacred.

Jennifer regarded him with kindness, Tatu smiled knowingly, and Michael inclined his head, as if recognizing in Jack’s words an ancient revelation of truth.

King Michael looked once more at the Platinum Apple. Its silver light pulsed slowly, like a living heart. With a careful movement, he took from around his neck a small golden medallion, inlaid with stones from Gallatan. He opened it gently, and the light of the Apple shimmered along its edges.

Then he took a ceremonial knife and cut a thin slice of the fruit, a sliver that seemed made more of light than of matter. He placed it inside the locket-medallion and closed the lid, murmuring a prayer only he knew.

“Give this to Omiddu, the one you told me is wounded,” he said, extending the locket-medallion toward Tatu. “Tell him this is a sign of our gratitude, and if he ever needs it... he will know how to use it.”

Tatu closed the medallion carefully, pressed it to his chest, nodded gratefully, and replied. “I’ll gratefully deliver your message, Your Majesty.”

Then Tatu turned toward Jack, wearing that playful grin that always gave him away. “Looks like the road calls us again. Omiddu’s waiting, and that hairy caterpillar won’t drink his ‘tea’ alone.”

Jack looked at him in silence, then smiled. “I’m coming with you. What I have to do isn’t here.”

Jennifer approached and placed a small satchel on the table. “For the road. Mountain bread and mint leaves from my garden.”

John chuckled softly. “And a map of the currents, if Tatu promises not to ‘shorten’ the routes again.”

“I promise... partially,” Tatu laughed. “Only if space doesn’t demand otherwise.”

Camelia opened the door to the garden. The evening air smelled of cold stone and pine. The small ship waited for them, its soft lights pulsing like a heartbeat.

Jack bowed slightly. “Thank you for your hospitality.”

King Michael touched their shoulders lightly, one after the other. “Go in peace, and if need arises, return with news.”

Tatu raised two fingers in a playful salute. “With news, with song, and, if we’re lucky, with new friends.”

A moment later, the engine hummed like a deep note. The ship lifted silently from the ground, rose above the fir trees, and became a spark in the clear evening sky.

The garden remained still.

In the wooden box, the Apple pulsed once, like a sign that every parting is only another beginning.

Then, as if touched by an unseen spell, the Platinum Apple began to heal itself.  The missing slice shimmied back into place. Light knitted its edges until the Platinum Apple was whole again. When it rested, complete and silent, it glowed with the calm of destiny fulfilled.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter II – Lando Black
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Far from the cities of light on planet Leloo 47, where the sky melted into the gray of the horizon and the winds caressed the dry sands of the Tharn Desert, the ruins of the old black fortress still breathed shadows. 

The collapsed black walls, scarred by the lightning of ancient wars, kept the memory of an empire that had sworn never to fall. Despite the oath, it had fallen under the sword and determination of one man: King Michael, the king who had brought the light.

It was said that on the day King Michael defeated the Black King, the heavens themselves opened, and for a brief moment, the entire planet Leloo 47 shone as bright as day. In the desert, the winds still carried the echo of that battle.

Beneath the fortress ruins, deep in the earth beaten by silence, a small flame burned steadily. Around it, shadows moved across the damp walls of a vaulted chamber. There lived Maedra, the old sorceress, who was once the faithful servant of the Black Queen and the keeper of forbidden secrets. Her face was carved by time and sorrow but still carried traces of ancient nobility.  A faded beauty, still alive in her eyes, was deep as the abyss.

In front of her, a child crouched, staring at the flame. His hair was black, his eyes a dark, metallic blue, the same color that once made the warriors of the Blacks tremble. His name was Lando, the son of the Black King
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