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The ancient prophecy had whispered through the cosmic winds for millennia, carried across every inhabited planet in the universe like a sacred incantation. It spoke of a Queen whose power would be so absolute that the very fabric of reality would bend to her will. Stars would dim in her presence, galaxies would align at her command, and the universe itself would kneel before her throne.

In the year 5,000, Earth had transformed beyond recognition. The blue marble that once housed billions of separate nations now belonged entirely to the Neotara Empire. The capital city of Tarapolis gleamed like a jewel, its crystal spires reaching toward the heavens where mechanical dragons and dinosaurs soared between hovering vehicles and teleporting citizens.

Emperor Zacharias stood on the highest balcony of the Imperial Palace, his weathered face betraying the weight of three thousand years of unbroken tradition. The rule was sacred, immutable: only a male heir could ascend to the Neotaran throne. For three millennia, the ruling family had never failed to produce a son. Until now.

"My Emperor," Empress Helenesia's voice carried a tremor of desperation as she approached, her silver suit shimmering in the artificial twilight. "The physicians have confirmed it once again. Our daughter Ellanesia remains our only child."

Zacharias closed his eyes, feeling the burden of an empire that spanned half the galaxy pressing down upon his shoulders. At 110 years old, he appeared no more than 35 thanks to the life-extending technologies of the 50th century, but the stress of his predicament aged his soul beyond measure.

"There is... another option," he said finally, his voice barely above a whisper. "The Robellans have finally acknowledged our empire's existence."

Helenesia's face paled. Robella was a world of impossible contradictions—a colossal sphere four times the size of Jupiter, yet possessing the gentle gravity of Earth. Orbiting an ancient orange star in the Romantina Galaxy, some 1,200 billion light-years away, its upper atmosphere was a swirling masterpiece of white marble and dark pink storm clouds. Beneath this veil lay a breathtaking paradise: a permanent pink sky hanging over endless oceans, dotted with magnificent floating islands that defied gravity. Guarded by three celestial moons, it was there that the Robellans built their eternal empire. 

They controlled more than half the universe through their unmatched magical abilities, technological advancement and ethereal beauty. Their mere acknowledgment of Neotara after three millennia of existence was both an honor and a terrifying prospect.

"They're sending Princess Angelliaviashania," Zacharias continued, his voice gaining strength. "A political marriage. It's our only hope for a male heir."
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EARTH’S SKY FRACTURED without warning. In the span of a single heartbeat—one solitary second—the Robellans bridged a gap of 1,200 billion light-years. They arrived in a gigantic, yet breathtakingly aesthetic mothership covered in white light, with flowers blooming across its hull. The ship materialized out of a blinding pillar of cosmic light that smelled of ozone and pink Rubellan rain. Then, the Robellans stepped forward: breathtaking, ethereal beings with sharp, elf-like features and eyes that held the glow of an orange star. Their armor shifted and hummed with a living, mechanical intelligence of pure white light, crackling with the raw cosmic magic of a civilization that had conquered half of the universe itself.

However, when Princess Angelliaviashania stepped onto the soil of Tarapolis, even the most jaded citizens stopped in their tracks. Her light purple hair cascaded like liquid starlight to her ankles, framing a face of such perfect beauty that it seemed carved by the gods themselves. Her red eyes held the wisdom of 30,000 years—young by Robellan standards, yet ancient by any other measure. She appeared no older than seventeen, her flowery magical gown seeming to be woven from the very essence of silk and moonbeams.

The wedding ceremony was a spectacle that united two vastly different worlds. Emperor Zacharias, despite his mere 110 years, had the dignity and presence of a true ruler. The union was blessed by representatives from across the galaxy, with teleportation gates bringing dignitaries from the furthest reaches of known space.

When their son was born nine months later, the entire palace held its breath. Prince Angelliavirousu emerged into the world with metallic grey-blonde hair—a perfect fusion of his mother's purple locks and his father's black hair—red eyes that sparkled with otherworldly intelligence, and skin so pale it was almost translucent. He was beautiful beyond description, and unmistakably male.

For a brief, shining moment, the prophecy seemed like nothing more than ancient superstition. The empire had its heir, the bloodline was secure, and the future stretched endlessly before them.

Then tragedy struck.
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EMPEROR ZACHARIAS'S death was as sudden as it was devastating. His personal spacecraft, equipped with the most advanced technology the empire could provide, suffered a catastrophic malfunction during a routine diplomatic mission to the outer colonies. The explosion was visible from three star systems away, a brilliant flash that marked the end of an era.

The succession crisis began immediately. Princess Ellanesia, now 80 years old but appearing 20 due to advanced life-extension treatments, had married her cousin Prince Arthurian years earlier. As the eldest child with a clear bloodline, she had legitimate claim to the throne. But Prince Angelliavirousu, despite being only an infant, carried the sacred male lineage that tradition demanded.

Empress Helenesia, consumed by grief and jealousy, watched as the ethereal beauty of Princess Angelliaviashania seemed to mock her own mortality. The Robellan princess moved through the palace like a living goddess, her mere presence making the crystal walls shine brighter and the air itself smell of distant flowers.

"She's not one of us," Helenesia whispered to her advisors in the shadows of the throne room. "That child carries alien blood. How can we trust our empire to such... creatures?"

The whispers grew louder, more poisonous. Some spoke of the ancient prophecy, wondering if the Queen of the Universe might emerge from this half-blood child. Others feared the Robellans' true intentions, questioning whether this marriage was conquest disguised as diplomacy.
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LATE ONE NIGHT, AS the twin moons of Earth cast their silver light through the palace windows, Empress Helenesia made her fateful decision. She crept through the corridors like a shadow, her heart pounding with murderous intent. The royal nursery lay ahead, where both Princess Angelliaviashania and infant Prince Angelliavirousu slept.

Her attempts were futile. The Robellan princess's magical defenses were impenetrable, ancient spells woven into her very being that protected her and her child from harm. Every poison, every blade, every concealed weapon simply... failed. The magic was too strong, too refined by millions of years of evolution.

In desperation, Helenesia pressed her ear to the door of Angelliaviashania's chambers, listening as the princess spoke in rapid, melodious Robellan to her uncle through a telepathic crystal.

"Uncle, Emperor Angelliaviousu," the princess's voice carried pain and frustration. "This pathetic planet's inhabitants seek to harm my son. Perhaps it's time to show them what true power looks like. A single spell could turn their world to dust."

Helenesia's blood ran cold. If the Robellans decided to destroy Earth, no force in the known universe could stop them. But she knew of one empire that might at least make them pause: the Blackismisva.
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THE BLACKISMISVA INTERGALACTIC Empire controlled so many worlds in countless galaxies, but where the Robellans were beings of light and beauty, the Blackismisva were creatures of shadow and hunger. Their territories stretched across dark sectors of space where stars died young and planets were strip-mined for resources.

Crown Prince Annebrikenus was the embodiment of his people's nature. Standing twelve feet tall, his humanoid form was covered in obsidian-black chitinous armor that seemed to absorb light itself. Massive wings folded against his back, and his crown-like head bore rows of crystalline teeth that could tear through starship hulls.

"Empress Helenesia," his voice rumbled like distant thunder when she contacted him through encrypted hyperspace channels. "How... unexpected. What could the ruler of such a small empire possibly offer the mighty Blackismisva?"

"A quarter of our planets," she replied without hesitation. "In exchange for eliminating a threat to both our empires. The Robellans have placed a hybrid child on our world—one who may fulfill the ancient prophecy."

Annebrikenus's interest was immediate. The prophecy of the Queen of the Universe was known to every advanced civilization. If there was even a chance that this child could grow to threaten their dominion, the risk was too great to ignore.

"Consider it done," he hissed.
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WHEN ANNEBRIKENUS ARRIVED at Tarapolis, his massive form cast shadows across the crystal spires. The city's defenses—energy shields, plasma cannons, and legions of mechanical guardians—might as well have been made of paper. His 50,000 years of experience in warfare made him nearly unstoppable.

Princess Angelliaviashania met him in the palace's grand hall, her delicate form dwarfed by his massive presence. But her eyes burned with the fury of a star going nova.

"You will not touch my son," she declared, her voice carrying harmonics that made the very air shimmer
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