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​​Chapter I - The Fall of the Kingdoms
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Not far from here lies the Andromeda Galaxy, a vast expanse of stars and mysteries.

Somewhere in its heart, hidden amidst cosmic wonders, is a planet called Leloo 47. It is a world untouched by time, where wild forests whisper ancient secrets, unconquered mountains rise like celestial guardians, and oceans shimmer in turquoise so pure as to rival the heavens. Leloo 47 is one of the most breathtaking planets in the entire galaxy.

Though distant from Earth, Leloo 47 is nearly identical in size. Its rhythm of days and nights pulse with the same familiar heartbeat of time.

For centuries, Leloo 47 flourished under the rule of four great kingdoms: the Yellow Kingdom, a land of music and poetry; the Blue Kingdom, renowned for its warriors and honor; the Black Kingdom, home to ambition and cunning; and the Red Kingdom, the strongest of all. The Red Kingdom was a nation ruled by a warrior king whose sword had never tasted defeat.

For twenty-four years, the land thrived in an age of golden peace. Trade routes bustled to and from, scholars exchanged wisdom, and the four nations' banners flew side by side under the same sky.


​​Then, the twenty-fifth year arrived. And peace died.


The Rise of the Black King

The Black King, a ruler known for his tactical mind and quiet ruthlessness, had been a man of control—until he was found dead, his breath stolen by unknown hands. His passing sent tremors across the planet. Whispers of assassination slithered through the halls of power like

venomous serpents. No proof was ever found, yet suspicion thickened the air, and a new force stirred in the shadows.

The throne of the Black Kingdom passed to his son, Samson, a man whose heart was forged in cruelty and whose dreams were carved from conquest. Samson was the new Black King.

Leloo 47’s ancient laws granted a new ruler one absolute decree upon their first day of reign. No council could challenge this law, and it was a command that could reshape history.


The Black King did not hesitate.


His first act was the destruction of the Law of Peace and War.

With the fall of the Law of Peace and War, so too did the world of Leloo 47 begin to crumble.

​​The First Conquest:The Yellow Kingdom Falls

The Black King’s vision was absolute. He did not simply desire dominance. He wished to paint the entire world of Leloo 47 Black. Yet, he knew that his greatest challenge lay ahead—the Red King, a warrior feared across the lands.

Samson knew that to face the Red King head-on would be foolish. The Red Kingdom stood as an unbreakable fortress, its armies battle-hardened, its defenses unshaken. And so, Samson, the Black King, devised a strategy. The weakest kingdom would fall first.

His eyes turned to the Yellow Kingdom, a land of beauty, art, and culture. This kingdom had known peace for so long that its swords had rusted in their sheaths, and its soldiers had become decorations in parades rather than warriors in battle.

The Black Army descended upon the Yellow Kingdom with the force of a raging storm. There was no warning.


There was no mercy.


The Yellow King, unprepared for war, watched from the castle walls as his city burned, his people screaming in the streets. He called for his armies, but they were no match for the brutal onslaught that followed.

Within an hour, the Yellow Castle fell. The Black King himself delivered the final blow. Steel met flesh. Blood stained the golden halls. The Yellow King’s crown fell to the marble floor with a hollow, ringing sound—the last echo of his rule.

By law, the death of a ruler signified the end of war, but for the Black King, this was only the beginning. He offered the defeated soldiers a choice—join him or die.


Most chose life. And so, the Black Army grew.


​​The Second Conquest: The Blue Kingdom’s Last Stand

Two weeks later, the Black banners reached the Blue Castle. The Blue King, a man of unwavering honor, knew what awaited him. He had heard of the fate of the Yellow Kingdom. He had seen the smoke on the horizon and tasted the bitter truth upon the wind. He knew he could not win.

And so, he made a final choice. He gathered his most loyal warriors and spoke softly to them. His voice was steady, though his heart was breaking. “This is not our time,” he said. “But we shall not be slaves.” And with that, the Blue King took his own life, falling upon his sword before the Black Army could claim his head.

A stunned silence fell over his warriors. Then, one by one, they followed their king. Steel met flesh. Blood

stained the snow-covered courtyard. Some fought to the death. Some turned their swords upon themselves, refusing to serve a foreign king.

But some—a desperate few—laid down their weapons and knelt. With each surrender, the Black Army grew stronger.

​​The Red Kingdom Stands Alone


Now, there was only one kingdom left.


The Red Castle, once surrounded by rolling green hills, now stood encircled by a sea of black banners.

The Black King had everything he needed, the largest army Leloo 47 had ever seen. The best warriors of the Yellow and Blue Kingdoms were now forced to fight under his rule.

Only one goal was left: to break the Red King, erase his name from history, and claim the throne that was never Black King Samson’s to take.

And so, as the sun set behind the mountains, the Red Kingdom prepared for a war like no other.

The final war. The war that would decide the fate of Leloo 47.

Far beyond the castle walls, the Black King waited for the battle, the bloodshed, and the day when the world would finally belong to him.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​Chapter II - The Red King’s Defiance
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The grand hall of the Red Castle was shrouded in heavy silence. The torches burned low, flickering light casting restless shadows across the marble floors. Wind howled through the castle towers, whispering of war.

Two figures cloaked in darkness strode through the towering entrance of the hall. Their steps echoed ominously as they approached the throne. They were emissaries of the Black King, messengers of death.

The Red King, seated on his throne, watched them with an expression of calm. His golden eyes were unreadable.

The taller of the two emissaries stepped forward. His armor was blackened by war. His voice was a blade of ice. “Red King, surrender; our lord will spare your life.” A murmur rippled through the gathered nobles and warriors who lined the hall. Surrender? The very word was an insult. A demand was unfit for a king who had

never known fear.

The Red King’s lips curled slightly. His voice was measured yet sharp. “And who dares to deliver such a message?” His fingers rested lightly on the hilt of his sword.

The emissary straightened, his posture rigid with arrogance. “I am the First General of the Black Army.”

A slow, dangerous silence filled the hall. Then— Steel flashed in the dim firelight.

The Red King moved with the speed of a viper. His sword was drawn before anyone could breathe. Its blade sliced effortlessly through flesh and bone.

The Black General’s head fell to the floor with a dull thud, rolling across the marble as blood pooled around his twitching body.

The remaining emissary staggered back; his face drained of all color.

Gasps filled the chamber. The court stood frozen in shock except for one man. Peter, the King’s childhood friend and most trusted advisor, smiled knowingly.

The Red King stepped forward. The tip of his sword rested against the trembling emissary’s throat. His voice, calm yet laced with lethal promise, cut through the heavy air. “"You,” the Red King said, eyes locking onto the terrified messenger, “Return to your so-called king. Tell him this: Be ready to die tomorrow at eight o’clock in the morning. For I, the Red King, will kill him.”

The emissary did not hesitate. He spun on his heels and fled, his footsteps echoing like a drum of retreat.


A satisfied hush settled over the hall.


The Red King turned to his General, who had served him through countless battles. “General, tomorrow at six o’clock, present to me one hundred of our best fighters, armed and on horseback, in the main courtyard.”

The general hesitated. He was a man of valor and wisdom, but he also knew the grim reality of numbers. “My King,” he said cautiously, “we are outnumbered ten to one. The Black Army will come in waves. But even so, I believe we will fight with honor.”

The King’s gaze was unwavering. “General,” he repeated, his voice sternly leaving no room for doubt, “your best one hundred. Tomorrow morning. Six o’clock.”

The general bowed his head deeply, accepting the command. “So be it, my King.”

As the soldiers dispersed, Peter stepped forward, arms crossed over his chest, a knowing glint in his eye. “Sire,” he said with a smirk, “what is your plan?"

The Red King exhaled slowly, his expression turning pensive. “I will kill this Black tyrant, Peter. And with his death, peace will return to our planet.”

Peter’s smirk faded as he studied his old friend’s face. There was something there, a quiet finality, an unspoken farewell.

“Tomorrow morning,” the King continued, “you will watch from the North Tower. If I fall, you will lead our army to protect our women and children.” He looked out through the grand hall’s open archways, beyond the castle walls, where the trees had begun to shed their golden leaves.

“Autumn is here, Peter. I want our people to harvest the fruits of their labor, not bury their dead.” His voice softened, a whisper only for his closest friend. “You know how deeply I love them.”

A gust of wind swept through the hall, carrying the scent of fallen leaves and distant rain.

Peter studied his king—the warrior, the leader, the man he had grown up beside. He felt the weight of tomorrow settle in his chest. The Red King was not just fighting a war but preparing to end it.
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​​Chapter III - The Crimson Reckoning
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As the first golden light of dawn spread over Leloo 47, Steward, the Red King, stood astride the palace’s inner courtyard in front of his hundred warriors, their crimson cloaks fluttering behind them like war flags. One hundred warriors watched their king proudly as they prepared for a final battle against the darkness trying to consume their world, their planet.

Ahead, the Black Army sprawled like a sea of shadows, their ranks vast, their numbers overwhelming. Ten to one. An impossible battle.

Steward was not a king who knelt before impossible things. He lifted his sword high, his voice a thunderclap over the chaos. “My brothers! My warriors! My friends! Today, death waits for us on this field. Then let it be a glorious death! One that will be remembered for all time! One that will make the heavens weep and the earth tremble! We fight for our freedom! We fight for our homes! For our children! For our kingdom!”

The soldiers laughed, their voices filled with unwavering loyalty and pride. Then, as one, they raised their weapons and roared, ‘We will fight and die for you, our King!’

With a commanding presence, the King’s voice cut through the air. “Three columns! Now!”

At once, the Red Army formed three imposing columns behind their ruler. The tension was electric, and the air was thick with anticipation.

At the King’s signal, the castle gate groaned as it began to open, revealing the battlefield beyond.



​​The First Clash

The king looked to his left. A giant fighter with a shield and armor smiled confidently at the victory. But when the Red King looked to his right, he saw a bare-chested 14-15-year-old boy brandishing a sword in each hand.

The boy had a smile on his face. The silent boy’s smile spoke for him, ‘You don’t want to see me in the middle of the night.’

‘A boy? My generals betrayed me!’ the King thought. The King intended to ask that the boy be replaced, but the castle gate was already open.


Horses’ hooves bit the ground.


Like three arrows of fire, the small Red Army penetrated the Black Army, which was taken by surprise. The Black Army barely had time to react. Their lines were  still  shifting,  and  commanders  were  barking

confused orders.

Then, the little Red Army hit them like a falling mountain.

The first line of Black soldiers was obliterated in an instant.

Swords slashed. Arrows flew. Hooves trampled fallen bodies.

Steward was a force of nature. His sword was a blur of silver and red, cutting down enemies like wheat before the scythe. A Black captain lunged at him. Steward parried, twisted, and with a single brutal stroke, he cleaved the man’s chest open.

To Steward’s left, the towering warrior—one of the Red Kingdom’s greatest—was crushing skulls with his shield, and his axe split enemies in half.

However, when the Red King looked to his right, he could not believe what he saw.

That young boy roared from all over his chest, “Aiiiiiiiiiiiiii!!”. The boy was cutting the Black Army soldiers’ heads with the sword of his right hand. With the sword in his left hand, the boy protected his King from the speared arrows aimed at him.

‘What a fighter! What a fighter!’ The king thought. ‘No... My generals did not betray me. They put to my right the best fighter I have ever seen.’ The boy ducked, spun, leaped, his entire body a weapon sharper than steel.

King Steward’s eyes widened. ‘Who... what is he? This was no child. This was a nightmare wearing the face of youth.’

And then, the Black Army struck back. The Archer’s Storm from the back of the battlefield, the Black Army’s archers raised their bows. One hundred arrows. Notched. Aimed. Released.

King Steward heard the whistle of death in the air—“SHIELDS!” he roared. Too many. His warriors raised their shields like trying to stop a flood with their bare hands.

An arrow found the giant warrior at Steward’s left. He fell like a felled oak, dead before he hit the ground. Another pierced a soldier’s throat, dropping him in an instant.

And then, pain. A searing, blinding agony tore through Steward’s head. His vision blurred. His balance wavered. He reached up. His fingers came away wet and red. An arrow had grazed the edge of his helmet, cutting a deep gash across his forehead. Blood poured into his left eye. For the first time, he felt doubt. Could they win?



​​The Turning Point

Through the haze of pain, King Steward saw his goal, the Black King’s tent, only fifty yards away. But the Black Army had regrouped. More soldiers swarmed in, sealing the gap. His warriors were dying. The charge was slowing. The Red King had seconds to act. And then—he saw the boy, and he saw what had to be done.

Steward kicked his horse forward and called out. “You! Boy! With me!” The youth turned, eyes burning like embers in the night. His lips curled into a feral grin. And then he nodded.

Together, they charged toward the Black King’s tent. Steward slashed left, an enemy’s head rolled free. The boy struck right, a Black soldier crumpled, cut in three places. They were fire and wind, destruction and vengeance. Two warriors. One king. One unstoppable storm. And in the heart of that storm, their enemy awaited.
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​​Chapter IV - The Last King
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Thick smoke hung over the battlefield, veiling the bloodstained ground in a shroud of death. The fallen warriors, once mighty, lay motionless, their lifeless forms scattered like forgotten statues on the field of ruin. The sun struggled to break through the heavy clouds, casting weak, golden rays upon a world on the brink of rebirth.

Beyond the chaos, the Black King’s tent loomed like a dark monolith, its black fabric swaying in the morning breeze. It was the last remnant of tyranny, the final stronghold of a dying reign. And then, the Black King stepped out. His long cloak, embroidered with the sigils of conquest and dominion, trailed behind him, dragging through the dirt soaked with his enemies’ blood. His armor gleamed like polished onyx, and his golden eyes, molten with arrogance, scanned the battlefield with an air of untouchable superiority.

Until they found him, King Steward, the Red King, mounted on his steed, wounded but unyielding.

The Black King smirked a cold, knowing smile. With a single motion of his hand, his army parted like the sea, clearing a path directly to the heart of his encampment.

In an instant, the battlefield transformed. This was no longer a war—it was a duel, a throne room forged in fire, where two kings would decide the fate of Leloo 47.



​​The Final Duel

Steward lifted his gaze toward the heavens for a fleeting moment. He could feel the weight of his injuries, the slow trickle of blood down his side, the sharp sting of pain that burned through his muscles. Even his sword, once light in his grip, now felt impossibly heavy. But his heart... his heart beat like the drums of war, announcing the final battle of a king.

Without hesitation, he leaped from his horse, landing with the grounded determination of a warrior who knew this was his final stand. His sword, once silver, was now stained crimson, but it remained sharp, eager for one last strike.

The Black King exhaled in feigned disappointment. “You came all this way just to die, Steward,” he said, raising his blade,—long, wicked, black as night. “You could have surrendered, lived your final days in humiliation. But instead, you chose to suffer. How very fitting for a fool.”


Steward did not reply.

There was no need for words. They charged.


The first strike was the Black King’s—a brutal downward slash meant to cleave Steward in two. But Steward sidestepped at the last moment, his blade flashing in a counterattack aimed at his enemy’s ribs. Sparks erupted as steel met steel, the force of their clash sending shockwaves through the battlefield.

The battle around them stopped. Soldiers from both armies turned, watching with bated breath.

The Black King pressed forward, striking with unrelenting fury. Each swing of his blade was meant to shatter, break, and destroy.

But Steward stood his ground, deflecting blow after blow, his years of battle instinct guiding his every movement.


“I will crush you,” the Black King spat.


“Then try,” Steward growled, wiping the blood from his cheek.

With a final roar, the Black King raised his sword for a killing strike.

But Steward was faster. He shifted to the side and drove his sword straight into the Black King’s chest in one flawless movement.


Time froze.


The Black King’s golden eyes widened in shock. He gasped, his lips parting as though to speak, but only blood escaped. His fingers twitched, reaching for his fallen blade, but his strength was gone. His knees buckled. And then, like a great tree collapsing in the storm, he fell.

A shiver ran through the battlefield. It was a silence unlike any in which an entire world seemed to hold its breath.


And then, all at once, everything broke.


​​The Butterfly of Freedom

Steward sank to his knees, exhausted. He pulled off his helmet and breathed deeply, filling his lungs with the fresh, untainted air of a free world. Slowly, he lifted his gaze, watching as the thick clouds above finally began to break, letting the first rays of sunlight pierce through.


And then he saw it.


A butterfly. Small, delicate, with wings as blue as the ocean, fluttering weightlessly in the morning light. It danced through the golden air, descending slowly until it landed upon the hilt of his bloodied sword. Steward exhaled, his lips curling into a tired but genuine smile.

For the first time, he understood what freedom truly meant. It was not about battles or conquests, crowns or armies. Freedom was like a butterfly—fragile, pure, challenging to protect, but breathtaking in flight.


“You are free now, Leloo 47,” he whispered.


The butterfly opened its wings as if in silent farewell before lifting into the sky, soaring toward the endless blue.

‘How beautiful,’ thought the Red King. Then he fell on his side and closed his eyes for the last time. His soul was at peace now.


Leloo 47 was free.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​Chapter V - The Queen’s Decision
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The battlefield lay in eerie silence. The kings were dead, their swords still stained with the blood of war. The banners of both kingdoms hung limp in the fading light as if even the wind itself mourned.

Once locked in mortal combat, warriors now stood frozen, their weapons lowered, their gazes filled with uncertainty.

According to tradition, when a war ended with the death of both rulers, the queens would determine the fate of the kingdoms.

But the Red King was a widower. His beloved wife had died long ago, lost in childbirth, along with the child that would have been his heir. He never remarried. His heart belonged to his people; his love was given to the land he had sworn to protect.

And so, all eyes turned to the only one left to decide the fate of Leloo 47—the Black Queen.

​​A Queen Without a King

She stood alone amidst the bodies of the fallen, the last wife of the now-dead Black King. Unlike her husband, who had ruled with iron and cruelty, she had been a silent figure in his shadow. A woman of stunning beauty, her golden hair cascaded over her black gown, and her piercing blue eyes shimmered beneath the waning sun.

She had seen too much. She watched the Black King execute his previous wives, one by one, discarding them like broken pieces of his ambition. She had known that she would meet the same fate—until fate had decided otherwise.

Now, she was free and alone had the



​​A Whisper of Life

















​​The Eyes of a New Era









​​A Union Forged in Fire
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