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A hundred years had passed since the reign of King Michael and Queen Jennifer. It was an era of peace and prosperity that had once seemed unshakable. Under their rule, Leloo 47 flourished. Its kingdoms were united, and its people were free.

The planet itself had thrived. Its rivers were pure. Its forests were teeming with life. Its cities gleamed under the banners of harmony. Peace, however, is never eternal. Like a silent plague, corruption seeped into the very foundation of the Red Kingdom. It did not arrive with swords or war drums, but with whispers in the dark, with greed in the hearts of men who had once sworn loyalty. Over the decades, ambition and betrayal festered within the grand halls of the palace, spreading like rot beneath the surface of a mighty tree.

And in the shadows, the Black Royal Family waited. Long thought to be vanquished and their bloodline erased, they had survived and thrived in exile, weaving their influence into the cracks of the kingdom. For generations, they whispered in the ears of the weak, the greedy, the ambitious.

Gold, secrets, and promises of power found their way into the hands of the very guards sworn to imprison them. Then, the unthinkable happened on a night that would be remembered in infamy. The Black Royal Family was set free. Once outside the prison castle walls, their influence spread like wildfire. The corruption that had enabled their escape now became their greatest weapon. With silver-tongued deception and iron-fisted cruelty, they turned the highest-ranking generals of the Red Army against their own kingdom. Those who resisted were executed in the shadows before they could warn their king.

One by one, the pillars of the realm crumbled. Then came the final betrayal. King John and Queen Camelia were assassinated. The Red Kingdom, leaderless and fractured, fell into chaos.

King John and Queen Camelia were assassinated.

The Red Kingdom, leaderless and fractured, fell into chaos.

The Black Royal Family seized the throne and crowned themselves rulers of all Leloo 47. With ruthless ambition, they set their sights on domination. Their first decree was war.

The Yellow and Blue Kingdoms, once strong allies of the Red Kingdom declined to submit, but they were not prepared for the brutality that followed.

For twenty years, Leloo 47 bled. Day by day, the planet withered beneath the weight of endless battles. The once-thriving forests were reduced to scorched wastelands. Rivers, once shimmering with life, ran red with blood. Villages crumbled to ash, and the skies were thick with the smoke of burning cities.

Hope became a dying ember. But as darkness stretched across the land, a whisper carried through the ruins of war, a whisper of something long forgotten, a legend.

The legend spoke of an ancient power, hidden deep within the untouched forests of Leloo 47.

A sacred tree, untouched by time, bore a single, golden apple.

It was said that whoever consumed the fruit would awaken a power unlike any ever known..

And so, as war ravaged the planet, and hope flickered in its final breath, one question remained:

Would the Golden Apple be found in time to change the fate of Leloo 47?
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Part one – AWAKENING
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Chapter I - Awakening of the Forgotten King and Queen
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They say that a planet is a living being and, like any living being, it feels. It rejoices when its children nurture it and suffers when they destroy it. Leloo 47 had known both love and devastation.

For a hundred years, it mourned, and yet, deep within its untouched heart, beneath the roots of an ancient tree, it held onto two lives that were never meant to be forgotten. Beneath the soil, hidden away in a tomb carved of marble and time, Michael and Jennifer lay in perfect stillness.

The chamber was untouched, sealed away from the world above. Yet, nature had found its way. Over the decades, the roots of the Golden Apple Tree had grown strong, weaving through the stone, breaking through the cracks, reaching toward the ones it had sworn to protect.

The roots curled around their faces and bodies, gently and reverently, as if the planet refused to let them go.

Then, a whisper. “Wake up, Michael... Wake up, Jennifer... Leloo 47 needs you...”

The wind carried the words, but the words did not come from the air. They came from the roots and the ground.

A golden droplet of sap formed at the tree’s base and fell upon their lips.

A breath. Then another.

Michael’s chest rose sharply, a gasp tearing from his throat as though he had been pulled from drowning waters. His hands twitched, fingers curling against the cold stone. Beside him, Jennifer let out a soft, pained moan, her body shuddering as warmth surged through her limbs for the first time in a century.

Their eyes snapped open. At first, all they could see was darkness.

Their minds were fogged, their memories blurred, as if they were waking from a dream that had lasted far too long. The silence pressed in on them, heavy and endless.

Michael’s heart thundered in his chest, but the sound felt foreign. Hadn’t it stopped? Hadn’t his time ended?

Where were they?

He tried to move, but his body was heavy and stiff, as though he had not used it in an eternity. Panic flickered in his eyes. His breathing was uneven and ragged. Then, he turned. Jennifer was beside him.

She, too, struggled to move. Her hands trembled as she tried to lift them. Her skin was soft, unblemished, and untouched by time.

Michael reached for her. His fingers brushed against hers. She was the first familiar thing in this strange space. “Jennifer...” His voice was hoarse, barely more than a whisper. It felt strange to hear himself speak again.

She turned her head slowly, her gaze meeting his. Confusion swirled in her silver-blue eyes, mirroring his own. “Michael... what is happening?” Her voice trembled. She touched her face as if expecting to feel wrinkles and the weight of years that should have passed. There were none. Time had not touched them.

A memory struck her suddenly, the war. The betrayal. The end. Jennifer’s breath caught. Her hands flew to her chest, searching for the wounds she had suffered. But there was nothing. No pain. No scars.

Michael pushed himself up slowly, his muscles burning from disuse. His mind reeled, struggling to understand. “We... we were dead.” The words felt impossible as he spoke to them. And yet, here they were.

Jennifer gripped his arm, desperately. “I had a dream, my king. No, it was not a dream. It was something else. The planet was crying, Michael. Leloo 47 is dying. I could feel it.”

A shudder ran through him. It made sense now. They had not simply awakened. They had been called.

The roots of the Golden Apple tree pulsed with a soft, golden glow, illuminating the chamber. The light reflected off Michael’s armor, which should have rusted away long ago. Strapped to his side, his sword gleamed as though it had been polished that morning.

This was no accident.

Michael exhaled sharply, pushing away the thoughts clawing at his mind. He forced his legs to move, standing with effort before turning to Jennifer. He reached for her, and she gripped his hand tightly. His strength was her strength, and her strength was his. Together, they rose.

And then, the silence was broken by a distant sound—distant but growing closer: the faint clinking of armor and the dull thud of boots against the forest floor.

Michael’s head snapped toward the entrance of the tomb. His instincts screamed. “We are not alone.”

His grip tightened on his sword as he turned toward the massive stone sealing their chamber. They could not stay buried if they had been revived for a reason. Drawing a deep breath, he raised his weapon and struck.

The clash of steel against rock echoed through the chamber again and again. The stone cracked beneath his blows, pieces crumbling away with each strike. The tree’s roots trembled as if urging him onward, lending him a helping hand.

And then, LIGHT.

Blinding, golden sunlight poured in, forcing them to recoil. The world outside was too bright, too real. The scent of damp earth filled their lungs with air that should have long forgotten them.

Michael shielded his eyes before stepping forward.

And what he saw made his heart stop.

The trees were burned, the sky was choked with black smoke, and the fields that once flourished under his rule were nothing but ashes.

His home, his kingdom, was unrecognizable. Beside him, Jennifer covered her mouth, her eyes wide with horror. “Michael... is this truly our planet? Is this Leloo 47?”

For a long moment, he said nothing.

Then, slowly, his grip tightened on his sword. His golden eyes burned with a fire that had not died, even after a century. “We will find out soon enough.”

Then, from the trees came voices. Harsh. Unfamiliar.

Hostile.

Michael turned sharply, eyes narrowing. Armed men emerged from the forest. Their armor was black as night.

One sneered, his gaze flicking over Jennifer’s elegant blue dress. “Spies. From the Blue Kingdom, no doubt.”

Michael didn’t hesitate. Before they could even raise their weapons, he moved. A blur of steel. A flash of golden light. And within moments, they lay at his feet, alive but defeated.

Panting, one of the soldiers, looked up at him with fear. “Who... who are you?”

Michael stood tall, the weight of a century settling onto his shoulders. “I am Michael, the Red King”, he said. His voice was calm, but beneath it, a storm raged. “And you will take me to your leader.”

Without warning, the soldiers unsheathed their swords and lunged toward Michael and Jennifer.

Michael moved faster than thought. He struck, dodged, and countered their attacks in a blur of motion. Within moments, they all lay on the ground, defeated but alive.

“Stop!” Michael ordered, his voice like thunder. “Who are you?”

One of the soldiers, still panting, answered between heavy breaths. “We... we are soldiers of the Black Army.” Michael’s grip on his sword tightened. “The Black

Army?! Since when?”

Another soldier, younger but no less shaken, replied hesitantly, “Twenty years have passed since the Red Army became the Black Army, sir. We... we are all former soldiers of the Red Kingdom.”

Michael’s jaw clenched. His homeland, kingdom, and people were corrupted, transformed into the force they had once fought against. He exhaled slowly, suppressing the rage burning within him. “Take me to your leader.”

As the soldiers gathered, Michael turned and glanced at the hill where the golden apple tree stood. The fruit gleamed under the sun, untouched and undisturbed. He moved quickly, his instincts screaming that it must not fall into the wrong hands. With a single motion, he plucked the golden apple from its branch and concealed it beneath his cloak, shielding it from prying eyes.

One of the soldiers turned toward him. “Give me your sword,” he ordered, extending a hand.

Michael merely smiled. His grip on the weapon, which had seen countless battles, was unwavering. He stepped closer, his voice calm yet laced with warning: “If you have the courage, come and take it yourself.”

Silence. No one moved.

A moment later, the regiment began its descent toward the valley where their camp was stationed.

Michael and Jennifer followed, their eyes widening as they saw before them. And as Michael turned back toward the Golden Apple Tree, he knew one thing for sure. This was only the beginning.
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Chapter II - The General’s Dilemma
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The Black Army regiment was stationed in a vast clearing, surrounded by the remnants of what had once been a thriving forest. Now, only skeletal trees remained, their charred limbs stretched toward the gray sky like the hands of the dead. Ash floated on the wind, mixing with the smoke curling from the campfires, where soldiers sat in silence, sharpening their blades.

The air smelled of war, fire, and waiting.

Michael and Jennifer approached the encampment with measured steps. Their presence was an anomaly in this war-torn land. The soldiers who escorted them stopped far behind, afraid to follow. They saw something in Michael’s eyes, something ancient, something powerful. None dared challenge what was unfolding before them.

At the center of the encampment stood a massive black tent. Its ominous presence made it clear that it belonged to the regiment leader. Two guards flanked the entrance, their armor blackened by war and their expressions hard as stone.

The guards crossed their weapons as Michael and Jennifer stepped forward, blocking the way. “Halt! Who are you?” one of them barked.

Michael glanced at Jennifer, then took a step forward. His presence was commanding and unshaken. “I am the king of this planet. I demand to speak with your leader.” A ripple of confusion and disbelief spread through the nearby soldiers. Whispers broke out, murmurs of hesitation and curiosity. Some laughed bitterly. Others stared at Michael with something dangerously close to recognition.

Inside the tent, General Jan had already heard the commotion. He sighed. Jan had spent his life in battle. His hands were stained with the blood of countless wars. Some he had believed in, others he had merely endured. But this war? This was different. He did not believe in this war, yet he fought it anyway, because that’s what soldiers did. Still, something about the voices outside unsettled him.

Frowning, he stepped out of the tent, his sharp eyes immediately locking onto the man and woman standing before him. His breath caught. For a moment, he forgot how to move, how to think. The man’s face, the woman’s posture, their very presence—it was impossible, yet...He knew them.

Michael saw the flicker of recognition in the general’s eyes. He didn’t hesitate. “Are you the leader of this regiment?”

Jan recovered quickly, crossing his arms over his chest in defiance. “I am General Jan. Who are you?”

Michael’s golden eyes burned with certainty. “I am Michael, and this is my wife, Jennifer. Once, we were king and queen of this kingdom. I will not waste time explaining how we have returned. What I want to know is what has happened to our planet.”

Jan’s throat went dry. “Michael, King Michael.” His hands twitched at his sides. He had heard these names since childhood. His great-grandparents had told stories of a golden-eyed king and his silver-haired queen, of a war that had ended an age, of a love that had outlived death itself. Legends and Myths. Yet here they stood before him. He ran a hand over his beard, studying them closely.

They looked exactly like the figures in the portrait he kept in his tent, the gift from his great-grandparents. A memory stirred. He had admired that portrait as a boy and had whispered their names beneath his breath, and now those names were attached to living beings standing before him.

“If you are truly Michael and Jennifer,” Jan said slowly, “everything changes.” He exhaled sharply, his heart pounding. Then, he turned and gestured toward his tent. “Come inside.”

Inside the Tent

The air inside the tent was thick with the scent of burning oil and bitter tea. Dim lanterns flickered, casting long shadows over the maps and weapons scattered across the wooden table.

Jan poured three cups of tea, his movements tense, his mind still struggling to comprehend those who sat before him.

Then, he began. “Twenty years ago,” he said, “the surviving heirs of the Black Royal Family escaped their prison. They had waited for the perfect moment, using bribery and manipulation to convince the right people to betray their posts.”

Michael’s jaw tightened.

“Once free,” Jan continued, “they orchestrated a coup. The Red Kingdom fell. The Black Army rose in its place, and since then, war has consumed our world.”

Silence.

Jennifer’s fingers tightened around her cup.

Jan looked between them. “The Yellow and Blue Armies refused to surrender. They retreated into the mountains, waging a war of resistance.”

Michael’s stomach sank. He had fought alongside those armies and had stood beside their kings.

“To cut off their escape, we were ordered to burn the forests, forcing them into a final confrontation,” Jan said bitterly. “They have made their last stand in a castle beyond the mountains.”

Michael set his cup down, the quiet click final, decisive. “There will be no battle tomorrow.”

Jan’s head snapped up. “What?”

Michael stood. “From this moment forward, I reclaim command of the Red Army.” He met Jan’s stare with unwavering authority. “I refuse to acknowledge any ‘Black Army.’ These soldiers were once the defenders of our land, and they will be again.”

Jan stiffened, his fingers curling into a fist. He had sworn loyalty to this army, but this man, this legend, was unraveling everything he had accepted as truth. And yet, deep down, Jan wanted to believe him.

Michael’s voice turned sharp, “Where is this meeting with General Frederic?”

Jan hesitated. “At the castle where the last of the Yellow and Blue Armies have taken refuge. Frederic is already there.”

Michael’s golden eyes narrowed. “Then we leave now. Order your men to dismantle the camp. We march immediately.”

Jan hesitated. Then, finally, he nodded. “As you command.”

The Fall of the Last Resistance

By the time they reached the valley leading to the castle, an eerie silence filled the air.

Michael’s instincts screamed a warning.

Smoke curled into the sky. The scent of charred wood and steel filled their lungs. They could see the castle from their vantage point on the hill.

Jennifer’s breath caught. “Michael... look!”

Below them, the fortress’s walls had already been breached. Soldiers moved within its walls; their banners unmistakable.

Michael’s hands clenched into fists. “Frederic didn’t wait,” Jan murmured.

Michael’s face darkened. “He attacked without you.” A cold wind swept through the valley.

The castle had fallen, and with it, the last hope of the resistance.
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Chapter III - The King’s Command
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The sight before Michael was a vision of devastation. The once-proud fortress of the Yellow and Blue Kingdoms lay in ruins. Smoke coiled into the gray sky, carrying the bitter scent of burning wood, blood, and shattered dreams. What had once been a sanctuary of defiance was now a conquered ruin, its banners torn, its walls broken.

The remnants of the Yellow and Blue armies stood in silent defeat, their weapons confiscated, their wrists bound in iron chains. Their tattered flags, symbols of their once-proud resistance, were trampled beneath the boots of their conquerors and reduced to nothing but mud-stained scraps.

Atop the fallen stronghold, Frederic’s black banners snapped in the wind, a cruel declaration of victory. His soldiers stood tall, their armor dark, their expressions unreadable, like shadows on the battlefield.

Michael’s fists clenched at his sides, his entire body trembling with barely restrained fury.

This was not how it was supposed to be.

Leloo 47 had been drowning in an endless cycle of war for twenty years. Blood-stained fields and burning cities marked the slow decay of everything he and Jennifer had once given their lives to protect.

And now, as he stood in the remaining ruins, a storm of emotions swirled inside him, anger, sorrow, and determination. This war had to end.

He turned sharply to Jan, his voice low but edged with urgency. “Take me to Frederic. I need to speak with him before more blood is spilled.”

Jan hesitated for only a heartbeat before nodding. Something shifted within him. It was a rekindled loyalty, a belief long buried but not forgotten. Without another word, he led Michael and Jennifer down the hill toward the battlefield.

Michael’s fingers instinctively brushed against the Golden Apple, still concealed beneath his cloak. His mind was already racing. How could he turn the tide, restore order, and convince Frederic to see reason before it was too late?

Beside him, Jennifer walked in silence, her silver-blue eyes scanning the field of devastation. Her face was unreadable, but Michael knew the fire inside her mirrored his own.

Together, they stepped onto the battlefield.

A Battlefield of Ruin

The air was thick with the scent of smoke and blood. It was suffocating in its weight.

Corpses littered the battlefield, their armor reflecting the dim evening light. Some bodies lay motionless. Others clung to their final breaths, whispering prayers to gods who no longer answered.

The survivors, captives now, stood in hastily gathered ranks, awaiting whatever fate their conquerors had planned for them. Some had their heads bowed in resignation. Others, though beaten and bleeding, still held defiance in their eyes.

And at the center of it all, Frederic stood like a conqueror.

The Conqueror

Michael’s gaze locked onto the man who had led the attack.

Frederic was an imposing figure: tall, broad-shouldered, and clad in black armor lined with silver. His presence radiated authority, the presence of a man who had long since abandoned the luxury of peace. His voice was calm and sharp as steel as he commanded his troops. His dark cloak billowed in the wind. His gauntleted hands gestured toward the captured prisoners.

Michael could see the weight of battle and the exhaustion that only years of war could bring. But exhaustion was not enough. Frederic had still chosen the wrong side.

Michael inhaled deeply, then let his voice ring out like a crack of thunder across the field, “FREDERIC!”

The sound cut through the chaos, commanding instant attention. The soldiers stilled and turned. A hushed ripple of uncertainty and disbelief passed through the ranks. And then, all eyes fell upon Michael and Jennifer.

Frederic turned slowly, his brow furrowing in irritation. His soldiers instinctively reached for their weapons, but he silenced them with a sharp motion of his hand. His cold gaze locked onto the golden-eyed man standing before him.

A Name of Legend

“Who dares address me so boldly?” Frederic demanded, stepping forward.

Michael held his ground, his voice unwavering. “I am Michael, King of this planet,” he declared. “And you will explain why you have taken it upon yourself to destroy what remains of the Yellow and Blue Kingdoms.”

A wave of murmurs spread through the ranks. Some soldiers exchanged nervous glances. Others stood frozen, their minds reeling in shock. The name Michael carried weight, legendary weight.

Frederic’s sharp eyes narrowed. He studied Michael, scanning his every detail. Something about him felt... familiar. But it was impossible. He scoffed, a smirk curling his lips. “You? King Michael?” he repeated, his voice laced with mockery. “That’s impossible. The King Michael I know has been dead for a hundred years.” His smirk widened. “Who are you? Some imposter playing at myths?”

Michael did not move. Did not waver.

But before he could respond, Jennifer stepped forward. Her voice was sharp as a blade, unwavering as iron. “This planet’s need awakened us, Frederic,” she said. “We are exactly who we say we are, and we are here to save Leloo 47 from the destruction you and your masters have brought upon it.”

Silence.

Frederic hesitated.

Something in the way she spoke, the certainty of her stance, and the fire in her eyes struck something deep within him. It was a memory, a childhood story, a legend that should have remained just that—a legend.

Then, Jan stepped forward, placing a firm hand on Frederic’s armored shoulder. “Frederic, listen to me,” Jan said, his voice quieter but filled with conviction. “It’s true. I have seen their likenesses in the portrait passed down through my family. They are indeed King Michael and Queen Jennifer. They have returned to lead us.”

For the first time in years, uncertainty clouded Frederic’s face. His walls of skepticism and defiance cracked beneath the weight of Jan’s words... and the undeniable truth standing before him. His breath hitched. His fingers curled slightly at his sides. Finally, after a long pause, he exhaled and lowered his gaze for the
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