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| NT. CRYPT - DAY

Sunlight pierces the gloom illum nating a forgotten chanber.
Cobwebs cling to vaulted ceilings, where centuries-old nmurals
depi ct battles waged agai nst a skel etal nonarch. Stone
sarcophagi line the walls, each etched with the insignia of a
fallen king.

A trenor shakes the chanber, dust cascading fromthe arches.
A gnarl ed hand, skeletal and adorned with a ring of bl ackened
silver, erupts fromthe | argest sarcophagus. A guttural groan
fills the air as the Lich King heaves hinself upright, his
skeletal franme wapped in tattered royal robes.

LI CH KI NG
(voice |like the rasping of dry
| eaves)
Finally... the seal is broken. My tine

has cone agai n.

lcy blue light flickers in his hollow eye sockets. His
skel etal jaw creaks as he speaks.

LI CH KI NG
(conti nues)
Aranor... once you defied ne. Now you

will trenble before ny mght.

A chilling wind gusts through the crypt, extinguishing the
torches and plungi ng the chanber into darkness. The Lich King
raises his arnms, summoning a swirling vortex of shadows. Hi's
| aught er echoes through the tonb, a prom se of inpending
doom

EXT. FOREST - DAY

Sunlight filters through the | eaves of an ancient oak,
casting dappl ed shadows on the forest floor. Kethril, a

t oweri ng dragonborn with enerald scales gleamng in the
light, sits cross-legged in neditation. Hi s eyes, the color
of nolten gold, are closed, his expression serene.

A falcon, its wings beating the air, descends fromthe sky
and |l ands gracefully on Kethril's outstretched arm A snal
scroll, secured with a crinson ribbon, is clutched inits
talons. Kethril gently unrolls the scroll, his eyes scanning
t he urgent nessage.



H's brow furrows, a flicker of concern crossing his face. He
strokes the falcon's feathers, whispering words of gratitude
before releasing the bird back into the sky.

KETHRI L
(to hinself)
The Lich King... awoken fromhis
slunmber. Aranor is in peril.

He rises to his feet, a sense of urgency radiating from him
He strides towards his conpanions, who are practicing their
conbat skills nearby.

KETHRI L
(raising his voice)

| ron Conpany, to ne!

A dwarf warrior, a human rogue, and an
el f mage gather around Kethril, their
faces mrroring his concern.

KETHRI L
(conti nues)
The Lich King has returned. W ride
for Aranor. Qur time to unite the
ki ngdons has cone.

They nount their horses, a sense of purpose fueling their
resolve. As they ride out of the forest, the sun di ps bel ow
t he horizon, casting |ong shadows that foreshadow the

dar kness that awaits them

CUT TGO

| NT. CASTLE ARAMCR - GRAND HALL - DAY

The Grand Hall is a synphony of opul ence and power. Banners
depicting the five kingdons hang fromvaulted ceilings, their
colors nmuted in the light of flickering torches. A nassive
iron throne, adorned with intricate carvings of dragons and
griffins, sits atop a raised dais.

King Theron, a man worn down by years of rule, rests upon the
throne. His once vibrant red hair is now streaked with grey,
and lines of worry etch his brow He is flanked by his

advi sors: Lord Varis, a cunning nobleman with a penchant for
political intrigue; Lady Isolde, a wise sorceress with



piercing blue eyes; and Sir Gareth, a grizzled knight clad in
gl eam ng ar nor.

The doors of the Grand Hall sw ng open, admitting Kethril and
the Iron Conpany. The nercenaries stand tall, their arnor
dusty and battle-worn, their weapons held at the ready.

KETHRI L
(bowi ng hi s head)
King Theron, |ords and | adies of the
council, we cone bearing grave
tidings.

Theron rai ses an eyebrow, his voice laced with a hint of
skepti ci sm

THERON
Speak, Kethril. Wat news do you bring
fromthe wlds?

Kethril steps forward, his voice ringing with conviction.

KETHRI L
The Lich King has awoken from his
ancient slunber. H s evil stirs once
nore, threatening to engulf Aranor in
dar kness.

Murmurs of disbelief and alarmripple through the council.
Lord Varis scoffs, his lips curling into a sneer.

VARI S
Ri di cul ous! The Lich King is but a
| egend, a ghost story used to frighten
chi | dren.

Kethril meets Varis's gaze, his anber eyes flashing with
anger .

KETHRI L
| have seen himwith ny owm eyes, Lord
Varis. H's power is real, and his
threat is inmnent.

Lady |Isolde | eans forward, her voice a soothing bal mam dst
the rising tension.



| SOLDE
Kethril speaks the truth. | have
sensed a di sturbance in the magica
currents, a dark presence grow ng
stronger by the day.

Sir Gareth, his hand resting on the hilt of his sword, nods
in agreement.

GARETH
We cannot ignore this warning. The
Lich King was a scourge upon this |and
once before. W nust be prepared to
face him again.

Theron, his expression grim rises fromhis throne.

THERON
I f what you say is true, then we face
a grave threat indeed. But | will not
act rashly. | need proof of this Lich
King's return before | commt ny
ki ngdom to war.

Kethril bows once nore.

KETHRI L
We under stand, Your Mjesty. W wll
gat her evidence of the Lich King's
presence and return to you swftly.

Wth that, Kethril and the Iron Conpany turn and | eave the
hall, leaving the council to debate the veracity of their
cl ai ns.

FADE TO

| NT. CASTLE ARAMOR - THRONE ROOM - DAY

The heavy doors cl ose behind Kethril and the Iron Conpany,

| eaving King Theron alone with his advisors. A tense silence
fills the roomas each nenber of the council grapples with
the inplications of the nercenaries' warning.

Theron | eans forward, his gaze fixed on Lord Varis.



THERON
Lord Varis, you seem unconvi nced by
Kethril's clainms. Explain yourself.

Varis strokes his neatly trimed beard, a sly smle playing
on his I|ips.

VARI S
Your Majesty, the Iron Conpany are
known for their... enbellishnments.

They spin tales of daring exploits and
mythical foes to inflate their
reputation and, nore inportantly,
their fees.

Lady Isolde bristles at Varis's insinuation.

| SOLDE
Kethril is a man of honor, Lord Varis.
| trust his judgnment inplicitly.

Varis raises an eyebrow, his voice dripping with sarcasm

VARl S
And you, Lady |solde, are known for
your... flights of fancy. Perhaps you
and Kethril have conjured up this
phant om Li ch Ki ng toget her.

Sir Gareth slans his gauntleted fist on the table, the sound
echoi ng through the hall.

GARETH
Enough! This is no time for petty
squabbling. The fate of Aranor hangs
in the balance. W nust deci de whet her
to heed Kethril's warning or dismss
it as a nercenary's ploy.

Theron nods, his face etched with a m xture of concern and
i ndeci si on.

THERON
You are right, Sir Gareth. W cannot
afford to make a mistake. If the Lich
King is indeed real, we nust be
prepared to face him But if we act
rashly, we risk plunging our kingdons
i nto unnecessary war.

He turns to Lady Isol de.



THERON
Lady |sol de, you spoke of sensing a
di sturbance in the magi cal currents.
Can you el aborat e?

| sol de cl oses her eyes, her hands tracing invisible patterns
in the air. After a nonent, she opens her eyes, her gaze
t roubl ed.

| SOLDE
The magi cal energies are indeed in
turmoil. | sense a dark presence
growi ng stronger, like a storm brew ng

on the horizon. It is difficult to
pi npoint its exact nature, but it
feels... ancient, nmalevol ent.

Theron | eans back in his throne, his fingers drumm ng on the
arnrest.

THERON
Anci ent and nml evolent... Could it be
the Lich King?

He gl ances at each of his advisors, seeking their counsel.
But their faces offer no easy answers. The wei ght of the
deci sion rests solely on his shoul ders.

| NT. CASTLE ARAMOR - THRONE ROOM - DAY

King Theron rises fromhis throne, his face etched with the
wei ght of his decision. He paces back and forth, his
f oot steps echoing in the cavernous hall.

THERON
We cannot afford to dither any |onger.
Every nonment we hesitate, the Lich
Ki ng grows stronger.

He turns to Kethril and the Iron Conpany, who stand at
attention, awaiting his judgnent.

THERON
Kethril, you claimto have proof of
the Lich King's return. | will hear it

now.

Kethril steps forward, his voice unwaveri ng.



KETHRI L
Your Majesty, we encountered the Lich
King's mnions on our journey here.
They attacked a village, slaughtering
the innocent and raising the dead to
serve their master. W barely escaped
wi th our lives.

He gestures to Anya, who displays a necklace found at the
ravaged village. It is a macabre ornanment, fashioned from
human bones and inscribed with unholy runes.

ANYA
We found this on one of the undead. It
bears the mark of the Lich King.

A hush falls over the hall as the council nmenbers exam ne the
neckl ace, their faces pale with horror. Lord Varis, however,
remai ns defi ant.

VARI S
This could be a forgery, a trinket
pl anted to deceive us.

Kethril's eyes narrow, his patience wearing thin.

KETHRI L
| f you doubt our word, Lord Varis, |
chal | enge you to acconpany us on our
next mssion. See the truth for
your sel f.

Varis recoils, his bravado faltering.

VARI S
... | have duties here, Your Mjesty.
| cannot sinply abandon ny post.

Theron silences Varis with a rai sed hand.
THERON
Enough! | have heard enough. | believe
Kethril speaks the truth.

He turns to the Iron Conpany, his voice filled with newfound
resol ve



THERON
| pledge the forces of Aranor to your
cause. W will fight al ongside you to

vanqui sh the Lich King once nore.

| NT. CASTLE ARAMCR - WAR ROOM - DAY

The war roomis abuzz with activity. Maps of Aranor are
spread out on tables, marked with troop novenents and
strategic points. Advisors huddl e together, discussing battle
pl ans and | ogistics. Kethril and the Iron Conpany stand
before King Theron, who is now clad in ornate arnor, his face
grimbut determ ned.

THERON
Qur scouts report that the Lich King's
forces are amassing in the north, near
t he Shadow Mountains. They are |ed by
his nost powerful |ieutenants, the
Deat h Kni ghts.

KETHRI L
The Death Knights are form dabl e foes,
Your Majesty. They w eld dark magic
and command | egi ons of undead. But we
have faced them before, and we w ||
prevail again.

Theron nods, a spark of hope in his eyes.

THERON
| have faith in you, Kethril. You and
your |ron Conpany are the best
warriors in Aranor.

He turns to his advisors.
THERON
Gather our armes. We march for the
Shadow Mbunt ai ns at dawn.

The advi sors salute, their voices echoing in unison.

ADVI SORS
Yes, Your Majesty!

As the advisors disperse to carry out their orders, Kethri
appr oaches Ther on.



KETHRI L
Your Majesty, there is one nore thing.
We believe the Lich King seeks a
powerful artifact, known as the
Soul stone. It is said to be hidden
somewhere in the Shadow Mount ai ns.

Theron's brow furrows.

THERON
The Soul stone? | have heard tal es of
its power, but | never believed them
to be true.

KETHRI L
The | egends are true, Your Majesty.
The Soul stone anplifies the Lich
King's magic tenfold. If he obtains
it, he will be unstoppabl e.

Theron's face hardens.

THERON
Then we must find the Soul stone before
he does. It is our only hope.

He places a hand on Kethril's shoul der.

THERON
May the gods be with us, Kethril.

KETHRI L
And with you, Your Majesty.

CUT TGO

EXT. ARAMORI AN PLAINS - DAY

The norning sun casts |ong shadows across the vast plains of
Aranor as a vast arny marches towards the inposing silhouette
of the Shadow Mount ai ns. Banners bearing the sigils of the
five kingdonms flutter in the breeze, a testanent to the

newf ound unity forged in the face of inpending doom

Kethril rides at the vanguard, his dragonborn form a beacon
of hope am dst the sea of arnored warriors. He is flanked by
the Iron Conpany, their expressions grimbut resolute. Behind
them thousands of soldiers march in perfect formation, their
footsteps drumming a steady rhythm agai nst the earth.
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Borin, the dwarf warrior, grunts as he adjusts his pack.

BORI N
(to Anya)
Feel s good to be back in the saddl e,
eh | ass? Nothing |like a good fight to
war m t he bl ood.

Anya, the rogue, flashes a wy smle

ANYA
Just try to keep up, old tiner. |
woul dn't want you to trip over your
beard and get tranpled by the cavalry.

Elara, the elf nage, casts a worried glance at the distant
nmount ai ns.

ELARA
| can feel the Lich King's presence
growi ng stronger with every step we
take. We nust be cauti ous.

Ket hril nods, his gaze scanning the horizon for any sign of
t he eneny.

KETHRI L
W will not underestimate himthis
time. W will strike swftly and

deci si vel y.

A horn blares, signaling a halt. King Theron, riding a
maj estic white stallion, appears at the head of the col um.

THERON

(raising his voice)
Warriors of Aranor, we stand on the
preci pice of a great battle. The fate
of our kingdons rests upon our
shoul ders. W fight not only for our
own lives but for the future of our
children. Today, we shall show the
Lich King that Aramor will not yield
t o darkness!

A roar erupts fromthe arny, a primal cry of defiance that
echoes across the plains. The march resunes, the sound of

t housands of footsteps growing |ouder with every stride. The
battle for Aranor has begun
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FADE TO

EXT. SHADOW MOUNTAI' NS - MOUNTAI N PASS - DAY

The once sunlit path wi nds through a narrow pass, sunlight
barely reaching the path as inposing peaks rise on either
side, casting |ong shadows that seemto twist and withe with
mal evol ent intent.

The Amarorian arny trudges through the eerie stillness. The
once confident clanor of their march is now hushed, replaced
by the crunch of boots on | oose gravel and the nervous snorts
of their nounts.

Borin, the dwarf warrior, squints, his eyes scanning the
j agged cliffs above.

BORI N
(muttering)
Feel s |i ke those nountains are
wat chi ng us.

Anya, ever vigilant, draws her daggers, her eyes darting from
shadow t o shadow.

ANYA
They probably are.

Kethril raises a hand, signaling a halt. The arnmy cones to a
standstill, the silence anplifying their unease.

KETHRI L
Sonmet hing's not right. Too quiet.

As if on cue, a bloodcurdling shriek pierces the air, echoing
t hrough the pass. A flock of ravens bursts fromthe cliffs,
their black wings blotting out the sun.

A wave of skel etal archers appears on the sl opes above, their
bows drawn taut. A volley of arrows rains down, piercing

t hrough shields and arnmor, finding their mark in the flesh of
unsuspecting sol di ers.

Chaos erupts as the arny scranbles for cover. The Death
Kni ghts, clad in blackened plate arnor, emerge fromthe
shadows, their spectral swords glow ng with unholy energy.

THERON
(shouting over the din)
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Archers, return fire! Warriors, hold
the |ine!

The battle is joined, a desperate struggle agai nst an unseen
eneny. The pass becones a nmael strom of steel and sorcery,
screans of pain mngling wwth the clash of weapons.

EXT. SHADOW MOUNTAI'NS - MOUNTAI N PASS - DAY

The battle rages on, a whirlw nd of chaos and desperati on.
Kethril, astride his warhorse, charges through the ranks of

t he undead, his enerald sword glowng with righteous fury. He
cuts down skel etons and zonbies with each swing, his draconic
m ght a force of nature against the tide of death.

But the Death Knights prove to be form dable foes. Their
spectral bl ades clash against Kethril's sword, sparks flying
as they parry and counter his attacks. Their dark magic

bl asts concussi ve waves of energy, threatening to unseat him
fromhis nount.

Am dst the chaos, a skeletal archer takes aimat King Theron,
who is valiantly defending his position. Kethril spots the

i npending threat and, with a roar of defiance, |leaps fromhis
horse, throwi ng hinself in the path of the arrow

The projectile pierces his shoulder, a searing pain radiating
t hrough his body. But Kethril ignores the wound, drawi ng his
dagger and hurling it at the archer. The blade finds its
mar k, plunging through the skeletal chest, and the archer
col | apses.

Theron, seeing Kethril's sacrifice, bellows a comrand.

THERON
Sol diers of Aranor, for Kethril! For
our fallen hero! Charge!

Wth renewed vigor, the Amarorian arny surges forward,
inspired by Kethril's selfless act. The tide of battle begins
to turn as they push back the undead horde, their swords
singing with righteous fury.

Kethril, weakened but unbowed, struggles to his feet. He
wat ches as his conrades rally, a flicker of pride in his
eyes. He knows that even in death, his sacrifice wll fuel

their determ nation
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Wth a final, ragged breath, Kethril collapses, his vision
fading to black. But even as his body fails him his spirit
soars, joining the ancestors who watch over Aranor fromthe
beyond.

EXT. SHADOW MOUNTAI' NS - MOUNTAI N PASS - DAY

The echoes of battle fade as the dust settles. The Amarorian
arnmy stands victorious, surrounded by the broken renai ns of
their skeletal foes. But the victory is bittersweet, the air
heavy wwth grief for their fallen hero.

Ki ng Theron kneels beside Kethril's lifeless body, his face
etched with sorrow.

THERON
(voi ce choked with enotion)
He saved ny life... gave his own for

m ne.

Borin, the dwarf warrior, places a conforting hand on
Theron' s shoul der.

BORI N
He died a hero's death, lad. A death
wort hy of a dragonborn.

Anya, the rogue, w pes a tear from her eye.

ANYA
We'll make sure his sacrifice wasn't
invain. We'll finish this fight for
hi m

El ara, the elf mage, kneels and places her hand on Kethril's
chest. A soft, green light emanates fromher palm flow ng
into the dragonborn's body.

ELARA
(whi spering)
May the spirits guide you, Kethril.

A gentle breeze stirs through the pass, carrying with it the
scent of pine and the whispers of ancient spirits. Kethril's
eyes flicker open, his chest heaving as he draws a ragged

br eat h.
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The Iron Conpany gasps in astoni shnent as their fallen | eader
m racul ously returns to life.

KETHRI L
(weakl y)
The... ancestors... they weren't ready
for nme yet.

He struggles to sit up, his gaze sweeping across the
battl efi el d.

KETHRI L
(conti nues)
We cannot |inger here. W nust press
on, find the Soul stone before the Lich
Ki ng does.

A renewed sense of purpose fills the Amarorian arny. They
gather their wounded, tend to their fallen, and prepare to
continue their march into the heart of the Shadow Myunt ai ns.

The battle for Aranor is far fromover, but Kethril's

m racul ous return has given thema glimrer of hope. They w ||
not rest until the Lich King is defeated and his evil

bani shed from the | and.

FADE TO

EXT. SHADOW MOUNTAI'NS - WNDI NG TRAIL - DAY

The Amarorian army presses deeper into the heart of the
Shadow Mountains, following a treacherous trail that snakes
through towering cliffs and dense forests. The air grows
colder, the wind carrying a biting chill that seeps into

t heir bones.

Kethril, still weakened from his near-death experience, rides
at a slower pace, his conpanions flanking himprotectively.

ANYA
(concern in her voice)
Are you sure you're up for this,
Kethril? You should be resting.

Ket hril shakes his head, his anber eyes filled with
determ nation
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KETHRI L
| will not rest until the Lich King is
def eat ed. The Soul stone nust be found.

Borin, ever the pragmatist, grunts in agreenent.

BORI N
Aye, best not to give the bony bastard
a head start.

El ara, her brow furrowed in concentration, studies a worn
map.

ELARA
According to this ancient text, the
Soul stone is hidden within a sacred
sanctuary, guarded by powerful
spirits.

KETHRI L
Then we nust find this sanctuary, and
qui ckly. Every nmonent we del ay, the
Lich King grows stronger.

The trail w nds higher into the nountains, the air grow ng
thi nner and the | andscape nore desol ate. The arny's pace
slows, their breaths com ng in ragged gasps as they struggle
agai nst the harsh conditions.

As they round a bend, a breathtaking sight greets their eyes.
A hidden valley, bathed in the golden Iight of the setting
sun, spreads out before them In its center, a towering
structure of white marble gleans |ike a beacon of hope am dst
t he dar kness.

KETHRI L
(pointing towards the structure)
There! The sanctuary.

A wave of awe washes over the arnmy as they gaze upon the
maj estic edifice. But a sense of foreboding lingers in the
air. The path to the Soul stone will not be easy, and the
chal  enges that await themremain shrouded in nystery.
SCENE 11: THE GUARDI ANS' TRI AL

EXT. SHADOW MOUNTAI NS - SANCTUARY ENTRANCE - DAY
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The Amarorian army approaches the sanctuary with a m xture of
awe and trepidation. The towering white marble structure
stands in stark contrast to the dark, foreboding peaks that
surround it.

Intricate carvings adorn the entrance, depicting ancient
heroes battling nonstrous creatures. The massi ve doubl e
doors, etched with synbols of |ight and protection, stand
cl osed, barring entry.

Kethril disnmounts, his footsteps echoing on the stone path.
He approaches the doors and places his hand on the cool
surface. A surge of energy flows through him and the synbols
on the doors begin to gl ow

A deep voice, resonant and ethereal, speaks fromwthin.

VA CE

Who dares seek entrance to this sacred pl ace?

Kethril bows his head in reverence.

KETHRI L

We are the Iron Conpany, servants of King Theron of Aranor.
We seek the Soul stone, a relic of great power that nust not
fall into the wong hands.

The voice remains silent for a nonent, as if weighing
Kethril's words. Then, the doors slowy creak open, revealing
adimy lit corridor stretching into the depths of the
sanctuary.

VA CE

(conti nues)

The Soul stone is a sacred trust, not to be wielded lightly.
You will be tested. Only those deened worthy nay proceed.

Kethril nods, his expression resol ute.
KETHRI L
W are ready for any trial you may set before us.

He turns to his conpanions, his voice filled with
determ nati on
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KETHRI L
| ron Conpany, follow ne. Qur destiny awaits.

The nmercenaries draw their weapons, their eyes gleamng with
anticipation. They step into the sanctuary, ready to face
what ever chal | enges |i e ahead.

SCENE 12: THE CHAMBER COF REFLECTI ON
| NT. SANCTUARY - CHAMBER OF REFLECTI ON - DAY

The corridor opens into a vast, circular chanber bathed in
soft, ethereal light. The walls are adorned with nurals

depi cting scenes of peace, harnony, and introspection. In the
center of the chanber stands a crystal pedestal, upon which
rests a shimrering orb.

The et hereal voice echoes through the chanber.
VA CE

This is the Chanber of Reflection. Here, you nust confront
your inner denons and prove your worthiness to weld the
Soul st one.

Ket hril and his conpani ons exchange wary gl ances. They
cautiously approach the pedestal, their hands resting on the
hilts of their weapons.

As they draw closer, the orb begins to glow, casting their
reflections onto the walls. But these reflections are not

their true selves. They are tw sted, nonstrous versions of
t hensel ves, enbodyi ng their deepest fears and insecurities.

Borin's reflection is a hulking brute, consunmed by rage and
bl oodl ust. Anya's reflection is a shadowy figure, wacked
with guilt and paranoia. Elara's reflection is a sorceress
consuned by ambition, her eyes burning with a thirst for
power .

Kethril's reflection is a nonstrous dragon, its scal es

bl ackened with corruption, its eyes filled wth a hunger for
destructi on.

The voi ce echoes once nore.

VA CE
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These are the shadows that dwell wi thin your hearts. You nust
overcome themif you wish to claimthe Soul stone.

The reflections lunge at their real counterparts, their claws
and teeth bared in feral rage. The Iron Conpany draws their
weapons, ready to fight for their very souls.

KETHRI L
(shouti ng)

Do not falter! These are but illusions, fignments of our own
m nds. We nust face themw th courage and convicti on!

The battle begins, a clash between reality and ill usion,
bet ween |ight and darkness. The fate of Aranor hangs in the
bal ance, as the Iron Conpany confronts the denons wthin.

SCENE 13: FACI NG THE DARKNESS
| NT. SANCTUARY - CHAMBER OF REFLECTI ON - DAY

The chanber is filled wth the sounds of clashing steel and
t he echoes of angui shed cries. Kethril, facing his dragon
reflection, dodges a fiery breath attack, his eneral d bl ade
flashing as he counters with a strike to the beast's
under bel | y.

BORIN, westling wwth his rage-fuel ed doppel ganger, bell ows
in defiance, his axe biting into the brute's flesh. Anya, her
nmovenents a blur, weaves through the shadowy attacks of her
paranoi d sel f, her daggers striking with deadly precision.

El ara, surrounded by a whirlw nd of magical energy, struggles
to resist the seductive whispers of her power-hungry

refl ection.

The battle rages on, each nenber of the Iron Conpany fighting
not only for their lives but for their very souls. Sweat

m ngles with blood as they push thenselves to their limts,
their resolve tested with every strike.

Kethril, battered and bruised, finds hinself cornered by his
dragon reflection. The beast lunges, its jaws w de open,
ready to consune him Kethril closes his eyes, bracing for

t he i nmpact.

But instead of pain, he feels a surge of warnth and
acceptance. He opens his eyes to find the dragon reflection
fading, its mal evol ent energy dissipating into nothingness.
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KETHRI L
(whi speri ng)
| amnot ny darkness. | amthe light that fights against it.

Enbol dened by Kethril's victory, the other nmenbers of the
| ron Conpany redouble their efforts. Borin enbraces his
strength, channeling it into a series of devastating bl ows
that shatter his doppelganger's form Anya confronts her
guilt, acknow edgi ng her past m stakes and vowing to | earn
fromthem Elara rejects the seductive whispers of power,
choosing instead to use her magic for the good of others.

One by one, the reflections fade away, |eaving the Iron
Conpany standi ng triunphant ami dst the ruins of their inner
denons. The et hereal voice echoes through the chanber once
nor e.

Va CE

You have proven your worthiness. The Soul stone is yours.
SCENE 14: THE SCOULSTONE' S POVNER

I NT. SANCTUARY - CHAMBER OF REFLECTI ON - DAY

The Chanmber of Reflection falls silent as the echoes of
battl e fade away. The Iron Conpany stands am dst the remmants
of their inner denons, their chests heaving w th exhaustion,
their faces etched with a mxture of relief and awe.

Ket hri|l approaches the crystal pedestal, his gaze drawn to
the shimering orb that rests upon it. He reaches out a
trenbling hand and gently touches the Soul stone.

A surge of warnth floods through his body, revitalizing his
weary nuscles and nending his wounds. A radiant |ight
emanates fromthe orb, filling the chanber with a sense of
peace and serenity.

The ot her nenbers of the Iron Conpany gather around Kethril,
their eyes wide with wonder as they w tness the Soul stone's
power .

ELARA

(whi speri ng)

It's... magnificent.
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BORI N
Aye, and powerful too. | can feel it in ny bones.
ANYA

We nust get this back to King Theron. It's our only hope of
defeating the Lich King.

Kethril carefully lifts the Soul stone fromthe pedestal,
cradling it in his hands. The orb pulsates with energy, its
I ight seem ng to dance and shimrer in response to his touch

KETHRI L
(with reverence)
This is a sacred trust. W nust guard it with our |ives.

He turns to his conpanions, his eyes filled with
det erm nation

KETHRI L
(conti nues)

We have overcone our inner denpns. Now, we nust face the true
eneny.

The Iron Conpany nods in unison, their resolve strengthened
by the Soul stone's power. They | eave the Chanber of

Refl ection, their steps echoing in the silent halls of the
sanctuary. As they venture deeper into the ancient structure,
t hey know that the final confrontation with the Lich King is
drawi ng near.

SCENE 15: THE FORSAKEN Cl TADEL
EXT. SHADOW MOUNTAI'NS - FORSAKEN Cl TADEL - DAY

The Amarorian arnmy energes fromthe winding path, their eyes
wi dening at the sight before them A colossal, tw sted
fortress of black stone |oons over the valley, its spires
piercing the sky like skeletal claws. Dark clouds swrl
above, casting an om nous shadow over the land. This is the
Forsaken Citadel, the heart of the Lich King' s power.

The once pristine marble of the sanctuary is now stained with
t he corruption of undeath. Skeletal sentinels patrol the
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ranparts, their hollow eyes glowing with mal evol ent intent.
The air crackles with the energy of dark nagic, a pal pable
aura of dread clinging to the very stones.

Kethril surveys the scene, his expression grim
KETHRI L

This is where our true battle begins. W nust breach the
citadel and confront the Lich King before he unl eashes his
full power upon Aranor.

Theron, his arnor gleaming in the dimlight, nods in
agr eenent .

THERON
W will not falter. For Aranor!

Wth a resounding battle cry, the arny charges towards the
citadel, their weapons raised in defiance. The skel et al
sentinels unleash a volley of arrows, but the Anmarorians
press on, their shields raised to deflect the deadly
projectiles.

Borin, his axe thirsting for battle, |eads the charge,
smashi ng through the gates with a m ghty roar. Anya, silent
and deadly, scales the walls, her daggers finding vul nerable
points in the fortress's defenses. Elara, her hands gl ow ng
wi th arcane energy, weaves spells of protection and of fense,
shielding her allies and blasting away any undead who dare to
stand in their path.

The battle for the Forsaken Citadel is a brutal, bloody
affair. Every inch of ground is contested, every step forward
paid for in blood and sacrifice. But the Amarorians fi ght
with the fury of those who know they are defending their

honel and, their famlies, their very way of life.



