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INT. CRYPT - DAY

Sunlight pierces the gloom, illuminating a forgotten chamber. 
Cobwebs cling to vaulted ceilings, where centuries-old murals 
depict battles waged against a skeletal monarch. Stone 
sarcophagi line the walls, each etched with the insignia of a 
fallen king.

A tremor shakes the chamber, dust cascading from the arches. 
A gnarled hand, skeletal and adorned with a ring of blackened 
silver, erupts from the largest sarcophagus. A guttural groan 
fills the air as the Lich King heaves himself upright, his 
skeletal frame wrapped in tattered royal robes.

LICH KING
(voice like the rasping of dry 
leaves)

Finally... the seal is broken. My time 
has come again.

Icy blue light flickers in his hollow eye sockets. His 
skeletal jaw creaks as he speaks.

LICH KING
(continues)

Aramor... once you defied me. Now you 
will tremble before my might.

A chilling wind gusts through the crypt, extinguishing the 
torches and plunging the chamber into darkness. The Lich King 
raises his arms, summoning a swirling vortex of shadows. His 
laughter echoes through the tomb, a promise of impending 
doom.

EXT. FOREST - DAY

Sunlight filters through the leaves of an ancient oak, 
casting dappled shadows on the forest floor. Kethril, a 
towering dragonborn with emerald scales gleaming in the 
light, sits cross-legged in meditation. His eyes, the color 
of molten gold, are closed, his expression serene.

A falcon, its wings beating the air, descends from the sky 
and lands gracefully on Kethril's outstretched arm. A small 
scroll, secured with a crimson ribbon, is clutched in its 
talons. Kethril gently unrolls the scroll, his eyes scanning 
the urgent message.
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His 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.

KETHRIL
(to himself)

The Lich King... awoken from his 
slumber. Aramor is in peril.

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

KETHRIL
(raising his voice)

Iron Company, to me!

A dwarf warrior, a human rogue, and an 
elf mage gather around Kethril, their 
faces mirroring his concern.

KETHRIL
(continues)

The Lich King has returned. We ride 
for Aramor. Our time to unite the 
kingdoms has come.

They mount their horses, a sense of purpose fueling their 
resolve. As they ride out of the forest, the sun dips below 
the horizon, casting long shadows that foreshadow the 
darkness that awaits them.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. CASTLE ARAMOR - GRAND HALL - DAY

The Grand Hall is a symphony of opulence and power. Banners 
depicting the five kingdoms hang from vaulted ceilings, their 
colors muted in the light of flickering torches. A massive 
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 
advisors: Lord Varis, a cunning nobleman with a penchant for 
political intrigue; Lady Isolde, a wise sorceress with 
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piercing blue eyes; and Sir Gareth, a grizzled knight clad in 
gleaming armor.

The doors of the Grand Hall swing open, admitting Kethril and 
the Iron Company. The mercenaries stand tall, their armor 
dusty and battle-worn, their weapons held at the ready.

KETHRIL
(bowing his head)

King Theron, lords and ladies of the 
council, we come bearing grave 
tidings.

Theron raises an eyebrow, his voice laced with a hint of 
skepticism.

THERON
Speak, Kethril. What news do you bring 
from the wilds?

Kethril steps forward, his voice ringing with conviction.

KETHRIL
The Lich King has awoken from his 
ancient slumber. His evil stirs once 
more, threatening to engulf Aramor in 
darkness.

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

VARIS
Ridiculous! The Lich King is but a 
legend, a ghost story used to frighten 
children.

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

KETHRIL
I have seen him with my own eyes, Lord 
Varis. His power is real, and his 
threat is imminent.

Lady Isolde leans forward, her voice a soothing balm amidst 
the rising tension.
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ISOLDE
Kethril speaks the truth. I have 
sensed a disturbance in the magical 
currents, a dark presence growing 
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 land 
once before. We must be prepared to 
face him again.

Theron, his expression grim, rises from his throne.

THERON
If what you say is true, then we face 
a grave threat indeed. But I will not 
act rashly. I need proof of this Lich 
King's return before I commit my 
kingdom to war.

Kethril bows once more.

KETHRIL
We understand, Your Majesty. We will 
gather evidence of the Lich King's 
presence and return to you swiftly.

With that, Kethril and the Iron Company turn and leave the 
hall, leaving the council to debate the veracity of their 
claims.

                                                     FADE TO: 

INT. CASTLE ARAMOR - THRONE ROOM - DAY

The heavy doors close behind Kethril and the Iron Company, 
leaving King Theron alone with his advisors. A tense silence 
fills the room as each member of the council grapples with 
the implications of the mercenaries' warning.

Theron leans forward, his gaze fixed on Lord Varis.
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THERON
Lord Varis, you seem unconvinced by 
Kethril's claims. Explain yourself.

Varis strokes his neatly trimmed beard, a sly smile playing 
on his lips.

VARIS
Your Majesty, the Iron Company are 
known for their... embellishments. 
They spin tales of daring exploits and 
mythical foes to inflate their 
reputation and, more importantly, 
their fees.

Lady Isolde bristles at Varis's insinuation.

ISOLDE
Kethril is a man of honor, Lord Varis. 
I trust his judgment implicitly.

Varis raises an eyebrow, his voice dripping with sarcasm.

VARIS
And you, Lady Isolde, are known for 
your... flights of fancy. Perhaps you 
and Kethril have conjured up this 
phantom Lich King together.

Sir Gareth slams his gauntleted fist on the table, the sound 
echoing through the hall.

GARETH
Enough! This is no time for petty 
squabbling. The fate of Aramor hangs 
in the balance. We must decide whether 
to heed Kethril's warning or dismiss 
it as a mercenary's ploy.

Theron nods, his face etched with a mixture of concern and 
indecision.

THERON
You are right, Sir Gareth. We cannot 
afford to make a mistake. If the Lich 
King is indeed real, we must be 
prepared to face him. But if we act 
rashly, we risk plunging our kingdoms 
into unnecessary war.

He turns to Lady Isolde.
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THERON
Lady Isolde, you spoke of sensing a 
disturbance in the magical currents. 
Can you elaborate?

Isolde closes her eyes, her hands tracing invisible patterns 
in the air. After a moment, she opens her eyes, her gaze 
troubled.

ISOLDE
The magical energies are indeed in 
turmoil. I sense a dark presence 
growing stronger, like a storm brewing 
on the horizon. It is difficult to 
pinpoint its exact nature, but it 
feels... ancient, malevolent.

Theron leans back in his throne, his fingers drumming on the 
armrest.

THERON
Ancient and malevolent... Could it be 
the Lich King?

He glances at each of his advisors, seeking their counsel. 
But their faces offer no easy answers. The weight of the 
decision rests solely on his shoulders.

INT. CASTLE ARAMOR - THRONE ROOM - DAY

King Theron rises from his throne, his face etched with the 
weight of his decision. He paces back and forth, his 
footsteps echoing in the cavernous hall.

THERON
We cannot afford to dither any longer. 
Every moment we hesitate, the Lich 
King grows stronger.

He turns to Kethril and the Iron Company, who stand at 
attention, awaiting his judgment.

THERON
Kethril, you claim to have proof of 
the Lich King's return. I will hear it 
now.

Kethril steps forward, his voice unwavering.
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KETHRIL
Your Majesty, we encountered the Lich 
King's minions on our journey here. 
They attacked a village, slaughtering 
the innocent and raising the dead to 
serve their master. We barely escaped 
with our lives.

He gestures to Anya, who displays a necklace found at the 
ravaged village. It is a macabre ornament, 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 members examine the 
necklace, their faces pale with horror. Lord Varis, however, 
remains defiant.

VARIS
This could be a forgery, a trinket 
planted to deceive us.

Kethril's eyes narrow, his patience wearing thin.

KETHRIL
If you doubt our word, Lord Varis, I 
challenge you to accompany us on our 
next mission. See the truth for 
yourself.

Varis recoils, his bravado faltering.

VARIS
I... I have duties here, Your Majesty. 
I cannot simply abandon my post.

Theron silences Varis with a raised hand.

THERON
Enough! I have heard enough. I believe 
Kethril speaks the truth.

He turns to the Iron Company, his voice filled with newfound 
resolve.



roguefilms

                                                          8. 

                                                             

THERON
I pledge the forces of Aramor to your 
cause. We will fight alongside you to 
vanquish the Lich King once more.

INT. CASTLE ARAMOR - WAR ROOM - DAY

The war room is abuzz with activity. Maps of Aramor are 
spread out on tables, marked with troop movements and 
strategic points. Advisors huddle together, discussing battle 
plans and logistics. Kethril and the Iron Company stand 
before King Theron, who is now clad in ornate armor, his face 
grim but determined.

THERON
Our scouts report that the Lich King's 
forces are amassing in the north, near 
the Shadow Mountains. They are led by 
his most powerful lieutenants, the 
Death Knights.

KETHRIL
The Death Knights are formidable foes, 
Your Majesty. They wield dark magic 
and command legions of undead. But we 
have faced them before, and we will 
prevail again.

Theron nods, a spark of hope in his eyes.

THERON
I have faith in you, Kethril. You and 
your Iron Company are the best 
warriors in Aramor.

He turns to his advisors.

THERON
Gather our armies. We march for the 
Shadow Mountains at dawn.

The advisors salute, their voices echoing in unison.

ADVISORS
Yes, Your Majesty!

As the advisors disperse to carry out their orders, Kethril 
approaches Theron.
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KETHRIL
Your Majesty, there is one more thing. 
We believe the Lich King seeks a 
powerful artifact, known as the 
Soulstone. It is said to be hidden 
somewhere in the Shadow Mountains.

Theron's brow furrows.

THERON
The Soulstone? I have heard tales of 
its power, but I never believed them 
to be true.

KETHRIL
The legends are true, Your Majesty. 
The Soulstone amplifies the Lich 
King's magic tenfold. If he obtains 
it, he will be unstoppable.

Theron's face hardens.

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

He places a hand on Kethril's shoulder.

THERON
May the gods be with us, Kethril.

KETHRIL
And with you, Your Majesty.

                                                      CUT TO: 

EXT. ARAMORIAN PLAINS - DAY

The morning sun casts long shadows across the vast plains of 
Aramor as a vast army marches towards the imposing silhouette 
of the Shadow Mountains. Banners bearing the sigils of the 
five kingdoms flutter in the breeze, a testament to the 
newfound unity forged in the face of impending doom.

Kethril rides at the vanguard, his dragonborn form a beacon 
of hope amidst the sea of armored warriors. He is flanked by 
the Iron Company, their expressions grim but resolute. Behind 
them, thousands of soldiers march in perfect formation, their 
footsteps drumming a steady rhythm against the earth.
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Borin, the dwarf warrior, grunts as he adjusts his pack.

BORIN
(to Anya)

Feels good to be back in the saddle, 
eh lass? Nothing like a good fight to 
warm the blood.

Anya, the rogue, flashes a wry smile.

ANYA
Just try to keep up, old timer. I 
wouldn't want you to trip over your 
beard and get trampled by the cavalry.

Elara, the elf mage, casts a worried glance at the distant 
mountains.

ELARA
I can feel the Lich King's presence 
growing stronger with every step we 
take. We must be cautious.

Kethril nods, his gaze scanning the horizon for any sign of 
the enemy.

KETHRIL
We will not underestimate him this 
time. We will strike swiftly and 
decisively.

A horn blares, signaling a halt. King Theron, riding a 
majestic white stallion, appears at the head of the column.

THERON
(raising his voice)

Warriors of Aramor, we stand on the 
precipice of a great battle. The fate 
of our kingdoms rests upon our 
shoulders. We 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 
to darkness!

A roar erupts from the army, a primal cry of defiance that 
echoes across the plains. The march resumes, the sound of 
thousands of footsteps growing louder with every stride. The 
battle for Aramor has begun.
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                                                     FADE TO: 

EXT. SHADOW MOUNTAINS - MOUNTAIN PASS - DAY

The once sunlit path winds through a narrow pass, sunlight 
barely reaching the path as imposing peaks rise on either 
side, casting long shadows that seem to twist and writhe with 
malevolent intent.

The Amarorian army trudges through the eerie stillness. The 
once confident clamor of their march is now hushed, replaced 
by the crunch of boots on loose gravel and the nervous snorts 
of their mounts.

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

BORIN
(muttering)

Feels like those mountains are 
watching us.

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

ANYA
They probably are.

Kethril raises a hand, signaling a halt. The army comes to a 
standstill, the silence amplifying their unease.

KETHRIL
Something's not right. Too quiet.

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

A wave of skeletal archers appears on the slopes above, their 
bows drawn taut. A volley of arrows rains down, piercing 
through shields and armor, finding their mark in the flesh of 
unsuspecting soldiers.

Chaos erupts as the army scrambles for cover. The Death 
Knights, clad in blackened plate armor, emerge from the 
shadows, their spectral swords glowing with unholy energy.

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

The battle is joined, a desperate struggle against an unseen 
enemy. The pass becomes a maelstrom of steel and sorcery, 
screams of pain mingling with the clash of weapons.

EXT. SHADOW MOUNTAINS - MOUNTAIN PASS - DAY

The battle rages on, a whirlwind of chaos and desperation. 
Kethril, astride his warhorse, charges through the ranks of 
the undead, his emerald sword glowing with righteous fury. He 
cuts down skeletons and zombies with each swing, his draconic 
might a force of nature against the tide of death.

But the Death Knights prove to be formidable foes. Their 
spectral blades clash against Kethril's sword, sparks flying 
as they parry and counter his attacks. Their dark magic 
blasts concussive waves of energy, threatening to unseat him 
from his mount.

Amidst the chaos, a skeletal archer takes aim at King Theron, 
who is valiantly defending his position. Kethril spots the 
impending threat and, with a roar of defiance, leaps from his 
horse, throwing himself in the path of the arrow.

The projectile pierces his shoulder, a searing pain radiating 
through his body. But Kethril ignores the wound, drawing his 
dagger and hurling it at the archer. The blade finds its 
mark, plunging through the skeletal chest, and the archer 
collapses.

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

THERON
Soldiers of Aramor, for Kethril! For 
our fallen hero! Charge!

With renewed vigor, the Amarorian army 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 
watches as his comrades rally, a flicker of pride in his 
eyes. He knows that even in death, his sacrifice will fuel 
their determination.
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With 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 Aramor from the 
beyond.

EXT. SHADOW MOUNTAINS - MOUNTAIN PASS - DAY

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

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

THERON
(voice choked with emotion)

He saved my life... gave his own for 
mine.

Borin, the dwarf warrior, places a comforting hand on 
Theron's shoulder.

BORIN
He died a hero's death, lad. A death 
worthy of a dragonborn.

Anya, the rogue, wipes a tear from her eye.

ANYA
We'll make sure his sacrifice wasn't 
in vain. We'll finish this fight for 
him.

Elara, the elf mage, kneels and places her hand on Kethril's 
chest. A soft, green light emanates from her palm, flowing 
into the dragonborn's body.

ELARA
(whispering)

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 
breath.
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The Iron Company gasps in astonishment as their fallen leader 
miraculously returns to life.

KETHRIL
(weakly)

The... ancestors... they weren't ready 
for me yet.

He struggles to sit up, his gaze sweeping across the 
battlefield.

KETHRIL
(continues)

We cannot linger here. We must press 
on, find the Soulstone before the Lich 
King does.

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

The battle for Aramor is far from over, but Kethril's 
miraculous return has given them a glimmer of hope. They will 
not rest until the Lich King is defeated and his evil 
banished from the land.

                                                     FADE TO: 

EXT. SHADOW MOUNTAINS - WINDING 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 
their bones.

Kethril, still weakened from his near-death experience, rides 
at a slower pace, his companions flanking him protectively.

ANYA
(concern in her voice)

Are you sure you're up for this, 
Kethril? You should be resting.

Kethril shakes his head, his amber eyes filled with 
determination.
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KETHRIL
I will not rest until the Lich King is 
defeated. The Soulstone must be found.

Borin, ever the pragmatist, grunts in agreement.

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

Elara, her brow furrowed in concentration, studies a worn 
map.

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

KETHRIL
Then we must find this sanctuary, and 
quickly. Every moment we delay, the 
Lich King grows stronger.

The trail winds higher into the mountains, the air growing 
thinner and the landscape more desolate. The army's pace 
slows, their breaths coming in ragged gasps as they struggle 
against the harsh conditions.

As they round a bend, a breathtaking sight greets their eyes. 
A hidden valley, bathed in the golden light of the setting 
sun, spreads out before them. In its center, a towering 
structure of white marble gleams like a beacon of hope amidst 
the darkness.

KETHRIL
(pointing towards the structure)

There! The sanctuary.

A wave of awe washes over the army as they gaze upon the 
majestic edifice. But a sense of foreboding lingers in the 
air. The path to the Soulstone will not be easy, and the 
challenges that await them remain shrouded in mystery.

SCENE 11: THE GUARDIANS' TRIAL

EXT. SHADOW MOUNTAINS - SANCTUARY ENTRANCE - DAY
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The Amarorian army approaches the sanctuary with a mixture 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 monstrous creatures. The massive double 
doors, etched with symbols of light and protection, stand 
closed, barring entry.

Kethril dismounts, 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 symbols 
on the doors begin to glow.

A deep voice, resonant and ethereal, speaks from within.

VOICE

Who dares seek entrance to this sacred place?

Kethril bows his head in reverence.

KETHRIL

We are the Iron Company, servants of King Theron of Aramor. 
We seek the Soulstone, a relic of great power that must not 
fall into the wrong hands.

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

VOICE

(continues)

The Soulstone is a sacred trust, not to be wielded lightly. 
You will be tested. Only those deemed worthy may proceed.

Kethril nods, his expression resolute.

KETHRIL

We are ready for any trial you may set before us.

He turns to his companions, his voice filled with 
determination.
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KETHRIL

Iron Company, follow me. Our destiny awaits.

The mercenaries draw their weapons, their eyes gleaming with 
anticipation. They step into the sanctuary, ready to face 
whatever challenges lie ahead.

SCENE 12: THE CHAMBER OF REFLECTION

INT. SANCTUARY - CHAMBER OF REFLECTION - DAY

The corridor opens into a vast, circular chamber bathed in 
soft, ethereal light. The walls are adorned with murals 
depicting scenes of peace, harmony, and introspection. In the 
center of the chamber stands a crystal pedestal, upon which 
rests a shimmering orb.

The ethereal voice echoes through the chamber.

VOICE

This is the Chamber of Reflection. Here, you must confront 
your inner demons and prove your worthiness to wield the 
Soulstone.

Kethril and his companions exchange wary glances. 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 twisted, monstrous versions of 
themselves, embodying their deepest fears and insecurities.

Borin's reflection is a hulking brute, consumed by rage and 
bloodlust. Anya's reflection is a shadowy figure, wracked 
with guilt and paranoia. Elara's reflection is a sorceress 
consumed by ambition, her eyes burning with a thirst for 
power.

Kethril's reflection is a monstrous dragon, its scales 
blackened with corruption, its eyes filled with a hunger for 
destruction.

The voice echoes once more.

VOICE
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These are the shadows that dwell within your hearts. You must 
overcome them if you wish to claim the Soulstone.

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

KETHRIL

(shouting)

Do not falter! These are but illusions, figments of our own 
minds. We must face them with courage and conviction!

The battle begins, a clash between reality and illusion, 
between light and darkness. The fate of Aramor hangs in the 
balance, as the Iron Company confronts the demons within.

SCENE 13: FACING THE DARKNESS

INT. SANCTUARY - CHAMBER OF REFLECTION - DAY

The chamber is filled with the sounds of clashing steel and 
the echoes of anguished cries. Kethril, facing his dragon 
reflection, dodges a fiery breath attack, his emerald blade 
flashing as he counters with a strike to the beast's 
underbelly.

BORIN, wrestling with his rage-fueled doppelganger, bellows 
in defiance, his axe biting into the brute's flesh. Anya, her 
movements a blur, weaves through the shadowy attacks of her 
paranoid self, her daggers striking with deadly precision. 
Elara, surrounded by a whirlwind of magical energy, struggles 
to resist the seductive whispers of her power-hungry 
reflection.

The battle rages on, each member of the Iron Company fighting 
not only for their lives but for their very souls. Sweat 
mingles with blood as they push themselves to their limits, 
their resolve tested with every strike.

Kethril, battered and bruised, finds himself cornered by his 
dragon reflection. The beast lunges, its jaws wide open, 
ready to consume him. Kethril closes his eyes, bracing for 
the impact.

But instead of pain, he feels a surge of warmth and 
acceptance. He opens his eyes to find the dragon reflection 
fading, its malevolent energy dissipating into nothingness.
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KETHRIL

(whispering)

I am not my darkness. I am the light that fights against it.

Emboldened by Kethril's victory, the other members of the 
Iron Company redouble their efforts. Borin embraces his 
strength, channeling it into a series of devastating blows 
that shatter his doppelganger's form. Anya confronts her 
guilt, acknowledging her past mistakes and vowing to learn 
from them. 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, leaving the Iron 
Company standing triumphant amidst the ruins of their inner 
demons. The ethereal voice echoes through the chamber once 
more.

VOICE

You have proven your worthiness. The Soulstone is yours.

SCENE 14: THE SOULSTONE'S POWER

INT. SANCTUARY - CHAMBER OF REFLECTION - DAY

The Chamber of Reflection falls silent as the echoes of 
battle fade away. The Iron Company stands amidst the remnants 
of their inner demons, their chests heaving with exhaustion, 
their faces etched with a mixture of relief and awe.

Kethril approaches the crystal pedestal, his gaze drawn to 
the shimmering orb that rests upon it. He reaches out a 
trembling hand and gently touches the Soulstone.

A surge of warmth floods through his body, revitalizing his 
weary muscles and mending his wounds. A radiant light 
emanates from the orb, filling the chamber with a sense of 
peace and serenity.

The other members of the Iron Company gather around Kethril, 
their eyes wide with wonder as they witness the Soulstone's 
power.

ELARA

(whispering)

It's... magnificent.
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BORIN

Aye, and powerful too. I can feel it in my bones.

ANYA

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

Kethril carefully lifts the Soulstone from the pedestal, 
cradling it in his hands. The orb pulsates with energy, its 
light seeming to dance and shimmer in response to his touch.

KETHRIL

(with reverence)

This is a sacred trust. We must guard it with our lives.

He turns to his companions, his eyes filled with 
determination.

KETHRIL

(continues)

We have overcome our inner demons. Now, we must face the true 
enemy.

The Iron Company nods in unison, their resolve strengthened 
by the Soulstone's power. They leave the Chamber of 
Reflection, their steps echoing in the silent halls of the 
sanctuary. As they venture deeper into the ancient structure, 
they know that the final confrontation with the Lich King is 
drawing near.

SCENE 15: THE FORSAKEN CITADEL

EXT. SHADOW MOUNTAINS - FORSAKEN CITADEL - DAY

The Amarorian army emerges from the winding path, their eyes 
widening at the sight before them. A colossal, twisted 
fortress of black stone looms over the valley, its spires 
piercing the sky like skeletal claws. Dark clouds swirl 
above, casting an ominous 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 
the corruption of undeath. Skeletal sentinels patrol the 
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ramparts, their hollow eyes glowing with malevolent intent. 
The air crackles with the energy of dark magic, a palpable 
aura of dread clinging to the very stones.

Kethril surveys the scene, his expression grim.

KETHRIL

This is where our true battle begins. We must breach the 
citadel and confront the Lich King before he unleashes his 
full power upon Aramor.

Theron, his armor gleaming in the dim light, nods in 
agreement.

THERON

We will not falter. For Aramor!

With a resounding battle cry, the army charges towards the 
citadel, their weapons raised in defiance. The skeletal 
sentinels unleash a volley of arrows, but the Amarorians 
press on, their shields raised to deflect the deadly 
projectiles.

Borin, his axe thirsting for battle, leads the charge, 
smashing through the gates with a mighty roar. Anya, silent 
and deadly, scales the walls, her daggers finding vulnerable 
points in the fortress's defenses. Elara, her hands glowing 
with arcane energy, weaves spells of protection and offense, 
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 fight 
with the fury of those who know they are defending their 
homeland, their families, their very way of life.


