
The Tragedy of Aurelion 

Act I – Scene I: The Castle of Aurelion 

Trumpets echo through the stone halls. Dawn’s light pierces the stained glass, casting 

fractured rainbows upon the cold marble. KING ALARIC sits upon his gilded throne, silver-

haired, weary, the weight of the crown pressing upon him. QUEEN SELENE stands beside him, 

her gaze sharp and calculating. Attendants linger silently in the shadows. 

KING ALARIC: 

The crown upon my brow feels naught but chains, 

A gilded prison forged by fate’s cruel hands. 

The kingdom trembles ’neath deceitful tongues, 

And whispers coil like serpents ‘round the court. 

QUEEN SELENE (aside): 

His strength wanes, yet still he clings to power. 

If fate be blind, then I shall lend it sight, 

And in his faltering breath my fortunes bloom. 

PRINCE DORIAN enters briskly, his cloak trailing like a storm cloud. 

PRINCE DORIAN: 

Father, the realm doth rot with secret worms; 

The lords conspire, the people starve for bread. 

Shall we in silence watch our kingdom fall, 

Or strike the iron while it yet is hot? 

KING ALARIC: 

Impudent boy! Thy tongue outruns thy years. 

Patience, for storms must break before we sail. 

PRINCE DORIAN (aside): 

Patience? A gilded cage that binds my will! 

I’ll carve my path through fate’s unyielding stone, 

Though heaven curse me for my rebel heart. 

Enter JESTER CORWYN, jingling his bells, cap tilted jauntily. 

JESTER CORWYN: 

Good morrow, sire, and all ye noble masks! 

A court of lions forgets the bite of teeth, 

And while ye roar, the foxes steal the hens. 

Yet laugh, my lords, for laughter feeds no ghosts! 

The court chuckles uneasily. LORD MALVEK bows low, his eyes glinting with subtle malice. 

LORD MALVEK: 

My king, dire tidings from the southern bounds: 

Lord Veyran gathers steel and swears his oath, 



That crown and throne are but his rightful claim. 

Shall I dispatch a force to clip his wings? 

KING ALARIC: 

Attend his words, yet weigh them with thine eyes. 

For oft the crow doth caw before it strikes. 

QUEEN SELENE (aside): 

Malvek’s tongue drips honey o’er a blade. 

Yet sweet his counsel seems to my design. 

Trumpets blare. A breathless MESSENGER enters. 

MESSENGER: 

My liege! A vision graven in the night: 

A prophet robed in ash proclaimed our fate. 

“Beware the child who spurns his father’s crown, 

For blood shall write the ending of thy line.” 

KING ALARIC (trembling): 

O cruel stars, why dost thou mock my reign? 

A son shall carve the grave where I must lie? 

PRINCE DORIAN (aside): 

If fate condemns, I’ll break its iron quill, 

And pen anew the story of my life. 

All exit in murmurs of fear. Darkness falls. The wind howls through the castle, carrying 

whispers of treachery and forbidden desires 

 

Act I – Scene II: The Village of Eldenbrook 

Twilight falls over the village of Eldenbrook. Smoke curls from thatched rooftops, and the 

wind carries the scent of hearthfires and toil. Villagers gather in the square, murmuring in 

hushed tones. Children cling to mothers; men lower their heads, burdened by hunger and 

fear. In a shadowed corner, LYRA, a young noblewoman, meets KAEL, a knight of modest 

rank. The hush of secrecy cloaks their encounter. 

LYRA: 

Kael, the night doth chill, yet my heart burns, 

For in your eyes, I glimpse a world unbound. 

The lords may feast whilst the people weep, 

But in this stolen hour, all grief is drowned. 

KAEL: 

Fair Lyra, I would brave the fiercest storm 

To keep thee safe, though kingdoms fall around. 



Yet every step we take in secret ways 

Draws eyes unseen, and whispers ride the wind. 

Behind a barrel, a VILLAGER spies, wide-eyed. 

VILLAGER (aside): 

Mark them well — love blooms whilst famine reigns. 

Stars shine upon those hearts who dare defy 

The iron laws of crown and gold alike. 

Enter a group of villagers, murmuring fearfully. 

VILLAGER 2: 

Hush, friends! Word spreads of Prince Dorian’s wrath, 

That he shall rise against the king’s cold hand. 

The lords grow fat, yet soldiers strike the poor, 

And many a night the village hall lies bare. 

LYRA: 

The prince? You speak of danger… or hope? 

If he dares defy the throne, what price is paid? 

KAEL: 

Hope, sweet Lyra, yet peril walks with it. 

We live in shadows, while the winds of change 

Blow through the streets like specters on the moor. 

The villagers scatter as torches flicker in the distance, heralding the patrol of royal soldiers. 

Lyra and Kael linger, clasping hands briefly. 

LYRA (whispering): 

Soon, Kael, the tides may turn, and we 

Shall glimpse a world unshackled by fear. 

KAEL: 

Then let the night guard us, and let courage bloom, 

For when dawn breaks, the kingdom shall reckon with fate. 

They part silently, shadows swallowing them. A distant bell tolls, marking the passing hour. 

The wind carries faint laughter — JESTER CORWYN’s voice echoing eerily from the castle 

above. 

JESTER CORWYN (distant, echoing): 

Laughter rings where sorrow sleeps, 

And truth, though masked, forever peeps! 

The scene fades into darkness, a quiet tension settling over the village as the first whispers of 

rebellion stir. 

 



Act I – Scene III: The Castle – The Prince’s Chamber 

Night drapes the castle in shadow. Moonlight filters through tall windows, painting the stone 

walls with silver stripes. PRINCE DORIAN paces, restless, while a candle flickers beside a map 

of the kingdom spread across a table. LORD MALVEK enters quietly, his presence masked by 

courtesy but dripping with hidden intent. 

PRINCE DORIAN: 

These walls confine me more than iron chains, 

For duty binds where my own heart rebels. 

The crown may crush the weak, yet I remain, 

A spark untamed amid this storm of lies. 

LORD MALVEK: 

My prince, the world beyond these walls is cruel. 

Yet courage, tempered with discreet design, 

Shall strike the heart where shadows lie in wait. 

PRINCE DORIAN (sharply): 

Malvek… thy words drip sweetness, yet betray 

The serpent lurking ‘neath thy silken tongue. 

Say, dost thou counsel father, or advise me? 

LORD MALVEK (smiling faintly): 

I serve the crown, and yet, I serve the realm. 

What path thou takest is thine own to carve, 

Though many hands shall tug at fate’s sharp edges. 

DORIAN turns to the map, tracing a route with his finger, eyes narrowing. 

PRINCE DORIAN: 

If lords conspire whilst father’s gaze is blind, 

Then I must act, ere they entwine their plots. 

The people starve, the soldiers mutter, 

And whispers ride the wind like poisoned arrows. 

He pauses, looking out the window to the moonlit courtyard. 

PRINCE DORIAN (aside): 

Father fears the crown, yet I crave justice. 

If destiny is shackled to the past, 

I’ll seize tomorrow with my own two hands. 

LORD MALVEK moves closer, lowering his voice. 

LORD MALVEK: 

Then listen, prince, to counsel forged in shadow. 

Some allies may hide where least expected, 

And love itself may serve as both sword and shield. 



Yet caution, always caution — one misstep 

Shall tumble crown and son alike to ruin. 

PRINCE DORIAN: 

I heed thee not, yet mark thy words, old serpent. 

The hour approaches when steel must speak, 

And fate, not fear, shall guide my rebel hand. 

They pause, the candle flickering between them, casting long, shifting shadows. A distant bell 

tolls midnight, signaling the kingdom sleeps unaware of the storm gathering at its gates. 

PRINCE DORIAN (whispering to himself): 

Soon, the threads shall fray, the lies unspool, 

And I shall carve my truth from all deceit. 

LORD MALVEK bows, retreating silently. DORIAN gazes at the map, the faintest smile of 

determination curling upon his lips. The chamber darkens, the wind rattling the window 

panes as the first hints of rebellion stir within the heart of the kingdom. 

 

 

Act I – Scene IV: The Queen’s Chamber 

The chamber is dimly lit by golden candlelight. Rich tapestries hang from the walls, depicting 

past kings and battles long forgotten. QUEEN SELENE sits at a carved desk, quill in hand, her 

expression sharp and calculating. LORD MALVEK stands near the window, hands folded, the 

moonlight casting long shadows across his face. 

QUEEN SELENE: 

The crown doth tremble on a faltering brow, 

And in my hands, the kingdom’s pulse I hold. 

If weakness reigns, then cunning must ascend, 

And by my wits, the throne shall find new life. 

LORD MALVEK: 

My queen, the prince stirs like fire in the dark, 

And father’s fear drapes the castle like a shroud. 

The lords, though loyal in daylight, plot by night, 

And whispers carry further than the wind. 

SELENE rises gracefully, pacing slowly, her eyes glinting like steel. 

QUEEN SELENE: 

Then let us weave the threads of shadowed schemes, 

For every word, a dagger; every smile, a snare. 

If Dorian seeks to break the chain of fate, 

He shall meet it not with mercy, but with art. 



LORD MALVEK: 

Artful indeed, your majesty — yet patience, 

For haste may topple even the wisest hand. 

Some truths are best concealed in velvet lies, 

Till every pawn moves in the pattern set. 

SELENE approaches the window, gazing toward the distant hills where the village of 

Eldenbrook lies silent under the moon. 

QUEEN SELENE (aside): 

And yet… the boy stirs, defiant, wild. 

If fate doth favor him, then I must bend 

My strategy to bend him toward my will. 

Or shall he crumble, blinded by his pride? 

She turns to MALVEK with a subtle smile. 

QUEEN SELENE: 

Prepare the letters, send them swift and secret, 

And summon lords whose loyalty I question. 

Tonight, the first moves of the unseen war 

Shall dance upon the edge of daggered whispers. 

LORD MALVEK: 

As you command, my queen. Shadows obey 

Where the light cannot reach. 

They exchange a long, knowing glance. The candle flickers violently, casting their faces into a 

shifting tapestry of light and darkness. Outside, the wind moans through the castle corridors, 

carrying the first hints of unrest and rebellion. 

 

 

Act I – Scene V: The Prince’s Secret Chamber 

The chamber is hidden behind the library, its entrance concealed by a tapestry. Moonlight 

filters through a narrow slit in the stone wall. PRINCE DORIAN stands over a small table, 

maps and letters spread before him. Two trusted allies, SIR CEDRIC and a YOUNG 

MESSENGER, whisper by the doorway, their faces tense. 

PRINCE DORIAN: 

The time draws near when silence is a crime, 

And every shadow holds the weight of truth. 

The crown may falter, yet the kingdom bleeds; 

We cannot wait for mercy’s fragile hand. 

SIR CEDRIC: 

My prince, the soldiers still march at the king’s command, 



And Malvek’s eyes are everywhere within the court. 

If we move too soon, the throne may crush us all. 

PRINCE DORIAN (slamming a fist on the table): 

Crush? Nay! Let it crush the guilty first! 

I’ll not bow to fear while my people starve. 

We strike at dawn, when lords convene in council, 

And the first spark of rebellion shall ignite the flame. 

The MESSENGER steps forward, whispering urgently. 

YOUNG MESSENGER: 

My lord, the villagers speak of unrest, 

And Lyra—her family, loyal to the queen— 

May yet be caught in the tide of war. 

PRINCE DORIAN (softly, aside): 

Lyra… my heart betrays the crown and duty alike. 

If fate conspires, she shall be my guide 

Through treachery’s dark corridors. 

SIR CEDRIC: 

Then we must tread with caution, yet with courage, 

For once the hour strikes, hesitation kills as well 

As sword and steel. 

PRINCE DORIAN: 

Mark this, Cedric — every letter, every glance, 

Shall serve the kingdom’s truth, though hidden by lies. 

The king sleeps blind, the queen schemes unseen, 

And Malvek’s poison drips in every word. 

He looks toward the tapestry concealing the chamber. 

PRINCE DORIAN (aside): 

Let the walls hear only whispers of loyalty, 

And let the moon bear witness to our vows. 

By dawn, the threads of deceit shall unravel, 

And I shall rise, though fate itself oppose me. 

The three nod silently, their resolve hardening. The candle flickers, casting dancing shadows 

over maps, letters, and swords. Outside, the castle breathes in darkness, unaware that the 

first seeds of rebellion have been sown. 

 

 

Act II – Scene I: The Castle – Council Chamber 



Morning light streams through tall windows, glinting off the polished marble floor. The castle 

council convenes. KING ALARIC presides, seated solemnly on his throne. QUEEN SELENE sits 

beside him, regal and calculating. LORD MALVEK leans slightly forward, eyes gleaming. 

PRINCE DORIAN stands at the far end, composed but tense. Other LORDELS and ADVISORS 

murmur quietly. 

KING ALARIC: 

Lords of Aurelion, your counsel I attend. 

The harvest wanes, the northern borders strain, 

And whispers rise where silence once was law. 

What counsel bear you for the realm’s relief? 

LORD VAYRAN: 

My liege, the northern roads grow wild with thieves, 

And many a merchant dares not pass at dusk. 

A stronger guard must watch, and taxes rise, 

To fill the coffers drained by winter’s bite. 

PRINCE DORIAN (interrupting, voice ringing): 

Shall we fatten lords while children starve? 

Or weave our gold into bread for the poor? 

A kingdom cannot live on coin alone, 

But thrives where justice guides both hand and heart. 

The council murmurs. The king frowns, torn between his fear and his son’s passion. QUEEN 

SELENE’s eyes narrow subtly. 

QUEEN SELENE (aside): 

The boy grows bold, and yet he knows not half 

The webs that bind us all in silver threads. 

If he resists too long, the path is set… 

And I shall guide him — gently, or by force. 

LORD MALVEK: 

Prince Dorian speaks with fervor, yet he errs. 

The crown must balance coin, law, and fear. 

A kingdom divided falls ere dawn can break; 

Consider well the cost of youthful fire. 

PRINCE DORIAN: 

Err? Nay, Malvek, wisdom lies not in fear, 

But in the courage to defy injustice. 

I shall not bow to gold, nor flinch from truth, 

Though lords conspire and stars conspire alike. 

The king stands, hands trembling as he lifts the scepter. 



KING ALARIC: 

Enough! My heart quakes at the storm I see. 

Patience I crave, yet fate demands action. 

Let all depart and ponder well their part; 

The hour grows late, and yet the fire spreads. 

The council disperses. DORIAN lingers, staring at the scepter as if weighing it against his own 

resolve. 

PRINCE DORIAN (aside): 

Soon, the threads of deceit shall unravel. 

The kingdom may quake, but I shall stand, 

A beacon for the weak, a thorn to tyrants, 

And fate itself shall bend beneath my hand. 

 

Act II – Scene II: The Village of Elden brook – Twilight 

Lyra and Kael meet secretly in the orchard behind her family’s estate. Lanterns sway in the 

trees; the scent of blossoms mingles with the chill evening air. The distant hum of the castle 

reminds them of the growing tension above. 

LYRA: 

Kael, I fear the winds carry more than leaves. 

The court conspires; father’s loyalties waver. 

If Prince Dorian moves, will it bring salvation… 

Or ruin to all who dwell beneath these skies? 

KAEL: 

Fear not, my love. The heart guides truer than gold, 

And courage walks where caution dares not tread. 

Yet tread lightly, for spies may shadow every step, 

And whispers of rebellion reach even here. 

They embrace briefly, the weight of secrecy pressing upon them. 

LYRA: 

I wish the world could pause, if but a moment, 

So we might love without shadows on our hearts. 

KAEL: 

Then let our hearts defy the night itself, 

For when dawn breaks, the kingdom will reckon 

With choices forged in darkness and in light alike. 

From the shadows, a VILLAGER watches, silently departing to spread rumors. The couple 

parts, uneasy but resolute. 

Act II – Scene III: The Hidden Hall 



In a dimly lit chamber beneath the castle, hidden from prying eyes, PRINCE DORIAN meets 

with trusted allies. Maps, letters, and tokens of loyalty lie scattered across a wooden table. 

SIR CEDRIC, a veteran knight, and LIEUTENANT RAVEN, a young but sharp soldier, stand 

ready. The sound of distant guards echoes faintly above. 

PRINCE DORIAN: 

The hour grows ripe; the lords shall meet anon, 

Unknowing of the currents set below. 

If we act with guile, the throne may yet bend, 

And justice bloom where corruption festers. 

SIR CEDRIC: 

My prince, the men are ready, yet nerves fray. 

The soldiers know of whispers, but not the plan. 

One misstep, one careless spark, and the crown 

Shall strike the hand that seeks to lift the veil. 

LIEUTENANT RAVEN: 

The villagers speak of unrest, sir, 

And some of the northern lords may join our cause. 

If we strike wisely, we may rally hearts unseen, 

And turn the tide before the court perceives. 

PRINCE DORIAN (tracing a line on the map): 

Then mark the routes, and pledge your loyalty true. 

At dawn, we move with shadows as our shield. 

Let every letter, every signal, carry 

The weight of truth and the fire of resolve. 

He pauses, his gaze distant, thinking of Lyra and the people who depend on him. 

PRINCE DORIAN (aside): 

If fate is cruel, then I shall carve my own path. 

The crown may tremble, the queen may scheme, 

Yet none shall sway the will that beats within. 

SIR CEDRIC: 

Then let the night guard us, and courage lead, 

For once the day breaks, hesitation kills as well 

As steel and sword. 

PRINCE DORIAN: 

Remember, every ally counts, every choice shapes 

The kingdom’s fate. And though the crown may watch, 

The people—our people—shall know we acted 

For their salvation, not for glory alone. 



They exchange solemn nods, the flickering candle casting long, wavering shadows across the 

walls. Outside, the wind rattles the stone corridors as the first sparks of rebellion stir in 

silence. 

 

Act II – Scene IV: The Queen’s Private Chamber 

The chamber is bathed in the pale glow of the moon, curtains fluttering with the night 

breeze. QUEEN SELENE paces gracefully, a letter clutched in her hand. LORD MALVEK stands 

in the shadows, a sly smile playing across his lips. 

QUEEN SELENE (reading aloud softly): 

“Prince Dorian moves beneath the cover of night; 

Allies gather in silence, the kingdom’s fate at stake.” 

So whispers reach my ears, carried on fearful tongues, 

And yet… the boy dares defy the throne. 

LORD MALVEK: 

Indeed, my queen. The serpent stirs, yet bites not yet. 

Shall we strike with velvet words, or sharpened steel? 

SELENE turns, eyes glinting like sharpened gems. 

QUEEN SELENE: 

Patience, Malvek. Every move must weave the web unseen. 

If Dorian strikes too soon, the kingdom may fracture, 

And blame fall upon the hands that dared not act. 

We must guide, not crush — or perhaps, both. 

LORD MALVEK: 

Then what is your command, my sovereign? 

Shall the lords be tested, their loyalty weighed? 

Or shall we plant seeds of discord, hidden well, 

To watch the boy falter in his own defiance? 

QUEEN SELENE (smiling faintly): 

Both, Malvek, both. Let letters fly with gentle poison, 

Let favors be given, then withdrawn at will, 

And let whispers carry doubt where loyalty should bloom. 

By dawn, Dorian shall wonder whose hand shapes his fate, 

And I shall know whose hearts bend to mine. 

She approaches the window, looking toward the castle courtyard where torches flicker in the 

night. 

QUEEN SELENE (aside): 

Father sleeps blind, the prince dreams of revolt, 

And Malvek’s counsel guides my silent storm. 



Soon, all paths shall converge at my will, 

And the crown shall shine upon the head most cunning. 

Malvek bows, retreating into shadow. Selene remains by the window, eyes glimmering with 

ambition and quiet menace. The wind howls through the corridors, carrying the first notes of 

impending betrayal. 

 

Act II – Scene V: Eldenbrook – The Village Square 

Dusk blankets the village of Eldenbrook. Lanterns sway in the evening breeze, casting soft 

pools of light over cobblestone streets. Villagers gather in small groups, whispering nervously 

about rumors from the castle. LYRA and KAEL move cautiously through the square, their 

hands brushing lightly as they speak in hushed tones. 

LYRA: 

Kael, the air reeks of fear tonight; 

Every shadow seems to harbor a listening eye. 

Whispers from the castle reach even here, 

And father’s men grow restless in the streets. 

KAEL: 

The world above trembles, yet we endure below. 

Still, danger walks upon the wind — 

The prince stirs rebellion, the queen conspires, 

And soon all paths shall cross where fate demands. 

A VILLAGER approaches them, hunched with worry, clutching a small bundle of bread. 

VILLAGER: 

Forgive my intrusion, my lady, my sir, 

But hunger gnaws sharper than winter’s frost. 

Rumors spread that lords grow fat while peasants starve, 

And many fear the coming storm from the castle. 

LYRA: 

We shall help, friend — fear alone must not rule. 

Kael and I shall see what we may give, 

Though our hands are few, our hearts remain steadfast. 

KAEL: 

Indeed. Courage grows in acts, however small. 

The people’s hope shall not be buried in silence. 

They move toward the village square, distributing small loaves of bread, whispering 

reassurances. Some villagers watch, wary yet grateful. Children peek from doorways, eyes 

wide with curiosity and fear. 



LYRA (aside, softly to Kael): 

If only love could shield us from the world’s cruelty, 

Yet even our hearts must navigate its treacherous tides. 

KAEL: 

Then let our love be our shield, and courage our guide. 

Though the court schemes and the crown falters, 

We shall endure, together, through shadow and fire. 

In the distance, torches flicker along the castle walls. The villagers murmur of rebellion and 

unrest, their voices blending into a haunting chorus of anticipation. Lyra and Kael stand hand 

in hand, gazing at the castle’s silhouette against the moonlit sky, knowing that the tides of 

destiny approach. 

 

Act II – Scene VI: The Queen’s Strategy Room 

The room is shadowed, lit only by flickering candlelight and a roaring fireplace. QUEEN 

SELENE sits at a polished table, scattered with letters, ledgers, and sealed parchments. LORD 

MALVEK stands behind her, hands folded, his expression calm but calculating. The sound of 

distant guards patrolling the castle drifts through the walls. 

QUEEN SELENE (murmuring, examining a letter): 

So whispers reach even the farthest village, 

And the prince plots beneath the cover of night. 

A child may speak of justice, yet I know 

The crown bends only to the will that wields it. 

LORD MALVEK: 

Indeed, my queen. The boy stirs, yet he falters not from hope, 

And some of the northern lords lean toward his cause. 

Shall we strike now, or let the tension rise, 

Till the hour is ours to command? 

SELENE rises gracefully, moving to the window, her gaze fixed on the distant village lights. 

QUEEN SELENE: 

Strike too soon, and the crown may shatter in our hands; 

Strike too late, and the boy may win hearts too wide to bind. 

We must weave a web unseen, where loyalty bends, 

And doubt seeps into every corner of his mind. 

She turns, eyes gleaming with purpose. 

QUEEN SELENE: 

Summon the lords whose hearts I question most, 

And let flattery mix with whispered threats. 

Plant rumors that fracture trust within his ranks, 



And let every step he takes feel the weight 

Of eyes unseen and hands that guide the night. 

LORD MALVEK (bowing slightly): 

As you command, my queen. Shadows will obey, 

And loyalty may falter where suspicion blooms. 

SELENE approaches the fireplace, leaning close to the dancing flames. 

QUEEN SELENE (aside): 

The boy seeks to rise, yet I shall bend the storm 

To dance to my tune. If fate itself resists, 

Then fate shall learn obedience — to cunning, 

And to the queen who shapes it in silence. 

She picks up a sealed letter and stamps it with her signet ring. MALVEK quietly withdraws to 

deliver her commands. The fire flickers, casting their faces in shifting light and darkness, a 

silent testament to ambition and deceit. 

 

Act II – Scene VII: The Castle – Secret Passage 

Night cloaks the castle in shadow. PRINCE DORIAN, cloaked and hooded, moves silently 

through a hidden passage beneath the castle walls. SIR CEDRIC and LIEUTENANT RAVEN 

follow closely, carrying torches that flicker against damp stone. The distant echo of guards’ 

footsteps above serves as a haunting rhythm. 

PRINCE DORIAN (whispering): 

Tonight, the crown shall feel the weight of truth, 

And those who linger in false loyalty 

Shall learn the cost of idle obedience. 

Every step must serve the kingdom’s hope, 

Though shadows stretch to catch our faltering feet. 

SIR CEDRIC: 

My prince, the sentries above move swift and sure. 

One misstep, and our cause may crumble before it breathes. 

LIEUTENANT RAVEN: 

The letters sent to wavering lords have arrived; 

Allies gather in silence, prepared to strike. 

Yet caution binds our hands as surely as steel. 

They arrive at a concealed door, which creaks softly as DORIAN pushes it open, revealing a 

small chamber where loyal supporters have gathered: some villagers, minor lords, and 

soldiers sympathetic to his cause. 

PRINCE DORIAN: 

Rise, friends of Aurelion, for the hour is ours. 



Tonight, we act not for glory, but for justice; 

The crown may falter, the queen may scheme, 

Yet we shall carve a path for those who suffer. 

A murmur of agreement runs through the gathered group. They nod, determination 

flickering in their eyes. 

SOLDIER: 

We follow, my prince. Lead, and we shall stand. 

Though steel may clash and blood may flow, 

The people’s hope shall not be crushed. 

PRINCE DORIAN (aside, softly): 

If fate resists, then I shall bend it to my will. 

Every ally, every choice, every whispered vow 

Shall serve the kingdom’s heart, though danger stalks 

Our steps like a shadow that will not relent. 

The group moves silently through the passageways, ready to strike. Outside, the castle 

sleeps, unaware that rebellion stirs beneath its very floors. Torches flicker, shadows twist, 

and the first sparks of insurrection ignite. 

 

Act II – Scene VIII: The Castle – The Courtyard 

Midnight. The castle courtyard lies cloaked in shadow, lit only by scattered torches and the 

pale glow of the moon. PRINCE DORIAN leads his loyal followers—SIR CEDRIC, LIEUTENANT 

RAVEN, and a small band of villagers and sympathetic soldiers—through the gates. Their 

movements are silent but purposeful. The distant sound of a watchman’s horn cuts through 

the night. 

PRINCE DORIAN (whispering): 

Tonight, the throne shall know the weight of truth, 

And loyalty shall be measured by its courage. 

We strike not for glory, but for those who suffer; 

Each step a vow, each breath a pledge to justice. 

SIR CEDRIC: 

The sentries are light, my prince, yet one mistake 

May spill our blood before the dawn’s first light. 

LIEUTENANT RAVEN: 

The northern gate lies unguarded, as predicted. 

Our allies await within, their swords ready, 

And hearts aflame with hope and fear alike. 



DORIAN signals, and the group splits, moving with precision. They silently overwhelm the 

guards at the northern gate, taking them prisoner without bloodshed. The courtyard gates 

open, revealing a path into the heart of the castle. 

PRINCE DORIAN (aside): 

The crown sleeps, blind to the storm that stirs; 

Yet soon, the walls shall quake with truth and steel. 

If fate resists, then fate itself shall bend, 

And the kingdom’s heart shall beat to a new rhythm. 

Torches flare as more rebels emerge from hidden passages. Shouts and the clash of steel 

echo through the castle walls. DORIAN moves with purpose, rallying his followers and giving 

commands to secure the throne’s chambers. 

REBEL SOLDIER: 

The king’s guards retreat! The gates are ours! 

The queen’s spies flee into shadows deep, 

And whispers of revolt ring through the halls! 

From a distant tower, JESTER CORWYN appears, cap and bells swaying, watching with a 

mixture of amusement and gravity. 

JESTER CORWYN: 

Laughter, now laced with the clang of swords! 

The foxes run whilst lions sleep! 

Yet heed, my prince, the crown is no mere prize, 

But a weight that bends all hearts it touches. 

DORIAN pauses, gazing at the rising chaos, determination set on his face. The courtyard is 

alive with movement, rebellion alive in every footstep, every sword drawn, every whispered 

vow. 

PRINCE DORIAN: 

Forward, my friends! The hour is ours to seize! 

Let the castle walls remember this night, 

For justice walks among us, and courage leads! 

The scene fades into controlled chaos—torches flicker, steel clashes, and shadows twist as 

the rebellion surges through the heart of the castle, signaling that nothing will remain the 

same by dawn. 

 

Act II – Scene IX (Castle – The Queen’s Chamber) 

Chaos echoes faintly through the corridors. QUEEN SELENE sits at a desk, a flickering candle 

casting long shadows across her face. LORD MALVEK stands near the window, silent and 

calculating. Rumors and shouts from the courtyard reach them through the stone walls. 



QUEEN SELENE (coldly): 

So the boy dares strike beneath my gaze! 

The castle trembles, yet the crown remains, 

And still, my hand shall guide this faltering storm. 

LORD MALVEK: 

My queen, the northern gate has fallen, 

And Prince Dorian moves swift, his allies loyal. 

Shall we confront him directly, or weave 

New snares within the chaos that unfolds? 

SELENE rises, pacing, her expression sharp and commanding. 

QUEEN SELENE: 

Direct confrontation would be folly. 

Patience, Malvek, patience—let him taste 

The fire of rebellion without the crown in hand. 

I shall send whispers through loyal lords, 

Plant doubt among his allies, and fracture resolve 

Before steel meets steel in the throne’s shadow. 

LORD MALVEK: 

Letters prepared, my queen, sealed with authority; 

Some lords may yet shift, their loyalties wavering. 

QUEEN SELENE (aside, softly, with a smile): 

Let him think the people’s hearts sway, 

Let him believe the tide bends to his hand. 

Yet I remain, the shadow beneath the crown, 

The queen who shapes the night before the dawn. 

She moves to the window, looking down at the torches flickering in the courtyard, the sounds 

of skirmishes faintly echoing. Her lips curl in a subtle, cold smile. 

QUEEN SELENE: 

Rebellion may roar, but crowns are not taken lightly. 

Every step he takes shall be a thread in my web, 

And when the time comes, the boy shall learn 

That cunning outweighs the fire of defiance. 

MALVEK bows, retreating to deliver her commands. SELENE remains by the window, calm 

and composed, a storm contained in elegance, as the castle trembles below. 

 

Act II – Scene X: The Courtyard – Mid-Rebellion 

The castle courtyard is alive with chaos. Torches flicker, shadows twist, and the clanging of 

steel echoes across stone walls. PRINCE DORIAN rallies his followers—SIR CEDRIC, 



LIEUTENANT RAVEN, and villagers—against loyalist soldiers loyal to KING ALARIC and QUEEN 

SELENE. The air is thick with smoke and tension. 

PRINCE DORIAN: 

Forward, my friends! Let courage be our guide, 

And let the tyrant’s walls remember our resolve! 

Tonight, we fight not for pride, but for the hearts 

Of those who suffer in silence under gilded crowns. 

SIR CEDRIC (shouting over the clash): 

Hold the line! Let no loyalist break our ranks! 

Each blade, each shield, each vow must serve 

The justice we bring! 

Loyalist soldiers clash with rebels. The sound of shouting, metal striking metal, and torches 

blazing fills the air. Some guards fall, others flee, and chaos reigns. In the midst of it, a 

MESSENGER appears, delivering urgent news to DORIAN. 

MESSENGER: 

My prince! Word from the northern towers— 

The queen has sent spies to cut our lines, 

And loyal lords falter under fear and doubt. 

PRINCE DORIAN (gritting his teeth): 

Then let them falter! Our cause is true, 

And loyalty shall not bow to fear. 

Rally, my friends! Every step we take 

Shall bring us closer to justice and to the crown! 

Amid the chaos, KAEL and LYRA appear at the edge of the courtyard, having snuck in to 

support DORIAN, their faces determined yet anxious. 

LYRA (calling out): 

Dorian! We shall stand with you! 

Though the night rages, our hearts are yours! 

PRINCE DORIAN: 

Lyra! Your courage shines brighter than torchlight. 

Together, we shall carve a path through shadow, 

And show that even in darkness, hope endures! 

QUEEN SELENE watches from a distant balcony, eyes cold and calculating, her lips curling in a 

subtle smile. 

QUEEN SELENE (aside): 

Let him fight and believe the tide bends to him. 

Yet the crown is mine to shape, the night mine to command. 

Soon, all fire shall meet the steel of cunning, 

And the boy shall learn that rebellion bears its cost. 



The scene ends with the courtyard engulfed in battle, chaos swirling as torches blaze, 

shadows twist, and the first hints of tragedy emerge amid valor and defiance. 

 

Act II – Scene XI: The Castle – Queen’s Chamber Overlooking the Courtyard 

QUEEN SELENE stands at a tall window, overlooking the courtyard ablaze with rebellion. 

Torches cast flickering shadows across her face, highlighting the calm precision in her eyes. 

LORD MALVEK kneels slightly behind her, ready to carry out her orders. 

QUEEN SELENE (coldly, to Malvek): 

The prince dares ignite the castle’s heart with fire, 

Yet he knows not the weight of cunning hands. 

Send word to the northern towers: alert the guards, 

And tighten the gates where loyalty still breathes. 

Let whispers and fear fracture his ranks, 

And let the boy taste the cost of rebellion firsthand. 

LORD MALVEK: 

As you command, my queen. The soldiers will move 

And the loyal lords shall heed your silent call. 

SELENE moves closer to the window, watching the chaos below. A faint smile curls across her 

lips. 

QUEEN SELENE (aside): 

Rebellion may roar, yet crowns are held by wit, 

Not by passion’s fleeting fire. 

Let him believe the night bends to his will; 

Soon, the hand that guides the tide shall show, 

And the boy shall learn that the queen shapes fate. 

She signals, and MALVEK departs swiftly to give orders. Moments later, loyalist soldiers begin 

maneuvering through secret corridors, flanking DORIAN’S forces. The courtyard becomes a 

trap: chaos meets strategy, fire meets cunning. 

PRINCE DORIAN (from below, shouting to allies): 

Hold fast! Though the walls close in, our hearts are free! 

Every step we take serves justice, not fear! 

The rebel forces clash with the sudden onslaught of loyalists. Some villagers flee, others fight 

bravely. DORIAN struggles to maintain order, realizing the queen has anticipated his every 

move. 

LYRA (shouting, to Kael): 

The queen moves like shadow and steel combined! 

We must find Dorian and aid him, or all is lost! 



KAEL: 

Then forward, Lyra! Courage and love shall guide us! 

From the balcony, QUEEN SELENE watches with satisfaction as her plans unfold, a master of 

deception in the midst of chaos. The courtyard erupts in battle, signaling that the rebellion 

has met its first true test. 

 

Act II – Scene XI: The Castle – Courtyard and Queen’s Balcony 

The courtyard is engulfed in battle. Torches blaze, shadows twist, and the clashing of swords 

echoes against stone walls. PRINCE DORIAN rallies his followers, but QUEEN SELENE watches 

from a balcony above, calm and calculating, with LORD MALVEK beside her. 

QUEEN SELENE (aside, softly): 

The boy dares think the night bends to his hand. 

Yet walls can speak, and whispers pierce the bravest hearts. 

Patience, Selene—let chaos weave its tale, 

And then strike where the fire meets weakness. 

LORD MALVEK: 

My queen, the northern gate has fallen to Dorian’s hand, 

But loyalists remain hidden in secret corridors. 

Shall we unleash them to turn the tide? 

QUEEN SELENE: 

Yes. Let the loyalists rise where shadows hide. 

Let fear fracture the hearts of the boldest, 

And let the boy learn that cunning outweighs fire. 

She gestures subtly, and hidden soldiers emerge from secret passages, flanking DORIAN’s 

forces. Chaos intensifies as rebels are trapped between loyalist forces. SCREAMS, shouts, and 

the clang of metal fill the courtyard. 

PRINCE DORIAN (shouting): 

Hold the line! Though darkness closes in, courage shall guide us! 

Every step we take defends the hope of the people! 

REBELS falter under the sudden ambush. SIR CEDRIC and LIEUTENANT RAVEN struggle to 

maintain order. Lyra and Kael push through frightened villagers, trying to reach DORIAN. 

LYRA (shouting to Kael): 

The queen moves with shadowed hand and iron will! 

We must reach Dorian, or all shall be lost! 

KAEL: 

Then forward! Hearts unyielding shall light the path! 



QUEEN SELENE smiles coldly from the balcony, watching the rebellion meet her trap. 

MALVEK bows, satisfied, as the prince’s forces are tested like never before. 

QUEEN SELENE (aside): 

Rebellion burns, yet crowns endure; 

Let him taste the cost of defiance. 

And when the night fades, the queen shall stand, 

For wit outshines passion, and patience conquers all. 

The courtyard descends into chaos—shadows twist, swords clash, and the first true 

casualties of the rebellion fall. The scene ends with tension at its peak, signaling the 

transition toward the climax. 

 

Act II – Scene XIII: The Castle – Aftermath in the Courtyard 

Dawn breaks over the castle. Smoke and debris from the night’s rebellion linger in the air. 

Fallen torches flicker weakly. PRINCE DORIAN, bloodied but resolute, surveys the courtyard 

with SIR CEDRIC and LIEUTENANT RAVEN at his side. Villagers and rebel soldiers tend to the 

wounded, while whispers of betrayal and fear ripple through the remaining forces. 

PRINCE DORIAN (grimly): 

The night hath tested courage and resolve, 

Yet every loss shall etch our vow in stone. 

We rise not for vengeance, but for justice, 

Though hearts grow heavy and blood stains the earth. 

SIR CEDRIC: 

My prince, the loyalists fled to hidden towers, 

But their strength remains, and their eyes watch keen. 

We must prepare, lest the queen strike again 

And crush hope before it blooms. 

LIEUTENANT RAVEN: 

Word spreads that some lords wavered, 

And whispers tell of spies within our ranks. 

Trust must be measured, for shadows hide even among friends. 

DORIAN clenches his fist, gaze fierce but thoughtful. 

PRINCE DORIAN (aside): 

If fate conspires, then I shall bend it still. 

Every ally, every choice, every whispered vow 

Shall carve a path where tyranny falters, 

And hearts long shackled may yet breathe free. 

Meanwhile, QUEEN SELENE watches from the upper balcony, calm and calculating, noting 

the wounded and scattered rebels. 



QUEEN SELENE (aside, softly): 

They rise, yet not unscathed; the night has marked them. 

Every loss, every falter, plays into my hand. 

Patience, for the storm shall turn, 

And when it does, the crown shall bear my will. 

LYRA and KAEL appear at the edge of the courtyard, helping tend to the wounded. Their eyes 

meet DORIAN’s, and a silent understanding passes between them: the fight is far from over, 

but courage and love endure even amid despair. 

LYRA: 

Dorian, though the night brought suffering, 

Hope remains with every breath we take. 

We stand with you, though shadows press close. 

PRINCE DORIAN: 

Then let us rise together, steadfast and true. 

The crown may tremble, the queen may scheme, 

But hearts united shall light the way through darkness. 

The camera—or rather, the scene—lingers on the courtyard: broken banners, fallen shields, 

and the first rays of dawn illuminating the battered but determined rebels. The stage is set 

for Act III, where betrayal, confrontation, and fate will collide. 

 

Act II – Scene XIV: Rebel Camp – Midnight Conspiracy 

The rebel camp lies in uneasy silence. Tents are scattered across a moonlit clearing, fires 

burning low. PRINCE DORIAN, SIR CEDRIC, and LIEUTENANT RAVEN confer over a rough map 

of the castle and surrounding lands. Shadows shift as whispers of doubt creep through the 

camp. A cloaked FIGURE slips between tents, unseen by most. 

PRINCE DORIAN: 

The castle stands, though walls may crack and fall. 

We must strike again ere Queen Selene gathers strength, 

And every loyalist who survived last night’s storm 

Shall find the fires of justice burning bright. 

SIR CEDRIC: 

My prince, all prepare as you command, yet some lords linger 

With hesitating hearts. Fear is a shadow that spreads. 

The cloaked figure approaches LIEUTENANT RAVEN, whispering urgently. RAVEN’s eyes 

widen in shock, then narrow in thought. 

LIEUTENANT RAVEN (aside, quietly): 

So loyalty bends where ambition whispers. 



Shall I stay steadfast, or yield to the shadow’s call? 

The queen’s silver tongue may tempt even the truest heart… 

RAVEN meets the cloaked figure—a secret messenger from QUEEN SELENE, bearing promises 

of wealth and power in exchange for betrayal. 

CLOAKED FIGURE: 

Lieutenant Raven, the queen sees your worth. 

Turn your blade from the boy, and rise with her favor. 

A kingdom reshaped, riches untold—your name shall echo 

Where rebels fade like mist at morning’s light. 

LIEUTENANT RAVEN (whispering, torn): 

To betray the prince, the boy who trusts me so? 

Yet who can resist the crown’s unyielding call? 

And if I falter not, perhaps my name shall soar 

Beyond what courage alone may claim… 

He steps back into shadow, weighing the choice between loyalty and ambition. SIR CEDRIC 

notices his hesitation, suspicion flickering in his eyes. 

SIR CEDRIC (quietly, to DORIAN): 

Something stirs beneath the quiet night… 

Trust may falter where loyalty once held sway. 

We must watch our steps, my prince, for shadows lurk 

Even among the faithful. 

DORIAN looks out over the camp, eyes hard with determination, unaware that a knife may 

yet strike from within. The night is silent but charged with tension, the calm before another 

storm. 

 

Act III – Scene XV: The Castle – Main Hall Clash 

The grand hall of the castle is dimly lit, with banners torn from their poles and scattered 

debris from the previous night’s battle. PRINCE DORIAN leads the remaining rebels, swords 

drawn, as loyalist forces block their path. The air is thick with smoke, dust, and anticipation. 

PRINCE DORIAN: 

Stand firm! Though walls and shadows rise against us, 

Our hearts remain unbroken and our cause just! 

Every sword, every vow, every breath 

Shall serve the people’s hope, unyielding and true! 

Suddenly, LIEUTENANT RAVEN steps forward, lowering his sword and subtly signaling to a 

group of loyalists hidden among the rubble. 



SIR CEDRIC (noticing, alarmed): 

Raven! What treachery is this? 

You turn upon those who fought at your side? 

LIEUTENANT RAVEN (coldly): 

Forgive me, my prince. Ambition and survival 

Whispered louder than loyalty ever could. 

The queen rewards those who bend with cunning, 

And fate itself favors the bold and cunning hand. 

LOYALISTS emerge from the shadows, flanking the rebels. A chaotic battle ensues. DORIAN 

fights valiantly but is pushed back, wounded. LYRA and KAEL rush to his side, shielding him 

from the brunt of the attack. 

LYRA (shouting): 

Dorian! Hold fast! Though darkness presses near, 

We shall not yield to shadow nor deceit! 

PRINCE DORIAN (grimly, to Lyra and Kael): 

Then stand with me, hearts intertwined! 

Though steel may bite and blood may stain, 

Our courage shall outshine the blackest night! 

QUEEN SELENE appears at the balcony above, observing the chaos with a calm, victorious 

gaze. 

QUEEN SELENE (aside): 

See how rebellion crumbles when shadow strikes from within! 

Even the brightest hearts may falter when trust is betrayed. 

Yet the crown is still mine, and all who rise 

Shall learn that cunning outweighs valor. 

The hall is a whirl of swords, screams, and firelight. Some rebels fall, others retreat under 

Raven’s betrayal. DORIAN, wounded but unbroken, rallies his remaining allies and pushes 

forward, determination burning in his eyes. 

PRINCE DORIAN (aside, with resolve): 

If fate conspires against me, then I shall carve 

My own path through shadow and deceit. 

Though betrayal strikes, hope endures, 

And hearts united shall yet turn the tide. 

The scene ends with chaos unresolved, highlighting both the devastating impact of betrayal 

and the unbroken spirit of Dorian and his loyal allies. The stage is set for the final 

confrontation and resolution. 

 

Act III – Scene XV: The Castle – Main Hall Clash 



The grand hall of the castle is dimly lit, with banners torn from their poles and scattered 

debris from the previous night’s battle. PRINCE DORIAN leads the remaining rebels, swords 

drawn, as loyalist forces block their path. The air is thick with smoke, dust, and anticipation. 

PRINCE DORIAN: 

Stand firm! Though walls and shadows rise against us, 

Our hearts remain unbroken and our cause just! 

Every sword, every vow, every breath 

Shall serve the people’s hope, unyielding and true! 

Suddenly, LIEUTENANT RAVEN steps forward, lowering his sword and subtly signaling to a 

group of loyalists hidden among the rubble. 

SIR CEDRIC (noticing, alarmed): 

Raven! What treachery is this? 

You turn upon those who fought at your side? 

LIEUTENANT RAVEN (coldly): 

Forgive me, my prince. Ambition and survival 

Whispered louder than loyalty ever could. 

The queen rewards those who bend with cunning, 

And fate itself favors the bold and cunning hand. 

LOYALISTS emerge from the shadows, flanking the rebels. A chaotic battle ensues. DORIAN 

fights valiantly but is pushed back, wounded. LYRA and KAEL rush to his side, shielding him 

from the brunt of the attack. 

LYRA (shouting): 

Dorian! Hold fast! Though darkness presses near, 

We shall not yield to shadow nor deceit! 

PRINCE DORIAN (grimly, to Lyra and Kael): 

Then stand with me, hearts intertwined! 

Though steel may bite and blood may stain, 

Our courage shall outshine the blackest night! 

QUEEN SELENE appears at the balcony above, observing the chaos with a calm, victorious 

gaze. 

QUEEN SELENE (aside): 

See how rebellion crumbles when shadow strikes from within! 

Even the brightest hearts may falter when trust is betrayed. 

Yet the crown is still mine, and all who rise 

Shall learn that cunning outweighs valor. 

The hall is a whirl of swords, screams, and firelight. Some rebels fall, others retreat under 

Raven’s betrayal. DORIAN, wounded but unbroken, rallies his remaining allies and pushes 

forward, determination burning in his eyes. 



PRINCE DORIAN (aside, with resolve): 

If fate conspires against me, then I shall carve 

My own path through shadow and deceit. 

Though betrayal strikes, hope endures, 

And hearts united shall yet turn the tide. 

The scene ends with chaos unresolved, highlighting both the devastating impact of betrayal 

and the unbroken spirit of Dorian and his loyal allies. The stage is set for the final 

confrontation and resolution. 

 

Act III – Scene XVII: The Castle – The Throne Room 

The throne room is in chaos. Broken banners hang from the walls, and torches flicker, casting 

long shadows across the stone. PRINCE DORIAN leads his remaining loyal rebels through the 

main hall. The sound of distant fighting echoes as QUEEN SELENE stands poised atop the 

dais, regal and commanding, with LIEUTENANT RAVEN lurking near the edge of the room, 

conflicted but aligned with the queen. 

QUEEN SELENE (calmly, almost mockingly): 

So, the boy comes at last, heart ablaze with fury. 

Do you think courage alone shall bend the crown? 

This throne hath endured storms far darker than your fire. 

PRINCE DORIAN (raising his sword, voice resolute): 

Courage and justice guide my hand, 

And no shadow of deceit shall halt our march. 

Your cunning may strike, your loyalists may hide, 

But the hearts of the oppressed rise with the dawn! 

LIEUTENANT RAVEN steps forward, sword in hand, betraying DORIAN. He hesitates for a 

moment, eyes flicking between the prince and the queen. 

LIEUTENANT RAVEN: 

Forgive me, Dorian… yet the queen’s promise is wealth and power, 

And loyalty alone cannot shield a man from ambition. 

SIR CEDRIC (furious): 

Raven! Traitor! Your blade shall taste justice! 

Battle erupts within the throne room. DORIAN and his allies fight valiantly, but the queen’s 

loyalists are formidable. TORCHES flare, shadows twist, and the clash of steel and cries of 

war fill the air. LYRA and KAEL fight to protect DORIAN from the onslaught. 

LYRA (to Kael): 

The prince is surrounded! We must hold them back! 

KAEL: 

Then stand with me! Even the smallest heart may turn the tide! 



DORIAN pushes through the chaos, confronting RAVEN directly. The two clash, swords 

ringing sharply, sparks flying with each strike. 

PRINCE DORIAN: 

You chose ambition over loyalty, Raven! 

Yet I shall show that courage outweighs cunning! 

LIEUTENANT RAVEN: 

Then let the steel speak where words fail! 

Meanwhile, QUEEN SELENE watches from the dais, a smirk on her lips. She raises a hand, 

signaling her remaining loyalists to press the attack. The fight becomes desperate, DORIAN 

wounded but unbroken. 

QUEEN SELENE (aside, softly): 

Let him feel the weight of choice, the sting of betrayal, 

For crowns are not claimed by fire alone, 

But by hearts that bend not to shadow nor fear. 

In a sudden, dramatic twist, LYRA finds an opening and strikes a critical blow that forces 

Raven back, giving DORIAN the chance to disarm him. DORIAN, bloodied but determined, 

faces the queen directly, sword raised. 

PRINCE DORIAN: 

No longer shall fear or treachery rule! 

The kingdom’s heart beats with courage and truth, 

And the crown shall know justice, not deceit! 

QUEEN SELENE, realizing her trap has partially failed, descends from the dais to confront 

DORIAN. The stage is set for the final confrontation, both physically and symbolically, 

between rebellion, loyalty, and cunning. 

 

Act III – Scene XVIII: The Castle – Throne Room, Final Confrontation 

The throne room is scarred from battle. Smoke curls from shattered torches, and broken 

banners hang limply from the walls. PRINCE DORIAN, bloodied but unbowed, stands before 

QUEEN SELENE, sword raised. LYRA and KAEL flank him, while SIR CEDRIC tends to the 

wounded rebels. LIEUTENANT RAVEN kneels, disarmed and repentant. 

QUEEN SELENE (coldly, but with a flicker of desperation): 

So the boy survives the night’s fire… 

Yet think not that cunning yields to courage alone. 

The crown has chosen me through guile and will, 

And even now, it may slip from your grasp. 

PRINCE DORIAN: 

Your reign of shadow ends this day, Selene. 

The kingdom’s heart beats with truth and justice, 



And no scheme, no whisper, no treachery 

Shall bend it to fear or ambition’s call. 

SELENE steps forward, defiant. Sparks fly as she draws a ceremonial dagger, symbolizing 

both threat and desperation. The two circle each other, tension taut as steel. 

QUEEN SELENE: 

If not by cunning, then by blade shall we decide. 

Let the kingdom bear witness to power and will! 

They clash. DORIAN fights with righteous fury, LYRA and KAEL supporting him by holding 

back remaining loyalists. RAVEN intervenes briefly to aid DORIAN, seeking redemption for his 

betrayal. After a tense duel, DORIAN disarms SELENE, forcing her to her knees. 

PRINCE DORIAN: 

Yield, Selene. The crown is not claimed by fear. 

It belongs to those who serve the people’s hope. 

SELENE, seeing her plans undone, glares at DORIAN, pride warring with defeat. 

QUEEN SELENE (softly, with a bitter smile): 

So… the fire of courage prevails… 

Yet know this, boy—shadows linger, 

And even the brightest dawn may cast long night. 

She drops the dagger. The remaining loyalists, seeing their queen defeated, surrender. 

Silence falls over the hall, broken only by the labored breathing of the wounded and the 

crackle of dying torches. 

LYRA (relieved, to Dorian): 

It is done… the shadow lifts, and hope remains. 

PRINCE DORIAN (looking over the hall, resolute): 

Then let the kingdom rise, hearts united, 

For every wound, every loss, every trial 

Shall be a testament to courage and truth. 

SIR CEDRIC: 

The crown, my prince, is yours, yet tempered 

By the blood and sacrifice of those who stood with you. 

DORIAN lifts the crown, placing it upon his head. LYRA steps beside him, their eyes meeting 

with quiet triumph and shared love. KAEL and the remaining allies tend to the wounded, 

rebuilding both body and spirit. 

PRINCE DORIAN (aside, softly): 

Though fate hath tested us with fire and betrayal, 

Hearts steadfast and united carve the path 

Where justice, love, and courage endure. 



The scene closes with the dawn breaking fully over the castle, sunlight illuminating the 

battered but surviving kingdom. Peace, hard-won and bittersweet, settles over Aurelion.  

 

 

 

 

 


