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Wherever A True Prince Walks,

Empires Rise In His Shadow...




A True Prince Doesn’t Seek The Throne- 

He Becomes The Reason It Exists...  




Kingdoms Are Not Built By Hands, 

But By The Presence Of Those Born To Rule...




Some Battles Are Won With Weapons,  But Some With Strong Will...




He Walks Without A Crown, 

Yet Step Carves A Kingdom...




Majesty Needs No Throne-  

His Presence Alone Becomes 

The Empire... 




A True King Is Not Crowned By The Gold, 

But By The Wild That Bows To His Soul



Dr.P.H.brahmbhatt
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INTRODUCTION

About the Author 

Dr. P. H. Brahmbhatt

Background and Inspiration


Dr. P.H. Brahmbhatt is a distinguished scholar and writer who has dedicated his life to exploring the depths of human experience through his writing. With a background in literature and a passion for depicting the nuanced realities of everyday life. Being a versatile writer with multidimensional skills his story is always motivational for youth.  His mission is to make awake readers, helping them find guidance and inspiration in their own lives. Through his multidimensional writing, his aim is to offer timeless wisdom for future generations.

His work often delves into themes of hope, resilience, and the choices that define our lives. His writing philosophy is driven by a desire to inspire and educate. Author believes in the transformative power of pen. Through the writing, he aims to shed light on societal issues, foster empathy, and encourage positive actions. His notes are not just narratives but reflections on life's complexities, urging readers to pause, reflect, and make conscious decisions. This story was born from the timeless tales of courage, loyalty, and the unshakable bond between nature and leadership. Author inspired from ancient epics, the bravery of forgotten warriors. The information given here is “Motivational fantasy” to motivate the youth and 18+ readers. This story is not just about wars or thrones. It’s a transformative tale of rising from betrayal, gathering strength from nature and becoming a beacon of leadership. That is pure motivation. The wild jungle kingdom, tribal armies, mystical ruins, royal heritage, and battle for the throne- these are classic elements of fantasy fiction. Brotherhood and betrayal, Righteous leadership, finding strength in adversity, respect for nature, these are timeless motivational message wrapped in a fantasy world.

This is a motivational fantasy novel set in a majestic jungle kingdom, where betrayal sparks destiny and courage crowns a king. “where betrayal births bravery.....and the jungle crowns its own king”. Seeing reader’s interest many more such notes are awaiting to publish. This story will entertain, thrill, motivate and educate the youth, also helpful to manage the personal life and helpful to the person making movie, TV serial, cartoon serial etc.. Paperback will give more enjoy. All +18 Readers will enjoy and dive in the childhood and fantasy of past and present era. Get ready for the ultimate jungle adventure packed with action, mystery, thrill and loyal friendship and loyal love like no other!
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The Crown and the Shadow
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"The crown is not given to the one who desires it most,   but to the one who dares to bear its weight."

T

he Kingdom of Aravelle was once a beacon of peace and power, nestled between silver mountains and rivers of sapphire blue. King Vireon, the wise ruler of Aravelle, had grown old, and with each passing season, the weight of the crown became heavier on his tired brow.

He had two sons—Prince Kael, the elder, bold as the lion he rode into battle, and Prince Lioren, the younger, soft-spoken, more comfortable behind silk curtains than iron gates.

But when it came time to choose a successor, the king shocked the court.

The sun had not yet risen, and already the great citadel of Aravelle trembled with tension.

Inside the marble-pillared throne hall, nobles in crimson robes murmured behind jeweled hands, and armored guards shifted uncomfortably, their spears glinting with cold warning. At the far end of the hall, seated upon a throne carved from obsidian and oak, was the aging King Vireon—the Lion of Aravelle—his silver beard cascading over his breastplate like a river of wisdom long earned.

His eyes, once fiery with war, were now dimmed with time, but still sharp enough to silence an entire court with a glance.

He had summoned everyone today—for a decision that would shatter the future.

Two princes stood before him.

The elder, Prince Kael, stood tall, the very embodiment of strength and honor. His wolfskin cloak fluttered as a breeze sneaked through the stone columns. Scars marked his face like medals, earned in battles that had saved their kingdom. He did not flinch, did not falter.

Beside him stood the younger, Prince Lioren, dressed in velvet and perfume. His fingers trembled as he adjusted his golden sash. There was beauty in him—refined, soft—but his eyes darted like a trapped deer’s, and sweat traced his temple despite the morning chill.

The silence stretched... until the king spoke.

“It is time,” Vireon said, his voice cracked but commanding. “Time to name the next ruler of Aravelle.”

He looked at Kael first. A flicker of sorrow crossed his face.

“Kael, my son—you are brave. You are loved by the people. You have defended this land from blood and betrayal. But ruling... ruling is more than war.”

Kael’s jaw tensed, but he said nothing.

“Lioren,” Vireon continued, turning to the younger, “You are untested. But I have watched the world change. The throne must adapt. You must learn to bear it.”

A wave of stunned gasps swept the hall.

Kael stepped forward. Not in protest—but calm and proud.

“Father,” he said, his voice deep as thunder, “Your will is law. If Aravelle is to be ruled by my brother... then I shall leave these walls. I shall not fight you... but I will not linger as a shadow.”

Lioren stammered, “Brother, wait—I—I never wanted this—”

“Then grow into it,” Kael said. “Or the kingdom will fall.”

He turned, his cloak trailing like stormclouds behind him, and walked out—passing through a sea of stunned nobles, some whispering, some glaring.

The doors slammed shut behind him.

Outside, the wind howled.

And so began the unravelling of fate.

“The throne shall pass to Prince Lioren,” The King declared.

Gasps echoed in the golden hall. Advisors protested. Generals threatened resignation. Yet the king stood firm.

“Bravery is born of burden, and sometimes, a shadow must learn to walk in sunlight,” he said, his eyes resting on Lioren with a strange hope.

Kael, though heartbroken, bowed.

“Then I shall find my own throne—in the wild, where courage still matters.”
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Into the Unknown
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T

he sun was a bleeding wound on the horizon when Kael crossed the kingdom’s eastern gate, the city walls shrinking behind him like a memory already fading.

He carried nothing but a long sword on his back, a leather pack over his shoulder, and the burning weight of exile in his chest.

Beyond Aravelle, the world was untamed.

Winding rivers carved the land like veins of silver. Dark forests rose in jagged waves, whispering secrets in a tongue forgotten by men. And farther still, beyond the hills and haunted valleys, stretched the endless jungles—a green sea of life and death, where the laws of man did not dare intrude.

Kael chose the jungle.

It called to him.

Days passed.

Nights grew colder, longer.

His boots wore thin. His bread ran out. He hunted rabbits with makeshift snares, drank from muddy streams, and slept under the jagged smiles of a thousand stars.

And the jungle... the jungle changed him.

It began with the sounds. During the day, an orchestra of chirps, growls, and distant roars filled the heavy, humid air. By night, the shrieks of unseen beasts shredded the silence like knives.

One evening, as the sky turned bruised purple, Kael stumbled into a clearing.

A panther watched him from the edge of the trees—eyes burning gold.

It moved like a shadow given flesh, sleek and silent. Kael reached for his sword but hesitated.

The panther didn’t attack.

Instead, it circled him slowly, as if measuring his soul.

Kael stood firm.

"If you mean to kill me," he said under his breath, "then do it with honour."

The panther blinked—and, as silently as it came, it vanished into the green.

Kael exhaled, heart pounding.

This is no ordinary jungle, he thought. This is a land of spirits.

The next day, he found the first sign of civilization: a twisted totem pole, carved from black wood and decorated with feathers, skulls, and bones.

The tribes of the jungle had left their mark here.

And Kael, alone and unwelcome, was walking straight into their territory.

By noon, he heard the war drums.

Low. Distant. Rhythmic. Like the heartbeat of a slumbering giant.

Kael crouched in the underbrush and peered through the ferns.

Ahead, at the base of a moss-covered hill, was a gathering of warriors—bare-chested, their skin painted in streaks of red and white, their eyes wild with the madness of survival.
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