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FADE IN:

EXT. SKY ABOVE CHENGDU – DUSK – ESTABLISHING

A sea of clouds curls like dragons in the twilight. The wind 
is quiet. The horizon glows gold behind the sacred Mount 
Qingcheng, silhouetted against the heavens.

SUPERIMPOSE:

“Every thousand years, the Jade Emperor calls the game.”

“Few are chosen. Fewer return.”

Thunder rumbles softly.

From above, we slowly DIVE—

through clouds, past a lone hawk in flight—

toward the glowing lights of the sprawling city below.

A smooth transition from ancient reverence...

to modern chaos.

EXT. CHENGDU STREETS – NIGHT

HONKING. MUSIC. YELLING.

This is not the China of temples and incense. It’s 
motorbikes, LED billboards, dumpling steam, and tech bros.

VENDORS shout in Mandarin over sizzling woks.

E-BIKES zip through alleys like insects.

A DIESEL TRUCK spews smoke beside a luxury EV limo.

The camera glides past a school wall tagged with street art:

A stylized Azure Dragon battles a robotic phoenix.

Music thumps from nearby speakers. A rough beat.



EXT. BACK ALLEY – NIGHT – MOMENTS LATER

A small crowd of TEENAGERS forms a ring—flashlights up, 
cameras rolling. Smoke from street food coils overhead.

In the center:

YUN HAO (16), lean, intense, hoodie zipped halfway up. A 
bandage wraps one hand. His other hand is taped, bruised.

Across from him:

TANK (18), cocky, built like a wrestler, brass knuckles 
gleaming.

Phones stream the event live. Comments fly in Mandarin:

“Shaolin Reject vs. Beastmode!”

“100 yuan on Tank!”

TANK
You sure you want this again, 
little monk?

Yun Hao rolls his neck, eyes calm.

Spits blood to the side.

YUN HAO
I only lose when I get bored.

THE FIGHT
Tank charges with brute force.

Yun Hao dodges, weaves—grabs Tank’s wrist, throws him 
sideways into the crowd.

CHEERS. Some kids backpedal, filming.

Tank snarls, rushes again—

Yun Hao catches him with a jump-knee to the chin.

Tank crumples. KO.

AFTERMATH
Phones film Yun Hao as he stands 
over Tank’s twitching body.

He breathes hard.

Blood drips from his lip.
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He raises one finger—not the polite kind.

YUN HAO
(Toward the phones)

Post that with some decent music, 
yeah?

He walks away. Kids part for him like fog.

CUT TO:

EXT. CHENGDU STREETS – LATER

Yun Hao walks alone.

Graffiti glows in neon—dragons, tigers, broken Buddhas.

A torn poster flaps: “Honor Your Ancestors.”

He pauses beneath a temple gate billboard—offering Taoist 
fortune readings for tourists.

A tired-looking POLICE CAR pulls up beside him.

Two OFFICERS exit.

OFFICER 1
Yun Hao. Third time this month.

Yun Hao sighs and holds out his wrists.

YUN HAO
Save the lecture. My grandpa does 
it better.

INT. HOLDING ROOM – NIGHT

Dim. Fluorescent lighting buzzes.

Yun Hao sits on a metal bench, shoeless, rubbing his wrist.

No fight left in him. Just silence.

The door opens.

MASTER LIU (70s) enters. Stiff robes. Wooden staff. Face 
carved by time. The air feels different when he walks 
in—older.

He stares at Yun Hao with a deep, disappointed stillness.
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MASTER LIU
Did you win?

YUN HAO
Is that a trick question?

Master Liu steps forward, sets a folded paper on the table—an 
old handwritten Taoist charm.

MASTER LIU
No. But this is.

EXT. MOUNT QINGCHENG – MOUNTAIN ROAD – DAWN

A narrow winding road climbs the side of the mist-covered 
mountain. Faint orange light breaks over distant peaks.

A rusted CITY BUS huffs up the incline, wheezing like a dying 
animal. Its brakes SCREECH as it stops at a crooked sign:

“Qingcheng Taoist Temple – Heritage Site (Closed to Public)”

Only one passenger steps off—

YUN HAO, hoodie up, backpack slung, eyes puffy from no sleep 
and no care.

He looks around.

Nothing but fog, mossy trees, and the low hum of distant wind 
chimes.

The bus doors creak shut. It rumbles away, leaving Yun Hao 
alone.

EXT. TEMPLE GATE – MOMENTS LATER

The main gate is an arched wooden structure with faded red 
paint and a broken sign that once read:

“Guardians Above, Earth Below.”

It’s been crossed out in black ink.

Two stone guardian lions sit beside the gate—

One regal and complete.

The other cracked and headless, moss growing where its eyes 
once were.

Yun Hao sighs.

4.



YUN HAO
Welcome home.

He lifts his foot—

and gives the broken lion a lazy, disrespectful tap with his 
sneaker.

For a half-second, the air vibrates.

A shimmer—like heat off pavement—passes over the gate.

Yun Hao doesn’t notice.

INT. TEMPLE COURTYARD – MORNING

The once-grand courtyard is now a haunted postcard:

– Faded dragon murals flake off the walls.

– Prayer ribbons sway limply in the wind.

– Incense burners are choked with ash and cobwebs.

Master Liu kneels beside the altar, carefully re-inking a 
Taoist talisman with trembling hands.

Yun Hao drags his feet across the courtyard.

Drops his bag beside a stack of rotting wood.

YUN HAO
You ever think about moving to the 
city?

MASTER LIU
The gods don’t use WeChat.

Yun Hao kicks a loose stone into the fish pond.

YUN HAO
You sure they even use this place 
anymore?

Master Liu doesn’t look up.

MASTER LIU
Sacred ground remains sacred.

Even when no one bows anymore.
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INT. TEMPLE INNER SANCTUARY – LATER

Dust motes dance in beams of morning light.

Ancient scrolls line the walls, unread for decades.

Yun Hao stares at a carved wooden door with five metal locks. 
It hums faintly.

He steps toward it—

MASTER LIU (O.S.)
Not for you.

Yun Hao turns.

Master Liu holds a tea tray. Places it on the altar.

Silence.

MASTER LIU (CONT'D)
Sweep the leaves. Light the 
incense.

Try not to start a fire.

He leaves.

Yun Hao stands still... drawn to the locked door.

He presses his hand against it. The wood is warm.

Then—

A faint pulse of gold light glows from the cracks between 
locks.

His eyes widen.

INT. TEMPLE COURTYARD – LATER THAT DAY

Yun Hao stands alone, holding a bundle of incense sticks, 
unsure how to even light them. He glances toward the main 
hall where Master Liu vanished hours ago.

YUN HAO
Yeah. Real sacred. Smells like rat 
piss.

He pulls out a disposable lighter, flicks it, and lights the 
incense. Thin lines of smoke spiral up—shimmering faintly in 
the sunlight.
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Yun Hao jams the incense into a rusted burner, not even 
bothering to bow.

INT. TEMPLE ALTAR ROOM – MOMENTS LATER

The incense smoke curls through the air like tiny snakes, 
gathering density, gathering intention.

Yun Hao’s breath catches. He blinks.

The world shifts.

The room darkens slightly—even though the sun still shines.

The dragon mural on the far wall seems to move. The painted 
tail curls subtly.

A low hum fills the room, not heard—but felt.

Like a tuning fork struck somewhere inside his chest.

He stumbles back.

YUN HAO
Okay... What the hell was in that 
incense?

Suddenly—a vision FLASHES across his mind:

– A colossal arena in the sky.

– Pillars made of jade and fire.

– Warriors in celestial armor.

– A throne of stars.

– A voice whispering his name.

“Hao...”

It’s not Master Liu.

Yun Hao falls back, knocking over the incense burner.

Ash explodes into the air. Smoke billows around him.

For a moment, it forms the shape of a lion's head—the same 
one missing from the statue outside.

He stares.

Then—it’s gone.
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The wind chimes outside rattle violently.

EXT. TEMPLE GATE – SAME MOMENT

The broken guardian lion glows faintly.

Cracks along its body flicker with celestial light, invisible 
to the unworthy.

Somewhere deep in the mountain, something stirs.

INT. TEMPLE ALTAR ROOM – MOMENTS LATER

Yun Hao sits in stunned silence, heart pounding.

Then—Master Liu enters, calm as ever, holding a broom.

MASTER LIU
You lit the wrong incense.

Yun Hao doesn’t speak.

He stares at the ashes. Still shaken.

YUN HAO
What... was that?

Master Liu pauses. Eyes him carefully. The weight of 
centuries behind his stare.

MASTER LIU
The question is—what did you bring 
with you?

He walks away.

EXT. TEMPLE – THAT NIGHT

Moonlight bathes the temple in silver.

The broken lion statue glows again—briefly.

A shimmer of gold runs along its base.

Insects fall silent. A single gong echoes in the wind.

The Game... is waking.
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EXT. TEMPLE COURTYARD – NIGHT

The temple sleeps. No sounds. No animals.

Only the soft pulse of moonlight on stone.

YUN HAO lies in his small room off the courtyard, curled 
under a threadbare blanket. His brow twitches—he's dreaming. 
Maybe remembering the smoke. The voice.

FEMALE VOICE (V.O.)
Hao...

His eyes SNAP OPEN.

He sits up.

No sound... but something's calling.

He grabs a hoodie and slides his door open.

EXT. TEMPLE COURTYARD – CONTINUOUS

The courtyard is drenched in silver light.

Incense smoke still lingers faintly in the air—days old, yet 
unbroken.

The guardian lion statue glows.

Barely perceptible. A soft aura, pulsing like a heartbeat.

Yun Hao approaches slowly, barefoot, each step cautious.

YUN HAO
Grandpa...?

No answer.

The wind swirls in a perfect circle around the cracked lion. 
Dust lifts. Grass bends. But the air is calm.

Yun Hao squints at the base of the statue.

Faint symbols are glowing—Taoist sigils, pulsing in rhythmic 
patterns.

He kneels. Touches the stone.

It’s warm.
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FLASH – A VISION STRIKES

A glimpse of the arena again.

But closer. Louder.

Crowds chanting in a language older than Mandarin.

Armor clashing. A lion roars—not an animal, but a 
constellation.

The throne. The gods.

And... a scroll bearing his name bursting into flames.

BACK TO PRESENT

Yun Hao GASPS, snatching his hand back.

The stone beneath him splits slightly with a deep CRACK.

A fine seam opens beneath the lion statue, glowing gold-blue. 
Not violent—like something stretching awake after millennia 
of sleep.

Yun Hao staggers back as the cracked base shifts, rotates, 
and reveals a hidden staircase—leading underground.

Breathless.

Mesmerized.

Terrified.

He looks around... No Master Liu. No voices now.

Just the portal. Waiting.

He exhales.

YUN HAO
Screw it.

He starts down the steps.

INT. STAIRWELL – CONTINUOUS

The steps glow under his feet. Walls ripple with celestial 
constellations carved into stone—stars shift as he passes, 
like they’re watching.

One breath echoes a thousand times down here.
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Each step forward feels like stepping out of time.

And then—

INT. CELESTIAL THRESHOLD – MOMENTS LATER

He reaches a circular chamber carved into the rock. At its 
center:

A floating ring of gold jade, suspended mid-air.

The middle is filled with shimmering liquid starlight.

The Jade Emperor’s sigil glows at the top.

And carved above the portal:

“ONLY THOSE WITHOUT BALANCE MAY BEGIN TO SEEK IT.”

Yun Hao approaches. Reaches out.

The air hums. Reality bends.

The surface of the portal ripples—

He steps through—

—

LIGHT. SOUND. SILENCE. EVERYTHING.

—

CUT TO:

INT. CELESTIAL ARENA – UNKNOWN TIME AND SPACE

A blinding white emptiness. And then...

A circular arena forms around him, piece by piece. Floating 
platforms. Vast sky. Myths reborn.

He’s not on Earth anymore.

INT. CELESTIAL ARENA – MOMENTS LATER

Silence.

Weightlessness.
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YUN HAO floats in a void of pure white light—like he's 
suspended inside a pearl. No floor, no sound, no time.

His body rotates slowly, untethered. Eyes wide. Breath caught 
in his throat.

Then—a tone. Low. Resonant. Like a thousand monks chanting 
one perfect note.

The light fractures.

CRACKS of glowing jade spread through the whiteness—like ink 
dropped into milk.

From those fractures, pieces begin to form.

THE CELESTIAL ARENA BUILDS ITSELF

Jade stone tiles spiral beneath Yun Hao’s feet, forming a 
floating platform the size of a football field. Etched across 
the tiles:

celestial maps, Taoist diagrams, and the Twelve Beasts of 
Heaven.

Surrounding it are dozens of smaller platforms, each rotating 
at different speeds—some made of crystal, others fire, ice, 
or storm clouds.

Far above:

Massive celestial rings spin like Saturn’s. Each ring holds 
coliseum seating, where gods, immortals, beast-spirits, and 
legendary warriors watch silently. Some are spectral. Some 
enormous. Others shimmer like mirages.

A few wave lazily as Yun Hao appears—amused.

Above them all floats a throne of shifting elements—fire, 
water, air, metal, earth—merging in rhythmic pulses. Atop it 
sits...

THE JADE EMPEROR (IN SILHOUETTE)

Still. Watching. Glowing like the sun behind fog.

His voice is not heard—it’s felt, like a thought booming 
inside Yun Hao’s head.

JADE EMPEROR (V.O.)
The Game has begun. And the 
wildcard... has arrived.
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YUN HAO’S REACTION

Yun Hao falls to his knees, overwhelmed.

He looks around at the floating gods, the warriors in armor 
carved from moonlight, the tiger-faced monks, the dragon-eyed 
spirits.

He is utterly, cosmically... out of his league.

YUN HAO
(whispers)

What the hell is this place?

CELESTIAL HERALD (O.S.)
A being lands beside him with a 
flash—

THE CELESTIAL HERALD, eight feet tall, draped in scrolls and 
winged armor. His face is blank parchment that writes its own 
expressions.

HERALD
This is the Arena of the Jade 
Emperor.

The crucible of fate. The proving ground of worlds.

(beat)

And you, Yun Hao of Chengdu... have been selected to play.

WIDER REVEAL
Other champions step forward on 
distant platforms—each wearing 
ceremonial armor:

– A proud war general with a flaming sword.

– A masked goddess made of smoke.

– A boy no older than ten with glowing eyes.

– A kitsune (nine-tailed fox) curled on a lotus.

They all turn to Yun Hao.

Some scoff. Others laugh.

CHAMPION (O.S.)
A mortal? From the dust-world?

ANOTHER
What is he—comic relief?
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Yun Hao looks up, defiant. Furious.

But scared.

YUN HAO
You dragged me here to mock me?

The Herald raises his arm. A giant sigil appears mid-air—

a glowing Taoist circle of balance, marked with the symbol: 
?? — Unaligned.

HERALD
You are the Wildcard.

Unchosen by any elemental house.

Your destiny, unclaimed.

Your fate, undecided.

A pause.

HERALD (CONT'D)
Enter the Game. Or leave... and 
forget.

Yun Hao hesitates.

And then—

YUN HAO
(quietly)

I never back down.

THE GONG SOUNDS

A thunderous CELESTIAL GONG echoes across the arena. The 
crowd CHEERS. Platforms begin to spin faster. Runes activate.

The Game... is on.

INT. CELESTIAL ARENA – THE CENTER PLATFORM – CONTINUOUS

The celestial gong reverberates across the sky like thunder 
on the bones of gods.

YUN HAO stands at the center of the main platform.

Small. Human. But eyes burning.
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Champions on surrounding platforms vanish in flashes of 
light, drawn into their own trials.

Only Yun Hao remains.

A spiral of gold runes encircles his feet. The Herald steps 
back.

HERALD
By decree of the Jade Throne...

Your trial begins.

The platform beneath Yun Hao starts to shrink, the outer 
edges peeling away like burning scrolls.

Beneath him now is a massive, glowing glyph:

?? ???? ??

TRIAL OF FIRE

WHOOSH—
The floor disappears.

YUN HAO plummets through light, fire, and sound.

INT. TRIAL CHAMBER – REALM OF FIRE – MOMENTS LATER

A new arena forms around him:

A volcanic wasteland with floating lava bridges, cracked 
obsidian spires, and an ashen sky.

In the center rises a massive stone altar surrounded by 
dragon-shaped braziers—flames flickering blue.

Above it—

A winged, towering figure descends:

THE PHOENIX GENERAL — ten feet tall, body of molten gold, 
wings of flame and smoke. Eyes that burn straight through 
you.

PHOENIX GENERAL
You reek of street fights and 
sweat.

Where is your offering?

Yun Hao steadies his breath. He’s sweating already.
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YUN HAO
No idea what that means.

But I’ll offer you a busted beak if you come closer.

A pause.

The Phoenix General LAUGHS—like wildfire roaring through a 
canyon.

PHOENIX GENERAL
Very well. Mortal child.

Survive one round.

Earn flame... or burn.

FLAME BURSTS—
The floor erupts. Lava surges. The 
temperature spikes.

A flaming chain lashes out from the Phoenix’s arm, wrapping 
around Yun Hao’s ankle.

He’s YANKED forward and FLUNG into the arena wall.

Dust. Blood. Pain.

He coughs. Grins through it.

YUN HAO
Okay... warm-up’s over.

THE FIGHT
No weapons. No powers. Just 
instinct.

Yun Hao DODGES a wall of flame.

Slides under a molten spear.

Scrambles up a burning pillar and leaps off—

Dropkicks the Phoenix General in the jaw.

It’s like kicking a furnace.

He screams, landing hard.

The Phoenix rises, amused.

PHOENIX GENERAL
You fight like a rat.
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YUN HAO
I’ve seen rats kill snakes.

BURNING CIRCLE
The Phoenix creates a ring of fire, 
enclosing them. No escape.

Yun Hao stands, trembling.

He raises his fists anyway.

Inside his chest—something stirs.

A faint pulse of light beneath the skin on his hand.

The Phoenix lunges—Yun Hao barely dodges, grabs embers, 
throws them into the beast’s face.

A lucky move.

The Phoenix flinches.

PHOENIX GENERAL
Clever... desperate...

But not without fire.

GONG – THE TRIAL ENDS

The flames vanish instantly.

The arena dissolves.

Yun Hao falls backward into blackness...

INT. ARENA PLATFORM – MOMENTS LATER

He lands hard. Rolling across jade tiles.

Groaning. Bloody lip. Burnt sleeve. But smiling.

Above him, the Herald watches with the faintest trace of... 
approval?

HERALD
You lasted... 49 seconds longer 
than expected.

The Jade Emperor’s throne glows faintly.

The champions in the stands are quiet now.
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Yun Hao lies there, panting.

YUN HAO
(whispers)

Round two, bring it.

INT. ARENA PLATFORM – POST-TRIAL HOLDING SPACE – TIME UNKNOWN

A small, private chamber appears around YUN HAO—white walls 
etched with floating runes. A single bed. No door.

He sits on the edge, hands shaking. His hoodie’s torn. Skin 
burned. Eyes hollow.

A bowl of glowing celestial water sits beside him.

He ignores it.

YUN HAO
(to himself)

Why me...?

The water ripples on its own.

Light rises from it—

And suddenly—

FLASHBACK – INT. SMALL APARTMENT – CHENGDU – YEARS AGO

A cozy, cramped space filled with noise and warmth.

TEN-YEAR-OLD YUN HAO runs down the hall barefoot, a cheap 
plastic sword in hand.

YOUNG YUN HAO

Dad! I’m ready! Fight me!

His FATHER (30s), warm-eyed and strong, sits on the couch in 
an undershirt, laughing. He turns off the news.

FATHER
You sure? I’ve been training with 
real monks today.

YOUNG YUN HAO

Liar! Grandpa says monks don’t hit each other.
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They start sparring—playful. His father uses exaggerated kung 
fu poses. Yun Hao giggles.

Across the room:

His MOTHER (30s) watches silently, suitcase by the door.

The father stops sparring. Face darkens.

FATHER
You’re still going?

She nods. Picks up the suitcase.

MOTHER
I’m not built for this. For... 
temples. For ghosts. For fighting 
shadows.

She looks at her son—softly.

MOTHER (CONT'D)
He’ll be stronger without me 
confusing him.

Yun Hao doesn't understand.

YOUNG YUN HAO

Where are you going?

She kneels. Hugs him.

MOTHER
To find peace.

She walks out.

The door closes.

Yun Hao turns to his father.

The silence between them is the beginning of everything 
broken.

FLASHBACK – EXT. TEMPLE – A YEAR LATER

Rain falls hard on a tiny funeral gathering.

A photograph of Yun Hao’s father sits atop a stone altar.

Master Liu, wearing black, chants beside incense.
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Eleven-year-old Yun Hao stands still. Soaked. Staring at the 
ground.

Master Liu finishes the prayer and touches the boy’s 
shoulder.

MASTER LIU
You’re all I have now.

And I’m all you’ve got.

Yun Hao doesn’t cry. He just balls his fists in silence.

BACK TO PRESENT – CELESTIAL HOLDING SPACE

Yun Hao stares into the glowing bowl, jaw clenched.

He speaks not to the gods—but to no one.

YUN HAO
I don’t belong here.

I didn’t ask for this.

But I’m not quitting. Ever.

The water glows brighter. A faint warmth returns to his 
hands.

And then...

A new rune forms in the air.

Not from fire.

Not from water.

Not from earth.

Not from wind.

A fifth path: BALANCE THROUGH STRUGGLE.

Yun Hao doesn’t understand it yet.

But it’s his.

INT. HALL OF ELEMENTS – CELESTIAL REALM – LATER

Boom. The sound of reality shifting.
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YUN HAO appears mid-step, transported into a massive domed 
hall of swirling light and energy.

Above him:

A sky of constellations arranged in ancient Taoist geometry.

Below him:

A polished yin-yang floor, each half filled with celestial 
flame and flowing water.

Around him:

Four floating thrones, each massive and radiant, occupied by 
the spiritual Avatars of the Four Great Elemental Houses:

THE HOUSES OF ELEMENTAL ORDER

?? HOUSE OF FIRE – The Infernal Legion

Flame-wreathed warriors with blazing spears. Their throne 
pulses like a volcano. Their crest: a crimson phoenix 
encircled by swords.

?? HOUSE OF WATER – The Tidal Scholars

Mysterious, veiled figures in flowing robes. Blue mist rises 
from their throne, which glows like deep oceanic light. Their 
crest: a serpent coiled around a scroll.

?? HOUSE OF AIR – The Skybound Choir

Angelic, genderless beings made of wind and song. Their 
throne hovers higher than the others. Their crest: a 
feathered circle split by lightning.

? HOUSE OF EARTH – The Stoneborn Order

Towering, stoic warriors carved from obsidian and jade. Their 
throne is rooted in rock and moss. Their crest: a dragon 
clutching a mountain.

PLATFORM BELOW – CHAMPIONS ASSEMBLE

Each champion contestant steps forward, lifts their hand to 
the sky, and is drawn toward their house by spectral threads 
of matching energy.

– The kitsune is claimed by Water.

– The flaming warlord is pulled toward Fire.
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– A wind-singer girl dissolves into notes as she joins Air.

CHEERS erupt from the respective thrones as their champions 
align.

Yun Hao watches, tense.

The Herald steps forward.

HERALD
Now... the Wildcard.

(beat)
Yun Hao of Chengdu. Step forward.

YUN HAO STEPS UP

He walks alone to the center of the floor. The four thrones 
pulse in anticipation.

He raises his hand.

The runes of each element swirl above him—

Fire.

Water.

Air.

Earth.

They hover.

Circle.

Then... flicker.

One by one... they extinguish.

Darkness.

The crowd GASPS.

A tense silence ripples across the chamber.

HERALD’S REACTION
The Herald tilts its parchment 
face.

Confused. This has never happened.

HERALD
...No elemental resonance.
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Not Fire.

Not Water.

Not Wind.

Not Stone.

The Jade Emperor’s voice booms across the chamber:

JADE EMPEROR (V.O.)
Balance through struggle.

(beat)
The Wildcard shall remain 
unaligned.

Murmurs ripple through the elemental delegations.

The kitsune hisses.

The war general scoffs.

The Moon Priestess raises a curious eyebrow.

YUN HAO STANDS ALONE

Eyes on him from every corner.

He feels it. The weight of being different. Unwanted. 
Unbelonging.

But he doesn’t flinch.

YUN HAO
Guess I’m still everyone's problem.

THE HERALD NODS

HERALD
You have no house.

No allies.

No lineage.

(beat)

You may yet be the most dangerous player of all.
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INT. CELESTIAL PLATFORM – TWILIGHT LIGHT – MOMENTS LATER

The arena is dim now, lit only by suspended lanterns drifting 
through the air like fireflies. The crowd has thinned. Yun 
Hao stands alone near the edge of the main platform, his 
hoodie singed, eyes still burning from trial.

A faint gust stirs the silence.

Then—

A quiet voice behind him:

MEI LIN (O.S.)
You hit a god in the face.

YUN HAO turns quickly—defensive.

Standing several paces behind him is a slim figure in dark 
robes, a hood drawn low over her eyes. Her posture is still. 
Precise.

She holds a bow of obsidian and silver in her left hand. No 
arrows. No visible armor. Just calm intensity.

Yun Hao straightens slightly.

YUN HAO
Didn’t say “no hitting” in the 
rules.

She tilts her head slightly.

MEI LIN
There are no rules. Only 
consequences.

She steps forward into the light, revealing MEI LIN 
(17)—sharp features, moonlit eyes. Her energy feels ancient 
despite her youth. A quiet storm.

YUN HAO
You one of them? Fire, water, dirt, 
wind?

She shakes her head once.

MEI LIN
I walk between.

She gestures upward.

MEI LIN (CONT'D)
I watched your trial.
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You fight like you’re trying to forget something.

Yun Hao’s jaw tightens.

YUN HAO
What do you care?

MEI LIN
Because forgetting won’t help you 
survive the next trial.

She steps closer now, gaze unblinking.

MEI LIN (CONT'D)
They’ll send you inward.

Not to fight gods...

But ghosts.

A beat.

Yun Hao falters slightly—something in her words hits.

YUN HAO
Great. I’ll punch them too.

She almost smiles.

MEI LIN
You’ll need more than fists.

She turns, starting to walk away into the shifting twilight 
of the arena's edge.

Yun Hao hesitates.

YUN HAO
Hey.

You never said your name.

She pauses, without turning.

MEI LIN
You’ll remember it when you need 
it.

She vanishes into mist.
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INT. TEMPLE-LIKE HOLDING SPACE – LATER THAT NIGHT

Yun Hao sits alone in a chamber shaped like a half-ruined 
shrine. Pillars float disconnected from the ceiling. 
Flickering candles ignite without flame.

He stares into a shallow basin of water that reflects not his 
face—but his younger self.

Ten years old.

Eyes wide.

Watching someone walk away.

He clenches his fists.

A faint voice echoes—not celestial this time. His father’s.

FATHER (V.O.)
Strength isn’t how hard you hit.

It’s how long you stand after you’re hit.

INT. ARENA PLATFORM – DAWN – THE NEXT DAY

The gong tolls again.

A portal opens in the floor.

Yun Hao steps forward alone.

The second trial awaits.

INT. THE CHAMBER OF SHADOWS – UNKNOWN TIME

The portal swallows YUN HAO whole.

Silence.

Then blackness.

Then... the faint sound of wind chimes.

INT. DREAMSPACE – ABANDONED APARTMENT – DAYLIGHT (FLASHBACK 
REALM)

Yun Hao opens his eyes.

He stands barefoot inside a small, run-down apartment.
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It’s familiar.

Toys gather dust on the shelves. A plastic sword lies cracked 
in the corner.

The walls are yellowed with age. A single suitcase sits by 
the door.

His voice comes out quiet, confused.

YUN HAO
...Mom?

From the bathroom: the sound of someone crying.

He moves slowly toward the sound. Reaches for the handle.

It opens—

—

INT. TAOIST TEMPLE – EVENING (MIXED MEMORY)

Suddenly, he’s inside Master Liu’s old prayer hall.

Red candles burn low. Scrolls drift weightlessly in the air.

At the altar: his father, dressed in full Taoist robes, 
reciting a chant. His back is to Yun Hao.

Yun Hao steps forward.

YUN HAO
Dad? I don’t understand what’s 
happening.

His father turns.

But his face is blank, like a shattered mask.

The room darkens. Shadows spill from the corners like ink.

His father’s voice echoes unnaturally:

FATHER
You left me.

You forgot who you are.

YUN HAO
No. You’re the one who left!
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The father figure lunges, face splitting open into smoky 
tendrils.

INT. VOID ARENA – DARKNESS AND MEMORY

Yun Hao crashes backward onto black stone.

All around him: versions of himself.

– Age 6, crying.

– Age 10, covered in bruises.

– Age 14, fists bloodied after a street fight.

Each version surrounds him in a circle, chanting:

“You’re not good enough.”

“You’re not chosen.”

“You don’t belong here.”

Yun Hao covers his ears, screams.

YUN HAO
SHUT UP!

But the voices rise—

And then—

A faint glow in the distance.

INT. MEMORY SHRINE – FLOATING IN VOID

Yun Hao stumbles forward, following the light.

It leads him to a small floating island—a shrine with paper 
talismans swaying gently.

Master Liu kneels at the edge, real this time.

He doesn’t look up.

MASTER LIU
This is not their trial. It is 
yours.

Stop running from the fire inside you.

Yun Hao drops to his knees.
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YUN HAO
It hurts too much.

Master Liu finally looks up.

MASTER LIU
Then you’re ready.

INT. TRIAL ARENA – MOMENTS LATER

Yun Hao collapses onto the jade tiles, back in the real 
celestial arena.

He’s drenched in sweat. Trembling.

But his face is different now—calm. Centered.

Above him, the Jade Emperor’s throne pulses.

A fifth symbol appears in the sky—

Not fire. Not water. Not wind. Not stone.

The sigil of internal balance.

The crowd is silent.

No one expected him to survive that.

INT. OUTER TRAINING RING – CELESTIAL REALM – SHORTLY AFTER 
THE TRIAL OF SHADOWS

A wide, stone platform floats just beyond the main arena—less 
formal, less observed. Lanterns hover in the distance, 
casting long shadows across faded combat marks etched into 
the stone.

YUN HAO stands near the edge, drinking from a glowing gourd 
of celestial water. His hoodie is patched with divine thread, 
and though he looks worn... he also looks steady for the 
first time.

The silence is broken by the CLANG of metal boots.

From the far side, a tall, scarred warrior approaches—clad in 
crimson-plated armor cracked with scorch marks. His hair is 
tied in a warrior’s knot, and his expression is stone.

Meet GENERAL ZHENG-XUN, champion of House of Fire.
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CHARACTER SPOTLIGHT: GENERAL ZHENG-XUN

Age: Late 30s (appears eternally mid-battle)

House: Fire

Weapon: Dual flame axes

Reputation: Survived three cycles of the Games; respected, 
feared, emotionally brittle

Inner Wound: His brother died in a previous tournament due to 
rule-breaking—Zheng-Xun blames the Jade Emperor’s leniency 
and fears chaos above all else.

Flaw: Clings to honor as control. Hates uncertainty. Hates 
Yun Hao.

SCENE CONTINUES:

ZHENG-XUN

You're dangerous, Wildcard.

Yun Hao turns slowly.

YUN HAO
Because I lived?

ZHENG-XUN
Because you don’t know why.

(steps closer)
Your trial wasn’t supposed to spare 
you. But now you walk among 
us—marked with a fifth sigil, 
unclaimed by any House, unbound by 
order.

YUN HAO
Sounds like your problem.

Zheng-Xun draws one axe. Slowly. Intentionally.

ZHENG-XUN
It becomes everyone's problem when 
rules break. When balance cracks.

(beat)
I challenge you. Now. Outside the 
trial. Before you infect the rest.
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INT. NEARBY – OBSERVING FROM THE SHADOWS

MEI LIN stands among the training statues, watching silently. 
Her grip tightens on her bow. A faint flicker of worry.

A robed Celestial Official watches as well, but doesn’t 
intervene. This is legal... barely.

BACK TO DUEL 
PLATFORM

YUN HAO
You wanna fight me because I exist?

ZHENG-XUN
Because you remind me of what 
killed my brother. Chaos in mortal 
form.

He charges.

THE DUEL BEGINS

Zheng-Xun fights like a god who forgot how to die—brutal, 
precise, relentless.

Yun Hao is outmatched technically but not in spirit. He 
ducks, deflects, improvises—sliding between attacks, grabbing 
loose stones, flipping over pillars.

Their fight ignites the platform—literally. Runes flare. The 
air warps from heat.

MID-BATTLE CHARACTER DEVELOPMENT

Zheng-Xun hesitates when Yun Hao falls hard—memories of his 
brother flash across his eyes. Guilt. Fear.

Yun Hao sees it.

YUN HAO
You think I’m chaos?

Maybe you just hate that I survived something you couldn’t.

Zheng-Xun roars—not from hate now, but grief.

FINAL MOMENT
Yun Hao disarms Zheng-Xun—not with 
power, but by dodging a killing 
blow and countering with a humble 
trip and pin.
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He holds Zheng-Xun down—breathing heavy.

But he doesn’t finish.

YUN HAO
I’m not your brother’s ghost.

I’m me. And I’m still learning.

Beat. Zheng-Xun’s fury collapses into silence.

POST-FIGHT
Zheng-Xun sits, stunned. Not 
broken—changed.

Mei Lin approaches.

MEI LIN
You’re making friends in high 
places.

Yun Hao limps, smiles faintly.

YUN HAO
Or digging graves. Still deciding.

INT. THE LUNAR GARDEN – CELESTIAL REALM – NIGHT

The moon is full, glowing with an otherworldly blue tint. 
Cherry blossoms float sideways in the air, carried by 
invisible tides. A small, secluded training garden floats in 
stillness, tethered to nothing.

MEI LIN kneels beneath a curved tree, polishing her bow in 
silence.

She’s alone. But she’s not resting.

Behind her: a carved stone shrine.

On it: a simple ribbon tied to a bowstring, blackened by 
fire.

FLASHBACK: INT. TEMPLE RUINS – REALM OF SHADOWS – YEARS AGO

Mei Lin, age 12, runs barefoot through collapsing ruins.

Screams echo. Spiritual warriors lie broken across the temple 
floor.

Fire eats everything.
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She hides behind her older sister, a radiant archer who fires 
arrow after glowing arrow at monstrous shadow beasts—a 
previous tournament gone wrong.

The sister turns to her, smiling faintly through bleeding 
lips.

SISTER
Run. Stay quiet. The moon sees you.

A beast lunges—

The vision shatters in flame.

BACK TO PRESENT 
– LUNAR GARDEN

Mei Lin opens her eyes. Still as a statue.

YUN HAO approaches cautiously. He hesitates when he sees her. 
She speaks without looking.

MEI LIN
Step in silence. You’re not in a 
city anymore.

He smiles faintly. Takes a quieter step. Then:

YUN HAO
You’ve done this before.

She sets her bow down.

MEI LIN
My House fell during the last Game. 
We were... erased.

YUN HAO
You're not even eighteen.

MEI LIN
Neither were they.

(beat)
I was allowed to return this 
cycle—without a House, without a 
name. I only fight to find what I 
lost. Not to win.

EMOTIONAL CONNECTION
Yun Hao sits beside her, 
uncomfortable with the quiet.

YUN HAO
I fought to forget.
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You fight to remember.

She nods, studying him.

MEI LIN
You’re loud. Proud. Disruptive.

(beat)
And yet you keep surviving.

He shrugs.

YUN HAO
Maybe I’m just too dumb to quit.

She finally allows a small smile—real this time.

MEI LIN
Good. You'll need that for what's 
next.

A SHIFT IN DYNAMIC

She stands. Tosses him a weighted training arrow.

MEI LIN
You lack discipline.

YUN HAO
You lack a sense of humor.

MEI LIN
Exactly why I’m going to teach you 
how not to die.

She walks to the edge of the garden, draws her bow. Fires.

The arrow splits a floating cherry blossom in midair—clean.

Yun Hao’s jaw drops.

YUN HAO
No way you’re real.

NEXT SCENE: (TRANSITION)
As the scene fades, a celestial 
messenger hawk lands between them, 
bearing a scroll sealed in gold 
fire:

“The Jade Emperor summons Yun Hao of Earth to the Spiral 
Throne.”

Mei Lin reads it.
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Her smile fades.

MEI LIN
He doesn’t summon pawns. Only 
pieces worth sacrificing.

INT. CELESTIAL HALL OF THREADS – JADE EMPEROR’S PALACE – 
NIGHT

YUN HAO enters the Hall of Threads, flanked by two silent 
attendants with glowing eyes. The chamber feels like walking 
inside a tapestry—walls shimmer with golden silk, each thread 
moving, weaving timelines, battles, futures.

At the far end, elevated and backlit by swirling cosmic 
energy, sits the JADE EMPEROR. Still. Radiant. Inhuman.

A voice echoes—not from his mouth, but from every direction.

JADE EMPEROR (V.O.)
You were not summoned to be 
praised, Wildcard.

Yun Hao keeps his head high.

YUN HAO
Didn’t expect cupcakes.

The attendants vanish. The Emperor raises one hand.

A golden ribbon of light descends—snaking around Yun Hao, not 
binding him, but scanning him.

Visions flicker:

– Yun Hao as a child, alone in the rain.

– His fight in the alley.

– The Trial of Fire.

– The shadow of his father’s spirit in the shrine.

The Emperor speaks again—this time, more direct.

JADE EMPEROR
You are neither divine nor 
destined.

And yet, you persist.

Even the threads refuse to bind you.
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(beat)

Tell me, Yun Hao...

Do you believe you deserve to win?

Yun Hao exhales.

YUN HAO
No.

But I believe I deserve the chance.

A pause.

The Emperor’s throne pulses once—an unseen judgment passed.

INTERCUT TO: INT. FIRE TEMPLE ANNEX – SAME TIME

ZHENG-XUN stands before a small ancestral shrine, alone.

No armor. Just robes scorched from battle.

The fire is low. A single incense stick smolders.

He kneels.

Beside him, a weathered stone mask rests—his brother’s, 
broken during the last Jade Game.

He speaks softly.

ZHENG-XUN
He survived.

That boy... survived what we didn’t.

(beat)

I mistook fire for purity.

But maybe it’s just fear, blazing out of control.

He lays the broken mask gently into the flame. It burns 
clean.

From behind:

Acolyte of Fire (female, 20s) enters quietly.

ACOLYTE
You’ve never knelt here before.
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ZHENG-XUN
I never believed I had to earn 
forgiveness.

(beat)
Now I’m not sure whose forgiveness 
I need.

BACK TO: INT. HALL OF THREADS – CONTINUOUS

The Emperor rises—hovering slightly above the throne now.

He extends a single golden scroll bound in red silk.

JADE EMPEROR
Your next trial is forbidden to 
most.

It is not strength that will carry you through it...

But memory.

And the power to choose what to carry—and what to leave 
behind.

He flicks a finger. The scroll unfurls in the air, revealing 
a map of a vast stairway climbing through dimensions.

Its title glows:

“The Trial of the Infinite Stair.”

The chamber begins to fade.

INT. ARENA PLATFORM – NEXT MORNING

Yun Hao appears back at the training platform.

MEI LIN waits for him, silent. He’s pale, sweat-soaked—but 
eyes sharp.

She studies his face.

MEI LIN
Did he threaten you?

YUN HAO
Worse.

He gave me a choice.
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INT. FIRE TEMPLE ANNEX – SAME TIME

Zheng-Xun tightens his shoulder guard. His eyes—clearer than 
before—look toward the open arena.

ZHENG-XUN
Let the gods watch.

I’ll walk beside the chaos this time.

INT. INFINITE STAIR – CELESTIAL REALM – ENTRANCE PLATFORM

The sky is a sea of stars. Galaxies swirl in slow motion.

YUN HAO, MEI LIN, and ZHENG-XUN stand on a floating stone 
ledge. Before them, an impossibly long spiral staircase rises 
into the cosmos, each step carved with ancient Taoist glyphs.

The steps aren’t solid stone—they shimmer like glass made of 
memory, shifting color, weight, even gravity.

Above the stair: nothing.

Below: more stair, spiraling endlessly down.

HERALD (O.S.)
The Infinite Stair reveals you.

Not your strength. Not your house.

You will walk until you cannot.

No fighting. No weapons.

Only truth.

STEP 1 – YUN HAO’S MOTHER

Yun Hao steps first.

The stair glows beneath his foot—

And he’s suddenly inside his childhood apartment again. His 
mother stands at the door, suitcase in hand.

But this time—she turns and speaks directly to him.

MOTHER (VISION)
I didn’t leave because I stopped 
loving you.

I left because I didn’t know how to stay.

38.



Yun Hao tries to respond—but the stair pulls him upward.

STEP 2 – MEI LIN’S SISTER

Mei Lin steps. Her glyph glows silver.

She’s back inside the Moon Temple, kneeling beside her fallen 
sister’s body. Fire flickers around them. Her sister opens 
her eyes one last time.

SISTER (VISION)
You keep carrying me.

But I was meant to fall.

Let go.

Tears roll down Mei Lin’s face. She blinks. When she opens 
her eyes again—she’s three steps higher.

STEP 3 – ZHENG-XUN’S BETRAYAL

Zheng-Xun hesitates. When his boot hits the glyph, it turns 
red.

He’s back at the arena during his brother’s final 
match—watching from the stands. He sees himself hesitate, 
caught between obeying celestial law and saving his brother.

BROTHER (VISION)
You worshipped order more than me.

Zheng-Xun trembles. He drops to one knee—but doesn't stop. He 
rises, determined.

SERIES OF SHOTS – STAIR ASCENT MONTAGE

* Yun Hao walks through a memory of failing to save a friend 
from a beating in school—too afraid to intervene.

* Mei Lin walks a path where she sees herself as a child, 
training alone in the snow after losing her home.

* Zheng-Xun sees visions of himself growing old, forgotten by 
the Houses he defended.

Each vision cuts deeper.

Each step gets heavier.
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Time is folding in on itself. One stair is made of water. 
Another is upside down. One shatters under Yun Hao’s foot—but 
he keeps going.

FINAL STEPS – COLLAPSE

Yun Hao’s knees buckle.

His breath shakes. He’s seen too much. He reaches out—slips.

But Mei Lin catches his hand. Holds it.

MEI LIN
We carry the weight together now.

Zheng-Xun steps beside them. Offers no words. Just presence.

Together, they take the final step—

INT. STAIR SUMMIT – CELESTIAL ZENITH – DAWN

The stair ends in a circular platform suspended above all 
creation. The sun rises... in every direction.

A single stone table stands at the center.

On it: a bowl of clear water and a candle.

A voice echoes—not the Emperor’s, but something older.

“One who completes the Stair does not win. They remember. 
They return to the world not as a player... but as a 
protector.”

Yun Hao kneels. He looks into the bowl—and sees not his face, 
but everyone he’s fought for.

INT. JADE EMPEROR’S THRONE – COSMIC COURT – NIGHT

The Four Elemental Thrones sit in eerie silence. The Emperor 
remains still, his divine body now flickering with unreadable 
signals—his glowing skin marred by fractures of light.

The Herald appears with a scroll:

HERALD
The Infinite Stair has been 
completed.

Three stand unbroken. Their threads... have intertwined.
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The Jade Emperor speaks quietly, disturbed:

JADE EMPEROR
Unbound.

Unpredictable.

Unwelcome.

Across the divine arena, sigils and glyphs glitch—walls 
shift, stars flicker. The system is destabilizing.

The House Leaders murmur in alarm.

From the shadows:

“Let me correct it.”

A figure emerges from the back of the throne hall—cloaked, 
face hidden, bearing a shattered crown and burning eyes.

He kneels—but it feels like a threat.

INT. JADE PRISON – FLASHBACK

Wu Zhan, long ago—bloody, beaten, standing before the throne.

JADE EMPEROR (V.O.)
He defied balance.

He refused order.

He was erased.

Cut back to:

INT. PRESENT – COSMIC COURT

Wu Zhan rises from the shadows.

WU ZHAN
The Wildcard walks the path I once 
forged.

Allow me to... mentor him.

The Emperor does not answer.

Instead, he tears the sky open, revealing a new battleground—

The Trial of Truth Rewritten.
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INT. FLOATING GARDEN OF CALM – BETWEEN DIMENSIONS

YUN HAO sits beside a pond of still water, his reflection 
broken by ripples. He’s tired—emotionally hollow from the 
Stair.

MEI LIN kneels beside him, placing a ribboned scroll on the 
water.

It unfolds, revealing her family tree—every name crossed 
out... except hers.

MEI LIN
They want to erase you too.

(beat)
But they fear you because you 
didn’t come here to win. You came 
here to heal.

From nearby, Zheng-Xun speaks without turning:

ZHENG-XUN
And now we all have something to 
lose.

He stands, armor strapped again—but this time, not for duty. 
For belief.

INT. REWRITTEN TRIAL REALM – STADIUM OF GHOSTS

Yun Hao enters a coliseum shaped like a broken clock.

Time loops around itself. Figures from the past—his father, 
his enemies, alternate versions of himself—fill the seats.

At the center: Wu Zhan, smiling like a devil who thinks he’s 
a god.

WU ZHAN
Do you want to know the real reason 
you were chosen?

He throws a scroll at Yun Hao’s feet.

Yun Hao opens it.

It’s a rewritten version of history.

In it—he is the one who destroys the Celestial Order.

WU ZHAN (CONT'D)
You weren’t brought here to balance 
anything.
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You were brought here... to break everything.

CLIFFHANGER:

Yun Hao looks up—eyes full of doubt.

The scroll burns in his hands.

The crowd begins chanting his name, twisted and corrupted.

From behind, Mei Lin steps forward—draws her bow.

From the other side—Zheng-Xun draws his blade.

The trio stands united.

But the gods?

They may not survive them.

“The Arrow and the Flame”

INT. STADIUM OF GHOSTS – CONTINUOUS FROM LAST SCENE

The air ripples with distortion. The crowd of shadowed gods 
chants in unison, their voices echoing through time like 
collapsing thunder.

WU ZHAN raises his arm. Behind him, a storm of black fire 
coils into the shape of a serpent. He grins at Yun Hao.

WU ZHAN
They called me chaos.

But chaos is just truth without permission.

He hurls the serpent forward.

The flames explode across the arena, splitting the floor. YUN 
HAO, MEI LIN, and ZHENG-XUN leap apart as time 
fractures—every movement duplicated in afterimages.

MEI LIN MOVES

Slow motion.

Arrows of light form midair around Mei Lin, orbiting her like 
moons.

She draws her bow—not to kill, but to protect.
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MEI LIN
(to Yun Hao)

Stay behind me.

YUN HAO
No! We face him together—

MEI LIN
That’s why I have to go first.

She fires.

One, two, three—each arrow explodes with a crescent shockwave 
that cleaves through Wu Zhan’s dark energy.

But it’s not enough.

Wu Zhan raises his hand. The shadows coalesce into a spear of 
corrupted time, humming with anti-light.

THE STRIKE
Yun Hao senses it coming. So does 
Zheng-Xun.

Time slows.

Yun Hao starts to move—but Mei Lin is faster.

She steps between them, raising her hand in defiance—

The spear pierces straight through her chest.

Her body jerks. Light bursts out of her back in a radiant 
bloom.

The world freezes.

SILENCE
The spear dissolves.

Mei Lin collapses into Yun Hao’s arms.

Her eyes flicker open—silver fading to gray.

MEI LIN
It’s… not your fault.

He shakes his head violently.

YUN HAO
Don’t talk. I can fix this. I’ll—

I’ll find a healer, or—!
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She places a trembling hand on his cheek.

MEI LIN
The moon doesn’t rise twice in the 
same night.

Her lips curl faintly.

MEI LIN (CONT'D)
Win the game…

But don’t lose yourself.

Her fingers brush the ribbon tied around his wrist—the one 
she gave him for luck.

Then she’s gone.

Her body dissolves into lunar dust, leaving only her bow 
behind—glowing faintly with blue fire.

INT. STADIUM – CONTINUOUS

Yun Hao stands motionless, covered in her light. His chest 
heaves once, twice.

Then… his aura ignites.

The floor cracks beneath him. The celestial script reverses 
direction—time bending around his grief.

Even Wu Zhan steps back, eyes widening slightly.

WU ZHAN
Ah… there it is.

The chaos they feared.

CUT TO: ZHENG-
XUN

He kneels beside Mei Lin’s fallen bow, head bowed low.

ZHENG-XUN
May your fire guide ours.

He rises, draws his axe, and joins Yun Hao’s side—shoulder to 
shoulder.

YUN HAO (QUIETLY)
(to Wu Zhan)

You wanted to see what balance 
looks like?
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He looks upward, eyes glowing gold and blue—the fusion of 
fire and moonlight.

YUN HAO (CONT'D)
You’re looking at it.

INT. CELESTIAL FLOATING SHRINE – NIGHT

The stars themselves have dimmed.

In the center of a vast, skybound chamber—suspended over the 
heart of the universe—floats an open-air shrine made entirely 
of translucent crystal and silver branches.

A glowing moonstone altar rests at the center. Upon it:

Mei Lin’s obsidian bow, wrapped in her mourning ribbon, now 
glowing softly.

Around the shrine stand only a few:

* YUN HAO, solemn, lips pressed into silence

* ZHENG-XUN, clad in ceremonial fire robes

* The Herald, officiating

* A few curious spirits of fallen champions, watching in 
reverence

A sacred wind chime tone sounds—clear, ancient.

The Herald steps forward, arms raised.

HERALD
In the Celestial Record, her name 
had already been erased.

Yet in choosing to protect life, she wrote herself back into 
legend.

This is the rite of light. And she shall become one.

ASTRAL CEREMONY
Above the shrine, a beam of lunar 
energy descends—white and blue and 
gold. It touches the bow.

Feathers of silver light rise upward, forming the outline of 
Mei Lin’s spirit—not solid, not shadow, but something 
remembered by the stars.
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The shrine floor becomes a mirror of memory, displaying 
fragments of her life:

– Training in the snow as a child

– Her sister laughing

– Her first time firing a real arrow

– Her final smile, looking at Yun Hao

HERALD
Balance was her final arrow.

We now carry what she no longer can.

The spirit of Mei Lin bows toward Yun Hao, then Zheng-Xun.

She turns toward the sky—

And rises like vapor into the constellations.

The altar dims.

MOMENTS LATER – SILENCE HOLDS

Yun Hao remains behind.

He walks slowly to the altar and kneels.

He places the ribbon she gave him on the stone. His voice 
cracks for the first time.

YUN HAO
You gave me aim...

Now I don’t know what I’m aiming at.

He sits in silence. Zheng-Xun joins him, kneeling beside.

ZHENG-XUN
She didn't die so you'd doubt.

She died because you made her believe.

(beat)

And because she believed, so do I.

Yun Hao finally lets the tears fall.
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Above them, the stars pulse once in acknowledgement—like the 
universe took a breath.

POST-FUNERAL 
TRANSITION:

The camera lifts.

The floating shrine fades into mist.

The stars resume their watch.

Far across the cosmos, deep within the Jade Palace, a voice 
speaks in quiet anger.

JADE EMPEROR (V.O.)
One death... has shifted 
everything.

The Null King’s Army Rises

INT. VOID SANCTUM – UNKNOWN REALM

WU ZHAN stands alone atop a spiraling tower of broken 
relics—shards of Thrones, pieces of banished Houses, melted 
jade emblems. Above him, black stars swirl in a sky that 
seems sick.

He kneels over a shattered portal—its edges flicker with 
chaotic static. Around him: wisps of corrupted souls, 
weeping, laughing, clawing to be remembered.

WU ZHAN
They erased you. But I remember.

He drives his hand into the portal—flesh becomes shadow.

The souls SCREAM as they’re pulled together, fusing into 
grotesque forms:

* Fallen Champions twisted into bone-armored titans

* Elemental spirits corrupted—water turned to tar, flame 
turned black

* The Phoenix General, once majestic, now reborn as a charred 
monster of vengeance

Wu Zhan opens his arms as if baptizing them.

WU ZHAN (CONT'D)
Go.
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Burn what believes it can still be saved.

The army ROARS.

The Bow of Balance

INT. MOUNTAIN SHRINE PLATFORM – EARLY MORNING

YUN HAO sits alone, sunrise cresting the horizon.

Zheng-Xun approaches quietly. He carries a sealed bundle 
wrapped in silk and celestial thread.

ZHENG-XUN
She wouldn’t want it gathering 
dust.

Yun Hao turns slowly. His eyes are still raw.

Zheng-Xun unwraps the cloth—revealing Mei Lin’s bow, 
transformed: no longer obsidian, but now a mix of moonstone 
and scorched bronze, glowing faintly with balanced light.

He hands it to Yun Hao.

ZHENG-XUN (CONT'D)
She carried this to protect others.

Now you carry it to protect what she believed in.

Yun Hao grips the bow. It thrums.

He closes his eyes.

FLASH: Mei Lin smiling.

FLASH: Her final breath.

FLASH: The Infinite Stair burning behind him.

He exhales.

YUN HAO
Then I’ll carry her with every 
shot.

The Last Trial Announced

INT. JADE EMPEROR’S HALL – THRONE PLATFORM

The elemental thrones flicker. The celestial script stutters.
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The Herald, now aged by stress, steps forward in front of a 
gathered crowd of champions, gods, and traitors.

Yun Hao arrives, bow in hand. Zheng-Xun at his flank.

The Jade Emperor’s voice echoes—not in command, but in 
something closer to surrender.

JADE EMPEROR
The Game has failed to contain you.

Your chaos infects the fabric of fate.

There is only one final choice.

(beat)

You will enter the Mirror of Origin.

There, you will face not your past—

But what you would become... if you win.

(beat)

And if you survive...

You may choose:

Destroy the Game.

Take the Throne.

Or walk away.

Murmurs ripple.

A god of wind steps forward.

WIND CHAMPION
And if he fails?

JADE EMPEROR
Then Wu Zhan wins.

And time belongs to no one.

CUT TO:

Yun Hao, silent. Bow in hand. The reflection of Mei Lin’s 
ribbon tied just beneath the grip.

He steps toward the Mirror of Origin—a vast circular lake of 
light that reflects not the sky, but the future.
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As he reaches the water’s edge, he turns to Zheng-Xun.

YUN HAO
If I don’t come back...

ZHENG-XUN
Then I’ll lie to them.

Tell them the gods blinked first.

They clasp forearms—warrior to warrior.

FINAL BEAT:

Yun Hao steps into the light—

And the mirror swallows him whole.

W
Wu Zhan’s Final Assault

EXT. CELESTIAL SKY – ABOVE THE JADE ARENA – ETERNAL DUSK

The sky cracks open—literally.

Wu Zhan steps through a jagged rift in space, standing atop a 
writhing platform of dead stone and broken time. Behind him 
surges a horde of corrupted spirits and fallen champions, 
each disfigured by rage, memory, and betrayal.

They pour across the sky like a tidal wave of ash and flame.

He raises his arms.

WU ZHAN
I do not come to conquer.

I come to finish what the gods failed to do—

Burn the Lie.

He opens his palm.

From it, he drops a single black feather.

It hits the earth...

And detonates.
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INT. ELEMENTAL REALMS – MONTAGE OF DESTRUCTION

* House of Fire crumbles, flames turning inward, consuming 
its own warriors.

* House of Water floods its own temples, corrupted by 
poisoned tides.

* House of Air collapses mid-flight, their sky-born cities 
crashing down in slow motion.

* House of Earth—the last to fall—holds longest, until the 
Obsidian Gate shatters, unleashing sleeping beasts bound 
since the beginning.

The celestial structure itself is collapsing—like a failed 
system breaking under its own hypocrisy.

EXT. WAR ROOM – CELESTIAL COURT – SIMULTANEOUS

Champions, lesser gods, and remaining defenders gather in 
panic.

Zheng-Xun stands among them, rallying.

ZHENG-XUN
This is no longer a game.

This is a reckoning.

We hold the line...

Until the Wildcard returns.

He lifts Mei Lin’s ribbon from his shoulder and ties it to 
his battle-axe.

The Mirror of Origin

INT. COSMIC VOID – WITHIN THE MIRROR

YUN HAO floats in a black sea of stillness. Above him: 
galaxies. Below him: only his reflection—calm, focused… until 
it moves on its own.

From the reflection rises an older version of Yun Hao, regal, 
godlike, flawless… and terrifying.

This is The Future That Wins—what Yun Hao becomes if he 
claims the Jade Throne.

He speaks slowly, confidently.

52.



FUTURE YUN HAO

Do you feel that?

All this weight.

All this power.

(beat)

I learned to carry it.

You will too.

Eventually, compassion will rot and wisdom will calcify.

Like it always does.

CONFRONTATION BEGINS
Yun Hao draws Mei Lin’s bow, but 
hesitates.

YUN HAO
If winning means losing what she 
died for...

I’d rather break the damn game.

Future Hao raises a blade of pure order.

The two clash—bow vs blade, chaos vs control.

Each strike releases memories, splintered emotions:

* His father’s funeral

* His mother walking away

* Mei Lin’s sacrifice

* The faces of champions who believed in him

Yun Hao is knocked down, bloodied. Future Hao raises his 
blade—

THE TURNING POINT

Yun Hao lets go of the bow—not to surrender, but to reach 
into his chest and pull out Mei Lin’s ribbon, glowing white-
hot.

He ties it to his wrist.
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YUN HAO
This isn’t about who I could 
become.

It’s about who I refuse to stop being.

He stands—empty-handed but full of light.

The mirror fractures.

EXT. CELESTIAL SKY – SAME TIME

Wu Zhan stands triumphant, watching the realms burn—

Until a beam of radiant light bursts through the sky, cutting 
across the battlefield.

YUN HAO emerges from the rift—glowing with unfiltered cosmic 
balance, surrounded by the echoes of Mei Lin, Zheng-Xun, and 
every soul he fought for.

Wu Zhan steps back for the first time.

WU ZHAN
...Impossible.

CLIFFHANGER 
LINE:

YUN HAO
You wanted chaos?

(beat)
You forgot what balance feels like 
when it fights back.

He lifts his hand—

And the final battle begins.

EXT. TEMPLE COURTYARD – DUSK – TWILIGHT SHADOWS LENGTHEN

A wind whispers through the courtyard of the celestial 
temple. The air hangs still, heavy with premonition. Faint 
cherry blossom petals drift like silent omens, carried by 
unseen hands.

YUN HAO sits alone beneath the arch of a broken moon gate, 
its circular frame catching the glow of distant spirit 
lanterns. His bruises are fading, but his eyes show wear — 
not from combat, but from memory.
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He watches the mountains in the distance, still wrapped in 
mist. His blade lies beside him, untouched. For once, he does 
not reach for it.

Footsteps crunch gently on the gravel path.

MEI LIN (O.S.)
(softly)

You breathe like a man awaiting 
punishment.

YUN HAO
(without turning)

I breathe like a man remembering... 
what he once feared to forget.

MEI LIN appears at his side, holding two ceramic cups of 
steaming jasmine tea. She sits beside him, uninvited but 
welcome. She offers one cup. He accepts it.

MEI LIN
In the next trial, the mirror shows 
more than truth. It shows origin.

Who you were. Who you might have been. Who you could still 
become.

Yun Hao sips slowly. A beat.

YUN HAO
What if I see... nothing?

MEI LIN
Then you're free.

(beat)
But if you see everything — you 
must choose what to carry forward.

They sit in silence. The sound of a distant gong echoes 
across the valley. A soft wind kicks up again — this time 
colder, from the North.

YUN HAO
Why do you still follow me?

MEI LIN
Because you fight like you're 
trying not to survive… but to 
change something.

YUN HAO
I don’t even know what that is yet.
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MEI LIN
Then let’s find out together.

She leans back, letting her long raven-black hair sway with 
the wind. A flicker of vulnerability breaks through her 
normally guarded expression.

YUN HAO
You’ve done this trial before, 
haven’t you?

MEI LIN
I saw a life where I stayed on 
Earth. A family. A girl...

(pause)
And then I walked away from it. 
That’s the price of purpose here.

A faint howl in the distance — the storm before the mirror 
begins to rise.

MEI LIN (CONT'D)
When the time comes, don’t be 
afraid to let go of who you were.

Even dragons must shed their skin.

She stands, finishes her tea, and walks away, fading into the 
mist.

YUN HAO remains. A petal lands in his tea. He stares into it 
— a reflection distorted by ripples.

Mei Lin and the Mirror of What Could Have Been

INT. MOON PAVILION – MIRROR REALM – UNKNOWN TIME

A full moon hangs motionless in the sky. Beneath it: a 
floating circular pavilion made of white marble and pearl-
laced vines. In the center, surrounded by silver mist, stands 
a mirror pool—still, deep, ancient.

MEI LIN enters alone, barefoot, her bow unstrung and strapped 
to her back.

The mist recedes as she walks. The water does not reflect 
her—it reflects another version of her, dressed not as a 
warrior… but as a young woman in a modest robe, standing in a 
marketplace with a smile on her face and a child on her hip.

Her breath catches.
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VISION SEQUENCE BEGINS

Suddenly, she's inside the mirror—not in control, just 
present.

She walks through a vivid projection of what might have been:

* A humble Earth life, untouched by the Jade Emperor’s Game.

* A small home near Chengdu.

* A daughter laughing as she teaches her to shoot arrows for 
fun, not survival.

* A husband with gentle eyes—blurry, undefined, but clearly 
human.

Future-Mei Lin turns to her mirror-self and speaks.

FUTURE MEI LIN

You could still choose this.

Mei Lin looks down. Her celestial archer robes begin to fade. 
Her bow unstraps itself, clattering onto stone.

She kneels. Her hands tremble. Tears begin to fall—but she 
doesn't blink.

THE TEST
A VOICE—soft, feminine, 
familiar—speaks from the moon 
above. Perhaps her sister. Perhaps 
the moon goddess herself.

VOICE (O.S.)
What you fought for was never 
vengeance.

It was peace.

(beat)

But the price of peace may be to step away from the fire.

Mei Lin stands.

MEI LIN
And yet… the fire is the only 
warmth I’ve known.

She reaches down to the fallen bow… but hesitates.
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CLIMAX OF HER TRIAL

Instead of picking up the bow, she removes the ribbon from 
her wrist—the same one she gave Yun Hao.

She ties it to the tree beside the mirror.

Then she turns her back to the vision.

As she walks away, the reflection begins to fade, and the 
sound of the marketplace… fades with it.

But her step becomes lighter.

Her face… peaceful.

RETURN TO REALITY

She reappears outside the mirror—where her bow is restored, 
glowing faintly with new energy.

YUN HAO (O.S.)
You made it.

She turns to see him arriving from his own trial, battle-
worn, eyes glowing with restrained fury and calm.

She steps to him.

MEI LIN
I let go of what I thought I 
wanted…

But I kept the piece that matters.

She places her hand on his heart.

MEI LIN (CONT'D)
The one who reminded me I still had 
one.

FINAL IMAGE:

The two of them walk side by side down a corridor of crystal 
light—toward the place where Wu Zhan waits, and the Game ends 
for good.

Hall of Celestial Accord – The Betrayal & The Paradox
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INT. CELESTIAL COURT – NIGHT

The towering jade pillars of the Celestial Hall shimmer with 
divine energy. The Council of Nine Houses has gathered. 
Floating scrolls and spirit guardians hover, waiting for the 
final vote to crown the next Jade Champion.

YUN HAO steps forward. Behind him: MEI LIN, ZHENG-XUN, and 
the surviving warriors.

He presents the three Celestial Seals.

YUN HAO
The Trials are complete. The Houses 
restored. I invoke the final right… 
the naming of the new Champion.

A moment of silence.

Then: MASTER SHEN, the silver-robed Seer of House Crane, 
steps forward.

MASTER SHEN
You’ve done well, Yun Hao.

But the Game was never about victory.

It was about control.

He raises his hand.

From behind the pillars, DOZENS OF IMPERIAL GUARDS appear — 
not warriors of the houses, but an elite shadow legion 
created long ago to maintain "balance" should the Jade 
Emperor ever fall.

MEI LIN instinctively raises her bow.

ZHENG-XUN
Traitors...

MASTER SHEN
No. Loyalists. You’ve reset the 
board. But we still hold the rules.

YUN HAO
You mean to stop the crowning?

MASTER SHEN
No… we mean to claim it.

He gestures to a darkened mirror hovering behind the throne — 
the Mirror of Origin, now corrupted, flickering.
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And then…

Mei Lin’s Fate Is the Price

The mirror begins to glow again. MEI LIN staggers, clutching 
her chest.

YUN HAO
Mei Lin!

She collapses to one knee, struggling to breathe.

The mirror begins replaying her trial — but twisted. In this 
reality, by choosing to walk away from her Earth-bound life, 
she unknowingly erased her own future in this realm. As long 
as the Mirror remains tethered to time, she cannot exist when 
balance is restored.

A female figure steps out of the mirror — a version of Mei 
Lin holding a child.

ALT-MEI LIN
You stepped through…

But you did not choose me.

So neither of us can stay.

MEI LIN (BARELY)
No… not now…

Yun Hao reaches for her, panic rising in his voice.

YUN HAO
There has to be another way!

MASTER SHEN
There is. Abdicate. Step aside. Let 
the Celestial Court retain power… 
and she will live.

Yun Hao looks to Mei Lin, who meets his eyes through tears.

MEI LIN
Don’t you dare.

YUN HAO
But—

MEI LIN
If you give up the crown… they win. 
Everything we fought for, gone.

Let me be the reason they lose.
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She places the ribbon he gave her into his hand.

FINAL IMAGE OF 
THIS SCENE:

Yun Hao rises with resolve.

He turns to Master Shen and the corrupted court.

YUN HAO
Then let it be war.

His aura explodes with celestial fire — and behind him, the 
banners of the Nine Houses rise.

INT. CELESTIAL COURT – NIGHT

Thunder rolls across the divine sky dome. Scrolls swirl. 
Banners of all Nine Houses flap in windless air — summoned by 
ancient power.

MASTER SHEN and his Shadow Legion prepare to strike.

YUN HAO, now bearing the celestial sigil, steps forward. He 
raises his blade — no longer just a sword, but a conduit of 
ancestral power.

ZHENG-XUN
We stand with you, brother.

WAR CHANT rises behind Yun Hao — warriors of all Nine Houses 
form behind him, loyal to the spirit of the Game.

EXT. CELESTIAL COURT – TWILIGHT

A storm churns above. Clouds shaped like dragons and 
phoenixes circle a sky made of jade and pearl. The Nine House 
banners flutter in unnatural wind.

YUN HAO stands at the edge of the marble dais, his blade 
glowing with a cosmic pulse. Behind him, the united warriors 
of all Nine Houses form a loose circle of defiance.

At the far end, MASTER SHEN steps into view, flanked by the 
SHADOW LEGION — void-born assassins made from broken time and 
corrupted trial remnants.

MASTER SHEN
Fools. You think harmony comes from 
rebellion?
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YUN HAO
No. It comes from remembering who 
we are.

Yun Hao raises his sword.

The warriors behind him SLAM their weapons in unison.

BOOM. BOOM. BOOM.

Then — silence.

INT. CELESTIAL COURT – THE FIRST CLASH – MOMENTS LATER

The battle erupts.

Each warrior of the Nine Houses fights in their unique 
discipline:

* The Phoenix House ignites into flame, swirling like burning 
feathers.

* The Crane House lifts off into the air, striking from 
above.

* Earth House conjures tremors beneath the Shadow Legion’s 
feet.

YUN HAO charges directly at Master Shen, their swords 
CLASHING in a burst of starlight.

But nearby—

MEI LIN falters.

She drops to one knee, clutching her chest. A ripple tears 
through her body — she flickers, like a glitch in reality.

MEI LIN
(gasping)

It’s starting…

She touches her arm — translucent. Fading.

EXT. CELESTIAL SKYBRIDGE – LATER

YUN HAO and MEI LIN escape to a quiet platform, briefly 
shielded from battle.

The court shudders with distant explosions. Glowing souls 
spiral in the sky above them.
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MEI LIN
When you destroy the Mirror… I 
cease to exist.

YUN HAO
That can’t be true.

MEI LIN
I chose this path when I erased the 
life I might’ve lived.

Now the paradox comes to collect.

Yun Hao looks shattered.

YUN HAO
Then I won’t destroy it.

MEI LIN
You have to.

She steps closer. Her breath hits the cold air like fog. She 
puts her hand to his heart.

MEI LIN (CONT'D)
Just remember me — not what I 
was... but who I became.

She flickers again — fading.

Then she pushes him away.

MEI LIN (CONT'D)
Go!

INT. COURT OF ORIGIN – NIGHT

Yun Hao bursts into the sacred heart of the court — where the 
MIRROR OF ORIGIN floats above a pedestal.

It pulses with corrupted power. Master Shen reappears, 
burning with desperation.

MASTER SHEN
You have no idea what you’re doing!

YUN HAO
I’m not playing your game anymore.

He raises his sword. The sky cracks open. Ancestral energy 
pours down from the stars.
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YUN HAO (CONT'D)
(whispers)

Mei Lin…

He leaps — spinning, blade trailing stardust.

He SLAMS it into the Mirror.

INT. CELESTIAL REALM – CONTINUOUS

The Mirror explodes in a shockwave of light and soul. Time 
shatters. Realities merge. Souls scream and cheer at once.

The Shadow Legion evaporates.

Master Shen is consumed by the very paradox he created — 
screaming as he’s swallowed into the collapsing fragments of 
the mirror.

EXT. CELESTIAL COURT – DAWN

Silence. Mist. Peace.

The court reforms itself — not as a battlefield, but as a 
sanctuary.

Yun Hao stands alone.

He turns to see Zheng-Xun, High Priestess Vana, and the 
warriors bowing before him.

HIGH PRIESTESS VANA

The Jade Emperor chose you long ago.

ZHENG-XUN
You’ve already changed the game.

INT. CORONATION HALL – MOMENTS LATER

A celestial crown — woven of jade, flame, and silver mist — 
descends onto Yun Hao’s brow.

His eyes reflect all nine elemental colors.

He is no longer a wildcard.

He is balance.

He is legacy.
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He is the future.

EXT. EARTH – MODERN DAY – DAY

A crowded Chinese city.

A TEEN BOY (17) waits at a train platform. His eyes scan the 
sky, unconsciously searching for something he can’t name.

A YOUNG GIRL (8) runs by, clutching a red ribbon.

They lock eyes.

YOUNG GIRL
Sorry!

She smiles — and vanishes into the crowd.

The boy looks up.

A glint. A flicker.

A celestial shimmer fades into the clouds.

FADE OUT.
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