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Chapter 1: The Pen That Wrote Her Death
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Raindrops tapped against the window of the scriptroom like a countdown echoing someone's final moments.

Prim pressed the tip of her pen onto the last page of her manuscript—an epic period drama set in ancient China, one she had labored over for seven long months. At last, a major producer had agreed to buy it. Today was the day she would sign the contract. If all went well, it would mark the most significant step in the thirty-year-old screenwriter’s career.

“If people could truly cross worlds... would a villainess like the Empress ever be allowed happiness?”
She murmured the line aloud, then signed her name at the bottom of the final script and shut the file tightly.
Wearing a black raincoat, Prim descended from the high-rise in the heart of Bangkok and stepped out into the chaos of honking cars and pouring rain.

Then—
A screech.
Blinding headlights.
CRASH.

Everything went dark.

. . .

The faint scent of incense greeted her first breath after the blackness.

Whispers swirled around her—female voices, soft and urgent.

“Consort Fei Yin is preparing her funeral garments... His Majesty said, ‘No rites for Hua Yan.’”
“She should not be called Empress anymore. A traitor must be executed.”
Prim struggled to open her eyes. Her body felt heavy, like soaked stone. Something weighed on her head—perhaps a crown?

In the corner of her vision, she spotted a golden hand mirror beside a carved wooden couch.

The reflection was not hers.

It wasn’t Prim.

It was a young woman with striking features dressed in deep crimson robes of an ancient Chinese court. Her pale face bore the elegance of royalty buried beneath despair.

“...Hua Yan,” Prim whispered, the name slipping from her lips unbidden.

A pair of massive wooden doors slammed open. The sound of armored boots echoed in as guards stormed in.

“By imperial decree! The former Empress Hua Yan is to be imprisoned in the White Lotus Tower—execution scheduled in three days!”

Prim’s eyes widened as hands yanked her upright.

She didn’t know why she was here.
She didn’t know who this body belonged to.
She didn’t know what "execution" meant in a world where she had no control over the script.
All she knew was this—

This wasn’t fiction anymore.
This was life without a Ctrl+Z.
And she had only three days... to write herself a way out.

Would you like me to continue with Chapter 2 now, or would you prefer I summarize each chapter first before full translation?
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Chapter 2: Three Days to Execution
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The White Lotus Tower—its name sounded poetic, like a retreat for noble women.

In truth, it was a prison dressed in silk, a gilded cage for high-born criminals awaiting their final breath.

Prim—no, Hua Yan in this borrowed body—had her slender arms bound loosely with red silk rope. She was dragged into a barren chamber containing only a thin mat, a cracked vase, and a candle that flickered like a soul barely clinging to life.

She bit her lip, trying to silence the whirlwind of questions inside her.

Was this a dream, or was it real?
If it was a dream... why did it hurt so much just to breathe?
“I’m... Prim. Not Hua Yan...” she whispered, for the tenth time since her capture.

But what happened next only proved how little power she held in this unfamiliar world.

Bootsteps stopped outside the door.
A figure entered, tall and imposing in black robes embroidered with gold dragons.
He didn’t need to announce himself.
The weight in his eyes was heavier than any decree.
Emperor Long Yuchen.

His gaze was cold. Sharp. Calculating.
The moment their eyes met, Prim understood something primal and terrifying—
Hua Yan hated him.
And he hated Hua Yan even more.
“You dare lift your eyes to me?” His voice sent a chill up her spine.
“Do you even remember what you did to the young prince?”
Prince?

A child?
What had Hua Yan done that could cut so deep?
Prim didn’t know.
And that left her with only one tool: acting.
“Your Majesty... I may have lost some memories,” she said, kneeling slowly, carefully softening her tone.
“But I am not your enemy.”
His eyes hardened.

“Not my enemy?” he hissed. “You, who leaked military secrets to the northern barbarians? Who poisoned my mother—the Empress Dowager?”

He stepped forward. His shadow fell over her like an avalanche.
“You still think you deserve a dignified death?”
Prim clenched her fists. The chill in the room was nothing compared to the ice now crawling through her veins.

But she was a screenwriter.
And this scene—this moment—was hers alone.
She stood tall. Met his gaze. And spoke clearly:

“If Your Majesty desires my death... I will not resist.
But before that day comes, allow me to write a confession—by my own hand. It may prove useful... in your investigation.”
Long Yuchen hesitated.

“...You wish to write?”

“Yes, Your Majesty. The pen suits me better than the blade.”
A flicker of steel glinted in her eyes, even through the grime.
“Some parts of life, after all... are best rewritten.”

The Emperor said nothing. He stared at her, unreadable, then turned away with only one parting remark:

“Three days. Do not waste my time.”

The door slammed shut. She exhaled slowly.

In her mind, she began to outline a new story—
But this time, the script wasn’t fiction.
It was survival.
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Chapter 3: My Move Begins
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The first morning light filtered through the bamboo blinds of the White Lotus Tower.

Prim opened her eyes to the second day of this new reality.

In her hand were only a brush, a small jar of ink, and three sheets of parchment—gifts from the Emperor. He had granted her request to write a confession, with a warning: if her words failed to impress him, the execution would proceed immediately.

She let out a long breath.

She still didn’t know the laws of this world or who to trust. But one truth remained—

"A good script always begins with something unexpected...
And ends with something unforgettable."
She set the brush firmly to paper and began writing—not as the disgraced Empress Hua Yan, but as someone far more dangerous:

A woman who had nothing to lose... and everything to rewrite.

“I am no longer the woman Your Majesty once knew.
If Your Majesty seeks truth, I beg you to read every word.
And if you are brave enough—
then play one round of this game with me.”
. . .

One hour later, an elderly servant named Nanny Liu carried the letter to the Emperor’s residence.

She avoided meeting Hua Yan’s eyes.
But just before she left, she glanced at Prim—
And something in her gaze wavered. As if noticing... a change.
“Your Grace... you speak much more gently than before,” Nanny Liu said cautiously.

Prim offered a faint smile.

“I’m just tired of fighting enemies I can’t even name.”

She didn’t know if she should pretend to be Prim or Hua Yan. But today, she chose to be herself.

Shortly after, another court attendant entered the tower.

“There is an imperial order—Her Grace is to appear before the Court of Ministers in the Hall of Silent Judgment.”

Prim’s heart skipped.

This wasn’t a routine summons.
The Hall of Silent Judgment was where secret trials were held—where reputations, and lives, were unmade.
She gathered the faded hem of Hua Yan’s robes and walked out of the tower.

Not with fear.

But with a thrill—
Because this was her first real scene in this new, unscripted life.
. . .

Inside the hall, only three men awaited her:

The Emperor.
The Grand Chancellor.
The Commander of the Imperial Guard.
They fell silent the moment she stepped in.

“You say you are not the same woman,” the Emperor said coolly.
“Prove it.”
Prim lifted her head and met his gaze—unflinching.

Then she spoke the last words anyone expected to hear from a disgraced empress.

“Your Majesty, have you ever wondered if the one who framed me... is present in this very room?”

The chamber froze.

The Grand Chancellor narrowed his eyes.
The Commander’s fingers twitched.
The Emperor said nothing—but the glint in his eyes shifted, ever so slightly.
“Are you accusing someone?” the Emperor asked.

“No. I’m offering a challenge.”
She stepped forward. Her voice rang clear.
“One round of strategy, Your Majesty. One game of weiqi.
If you win—I will accept execution without protest.
But if I win... grant me the right to uncover the truth.”
Long Yuchen studied her. Then—

“...You’re bold.”

“I just don’t want to die without knowing who truly deserves my place on the executioner’s block,” she replied, eyes steady.

. . .

The weiqi board was placed before them.

Prim had no idea how the game worked in this era.
But she understood one thing:
The rules of a good script are the same as battle—
Win the audience...
Or die trying.
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