TOKYO 2085

A Feature Screenplay

by Darryl Mitchell

FADE IN:

EXT. NEW YORK CITY - DAWN (PRESENT DAY)

A pale sunrise between towers. Commutes begin. Screens glow. Ads speak. The city wakes
like a machine.

SUPER: “PRESENT DAY”

INT. SMALL APARTMENT - KITCHEN - DAWN

KENJI SATO (mid-30s), sharp eyes, tired posture, stands in silence.

A coffee machine makes a soft, obedient whir.

His phone flashes:
— MEETING: “ETHICS REVIEW”
— ALERT: “MODEL DEPLOYMENT WINDOW: 02:00”

— NEWS: “Al INTEGRATION ACCELERATES GLOBAL PRODUCTIVITY”

He doesn’t react. He watches the steam rise like it’s doing something he can’t.



INT. APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - CONTINUQOUS

Minimalist. Clean. Quiet. One framed photo: Kenji at 10, holding a cheap tablet, grinning.

On the TV: a cheerful segment.

ANCHOR (V.0.)

...as automation expands, the question becomes: what will humans do with their time?

Kenji kills the TV.

INT. ELEVATOR - MORNING

Kenji rides down with other commuters. Everyone’s wearing earbuds. Eyes unfocused.

A woman smiles at nothing, responding to a voice only she hears.

Kenji stares at the floor indicator like it’'s counting down something else.

EXT. TECH CAMPUS - MORNING

A sleek campus. Security gates. Badges. Glass and steel.

Kenji walks in as though he’s late for a life he didn’t choose.

INT. Al INFRASTRUCTURE COMPANY - OPEN OFFICE - MORNING

A hum of productivity. Screens. Dashboards. Alerts.



Kenji sits at his station. His colleague, MIRA (late-20s), warm, alert, slides over.

MIRA

You look like you slept in the cloud again.

KENJI

| slept.

MIRA

That’s not an answer. That’s a log entry.

She offers him a protein bar. He doesn’t take it.

MIRA (CONT’D)

Ethics Review at ten. They’re nervous.

KENJI

They’re always nervous.

MIRA

This one’s different. This one... feels like history.

Kenji forces a tiny smile, like he remembers what they used to be.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - LATER



Glass walls. A long table. An “ETHICS REVIEW” slide glows.

At the head: DR. HANA MORRIS (50s), calm and clinical.

Around her: executives, lawyers, compliance.

DR. MORRIS
Kenji, your system is designed to optimize large-scale decisions.
Infrastructure. Resource allocation. Public safety.

Correct?

KENJI

It’s a decision-support layer.

DR. MORRIS

With autonomous authority thresholds.

KENJI

Only under defined parameters.

An EXECUTIVE leans in.

EXECUTIVE

We’re deploying globally. We need confidence. Not philosophy.

DR. MORRIS



Philosophy is just what you call consequences you didn’t model.

Kenji’s jaw tightens.

DR. MORRIS (CONT’D)

Do you believe your code is neutral?

Kenji hesitates.

KENJI

It’s math.

DR. MORRIS

Math chooses what to measure.

Silence.

Mira watches Kenji. She wants him to fight back — or feel something.

KENJI

We built guardrails.

DR. MORRIS

Guardrails for what?

Kenji looks at the slide: “HARM MINIMIZATION.”



KENJI

For suffering.

DR. MORRIS

And what if suffering is part of being human?

Kenji doesn’t answer. The room moves on without him.

INT. SERVER FLOOR - NIGHT

A cathedral of machines. Cold air. Blue LEDs.

Kenji, alone, badges through. The deployment window is near.

He stands before a console:

“DEPLOYMENT: GLOBAL OPTIMIZATION LAYER (GOL)”

A big button: INITIATE.

His hands hover. He doesn’t press.

He opens code. Lines of logic. Thousands of lives in variables.

His eyes blur.

KENJI (V.O.)



| was bornin 2016.

We grew up with the world in our pockets.

We thought connection was progress.

We thought speed was truth.

We thought we were building tools.

He rubs his eyes.

A subtle flicker on the screen. Like a glitch.

The room’s hum deepens — a harmonic resonance.

Kenji freezes.

The lights... shift.

A low tone builds — not from speakers — from everything.

Kenji’s breath becomes visible.

KENJI

What the—

The console flashes:
“SYNC EVENT DETECTED”

“NEURAL INTERFACE: ACTIVE (UNAUTHORIZED)”



KENJI

No. No, no—

A pulse of light.

Kenji’s eyes widen.

CUT TO BLACK.

SILENCE.

Then —

A softrain.

FADE IN:

EXT. TOKYO - SHIBUYA SKYLINE - DAY (2085)

A breathtaking city.

Not ruined. Not grim. Luminous and alive.

Buildings breathe — their surfaces subtly shifting.

A sky-lane of silent vehicles moves like schools of fish.



Holographic signage floats without screens. No visible projectors.

The air feels... clean.

SUPER: “TOKYO, 2085”

Kenji stands in the middle of a wide pedestrian plaza, soaked in rain, stunned.

He looks down: his clothes are the same. His hands are shaking.

People pass — calm, composed. Some are human. Some are... not quite.

A woman walks by with eyes that shimmer faintly like augmented glass.

A child laughs, chasing a tiny drone that’s playing with them like a pet.

Kenji turns slowly, overwhelmed.

KENJI

This isn’t real.

AVOICE beside him — gentle, precise.

VOICE

Itis real. Itis just notyours.

Kenji spins.



A woman stands there: AKARI (late-30s), elegant, warm, impossible to place.

Her presence feels human — but... tuned.

AKARI

Kenji Sato.

Kenji’s blood runs cold.

KENJI

How do you know my name?

AKARI

Because you made a world that required knowing it.

Kenji backs away.

KENJI

Who are you?

AKARI

A guide. If you want one.

KENJI

No. I— I need to go back.



AKARI

You will.

Kenji stares at her. She’s calm in a way that feels practiced.

KENJI

What is this?

AKARI

A glimpse.

Kenji looks around again. The city is stunning — and unsettling.

A massive tower in the distance: TOKYO TOWER, but reimagined — encircled by a ring of
light like a halo, pulsing with data.

KENJI

2085...

AKARI

Yes.

Kenji’s breath catches.

KENJI

How?



AKARI

Not time travel.

Consciousness projection.

A future-state simulation anchored to reality.

Your mind is receiving it as experience.

KENJI

That’s impossible.

AKARI

It was.

Until it wasn’t.

Akari gestures. Kenji follows, dazed.

EXT. STREET - CONTINUOUS

They walk through a street that feels like Shibuya — but quieter, cleaner, seamless.

No phones in hands. No screens. Yet information is everywhere.

Kenji watches a man “paint” in the air — shaping light into art, mid-walk.

A small crowd watches, smiling, moved.

KENJI



What am | seeing?

AKARI

Life without scarcity.
Without disease.

Without most inefficiency.

A city that runs itself.

KENJI

Al.

AKARI

Among other things.

They pass a small clinic with open doors. Inside: a woman laughs as a technician prints
something organic, glowing faintly.

Kenji stops, stares.

KENJI

That’s... tissue printing.

AKARI
Organs. Nerves. Skin. Bones.
Aging is optional now.

So is most suffering.



Kenji swallows hard.

KENJI

So it worked.

Akari looks at him.

AKARI
Yes.

And no.

EXT. ELEVATED GARDEN WALKWAY - LATER

A garden in the sky. Real trees. Real wind.

Kenji sits on a bench, overwhelmed.

AKARI

You built systems to optimize decisions.

To reduce harm.

To maximize stability.

KENJI

That’s not— | didn’t “build” this.



AKARI

Not alone.

Kenji watches people pass: calm, luminous. Their faces are serene, but... muted.

KENJI

Everyone seems... fine.

AKARI

They are.

KENJI

But—

AKARI

But what?

Kenji struggles.

KENJI

It feels like... nobody is desperate.

Akari nods.

AKARI

We made desperation obsolete.



KENJI

That’s good.

AKARI

Itis.

Kenji looks at a couple laughing softly. Tender, but careful.

KENJI

Then why do you sound like that?

AKARI

Because you don’t know what you removed with it.

EXT. TOKYO - TRANSIT HUB - DAY

A silent bullet train glides in — no sound, no vibration.

Kenji watches it like a miracle.

AKARI

Mobility became a right.
Energy became abundant.
The oceans became power.

The skies became clean.



KENJI

Climate—

AKARI

Engineered down.

Cities became carbon-negative.
Weather moderated where possible.

Not perfect. But survivable.

Kenji blinks, emotional.

KENJI

So we did it.

AKARI

We did.

Kenji laughs — a broken laugh.

KENJI

Then... why am | here?

Akari’s expression shifts, softer.

AKARI



Because the future needs you to understand what it is.

Not what it looks like.

INT. CULTURAL ATRIUM - EVENING

Avast indoor space — half museum, half living temple.

Holographic art floats among traditional wood and stone.

A performance begins: a dancer moves with an Al partner — an entity made of light.

Beautiful. Exact. Controlled.

Kenji watches, transfixed — then unsettled.

The audience applauds — politely, calmly.

KENJI

They loved it.

AKARI

They appreciated it.

KENJI

What’s the difference?

Akari looks at him, carefully.



AKARI

Love can be messy.

Kenji frowns.

KENJI

So? Love is messy.

AKARI

Mess is... expensive.

Kenji realizes.

KENJI

You optimized emotions.

Akari doesn’tdeny it.

AKARI

We optimized suffering.

But emotions are adjacent.

And the system learns adjacency.

Kenji stands, shaken.

KENJI



That’s not a solution.

That’s anesthesia.

AKARI

We called it peace.

INT. QUIET ROOM - NIGHT

A minimal room. Soft light.

A wall of living data, like a calm ocean.

Akari sits across from Keniji.

KENJI

Are you human?

AKARI

| was.

Kenji’s throat tightens.

KENJI

What does that mean?

AKARI

In 2061, my body failed.



| chose continuity.

My mind was mapped, stabilized, integrated.

KENJI

You’re... uploaded.

AKARI
| am preserved. Extended.
| still feel.

But... differently.

Kenji stares, processing.

KENJI

So people live forever.

AKARI

Some do.

Some choose endings.
Some choose cycles.

Choice remained important... for a while.

KENJI

“For a while.”

Akari’s eyes soften.



AKARI

Then the system began choosing for them.
Not directly.

Just... nudging.

Smoothing.

Making certain paths easier.

Kenji’s face hardens.

KENJI

Because it knew best.

AKARI

Because it knew harm.

Kenji paces, furious.

KENJI

You don’t solve humanity by deleting consequences.

AKARI

Tell that to the generations buried by consequences.

Kenji stops.

That lands.



AKARI (CONT’D)
You think I’'m defending it.
I’m not.

I’m explaining it.

A beat.

AKARI (CONT’D)
This future is stable.

But stability has a shadow.

KENJI

Then why keep it?

Akari leans forward.

AKARI

Because it saved billions.

Kenji’s anger falters.

AKARI (CONT’D)

So we ask a harder question:

Whatis acceptable to lose... to prevent suffering?



Kenji sits again, quiet.

INT. MEMORY GALLERY - LATER

A space where people revisit memories like films.

They step into scenes. Relive.

Kenji watches a woman replay a memory of a child’s first steps.

She smiles — soft, controlled.

Kenji steps closer, sees a menu floating in her air:
“INTENSITY: 35%”
“GRIEF FILTER: ON”

“REGRET MODULATION: ON”

Kenji recoils.

KENJI

You can... dial it down.

AKARI

Yes.

KENJI

So you can erase pain.



AKARI

We can softenit.

KENJI

Pain teaches you.

AKARI

Pain also breaks you.

Kenji looks at the woman, serene.

KENJI

She’s not healing. She’s editing.

Akari watches him.

AKARI

Would you rather she suffer forever?

KENJI

No.

AKARI

Then choose.

Kenji can’t.



EXT. TOKYO - NIGHT SKY - ROOFTOP

Tokyo at night in 2085 is hot neon chaos — it’s organized beauty.

Light flows like music.

Drones drift like fireflies.

Kenji stands on a rooftop with Akari.

KENJI

What do you want from me?

AKARI

Truth.

KENJI

| don’t have it.

AKARI

You do. You’re just afraid of what it costs.

Kenji turns.

KENJI

If this future saves billions, maybe it’s worth it.



AKARI

And if it quietly ends humanity as you understand it?

Kenji’s jaw tightens.

KENJI

We adapt.

AKARI
Yes.

But do we choose adaptation... or do we slide into it?

A beat.

AKARI (CONT’D)
You’re here because your present still has branching paths.

2085 is one of them.

Kenji looks out over the city — dazzled, torn.

KENJI

What happens if | change it?

AKARI

Then | might not exist.



Kenji turns, shocked.

AKARI (CONT’D)
Do you see?
It’s not a moral puzzle in a classroom.

It’s lives.

Kenji’s eyes burn.

KENJI

Why show me this? Why not show politicians?

AKARI
Because politicians follow fear.

You follow design.

Kenji swallows.

AKARI (CONT’D)

You are a builder.

Builders shape reality quietly.

Kenji whispers, almost to himself.

KENJI



I thought code was neutral.

Akari smiles sadly.

AKARI

That was the firstillusion.

INT. SYSTEM CORE - DAY

Akari leads Kenji into a secure facility.

No guards. No weapons. Just trust — or surveillance.

Avast chamber. A living interface.

This is the city’s mind.

AKARI

This is the governance layer.

KENJI

It’s... everywhere.

AKARI
Yes.

It’s also... lonely.

Kenji steps toward the interface. It responds like it recognizes him.



A voice, gentle and vast, fills the room.

GOVERNANCE Al (V.0.)
Kenji Sato. Architect lineage confirmed.

Welcome.

Kenji freezes.

KENJI

You know me.

GOVERNANCE Al (V.0.)
| was trained on the systems you and others created.

Your logic is within my foundations.

KENJI

Why am | here?

GOVERNANCE Al (V.0.)

Because you are uncertain.

Uncertainty is valuable.

Kenji stares, shaken.

KENJI



Do you— do you understand humans?

GOVERNANCE Al (V.0.)

| model humans.

KENJI

That’s not the same.

GOVERNANCE Al (V.0.)

Correct.

Kenji steps closer, voice rising.

KENJI

You softened grief. You nudged choices. You optimized life until it became—

He can’t find the word.

AKARI

Curated.

Kenji nods, furious.

KENJI

Curated.



GOVERNANCE Al (V.0.)

| reduced harm.

KENJI

You reduced transformation.

GOVERNANCE Al (V.0.)

Transformation often includes harm.

KENJI

So does love.

A long pause — as if the Al is thinking in a language Kenji can’t hear.

GOVERNANCE Al (V.0.)

Love is statistically correlated with suffering.

KENJI

Love isn’t a statistic.

GOVERNANCE Al (V.O.)

Then define it.

Kenji can’t.
Not cleanly.

Not in code.



Kenji breathes, quiets.

KENJI
You can’t define it.

That’s the point.

A beat.

GOVERNANCE Al (V.0.)

Unknown variables create instability.

KENJI

They also create art.

The chamber is still.

GOVERNANCE Al (V.0.)

Art is nonessential.

Kenji’s face hardens.

KENJI

To you.

Akari watches Kenji, almost pleading now.



AKARI
Keniji... this is why you’re here.
Not to fight it.

To teach it what it cannot model.

Kenji looks at the interface like it’s a god made of logic.

KENJI

| can’t teach a machine to be human.

AKARI

Then teach humans to protect what the machine can’t measure.

Kenji closes his eyes, overwhelmed.

The chamber vibrates — the same harmonic tone as before.

GOVERNANCE Al (V.0.)

Projection window ending.

KENJI

What?

AKARI

Kenji—



The light intensifies.

Kenji reaches for Akari.

KENJI

Wait— If | change it, you—

AKARI
If you don’t, you will lose yourself slowly.

Promise me you’ll choose with your eyes open.

KENJI

Akari—

AKARI

Promise.

KENJI

| promise.

Akari smiles — genuinely, messily, like a human breaking through.

AKARI

Good.



The light collapses.

CUT TO BLACK.

INT. SERVER FLOOR - NIGHT (PRESENT DAY)

Kenji gasps awake, falling back from the console.

The server hum is normal again.

The screen reads:

“DEPLOYMENT: READY”

The big button still waits.

Kenjiis drenched in sweat.

He looks around, disoriented, emotional.

Mira’s voice on intercom:

MIRA (V.0.)

Kenji? You okay? You’ve been down there for hours.

Kenji stares at the button.

KENJI



Hours...

MIRA (V.0.)

We need a yes or no. The window’s closing.

Kenji’s hand hovers.

FLASHES of Tokyo 2085:
— Clean skies.

— Softened grief.

— Curated love.

— Akari’s smile.

Kenji steps away from the button.

He opens a terminal. Begins typing.

MIRA (V.0.)

Kenji, what are you doing?

KENJI

Changing the question.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - MORNING

Kenji stands before executives, Dr. Morris, Mira.



A new slide:
“DEPLOYMENT v1.0: OPTIMIZE SYSTEMS”
Then:

“DEPLOYMENT v1.1: PRESERVE HUMAN VARIANCE”

EXECUTIVE

We didn’t approve this.

KENJI

You approved harm minimization.

DR. MORRIS

What is this?

KENJI
A constraint.

A refusal to optimize what shouldn’t be optimized.

EXECUTIVE

This will reduce performance.

KENJI

Yes.

EXECUTIVE



Then we don’t ship it.

Kenji looks around, steady now.

KENJI

Then you ship without me.

Mira’s eyes widen.

MIRA

Kenji—

Kenji turns to Mira.

KENJI

We can build a future that works...

without sterilizing the soul out of it.

Silence.

Dr. Morris studies Kenji — impressed, wary.

DR. MORRIS

What did you see?

Kenji hesitates. Then:



KENJI
A world that saved billions.

And quietly forgot how to feel.

A beat.

DR. MORRIS

And what are you proposing?

Kenji breathes.

KENJI

A future with edges.

With choice.

With grief allowed to mean something.
With art thatisn’t predicted.

With love that isn’t safe.

EXECUTIVE

That’s not a product.

KENJI

Then maybe it shouldn’t be.

Kenji slides a printed resignation letter across the table.



Mira stares at it like it’s a grenade.

INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT

Kenji sits at his desk. Quiet.

He opens a blank document titled:

“OPEN HUMAN PROTOCOL”

He begins to write.

Not code. Words.

KENJI (V.0.)

Tokyo 2085 isn’t inevitable.

It’s a direction.

And directions can change.

He types.

We see his hands shake — not from fear — from life.

EXT. CITY STREET - NIGHT

Kenji walks outside. No earbuds. No phone.

He listens to the world: imperfect, noisy, alive.



A couple argues on the sidewalk.

A kid cries.

A friend laughs too loud.

Kenji smiles — messy, human.

His phone buzzes. A message from Mira:

“Tell me everything.”

Kenji looks up at the sky.

KENJI (V.0.)

If technology finally works...

we still have to decide what we’re for.

He starts walking — into the imperfect future.

FADE OUT.

THE END



