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INT. JAPANESE BEDROOM

A bed, low to the ground, sits in the centre of a room 
adourned with a kind of delicacy so uniquely Japanese.

On the bed sits KAIYO, a beautiful woman wearing a silk robe. 
She is reclined, combing her long black hair.

SEAMUS, a frayed rope of a man kneels before her holding a 
small black case.

SEAMUS
I was told I may afford an audience 
with Madam Satomi.

KAIYO
Payment up front.

He places the case on the bed next to her. She opens it to 
see that it is full of sparkling diamonds.

KAIYO (CONT’D)
This buys you one minute.

SEAMUS
Are you serious? Do you know how 
much is there? All pure, mind you-

KAIYO
One minute.

SEAMUS
... Fine.

Kaiyo slips off her gown and turns her back to Seamus. On her 
back is a large tattoo of a woman, MADAM SATOMI.

The tattoo speaks with a deep but womanly voice.

MADAM SATOMI
You have audience with me, 
traveller. Ask what you will.

SEAMUS
What the bloody ‘ell is this?

MADAM SATOMI
Ask what you will, Seamus Rierdon.

SEAMUS
I was asked to come ‘ere. I was 
promised a reward.

MADAM SATOMI
Knowledge is the highest reward.



SEAMUS
Can’t pay off debts with knowledge. 
Sorry ‘bout this.

Seamus takes a knife from his belt and stabs Madam Satomi 
(and Kaiyo) several times. Kaiyo screams.

Seamus takes Kaiyo in his arms and turns her face to him.

SEAMUS (CONT’D)
Look, m’sorry love. Someone hired 
me to kill her. I’m sorry that 
meant killin’ you too.

KAIYO
I know... You did well... Thank 
you...

SEAMUS
Wait. Mike said it was a woman but 
I never would have... Hello, miss?

She’s dead. He places her down onto the bed. He notices her 
back and quickly turns her over.

The tattoo of Madam Satomi has gone.

SEAMUS (CONT’D)
What about my payment? I was 
promised!

He quickly grabs the case of diamonds and heads for the door 
but is stopped by a searing pain in his forearm that sends 
him doubled over.

He pulls his sleeve up to see a fresh tattoo of a sailor 
woman burn itself into his arm.

He runs for the open doorway but hits something invisible and 
solid. He can’t leave.

His new tattoo speaks with Madam Satomi’s voice.

MADAM SATOMI
We put ourselves in cages Seamus 
Rierdon. Freedom is simply the 
willing trade of one cage for 
another. 

Seamus hammers at the invisible barrier and screams until his 
fists are bloody and his voice is hoarse.
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