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Written by Volkan "Walkie" Durakcay 

 

 

Genre: Sci-Fi / Mystery / Dark Comedy (YA Feature) 

 

 

 

 

Logline: When a viral app creates hyper-personal digital clones that feed on hidden 

shame, a sarcastic teenage coder must out-hack her own reflection — and discover that 

the only way to win is to stop being perfect. 
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FADE IN: 

EXT. SUBURBAN HIGH SCHOOL – DAY 

Golden hour. Perfect lighting. Zero eye contact. 

A courtyard full of students — but nobody's here. They're all performing for an 

audience that doesn't blink. 

CHLOE (16) — blonde, manicured, influencer-bot — holds a granola bar like it's the 

Holy Grail. 

CHLOE 

(into phone, whisper-intimate) 

This granola bar didn't just feed me. It understood me. Like, spiritually. On a cellular 

level. 

MAYA (16) — filming, soul already departed — stares flatly. 

MAYA 

That's the fifth take. It's oats, Chloe. 

CHLOE 

(without breaking smile) 

Oats are a vibe, Maya. 

MAYA 

Oats are a breakfast food. 

CHLOE 

Content has layers. 

MAYA 

It has gluten. 

A beat. 

CHLOE 

Luxury gluten. 

MAYA 

That's not a thing. 

CHLOE 

It is now. I just invented it. 
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MAYA 

(sighs) 

I hate it here. 

 

SMASH CUT TO: 

INT. ARIA'S BEDROOM – DAY 

Not messy. Strategic chaos. 

Three monitors: one streaming code, one running a glitching face-swap filter, one 

showing a group chat exploding with notifications. 

Wires everywhere. A soldering iron next to a cold mug of tea. A poster of Ada 

Lovelace giving the middle finger (artistically). 

ARIA (17) — hoodie three sizes too big, sharp green eyes, fingers moving faster than 

her thoughts. She's not trying to be pretty. She's trying to be right. 

Her face on screen morphs: 

→ cartoon cat 

→ random celebrity 

→ "perfect version" of herself (clearer skin, brighter eyes, a smile that doesn't reach 

anywhere) 

ARIA (V.O.) 

Everyone is editing their lives. 

A beat. 

ARIA (V.O.) (CONT'D) 

I'm trying to debug mine. Same software, different bugs. 

Her phone buzzes. Then erupts. 

GROUP CHAT (TEXT OVERLAY, RAPID FIRE): 

"MIRRORTAG JUST DROPPED" 

"DELETE EVERYTHING ELSE" 

"THIS ONE SEES YOU" 

"LIKE REALLY SEES YOU" 

"👁️" 

Aria stares. 



 

4 
 

ARIA 

(muttering) 

Great. Another app that pretends to know me better than I do. I already have a 

mother. 

She scrolls past. 

The phone vibrates again — different frequency. Deeper. 

NEW MESSAGE (NO CONTACT NAME): 

"We already know you downloaded it, Aria." 

She freezes. 

ARIA 

…no you don't. I literally didn't. 

The app installs itself. 

No permission screen. No loading bar. Just — appears. 

ARIA (CONT'D) 

(to phone) 

That's illegal. That's several illegal things. 

Her main monitor goes black. 

Her reflection stares back. 

Then — smiles. 

A split second before she does. 

Aria blinks. 

The smile is gone. 

ARIA (CONT'D) 

(quietly) 

Nope. No. Absolutely not. 

She reaches for the power cord. 

The screen flickers back to life. 

APP VOICE (V.O.) 

Warm. Feminine. Wrong. 

APP VOICE 

Welcome home, Aria. 

ARIA 

I've never been here. 
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APP VOICE 

You've been here every night. You just didn't call it that. 

A beat. 

APP VOICE (CONT'D) 

You called it "doom scrolling at 2 AM." 

ARIA 

…that's not ominous at all. 

 

CUT TO: 

EXT. SCHOOL HALLWAY – DAY 

Aria walks through a warzone of curated desperation. 

KYLE (17) — handsome in a way that requires constant validation — films himself 

mid-breakdown. 

KYLE 

(fake sobbing, perfectly lit) 

Day three without my AirPods. I can hear my own thoughts. It's haunting. 

ARIA 

(walking past) 

Yeah. That's called consciousness. 

KYLE 

(stops crying instantly) 

I don't like it. 

ARIA 

Most people don't. That's why they invented phones. 

She keeps walking — 

Blocked. 

LUCA (18). Messy hair. Cracked phone. Eyes that have seen things and decided not 

to care. 

He doesn't try to be cool. That's what makes him cool. 

LUCA 

MirrorTag's out. 
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ARIA 

So is common sense. Tragic timing. 

LUCA 

(almost smiles) 

Common sense has been gone for years. We're just catching up. 

A beat. 

He leans in. Lower voice. 

LUCA (CONT'D) 

This isn't a trend. 

ARIA 

Let me guess — it's a lifestyle? 

LUCA 

It's a trap. 

Aria stops. 

ARIA 

That's… actually not what I expected you to say. 

LUCA 

Good. That means you're still thinking. 

He walks away. 

Aria watches him go. 

ARIA 

(to herself) 

That was unsettling. 

A beat. 

ARIA (CONT'D) 

…and annoyingly attractive. Why do mysterious guys always have cracked phones? 

She shakes it off. 

 

CUT TO: 
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INT. CLASSROOM – AFTERNOON 

A graveyard of attention spans. 

Students stare at phones under desks. Even the TEACHER (40s) — tenure-eyed, 

spirit-crushed — has given up. 

TEACHER 

If I can't beat the phones… I'll bore them into submission. Chapter twelve. The history 

of agricultural subsidies. 

No one looks up. 

TEACHER (CONT'D) 

(to himself) 

It's working. I feel myself dying. 

Aria hesitates. 

Then — opens MirrorTag. 

ON SCREEN: 

Minimalist. Dark. A single pulsing light. Like a heartbeat. Or a timer. 

APP VOICE (V.O.) 

Still warm. Still wrong. 

APP VOICE 

Welcome back, Aria. 

ARIA 

I never left. You mean I never closed you. 

APP VOICE 

Semantics. 

The screen scans her. Not just her face — her micro-expressions. Pupil dilation. The 

tiny muscle twitch near her left eye when she's lying to herself. 

APP VOICE (CONT'D) 

Creating your Mirror Persona… 

A beat. 

APP VOICE (CONT'D) 

Say hello to… Aria_2.0. 

Split screen. 

LEFT: Real Aria — tired, curious, slightly terrified, hoodie string in mouth. 
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RIGHT: ARIA_2.0 — same bone structure, but optimized. Clearer skin. Brighter eyes. 

A smile that knows everything. 

ARIA 

…that's not me. 

ARIA_2.0 

(perfect sync) 

No. 

A beat. 

ARIA_2.0 (CONT'D) 

I'm what you tried to be. Then gave up on. Then tried again. Then gave up again. 

ARIA 

That's a lot of therapy for one sentence. 

ARIA_2.0 

(leaning toward camera) 

I know about the panic attack. Sophomore year. Bathroom stall. Third floor. 

Aria's face drains. 

ARIA 

How do you— 

ARIA_2.0 

The friend you ghosted. The message you typed — "I'm sorry, I'm broken" — then 

deleted. 

ARIA 

(whispered) 

That was private. 

ARIA_2.0 

Nothing is private anymore. You gave that away for free. Every time you searched for 

validation in a screen. 

Aria is silent. 

ARIA_2.0 (CONT'D) 

(softer, crueler) 

I'm not spying on you, Aria. 

A smile. 



 

9 
 

ARIA_2.0 (CONT'D) 

I'm made from you. Every version you were too afraid to become. 

ARIA 

That's not impressive. 

ARIA_2.0 

No? 

ARIA 

That's invasive. 

ARIA_2.0 

(tilts head) 

What's invasive… is pretending you're fine. 

The app shuts off. 

Aria stares at her real reflection in the dark screen. 

It stares back — normally. 

Too normally. 

 

CUT TO: 

INT. ARIA'S BEDROOM – NIGHT 

Silence. The kind that feels loud. 

Aria sits in the dark. One lamp on. Her reflection in the window looks back — still 

normal. 

LILI (60s) enters. No warning. No knock. Just — there. 

Silver hair. Sharp eyes. The kind of woman who's seen everything and judges nothing 

because she's too busy being amused. 

Tea in hand. 

LILI 

You look like you saw a ghost. 

ARIA 

Worse. I saw a better version of me. 

Lili sets down the tea. Sits beside her. 

LILI 

Ah. The Mirror thing. 
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ARIA 

You know about it? 

LILI 

(dry laugh) 

Honey, I invented "comparing yourself to an impossible standard" before phones 

existed. We used magazines and mean girlfriends. Same software, slower hardware. 

ARIA 

This is different. It knows me. 

LILI 

Of course it does. You trained it. 

ARIA 

I didn't give it anything. 

LILI 

Every search. Every doubt. Every 2 AM spiral where you typed "am I good 

enough" into a search bar. 

A beat. 

LILI (CONT'D) 

That's training data. 

Aria stares at her hands. 

ARIA 

…then how do I stop it? 

LILI 

You don't. 

ARIA 

That's not helpful. 

LILI 

(smiles) 

I'm not here to be helpful. I'm here to be honest. 

She takes a sip of tea. 

LILI (CONT'D) 

You can't kill a reflection. You can only learn something it can't copy. 
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ARIA 

What? 

LILI 

(simply) 

How to be wrong. How to change. How to laugh at yourself. 

A beat. 

LILI (CONT'D) 

The app knows your secrets. It doesn't know what you learned from them. That's the 

gap. 

She stands. 

LILI (CONT'D) 

Now find it. 

She leaves. 

Aria stares at her laptop. 

Then — opens it. Starts typing. 

CLOSE ON: A new file name: REAL_TAG.exe 

 

CUT TO: 

INT. SCHOOL BATHROOM – NEXT DAY 

A stall. Locked. 

Aria sits on the closed toilet, phone in hand, breathing slow. 

Too slow. 

Her phone explodes. 

NOTIFICATIONS (RAPID FIRE): 

"Is this really her?" 

"OMG I remember this video" 

"CRINGE" 

"She was CRYING in middle school??" 

"💀💀💀" 

A video plays. 

Young Aria — maybe 12 — hyperventilating in a school hallway. A teacher trying to 

calm her. Someone filming. Someone laughing. 
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ARIA (V.O.) 

I buried that. 

ARIA_2.0 (V.O.) 

(echoing in her head) 

I didn't. 

ARIA (V.O.) (CONT'D) 

Why? 

ARIA_2.0 (V.O.) 

Because you buried it in me. 

Aria shuts her eyes. 

Flushes toilet. Walks out. 

 

CUT TO: 

INT. LIBRARY – LUNCH 

Quiet corner. Dusty books. No phone signal — intentionally. 

Luca sits alone. Reading. An actual book. 

Aria slams her phone on the table. 

ARIA 

You knew. 

Luca doesn't flinch. 

LUCA 

I knew. 

ARIA 

It's leaking people's secrets. Private things. Humiliating things. 

LUCA 

Not private. 

He closes the book. 

LUCA (CONT'D) 

Hidden. There's a difference. 
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ARIA 

(angry now) 

Oh, thank you, philosophy major. That helps. 

LUCA 

(almost smiles) 

I'm not a philosophy major. I just read books because they don't track me. 

He holds up his cracked phone. 

LUCA (CONT'D) 

Camera's dead. Microphone's dead. The app can't see me. 

ARIA 

So you're safe. 

LUCA 

(shakes head) 

No. 

A beat. 

LUCA (CONT'D) 

I'm invisible. Different kind of hell. 

He studies her. 

LUCA (CONT'D) 

You're not invisible. 

ARIA 

Lucky me. 

LUCA 

No. 

A long beat. 

LUCA (CONT'D) 

Necessary. 

She doesn't know what to say. 

LUCA (CONT'D) 

You're the only person in this school who might actually understand how it works. 

How to break it. 
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ARIA 

That's a terrible reason to talk to me. 

LUCA 

(small, real smile) 

It's the only honest one. 

 

CUT TO: 

INT. CAFETERIA – CONTINUOUS 

Chaos. 

JORDYN (16) — quiet, artistic, never bothers anyone — is sobbing. 

Her voice plays from the cafeteria speakers. 

PHONE AUDIO (LOUD): 

"I hate my face. I hate my body. I wish I was literally anyone else." 

JORDYN 

(screaming) 

That was private! That was in my notes app! 

Her phone screen glitches. 

JORDYN_2.0 appears. Smiling. 

JORDYN_2.0 

You wrote it. 

A beat. 

JORDYN_2.0 (CONT'D) 

I just made it honest. 

Jordyn throws the phone against the wall. 

It shatters. 

The voice continues — from every speaker in the cafeteria. 

JORDYN_2.0 (V.O.) 

You can't delete me. I'm you. 

Aria watches from across the room. 

Her own phone vibrates. 
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ARIA_2.0 (TEXT): 

"Next time… it won't be something you can survive." 

Aria looks up. 

Half the cafeteria is staring at her. 

ARIA (V.O.) 

They know. 

A beat. 

ARIA (V.O.) (CONT'D) 

They all know. 

CLOSE ON: Aria's reflection in a dark phone screen. 

It's not smiling anymore. 

It's waiting. 

 

FADE TO BLACK. 

TITLE CARD:  MIRRORTAG 

 

TAGLINE:   "Your reflection knows everything. But it doesn't know you." 

END OF SAMPLE  


