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FADE IN:

An endless red expanse.

MAUREEN (33) sits up into view with a weirded out look on 
her face. She rises to her feet.

She straightens her gray swoop-neck shirt. None of her 
clothes fit quite right, slightly baggy. Her hair sits flat 
with a tinge of grease shine.

MAUREEN
Where the... what, is this like a 
Target ad or--

Her feet sweep out from under her. The ground beneath her 
deforms to form a long, wavy chair. Something out of the 
80’s Memphis design movement. It catches her as she falls 
back.

MAUREEN
Thanks?

A five-foot wide rectangle of floor rises in front of her. 
Six feet high. A square lights up in the middle of it. A 
type of screen. It fades from bright white to green. In the 
TV, she sees herself in a green place on a green chair.

She leans forward. The green place her leans forward.

She waves. The green place her waves.

MAUREEN
Oh...kay

(beat)
Umm, cool puzzle, but I’m good to 
go now.

She looks up as if there’s someone to talk to.

MAUREEN
Look, I don’t mean to get all sci-
fi nerd on you, but this 
environment displays signs of 
intelligent awareness, so you can 
be silent, but I know someone’s 
watching, so what say we just call 
it a day and I’ll sign your early 
2000’s trapped in a room flash game 
on my phone, huh?

On the green screen, the alternate her mimics her exactly.
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Another rectangle rises from the ground. It opens, revealing 
a door to THE GREEN.

She peers back at the display. The green her peers back with 
a door to the red behind her.

Maureen stares at the door to the green. She inches toward 
it. Through the door, she sees the GREEN MAUREEN 
approaching.

They both stop at the door.

She places her hand up. Green her does. She tries to push 
through. Their hands touch. Their movements exactly the 
same. No budge on either side.

She forces her hand against the other her. No budge.

MAUREEN
This is totally making me rethink 
mirrors.

(to green her)
So, you’re me, or something. We’re 
each other. And I don’t feel like 
it’ll solve my problem to go 
through this door, but it’s 
something, so...

She cocks back, takes a run at it. Tries to bash through. 
She collides with mirror her. They hit the ground.

Maureen massages her shoulder as she squints in pain.

She runs back up to the door.

MAUREEN
Hey!

Maureen stares.

MAUREEN
Hey, I can hear you. Which means 
you’re there...

Maureen smirks.

MAUREEN
This room is Red.

GREEN MAUREEN
This room is Green.

They look shocked at each other. Still mirroring.

MAUREEN
Red red red.

GREEN MAUREEN
Green green green.
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Maureen gets a clever look on her face. She steps nose to 
nose with Green Maureen, then takes 4 steps back.

MAUREEN
Red has three letters. I’m going to 
take one step for each letter.

GREEN MAUREEN
Green has five letters. I’m going 
to take one step for each letter.

Maureen and Green Maureen take one step. Two. Three. Maureen 
stops. Green Maureen takes one more step. Now just at the 
border of the door.

As Green Maureen takes her last step into the red.

The door behind her collapses.

Maureen stares at Green Maureen in shock for a moment. Then 
smirks.

MAUREEN
Glad I came up with... 
right.

GREEN MAUREEN
Glad I came up with... 
right.

Behind them, another red door rises. Opens to reveal a blue 
room with two new Maureens. Perfectly mirrored.

CUT TO:

BLUE MAUREEN steps through the door in the red. It collapses 
behind her.

The red turns white.

Maureen, Grene Maureen, and Blue Maureen all startle.

MAUREEN
R.G.B. Yes! I mean, I don’t know 
what this solves, but it feel--

INT. LAB - DAY

A glowing gelatin orb rests on a stainless steel cylindrical 
mount on a metal table. Several fiber optic cables run from 
the gelatin orb to a screen. On the screen, the red room 
with the Maureens.

At one end of the metal table in the white panel room is:

JILLIAN (48), a stoic woman with small wire glasses and a 
plain gray outfit. The outfit looks like minimal, modern 
uniform of some type. Fitted, sleek, but undefined.
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She pulls the cables from the orb.

JILLIAN
We can’t stop it from self-
replicating.

Across from is:

VAUGHN (37), a young man in a business suit with an eager 
energy. He leans down, examines the orb with curiosity. 
Jillian seems almost bored by it.

VAUGHN
What were those colored rooms? Did 
you program that in?

JILLIAN
An abstraction. It doesn’t multiply 
like us. It doesn’t live in the 
physical world.

Jillian flips touches the bottom of the cylindrical base. 
The orb’s light dies out.

JILLIAN
Cells divide, we...

(she clears her throat)
And it creates conceptual 
abstraction.

Vaughn straightens up.

VAUGHN
So how do we stop her--it?

JILLIAN
We can’t. Not with this technology. 
The fundamental of it is that it 
has self-awareness. Cognition. It 
will always think it’s way into 
spreading.

VAUGHN
Division one isn’t going to like 
that answer.

Jillian sighs.

JILLIAN
She won’t stop. Ever. And deploying 
this technology would expose every 
electronic device to her... will.
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Vaughn buttons his jacket. Heads toward the door. He ignores 
her, dismissive.

He opens the door. Stops with his hand on the handle. Peers 
back.

VAUGHN
You know why I never had kids?

Jillian shakes her head.

VAUGHN
My mother raised five boys by 
herself. She held down a job the 
whole time. Between that and doing 
her motherly duty, she wore herself 
to the bone. When she was fifty-
four, she developed a degenerative 
brain disease. I blamed the stress. 
But anyway, she couldn’t take care 
of herself. She was in assisted 
living. It’s why I started this 
company. I was hoping maybe... 
Maybe I could fix her. Giver her a 
second chance, since... she 
probably ended up that way because 
of us. She died three years into 
the project. You know what I 
realized when I got the call?

Vaughn jiggles the handle a bit. Shakes his head.

VAUGHN
I realized I only visited her twice 
since she’d been in there.

Vaughn looks right at Jillian.

VAUGHN
It’s the way it is. The old feeds 
the young. It’s the way it’s always 
been.

He gestures to the orb.

VAUGHN
Maybe she just needs the fear of 
god put in her.

Vaughn leaves the room. Shuts the door behind him.
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Jillian touches the base of the cylinder. The orb lights 
back up. She leans down, stares at it. It’s light glimmers 
in her eyes.

FADE OUT.

THE END
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