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1 1INT. CLARISSA'S DORM ROOM - NIGHT 

CLARISSA BRYANT, 22, feverishly wipes her face with a make-up 
remover cloth. Standing at 5'6, 120lbs with a slim frame, she 
has dark brown hair and eyes.  

She glances down at the fabric and sees the glob of smeared 
foundation and mascara. She drops the cloth into the trashcan 
where it falls into a bed of other discarded makeup remover 
wipes. Clarissa glances into the mirror, takes a moment to 
stare at her reflection, takes a deep breath and starts the 
mascara application process again. 

Her roommate, MERCEDES, 23, busts into the room, places her 
cell phone on the vanity and positions herself in front of 
Clarissa, placing herself directly in front of the mirror. 
She teases her dark, curly-ringlet hair with her hands, then 
puckers her lips into duck-face and begins applying lip-
gloss. Oozing sex appeal, she wore a blue fitted, body-
contouring dress hugging her curves. 

MERCEDES 
70K followers on Instagram. The world 
is not ready for this. 

She takes a break from looking at herself in the mirror and 
looks at Clarissa. 

MERCEDES (CONT'D) 
You're still not ready? Geez! What is 
taking you so long. 

CLARISSA 
I just can't figure out this make-up 
thing. I've watched so many YouTube 
videos but I still don't understand 
it. 

Mercedes puts out her hand. 

MERCEDES 
Give it to me. 

Clarissa hands her the applicator. 

Mercedes gets up close, stares into her eyes and applies the 
eyeliner. 

CLARISSA 

                                                             



                                                             

How do you know all this stuff? 

MERCEDES 
I taught myself. Sometimes that's just 
what you gotta do. 

Mercedes carefully continues her makeup application. Steps 
out to look at her face, then pulls back in close to tweak 
finishing touches. Mercedes gestures her head in the 
direction of the mirror. Clarissa looks at her reflection and 
smiles from ear to ear. 

MERCEDES (CONT'D) 
Next time don't watch YouTube videos. 
Watch me. 70K followers would agree. 

CLARISSA 
I follow you. 

MERCEDES 
Not closely enough evidently. 

CLARISSA 
How do they feel though? 

Clarissa nods to Mercedes' chest. An ample breast curving out 
from her body, nearly busting through the dress. 

MERCEDES 
Real enough if that's what you mean. I 
haven't gotten any complaints from 
anyone either. And my ass? Forget 
about it. Spank it, pinch it, might as 
well be the real thing. 

Clarissa hesitates. She looks over at her own reflection in 
the full length mirror and shakes her head. 

CLARISSA 
I'm a freakin' stick puppet, so flat. 
Would you do it again? 

Mercedes sizes up some clothes for Clarissa. Measuring them 
up against her frame. 

MERCEDES 
In a heartbeat. She tosses something 
to Clarissa. 

                                                             



                                                             

CLARISSA 
Where are we going? 

MERCEDES 
Out! Now come on, hurry. I don't want 
to miss all the cute boys. 

Clarissa half smiles and scurries along. 

2 2INT. PARTY - NIGHT 

Mercedes scopes out the room. Clarissa stares down at her 
shoes. 

MERCEDES 
Anyone here you like? 

CLARISSA 
I probably shouldn't have. I should 
get back to the dorm. I don't have any 
business here and I really need to 
study. 

MERCEDES 
Study here. Anatomy 101 baby. 

CLARISSA 
I'm serious! This isn't really my 
scene. 

MERCEDES 
You hardly ever go out. 

CLARISSA 
That's what helps me get good grades. 

MERCEDES 
It won't help you get any men though, 
if that's what you're after. 

CLARISSA 
Not really. 

She glances at the guy across the room. Mercedes notices. 

MERCEDES 
Come on girl, no one spends that much 
time watching makeup tutorials if they 
don't want to be noticed. 

                                                             



                                                             

CLARISSA 
I was practicing, I didn't think I'd 
be coming out to party now. 

MERCEDES 
Too late because you are here so 
there's no going back now. 

Clarissa stares at the exit sign, takes a deep breath, looks 
back at Mercedes and gives a sarcastic half-smile. 

CLARISSA 
Ok, I'll hang for a bit. 

MERCEDES 
That's what I want to hear. 

3 3INT. PARTY - LATER 

Clarissa stands in a corner by herself. She stares down at 
her watch, then glances over at the exit sign.  

MERCEDES 
Girl, why are you in the corner? I 
keep talking you up to people but then 
you're gone. 

CLARISSA 
Sorry, just got lost looking for the 
bathroom. 

MERCEDES 
Well, come on. You can't be afraid to 
live a little. 

She grabs her hand, dragging her through the crowd. 

MERCEDES 
Clarissa, this is Greg, Greg this is 
Clarissa. My good deed for the day is 
done. She disappears back into the 
crowd. 

GREG 
Hey, Mercedes says you work for a 
plastic-surgeon. 

CLARISSA 
Yeah, part-time. 

GREG 

                                                             



                                                             

Wow, and you go to school? Busy girl. 

CLARISSA 
Yup. 

GREG 
Do they, do like penis enhancements 
there? 

CLARISSA 
I'm not sure, I guess so. 

Greg gets closer. 

GREG 
Could you give me a free evaluation? 
I'm not sure I even need an 
enhancement. 

CLARISSA 
Ewww, you perv, gross. No, thank you. 

Clarissa walks away from Greg and motions her way into the 
crowd. She squints and glances from left to right. She spots 
Mercedes dancing in the pit under the DJ set. 

CLARISSA 
This isn't really my scene, let's get 
out of here. 

MERCEDES 

(screams) 
What? I can't hear you! 

CLARISSA 

(screams) 
Let's bounce! I have work in the 
morning. 

4 4INT. DR. RYAN NINE OFFICE - MORNING 

Clarissa sits behind the floating glass-top front desk with 
silver accents and mahogany finish at DR. RYAN NINE's office. 
 

CLIENT 
I have a 10am with the doctor. 

Clarissa checks the computer. 

CLARISSA 
Yes, I have you booked for a                                                               



                                                             

consultation. 

CLIENT 
I think my lips need to be bigger. I 
like them I'm just not sure I love 
them. 

CLARISSA 
I think they look great. 

CLIENT 
You're sweet. I wish that were true. 
Being perfect is hard work. You know? 

Clarissa nods, and squints. 

CLARISSA 
Please take a seat, the doctor will be 
with you shortly. 

Another client walks up to the desk. 

CLIENT 
Hello, I called yesterday about a 
consult. 

CLARISSA 
Do you have an appointment? 

CLIENT 
No, but I work close-by. I just 
figured I'd drop in to speak with the 
doctor. 

CLARISSA 
Please have a seat, I'll see if we can 
squeeze you in. 

The clients start to socialize in the waiting area.  

PHONE RINGS 

CLARISSA 
Good morning, thank you for calling 
the office of Dr. Ryan Nine, how may I 
help you? 

CALLER 
Hello, I am scheduled for 3pm today, 
but I have an emergency and need to 
cancel. 

                                                             



                                                             

CLARISSA (CONT'D) 
I'm sorry to hear that and certainly 
hope everything is ok. Our office 
policy states there is a $50 fee for 
cancellations less than 24 hours from 
the appointment time. Would you like 
to reschedule at this time? 

CALLER 
I'll have to call back to re-schedule. 

CLARISSA (CONT'D) 
Ok, thank you for calling, have a 
great day. 

One of the clients in the waiting area women pulled down her 
pants to her mid-thigh revealing her bottom to another 
client. She points to the injection site and grabs her rear-
end as Clarissa watched along. 

Clarissa smiles and shakes her head. 

CLARISSA 
Fuck daaaaaaat! 

She types her name into the slot of the appointment 
cancellation. 

5 5INT. DR. RYAN NINE OFFICE - EARLY AFTERNOON 

DR. RYAN NINE, 42, was tanned, his jet-black hair was gelled 
back and his face featured a chiseled jawline. Standing at 
5'11, his muscular frame is visible through his grey button-
down shirt.  

He steps out of his office and walks toward the office 
waiting area. 

DR. RYAN NINE 
Who is next? 

CLARISSA 

(chuckles bashfully) 
Me! 

She enters Exam Room 1 

CLARISSA 
I'd like to have breast augmentation 
and fat transfer for my butt. 

                                                             



                                                             

Nothing too drastic, ideally, I'd like 
to have the fat taken from my flank 
area to use for my behind. With my 
breast, I'm not trying to look like a 
stripper, but what grown woman has an 
A-cup? I'm as flat as a checkerboard 
on both sides! I'd like a subtle 
improvement, a move up to a C, maybe a 
D and a rear-end that will help me 
fill out my jeans better. 

Dr. Nine leans against the wall with his arms folded and legs 
crossed. He is smiling. 

DR. RYAN NINE 
You are something else! This has gotta 
be a prank. 

CLARISSA 
No, why would you think that? I have 
the funds saved. I am likely a bit 
short but I have good credit. I'd like 
to have it done right after graduation 
this May since I plan to take off a 
couple months before entering the 
workforce. 

Dr. Nine shakes his head. 

DR. RYAN NINE 
No! 

CLARISSA 
Are you kidding? 

DR. RYAN NINE 
No! I'm sorry, I can't. 

Clarissa walks over to the exam table, take a step up and 
sits down on it. She makes eye contact with Dr. Nine. 

CLARISSA 
What do you mean? Why? 

Dr. Nine looks down and starts scribbling in his chart. 

DR. RYAN NINE 
When did you decide you wanted to have 
this procedure? I am considering the 
impact working in this practice may be 
having on your personal well-being.  

                                                             



                                                             

Was this a decision you made before 
you started working here? Or 
didworking here influence your 
decision? 

CLARISSA 
My friend had it done and I wanted to 
be able to fill out my clothes a 
little better. Why the suspicion? 

Clarissa hops down off the exam table and starts to pace back 
and forth in the exam room. She runs her fingers through her 
hair and grips it by forming a fist. 

CLARISSA (CONT'D) 
I never heard of you turning down a 
client unless they had a serious 
medical condition. I am no medical 
professional, but there are women who 
arguably have body dysmorphia who are 
here every few months for a new 
procedure. Professional discretion 
never prompted you to turn them down. 

DR. RYAN NINE 
Careful young lady! Are you 
questioning my integrity? 

CLARISSA 
Absolutely not. I am getting the 
procedure done though, why would you 
want me to have it done somewhere 
else? 

DR. RYAN NINE 
I am not telling you to have it done 
somewhere else, I am saying you 
shouldn't do it at all. 

CLARISSA 
You do this for a living, why are you 
trying to discourage me from getting a 
few enhancements. It just strikes me 
as a bit hypocritical.few 
enhancements. It just strikes me as a 
bit hypocritical. 

Dr. Nine walks over toward the exam room door and opens it. 
He raises his hand to signal Clarissa outward. 

DR. RYAN NINE 
I am not completing the procedure.  

                                                             



                                                             

Chances are slim to none I'll change 
my mind. Think about your reasons.  

CLARISSA 
I already made my decision. I didn't 
think you'd prefer that I go to 
another practitioner. 

DR. RYAN NINE 
Again, that's not what I'm saying. 
Please reconsider. I just want what's 
best for you.  

Clarissa continues to stand in the exam room. Dr. Nine leaves 
her in there, and walks out.  

Moments later, Clarissa also exits the exam room. She walks 
back to the reception area, plops down in her chair and bangs 
her closed fists onto the keyboard. 

6 6INT. CLARISSA'S DORM ROOM - NIGHT 

Clarissa sits on her bed with her laptop on top of a pillow 
on her lap. She is navigating through a website with plastic 
surgeon reviews. 

Mercedes enters the room. 

CLARISSA 
I went in for a boob and butt consult 
and Dr. Nine refused! Can you imagine? 

MERCEDES 
Your boss, Dr. Nine?  

CLARISSA 
Yeah, the office I work for. 

MERCEDES 

(laughing) 
Why would you want him to do it? You 
don't want your boss doing it. I 
wouldn't wanna do a tit job for my 
receptionist either.  

Are they even allowed to do it on 
their employees?  

CLARISSA 
I don't even know. I respect him and 
he does good work. Figured it's  

                                                             



                                                             

better to go to someone you trust. 

MERCEDES 
You trust me, right? 

Clarissa baby, you should've come to 
mama! You know I always know what to 
do. 

CLARISSA 
You are so cocky it's disgusting ... I 
love you. Teach me your ways. 

MERCEDES 
Next time don't listen to Dr. Nine. 
Listen to me. 70k followers would 
agree. 

Mercedes plops onto the bed alongside Clarissa and navigates 
to the website for plastic surgeon, Dr. David Judd. 

MERCEDES  
Oh, and you can even get a discount 
for listing me as the person who 
referred you. 

CLARISSA 
I am so ready! Screw Dr. Nine. I'm 
ready to schedule.  

(raps Nicki Minaj lyrics) 
Hut one, hut-hut two, big titties, big 
butt too! 

MERCEDES 
Yasssss, the world is not ready for 
this! 

                                                             


