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FADE IN:

INT. CALLISTA’S APARTMENT - MORNING

It’s a dream of pastels and birdies.  There’s a sleeping 
beauty slumbering (regular women sleep, this one is 
slumbering) in the middle of a Masengill or Glade TV 
commercial.  An ALARM/RADIO starts playing MUSIC.

The sleeping beauty opens her eyes with a smile.  It’s 
actually an off-white, POTTERY BARN bedroom, in an earth-
tones RALPH LAUREN apartment on the Upper West Side of New 
York City.

CALLISTA
Good morning, Callista Whitlow 
Hendershott.

This is CALLISTA WHITLOW HENDERSHOTT, 27, tall, blonde, 
beautiful, of the New Hampshire Whitlows and the Vermont 
Hendershotts.  She likes to talk to herself cheerfully.

CALLISTA (CONT'D)
Good morning.

She jumps out of bed in her baby-T (that says SPOILED BRAT) 
and THONG and sashays to her bureau to start her day.  She 
opens a drawer full of thousands of thongs.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
What am I wearing today?  Oh, 
right!

She selects a blue thong and opens the next drawer which is 
full of bras.  She finds a matching blue bra.  She sashays 
into the bathroom stripping out of her baby-T.

EXT. STREET

New York City!  The fashionable white “NYC” you see on TV, 
not the cop NYC.  THEATER, THE ARTS, ADVERTISING.  It’s NYC, 
circle R, the center of the world of publishing and FASHION, 
at least for the U.S.

Callista hurries outside, wearing an up-to-the-second, 
fashionably retro, bleach-splattered, denim outfit that, of 
course, works.  She hails a cab in perfect Mary Tyler Moore 
fashion.

INT. CAB

The CAB DRIVER spots Callista, as he has every other day, and 
every week for the last several years.  He stops for her and 
she swings the door open.
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CAB DRIVER
Hello, Callista...
...publishing headquarters!

CALLISTA
Jacqui fashion magazine, 
publishing headquarters! *

He rolls his eyes, in the rearview mirror, as she gets in 
without acknowledging him and just gazes out the window, 
fashionably enjoying her FOUR BLOCK cab ride.

Callista is smiling, she’s happy.  Why not?  She’s young, 
blonde, and fashionable in NYC...  She turns on her 
cellphone.  She has two messages blinking at her on the 
display.

PAUL (O.S.)
(filtered)

Baby, It’s Paul.  I miss you.  Call 
me.  I need to see you.  I don’t 
know what you’re afraid of.  I’m 
not afraid!  I think I’m in L—

She DELETES, smiles, and moves onto the next one.

BRAD (O.S.)
(filtered)

Hey, girl.  It’s Brad.  I just got 
back from shredding Denver.  Call 
me.  You should’ve been there.  It 
wasn’t the same without you.  I 
need to talk to you—

She DELETES and gazes out the window...

EXT. JACQUI PUBLISHING HEADQUARTERS

The cab pulls up and Callista jumps out with a perfect hair-
flip as she shuts the door and hops to the sidewalk.

INT. CAB - CONTINUOUS

The cab driver grabs the bills from the window tray.  
Correction, a five dollar BILL.  He looks at his meter: 
$4.50.  He shakes his head and merges into traffic.

CAB DRIVER
Ahhhh, thanks, Callista...

EXT. JACQUI PUBLISHING HEADQUARTERS - CONTINUOUS

Callista glides through the sidewalk crowd into the high-rise 
that houses the headquarters of JACQUI, the number two 
women’s fashion magazine.
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INT. JACQUI PUBLISHING HEADQUARTERS

Callista flows into the already busy, 9:45am, office activity 
amidst a swarm of “HI, CALLISTA”s, “GOOD, MORNING, CALLISTA”s 
and “NICE OUTFIT, CALLISTA”s to which she responds, smiling.

CALLISTA
Hi, hi.  Good morning.  Thank you.

She serpentines through the office randomly FIXING, ADJUSTING 
and PERFECTING CLOTHES, OUTFITS and ACCESSORIES, past all of 
the fashion blowups and posters on her way to her small 
office and her assistant, TOBY, 22.

Toby is very girlish.  He is TWIGGY thin, and clearly aspires 
to her fame.  They air kiss as he holds two to-go lattes.

CALLISTA (CONT'D)
Good morning, Toby.

He’s wearing large ‘60s sunglasses on the tip of his nose.  
She grabs them and puts them on his head like a headband, 
pushing his hair back perfectly as he hands her a latte.

TOBY
(Italian)

Principesa!

CALLISTA
Mmmm, Grottsy—

She tastes it.

CALLISTA (CONT'D)
—Oh, it’s too cold.  Get me another 
one.

He makes a face, thinks, and hands her his untouched latte.  
She takes it without looking and walks into her office (the 
nameplate on her door says ASSISTANT FASHION EDITOR, 
ACCESSORIES).

She tastes the latte as Toby hands her some papers.

CALLISTA (CONT'D)
Ahh, much better.

He rolls his eyes; the lattes are identical.

TOBY
Today’s the day!  The FEMME 
magazine Christmas party!  The 
party of all New York parties.  
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The who’s who of who’s hip and 
cool.  “If you make it there, 
you’ll make it anywhere!”

Her eyes twinkle.  

TOBY (CONT'D)
And, I’ve got your invitation right 
here.  Aren’t you excited?!?

He displays it for her from a stack of papers he’s hugging.

CALLISTA
(conspiratorially)

Any messages from...?

Toby leans into her, conspiratorially.

TOBY
Maria Elena Pomerantz?  Not yet.  I 
couriered your resume, as you 
requested.  It was received 
yesterday at five forty-nine by—

He refers to his ever-present daytimer.

TOBY (CONT’D)
Mindy Konitz.  Sassoon called to 
confirm your one-thirty.  I’ll meet 
you at your place at three-thirty 
to do your makeup—

At her desk Callista turns and looks over Toby’s shoulder as 
ERICA, 24, barges in with a handful of transparencies and 
some 11”x17” printouts which she deposits at a lightbox.

ERICA
Here’s the DO’s and DON’Ts layout 
and the selects.

Callista walks over to the lightbox with Toby and starts 
reviewing the photographs, marking them with a grease pencil.

CALLISTA
Too fat!

(pause)
Macramé?

(pause)
Suh-lut!

(pause)
Eeewww...

MARTA KRUGER, 40s, FASHION EDITOR, walks in and joins them.
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MARTA
Talk to me!

Callista straightens up as Toby and Erica slouch at 
attention.

CALLISTA
These are the picks for the new DOs 
and DON’Ts.

Marta leans in and scans the transparencies on the lightbox, 
humming.

MARTA
Too fat, hippie, trashy,...  What’s 
this one?

Marta points at the fourth, telephoto photograph of a 
BEAUTIFUL YOUNG WOMAN unwittingly walking toward the furtive 
photographer.  Callista gapes at Marta.

MARTA (CONT’D)
She looks normal, to me.

Callista circles the GIRL’S CROTCH with the grease pencil.  
Marta and the rest peer closely.  Marta looks at Callista.

CALLISTA
Camel toes!?

MARTA
Camel toes?  What are camel toes?

CALLISTA
Her pants are so tight she’s 
showing her “what-what” for all the 
world to see.

MARTA
Her what?

They look more closely.  The young woman’s pudendum barely 
indicates the feminine structure underneath her pants.

TOBY
Her vulva!

They glance at him.

ERICA
Jean rape!

They glance at her.
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TOBY & ERICA
Sorry.

CALLISTA
It’s DEFINITELY a fashion DON’T.

MARTA
Oh my god!  That seems a bit...low, 
don’t you think?  JACQUI’s mission 
is to teach women about fashion—

CALLISTA
(interrupting)

JACQUI is a trusted friend.  Better 
that JACQUI tell her than someone 
else.

Marta’s beeper goes off.

MARTA
I don’t know.  I can barely see it.  

(aside)
How often have I shown my “what-
what” to the world?

(to Callista)
Think about it and get back to me.

Marta leaves Callista chewing her lip and Toby and Erica 
studying the photo.  They look at her.  Callista looks at 
Erica.

CALLISTA
Can you Photoshop it?

ERICA
Eliminate it?

CALLISTA
Accentuate it!

Erica and Toby are shocked.  Erica calculates if it’s 
possible.

ERICA
Wouldn’t that be...

TOBY
...Unethical?

CALLISTA
It’s a public service.
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ERICA
But, what if she recognizes 
herself?

TOBY
That’s soooo evil.  I.  Would.  
Die.

Toby is just in awe of Callista.

ERICA
It doesn’t seem fair.

CALLISTA
Fashion isn’t fair.

They stare at her.

CALLISTA (CONT'D)
Well, she should have known better, 
walkin’ around, dressed like that!

ERICA
What about the rest of the layout?

CALLISTA
It’s fine.

Erica turns and slouches out of Callista’s office.

TOBY
Marco is shooting Winona in her 
prison oranges today, Kimberly is e-
mailing her piece by noon and 
here’s your newest issue of...

She looks up excitedly as she sits at her desk.

TOBY (CONT'D)
FEMME.

He hands her a magazine and sings an ANGELIC CHORAL BACKUP: 
FEMME, THE NUMBER ONE WOMEN’S FASHION MAGAZINE.  Callista is 
all eyes as she sets aside everything else and reverently 
takes the magazine with both hands.  She pauses.

Toby catches on and clears stuff off Callista’s blotter.  She 
smiles and rests the new issue on the blotter.

TOBY (CONT'D)
I’ll be...outside.

Toby reluctantly leaves her.

7.



CALLISTA
Thank you....

...and closes her door.  Callista tears open the plastic 
mailing bag FEMME arrives in and tosses it aside.  Her hands 
fondle the laminated satin-finish cover.

Callista admires FEMME’s cover photo: a lustrous, 
pearlescent, Catherine Zeta-Jones, all hair, eyelashes and 
cleavage-to-kill-a-horse.  An eyebrow arches in appreciation 
as a hand tentatively goes to her hair.

She opens the magazine and starts to flip through it to the 
good parts.

Toby stops at Erica’s workstation.

TOBY
Callista Whitlow Hendershott, she’s 
got perfect bitch!

(pause)
I LOVE her!  

ERICA
(petulantly)

Why don’t you marry her, then?

Toby swoons and leans on Erica.  Erica frowns at him.

Meanwhile, in her office, Callista is focused on her issue of 
FEMME as she turns pages reverently.  She reaches the 
editorial staff page and stares at one name: MARIA ELENA 
POMERANTZ — SENIOR FASHION EDITOR.  She sighs with ambition.

CALLISTA
(muttered)

You ARE GOING TO HIRE me!

She’s almost in ecstasy as she flips lovingly through the 
magazine.  Sweaty, sheeny models pout and thrust and lunge at 
the cameras, wearing threatening, tempting, slipping, almost 
dropping garments on their lanky frames.

Everyone on these pages seems so tortured to be the focus of 
so much attention.  As each page turns Callista seems to 
mimic the posing and flashing and pouting in the magazine.

SHE IS THIS MAGAZINE.

TIME SLOWS DOWN as the SOUNDS of the outer office fade and 
she’s completely immersed in being FEMME.
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INT. LIVINGROOM - DAY - FLASHBACK

5 year-old Callista Whitlow Hendershott is opening a 
Christmas present: a Christian Dior Barbie® doll.  Callista 
peers at its big hoop skirt and bowl-shaped hat.

She instantly takes a pair of scissors and cuts the skirt 
into a mini, at a sexy ‘80s slant.  Then she inverts the hat 
and cocks it at an angle.  Lastly she rolls up the sleeves 
and pulls up the collar on Barbie’s jacket.

CALLISTA (5)
That’s better.

INT. JACQUI PUBLISHING HEADQUARTERS - CONTINUOUS

Callista’s daydreaming.

TOBY (O.S.)
(intercom)

Don’t you love the—

CALLISTA
I’m not done yet.

TOBY (O.S.)
(intercom)

Sorry.  Paul called.

She immerses herself in another spread for who knows how 
long...

TOBY (O.S.) (CONT'D)
(intercom)

Aren’t the shoes just—

CALLISTA
(interrupting)

I’m not done yet.

TOBY (O.S.)
(intercom)

Sorry.  Brad called.

Another stretch of time goes by.

TOBY (O.S.) (CONT'D)
(intercom)

Isn’t the spread just—

Callista just glares at the phone.
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TOBY (O.S.) (CONT'D)
(intercom)

Sorry.

Finally, she reaches the end of the magazine and the end of 
her latte.  She turns the page with SCHADENFREUDE, a word she 
doesn’t know, but an emotion with which she’s very familiar: 
gleeful joy at the misfortune of others. 

She turns to FEMME’s TO SEE OR NOT TO SEE fashion column, a 
section that showcases a few lucky fashion plates and several 
unfortunate fashion disasters in captioned photos.

The subjects are caught on the streets and skimpy BLACK BARS 
are superimposed over their eyes, to protect the ignorant.

Callista inhales as she prepares to look at each victim.

This issue has one lucky girl who knows how to wear a flower 
print roll pleat skirt.

CALLISTA
Cute.

But, the rest....  One girl has too many patterns on.

CALLISTA (CONT'D)
Patterns!  Puhlease... everyone 
knows that.

Another girl is showing a G-string.

CALLISTA (CONT'D)
Only at night, Sister, unless 
that’s your usual corner.

Another girl is lugging a huge purse.

CALLISTA (CONT'D)
The outfit or the purse.  Pick one, 
Honey.

FINALLY, a photograph of the backside of a LISSOME BLONDE, 
walking down some street.  The photograph caught the blonde 
in mid-stride and head slightly turned in mid-hair-flip.

Callista reads the caption to herself, in agreement.

CALLISTA (CONT'D)
Oh, come on!  “NOT TO SEE: The 
typical female has two butt cheeks, 
not four.  Watch the panty-line, 
Girls!”
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The photo shows that she has FOUR CHEEKS SQUEEZED out of her 
normal TWO.  Callista chuckles gleefully and takes the last 
gulp of her latte.

AND THEN SPITS IT OUT IN A RIOTOUS SPRAY

She peers at the photo.  She looks at the blonde’s purse.  
THAT purse is hanging off her doorknob.

She looks at the blonde’s belt.  THAT belt is in Callista’s 
bedroom.

She looks at the blonde’s bracelet.  Callista grabs her 
wrist, covering the BRACELET.

She looks at the blonde’s head, half-turned, skimpy black bar 
covering her eyes.  The bar disappears...

CUT TO:

EXT. STREET - DAY - FLASHBACK

Callista is walking down the street without a care in the 
world as she’s photographed, head slightly turned in mid-hair-
flip, by some unknown FEMME photographer collecting samples 
for the next TO SEE OR NOT TO SEE column.

BACK TO:

INT. JACQUI PUBLISHING HEADQUARTERS

Callista’s hand shoots to her mouth as she GASPS, HORRIFIED.

CALLISTA
No!  There must be some mistake!   
That’s not me.  It can’t be me.  
I’d never be caught dead in one of 
these... photos....

She studies the butt in the photograph that clearly is 
wearing some very tight BIKINI CUT panties.  The stresses and 
overpressures of the competing garments and the cheeks are 
quite apparent.  Callista jumps to her feet.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
It CAN’T be!  I WEAR A THONG!

TOBY (O.S.)
(intercom)

How’s that?

CALLISTA
What?!?
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TOBY (O.S.)
(intercom)

Did you say something?

She glares at the phone.

CALLISTA
No, sorry!

She jabs a button to make sure Toby’s not eavesdropping.  She 
stares at the photo and continues to cover her mouth as the 
incomprehensible horror of her discovery sinks in.

She flattens the magazine on her desk, turns on her desk-
lamp, and glares at the photo.  She yanks a drawer open and 
grabs her photographer’s lupe.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
That’s not my bracelet....

She stares at the ENLARGED bracelet on the girl’s wrist: the 
one she’s WEARING.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
There must be hundreds of those 
belts...

She stares at the girl’s ENLARGED belt, identical to the one 
in her bedroom, on the FLOOR.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
Anyone could have that purse...

She stares at the girl’s ENLARGED purse.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
But, but, but, that’s not my butt.

She stares at the girl’s ENLARGED butt with four pouting 
cheeks.  She stares at the head, half-turned.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
But, that is my face.

She collapses on the magazine, burying her head in her arms, 
whimpering.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
No, not me.  Not—

(pause)
Not TODAY!

She looks up tearfully, desperately, at her desk calendar.
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Toby opens her door.

TOBY
I need to know if you’re still 
lunching—

CALLISTA
(interrupting)

GetOUT!

She throws her hands up, warding him off.  She wipes her face 
and slams the magazine closed and stands up.

TOBY
But, you’ve got a full schedule—

CALLISTA
(interrupting)

Get out, get out, get out!

Toby backpedals immediately out the door, almost dropping the 
papers he’s carrying.  He quickly shuts her door.

TOBY
Girl sure loves that magazine!

He leans against the door and listens in.  He sits at his 
desk and checks his desk calendar.  ONE WEEK out of each 
month is CIRCLED with a pink pen with hearts and flowers.

TOBY (CONT'D)
It’s not her period...

Toby ponders while clutching his FEMME.

In her office, Callista is devastated.  She paces around 
several times, hyperventilating.  She starts to freak out 
more as she looks for a paper bag.  She spots the plastic 
wrapper her FEMME came in and snatches it.

She breathes into it, steaming it up.  It’s almost like a 
balloon.  But, it does the trick pretty quickly.  She pulls 
the bag away, light-headed.  She sits at her desk, before she 
keels over.  She takes deep breaths.

CALLISTA
There MUST BE some MISTAKE.  This 
can’t be happening.  

She opens the magazine again.  She holds it at arm’s length, 
trying to be objective.  She squints at it, tilts her head 
this way and that.
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CALLISTA (CONT’D)
No one’s gonna be able to tell 
that’s me.

She stares at her FACE with the BLACK BAR over it.  She 
chuckles, trying for nonchalance and devil-may-care.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
Impossible!  That’s, that’s,... 
yeah.  I’d never be in one of 
these.  No one would ever suspect.  
No one will know.  What am I 
worried about?

She takes another deep breath and finally smiles a bit.

She looks at the photo in as many different ways as she can.  
She pretends to be flipping through the magazine, glancing at 
the photos.  She looks at the other fashion victims and 
shrugs, incapable of identifying them.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
Don’t know her, don’t know her, 
don’t know her...

She smiles and sighs.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
No one will ever know!

She takes some more moments to collect and compose herself.  
She reaches for her phone.  But it RINGS before she touches 
it.  She picks it up.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
Callista!?

JOSIE (O.S.)
(filtered)

Isn’t that you, the blonde?

CALLISTA
Blonde?  What blonde?

JOSIE (O.S.)
(filtered)

Have you LOOKED at the picture—

CALLISTA
(interrupting)

I can’t talk right now!
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She slams the phone down.  The phone RINGS again and she 
picks it up.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
Yes?

KAREN (O.S.)
(filtered)

Karen.  What is going on with that 
pantyline?!?

Callista cringes.

CALLISTA
It must be some girl who looks like 
me.  Plus, I’d never be found 
dead——

KAREN (O.S.)
(filtered)

Uh, that’s you, sister—

CALLISTA
(interrupting)

I’ve got another call!

She hangs up.  The phone RINGS again.  She stares at it.  She 
finally picks it up.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
Callista—

STEPHANIE
(interrupting)

Ohmygod—

Callista HANGS UP.  The phone rings again.  She stares at it.  
More calls are coming in as the different lines light up all 
the way down the list.  She watches it in horror.  Finally...

TOBY (O.S.)
(intercom)

Are you answering your phone?

She jumps.

CALLISTA
Uh, yeah!  No!  I’m busy!

TOBY (O.S.)
(intercom)

Do you want me to take them?
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CALLISTA
No!  Let them go to voicemail!

At his desk, Toby frowns at the phone.

TOBY
Okay...

He turns and stares at Callista’s office door, doing his best 
inspector/Gloria Swanson expression and pose.

Erica walks up to her door with a printout.

TOBY (CONT’D)
Watch yourself.

ERICA
Huh?

She opens the door and walks in.  Callista gapes at her.

CALLISTA
WHAT?

ERICA
Is this what you’re talking about?

She hands her the printout while looking at her warily.  
Callista snatches it out of her hand and glares at it; it’s a 
beginning attempt at accentuating the camel toes on the 
unsuspecting woman.  It’s a bit “puffy.”

Callista has a realization.

CALLISTA
Photoshop!

ERICA
Yeahhaa...

Callista gets up and moves over to Erica and 
uncharacteristically grabs her by the shoulders, turns her 
around, and shoves her out of the office crumpling the 
printout as she does so.

CALLISTA
Thank you, great.

Callista closes her door on Erica.  Toby looks at Erica.

TOBY
That was quick.
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ERICA
But!

Erica is still speaking to Callista but gives up.  She frowns 
at Toby and goes back to her workstation.

In her office, Callista flattens the printout.

CALLISTA
That’s it!  THEY MESSED AROUND WITH 
MY BUTT.  DIGITALLY!

She opens the magazine to the page.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
Those bitches!

She paces.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
Focus, Callista, focus.

She sits at her desk, takes out her cellphone and dials.

INT. PHOENIX INVESTMENTS/CALLISTA’S OFFICE-JACQUI - INTERCUT

CHARLES “CHUCK” CADWALLADDER, 28, is on his headset working 
for his millions.  He’s an international bonds trader, rising 
meteorically through the ranks in his profession.  He looks 
like JFK Jr. without the geeky boy stuff.

CHUCK
Frank, trust me!

(pause)
Yeah, I know.  But, this time, 
trust me when I say, “trust me.”

His phone CHIRPS at him.

CHUCK (CONT’D)
Money waits for no one, Frank.  
Call me in fifteen.

He switches over to the new call.

CHUCK (CONT’D)
Cheeuck!

CALLISTA (O.S.)
(filtered)

It’s Callista.
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He sits up in his small office.  He looks around, distracted 
by his to-do list.

CHUCK
Hey, Beautiful!

CALLISTA
Fine, thank you— Are you ready for 
tonight?

She opens her daytimer and with a pen goes down a list, 
crossing off items.

INSERT:
FEMME Party TO DO:
Dry cleaners
Shoes
Hair/Nails/Toes
Makeup
Guy:
Suit
Shoes
Hair/nails
Limo

She crosses out “Guy” on her list.

CHUCK (O.S.)
(filtered)

Of course.  All set.

CALLISTA
Did you reserve a car?

Chuck frowns at the phone.

CHUCK
Uh, yes—

CALLISTA (O.S.)
(interrupting)

The Dior tux?

CHUCK
Yesss—

CALLISTA
(interrupting)

Make an appointment with your 
stylist—

She crosses off items from the To Do list.
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CHUCK
(interrupting)

And a manicure, like you said, 
Baby.  It’s all set.  I’ll pick you 
up at five thirty.

Callista looks heavenward, nervously.

CALLISTA
Okay.  I’ll be ready.  Don’t be 
late!

She hangs up.

CHUCK
So, how’s your day?

The line’s dead.  Chuck doesn’t get it.  He jabs the hook 
switch a few times.

CHUCK (CONT’D)
Callista?

INT. JACQUI PUBLISHING HEADQUARTERS - CONTINUOUS

Callista is on to other matters.  Her pen stops at Shoes on 
the list.

CALLISTA
Will he shine his shoes?

She frowns and shakes her head.  Her phone is still ringing.  
She tries to focus on some work, photos and layouts and copy 
lying on her desk.  But, instead she stares at her phone.  
The calls RING, RING, RING and then go to voicemail.

Toby is staring at the phone as well.  He can see all her 
calls coming in.  He surreptitiously picks up his handset and 
keys into Callista’s voicemail.

VOICEMAIL VOICE (O.S.)
(filtered)

You have fourteen messages—
(interrupting)

—first message—

Toby jabs buttons.  The first message plays.

JOSIE (O.S.)
(filtered)

You bitch!  Don’t hang up on me!  
That IS you!  Ohmygod!  
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Are you okay?  How did you ever go 
out that way—

CALLISTA (O.S.)
(intercom)

Toby?

Toby jabs the line to exit voicemail.

TOBY
Yes?

CALLISTA (O.S.)
(intercom)

Confirm my lunch with that shoe 
designer.

TOBY
Gotcha!

He flips his Rolodex and dials.  But, this doesn’t keep him 
from wondering.  He drums his fingers on his issue of FEMME.

Callista picks up a stack of papers, ignoring her phone and 
steps out of her office.

TOBY (CONT’D)
Yes.  Eleven forty five at the 
Deluxe.  Thank you.

Callista pauses at his desk as he hangs up.

TOBY (CONT’D)
Confirmed.

CALLISTA
Good.

She walks off and he watches her.  He studies her walk, her 
sashay, her butt in her jeans, her accessories — professional 
rivalry.  His phone RINGS.

TOBY
Callista Whitlow Hendershott’s 
office.

INT. WOMEN’S RESTROOM

Callista walks in and immediately searches the restroom for 
any other women.  It’s empty.  She stands at the sinks and 
sets down the papers in her hands.

She steps back, turns halfway and tries to look at her butt 
in her jeans.  It’s not doing what the photograph shows.  
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There’s another, floor-length, mirror in the restroom.  She 
tries to see herself in it, with difficulty.

CALLISTA
First thing I’ll do in my new job 
is murder whoever did this to me!

INT. STREET

A black Mercedes Benz stops at the curb.  The driver, DONNIE, 
20s, a skinny African kid with a charming smile and a smart 
aleck quality, opens the back door for his passenger as he 
watches a pretty young woman walk by and smiles foolishly.

DONNIE
Have I died and gone to heaven?

MACK MATABEYO, 32, from Kenya, gets out of the Benz 
witnessing the whole spectacle.  After the young woman passes 
he slaps Donnie on the back of the head.

MACK
You’re not like this with the 
ambassador, are you?

Donnie scowls at him and tends to his head.

DONNIE
What?  She’s beautiful, Mack.

Mack smirks at him and shakes his head.

MACK
Less is more, Donnie, less is more.

DONNIE
Thank you, Martha Stewart.

Callista is walking down the sidewalk on her way to her lunch 
appointment.  She passes a newsstand.  Callista winces as she 
notices ground-to-roof panels of FEMME magazines on display.  

She looks around at the city street populated with the 
chaotic variety of New York.  The young women, more or less 
in Callista’s league, are who stand out to her.  Her normally 
critical eye picks up every good detail and EVERY BAD DETAIL.

Bra straps showing; not at all, just right, too much.  
Accessories; appropriate, so-so, completely wrong.  
Hairstyles; retro, up-to-the-second, far-out.
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VISIBLE PANTY LINES.  Callista is now staring at the 
different female butts, of every variety, as she navigates 
through the crowd.  The barrage of glimpsed images become 
frenetic: BUTT AFTER BUTT AFTER BUTT AFTER BUTT.

SUIT AND TIE

She runs into Mack and drops her purse.  He immediately picks 
it up and dusts it off as he hands it to her.

MACK
Excuse me.

CALLISTA
No.  It was my—

He’s incredibly handsome, but he’s...BLACK.  He notices 
Callista‘s beauty and her awkwardness.  He smiles at her.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
Thank you.

She takes the purse and fidgets.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
You’re...

He listens and smiles.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
...suit, is BEAUTIFUL.  Savile Row?

He glances down and then looks at her.  She smiles 
tentatively.

MACK
Spot on.  You have an eye for fine 
clothing.

She nods and then frowns.

CALLISTA
Excuse me.

MACK
Have a nice day.

Mack watches her walk away.

DONNIE
She got away, Martha.

He turns and frowns at Donnie.
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INT. THE DELUXE

Callista is sitting at a table by the window with YUKIO 
HAMMERSCHMIDT, 26 or 47 (hard to tell).  He’s a thin man with 
a big head.  However, Callista is still distracted by the 
parade on the street.

YUKIO
You can’t judge someone until 
you’ve walked a mile in their 
shoes.  Now, while I think that’s 
just unsanitary, I think the 
overall point is sound, know what I 
mean?  Anyone can get comfortable 
shoes!  My shoes make a statement.

CALLISTA
“Life is pain and suffering.”

YUKIO
Intensely!

CALLISTA
What do you say to some who say 
you’re a sadist?

YUKIO
What do you mean?

She stares at him blankly.

CALLISTA
I don’t know.  I was hoping you 
knew what that meant.

YUKIO
Is that like B-D-S and M?

CALLISTA
I don’t really do drugs, I dunno.

He’s flummoxed.  But, then he’s distracted by a woman who 
walks by their window.

YUKIO
Girl.  I could tell what religion 
she is.

He points with his chin at the woman.  Callista sort of 
turns, not getting it.
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YUKIO (CONT’D)
Speaking of tight pants!  Have you 
seen the new FEMME today?

Callista’s eyes pop out of her head and she GULPS.

CALLISTA
Oh, I’m sorry.  Gotta’ go.

INT. JACQUI PUBLISHING HEADQUARTERS

Callista walks in as Toby is walking out.

TOBY
Did you forget something?

CALLISTA
Uh, yeah.  I wasn’t hungry.

He does a double-take, turns and follows her back inside.

TOBY
Do you need something?

CALLISTA
You going to lunch?

TOBY
I was bringing it back.

CALLISTA
Go ahead.

TOBY
Okay....

He stops and turns and leaves...wondering.

INT. ELEVATOR

Toby is in the middle of the elevator crowd.  He’s thumbing 
through his FEMME on the way down.  As the elevator reaches 
the lobby and flushes out he flips to TO SEE OR NOT TO SEE.  
He starts to exit and stops, frozen.

TOBY
No.

People flow around him, jostling him.  He stares at the 
column.

Finally, before too many people rush into the elevator, he 
barges out, staring at the photos.
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EXT. SIDEWALK

Toby autopilots to a sandwich shop around the corner, head in 
the magazine.  He’s staring at Callista’s NOT TO SEE photo 
with the lame black bar over her eyes.

He looks up and flashes back to being in the office and 
watching Callista walk away, particularly how her butt looked 
as she sashayed away.  It looked just like this photo (except 
for the vacuum-tight panties and panty-line).

INT. SANDWICH SHOP

Toby gets in line behind a LITTLE OLD LADY who glances at him 
and the magazine.  He stares at the photo agape and starts to 
shake his head slowly.  A mischievous look crosses his face.

TOBY
Ouch!

The little old lady turns to him.

LITTLE OLD LADY
Beauty hurts.

INT. JACQUI PUBLISHING HEADQUARTERS

Toby returns to his desk and peeks into Callista’s office.  
It’s empty.  He finds a Post-it note on his phone: Went to 
Sassoon, see if they can take me sooner.  CWH ;0)

ERICA (O.C.)
What’s with Callista?

Toby looks at Erica who is passing with more layouts in her 
hands.

ERICA (CONT'D)
I know that dumb party is tonight, 
but please!  She’s just...acting 
weird today.

TOBY
Haven’t noticed.

Erica walks off.  Toby looks at the NOT TO SEE photo again 
and nods to himself, sucking on a tooth.

INT. HAIR SALON

Callista walks up to the HOSTESS behind the reception desk.
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HOSTESS
Hi, Callista.  You’re early.

(pause)
Nervous about tonight?

CALLISTA
What?  Oh, that.  Noooo....I just 
figured I’d come and see if Kelly 
could take me sooner.

HOSTESS
I’ll let her know you’re here.

Callista turns to the waiting area and notices several copies 
of FEMME.  One is open to TO SEE OR NOT TO SEE.  She jumps on 
it and slams it closed.

She turns, huffing, and notices the hostess smiling at her 
strangely.  Callista smiles, embarrassed.

CALLISTA
Neat freak.

HOSTESS
...Kelly will come and get you...

KELLY, 31, Callista’s hairstylist, walks out to reception.

KELLY
Hi, Callista.  How are you?

CALLISTA
Fine.

KELLY
Would you like something to drink?  
Juice, soda, win—

CALLISTA
(interrupting)

Wine.

KELLY
Red or—

CALLISTA
(interrupting)

White.

KELLY
Okay...
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Kelly takes Callista to the hair washing specialists and 
peels off to bring her a glass of wine.

Callista is seated, wearing a robe, as an ASSISTANT starts to 
wash her hair.  Kelly returns and hands Callista her glass of 
wine.

KELLY (CONT’D)
Here you go.

Callista sits up, interrupts the hair washing, grabs the 
glass, and takes a gulp.  Kelly hides her judgement with a 
smile.

CALLISTA
Thanks.

LATER

Kelly is cutting Callista’s hair.

KELLY
Have you seen the new FEMME?  Do 
you want one?

CALLISTA
Yeah.  No.  That’s alright.

Kelly shrugs.  Callista is barely keeping it together as 
women at stations on either side of her are perusing copies 
of their own.

KELLY
Did you see the spread on French 
shoes?

CALLISTA
Yeah.

KELLY
Did you see the spread on retro 
evening gowns?

CALLISTA
Yeah.

KELLY
Did you see this issue’s TO SEE OR 
NOT TO SEE?

CALLISTA
Nope.
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KELLY
I thought that was your favorite. 
They caught this poor thing with 
these tight-ass panties and VPL 
that goes for miles.  Ouch!  I 
don’t know what I’d do if I found 
myself in one of those.

Callista is trying not to cry.

KELLY (CONT’D)
One thing I like about your guy’s 
DOs and DON’Ts column is that it’s 
not as mean, usually, as FEMME’s.  
I mean FEMME seems to have this 
really high standard.

CALLISTA
Yeah.

Callista nervously looks around at the new appointments who 
walk in.

KELLY
Who you taking to the party 
tonight?

CALLISTA
This finance guy I met at the 
Anderson Christmas party.

KELLY
Good looking?

CALLISTA
Yeah, but not distractingly so, you 
know what I mean?  I can’t have my 
date be cuter than me tonight.

KELLY
Arm candy.  What’s his story?

CALLISTA
He’s always talking about work, 
it’s over my head.

KELLY
So, you’ve got the outfit.  You’ve 
got the date.  You’ll have the do.  
All set.
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CALLISTA
We’ll see.  I want to get Maria 
Elena Pomerantz to myself for a 
second or two.  But, first I need 
to knock her socks off with how 
fashionable I am.  She’s got to 
want to give me the position 
without me asking for it.

Kelly nods at the strategy.  Callista looks around at a woman 
at a dryer reading FEMME, turning to the last page, TO SEE OR 
NOT TO SEE, and wincing at what she sees there.

KELLY
You still seeing Brad and Paul?  

CALLISTA
...yeah.

KELLY
They still don’t know about each 
other?

CALLISTA
I dunno.  I’m sure they’re not 
angels when they’re out of my 
sight.

Kelly nods.

KELLY
Yup.  Which one do you like better?

CALLISTA
They’re both good in bed, I guess.  
Paul’s all entrepreneurial.  Brad’s 
a trust fund baby, snowboarder.  
But, I don’t care.  The last thing 
I need now is some guy on the fast 
track to suburbia cramping my 
style.

KELLY
Don’t you want to fall in love, get 
married?

CALLISTA
Prince Charming?

KELLY
Well, he doesn’t have to be 
royalty, but charm’s always a good 
thing.
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CALLISTA
Whatever.

LATER

Kelly is done cutting Callista’s hair and is now styling it.

KELLY
What do you think so far?

Callista looks in the mirror in front of her.  STEPHANIE, 27, 
walks into the salon and talks to the hostess.  Stephanie’s 
one of the many callers earlier.  She looks very much like 
Callista, tall, blonde, thin.

CALLISTA
Shit!

Kelly’s eyes pop out.

KELLY
What?

CALLISTA
I’ve got to go.  What time is it?

KELLY
What?  Uh, two thirty.

Callista bobs her head around looking at her hair and nods.

CALLISTA
It’s great.  I’ve got to go.

Callista starts to get up.

KELLY
But, I’m not done yet.

CALLISTA
It’s perfect.

She peels the gown off of herself.

KELLY
Wait.  Weren’t you going to have 
Leslie make you up?

CALLISTA
I’ll do it at home.
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Callista hands Kelly the gown and hurries to the coatcheck 
where she strips off the robe and puts her shirt back on and 
gets her things.  She digs into her purse and jams a tip into 
Kelly’s hand as she nervously smiles at her.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
Here.  Thanks.

Kelly tries to finish up the last part of what she was doing.

KELLY
If you just sit down I’ll be done 
in a second.

CALLISTA
Can’t.  Gotta go.

The hostess brings Stephanie back and Callista spots her.  
She tries to duck away as Kelly notices.  Kelly gives her an 
inquiring look.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
Is there a back door?

Kelly’s eyes bug out again.

STEPHANIE
Callista?!?

Callista frowns and swallows.  She turns around with a fake 
smile.

CALLISTA
Hey!

STEPHANIE
Did you get my message?  I got cut 
off—

CALLISTA
(interrupting)

Oh, no.

STEPHANIE
Have you seen the new FEMME?

She holds it up.  Callista snatches it out of her hand.  
Callista does the quickest of flips through the magazine.

CALLISTA
No.  Great.  Is it good?
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STEPHANIE
Well, there’s one thing you should 
see.

Stephanie stops short, aware of Kelly and the hostess and 
others around them.  Callista hands it back to Stephanie as 
she maneuvers around her on her way out.

Stephanie notices the area of Callista’s hair that isn’t 
done.

STEPHANIE (CONT’D)
Callista?

CALLISTA
I’ve gotta run— get ready for 
tonight.  You gonna be there?

STEPHANIE
Of course.  I’ve been waiting all 
year.  I’ve got this gorgeous Donna 
Karan—

CALLISTA
(interrupting)

NiceSeeya!

Callista gets through them and heads out to the reception 
area.  The hostess follows her.

STEPHANIE
But...

She holds up FEMME again.

Callista has her checkbook out and writes a check for the 
appointment.  The hostess looks at her warily.

HOSTESS
I think you paid for a makeup 
session... which you didn’t get.

CALLISTA
That’s okay.  Give me a credit.  
I’ve got to go.  Bye.

Callista is out the door.  The hostess holds up her check and 
waves goodbye.

Kelly and Stephanie are still commiserating.

KELLY
That was odd.
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STEPHANIE
You think that’s odd.  Check this 
out.

She shows her the TO SEE OR NOT TO SEE column.

KELLY
Oh, I know!  Don’t you just hate 
it?

She looks at Stephanie who is staring at her, matter of 
factly.

KELLY (CONT’D)
What?

Stephanie points at Callista’s photo.

KELLY (CONT’D)
Yeah?

She looks up and then gets it and looks out the front, the 
way Callista went, and back at Stephanie.

KELLY (CONT’D)
No way!

STEPHANIE
Total way.  I borrowed that belt 
once.  She made such a big deal 
about getting it back.

Kelly SHRIEKS, grabs the magazine and studies the photo with 
new interest.  They have a nervous SHRIEKFEST after that.

INT. CAB

Callista is checking her hair in her compact mirror.  She 
looks out the windows anxiously.  This CAB DRIVER (#2) spies 
on her through his mirror.  She notices and settles down, 
trying to look normal.

EXT. STREET

The cab stops and Callista spills out and runs to her 
apartment.

INT. CALLISTA’S APARTMENT

Callista is taking a shower with a shower cap on so as to not 
ruin Kelly’s incomplete efforts.  The doorbell is RINGING.
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She finishes her rushed shower and scrambles out, wrapping a 
towel around herself.

CALLISTA
Coming!

She opens a window to vent steam and takes off the shower 
cap.  She glances at herself.  Not too much damage done.

She goes to her door and opens it.  Toby is there with a 
genuine ’60s PanAm bag.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
Hey!  Good, you’re here.

TOBY
I brought my tools.

He’s a bit surprised to see her in this state.  As she turns 
her back he gives her a very knowing once-over.  He looks at 
the back of her head and the part left undone by Kelly.

TOBY (CONT'D)
How was the hair salon?

She turns, concerned, attending to her hair.

CALLISTA
I thought I was running late.  My 
watch is fast.

TOBY
You don’t wear a watch.

CALLISTA
You need to finish it.

TOBY
I can see that.  How’d she let you 
go like that?

CALLISTA
Whatever.  You want some wine?

She pads into the kitchen where she pours some wine.

TOBY
Of course.

She pours a glass for him.  She sits down on a kitchen stool 
and sighs.
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CALLISTA
I’m all hot from running around.

TOBY
Me too.

(pause)
I brought your FEMME.

He tosses it on the kitchen counter to see how she’ll react.  
She flinches.

CALLISTA
Oh,... thanks.

TOBY
It’s a pretty interesting issue, 
don’t you think?

She sips and hides in her glass.  He sips and hides and spies 
on her.

CALLISTA
I haven’t noticed.

TOBY
I thought so.  Didn’t you get to 
look at it?

CALLISTA
A little.

She picks it up, mostly to try to control it.  She makes a 
point of looking at the harmless middle spreads.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
Yeah, it’s...nice.

He nods at her, waiting.  She flips pages for a while, 
seemingly thinking.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
Okay.

She collapses, CLOSING HER EYES.  He takes out his copy.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
I need to tell you something.  I’ve 
never been more embarrassed in my 
entire life!

She opens her eyes and finds Toby holding the magazine open 
to HER PICTURE, surprising her.
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TOBY
It must have been shocking.

Callista starts crying in earnest.  She drops her head.  He 
moves over to her, placing a hand on her shoulder.

CALLISTA
Tonight’s supposed to be the night 
when I prove to Maria Elena 
Pomerantz that I DO belong on 
FEMME....and instead she’ll think 
I’m a fat-assed DON’T.

She looks up at him.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
You see,... I wear a THONG!

Toby looks at the picture again, thinks and realizes what 
that means.

TOBY
They didn’t!

CALLISTA
I feel so betrayed.  It’s unfair!

TOBY
But, isn’t that what you had Erica 
do to that poor girl’s picture?

CALLISTA
That’s different.  I’m just 
pointing out what’s already there.  
This is completely made up!

Toby doesn’t quite get it, but he hugs her, caresses her arms 
and kisses the top of her head.

TOBY
Don’t worry!  Toby’s here and 
tonight is going to be one big 
glamorous DO.

MONTAGE: Callista gets ready with Toby’s help.

1. Callista tries on different lingerie ending with a body 
suit/push-up bra lacy thing, which she shows to Toby.  He 
approves.

2. Callista tries on the two dresses she’s narrowed it down 
to and Toby gives his vote.  They have a heated argument 
about it.
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3. Friends again, Callista sits in a high chair, in her 
bodysuit, as Toby makes up her face, outlining her lips.  He 
mirrors everything he tells her to do.

4. Toby finishes styling Callista’s hair.

5. Toby is done, steps back and stares at Callista.  Simply 
based on his expression she must look INCREDIBLE.

END OF MONTAGE

EXT. THE MOMA - NIGHT

A short red carpet and velvet ropes have been set out for the 
arriving guests on the sidewalk outside the MUSEUM OF MODERN 
ART.  Banners hanging from the lightposts identify this as 
THE FEMME MAGAZINE CHRISTMAS PARTY.

A limo stops at the curb.  The driver opens the door for 
Chuck Cadwalladder who gets out and helps Callista out of the 
limo.

She looks GORGEOUS, wearing a burgundy evening gown that is 
close to a party dress, not quite a stuffy full-length 
extravaganza.  Definitely chic, but comfortable too.  She 
looks completely at ease.

Her hair, makeup, shoes and accessories are perfect.  
Callista and Chuck parade up the red carpet and look perfect 
as photographers snap their pictures.  A small crowd of guest-
listers negotiate with the bouncers outside.

Chuck really is the perfect escort for tonight, or at least 
for this crucial part, the red carpet paparazzi gauntlet.  
For the rest of the party, who cares?

INT. THE MOMA/FEMME CHRISTMAS PARTY

The party is going strong in the Museum of Modern Art.  
Callista walks in on Chuck’s arm and her eyes sparkle as she 
takes it all in.  She’s like a boxer going into the ring for 
her title fight.

CHUCK
This is great.

CALLISTA
Whatever you do, don’t embarrass 
me.

His smile falters as he glances at her uncertainly.
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They navigate into the nucleus of the party on their way to 
get drinks.  Chuck gets a beer for himself and a champagne 
for her.  With one look from her he gives the beer back to 
the caterer and gets a champagne for himself, chagrined.

Callista scans the crowd for VIPs and her eyes pause at some 
good candidates: movie stars, celebrities, politicos, fashion 
designers and

MARIA ELENA POMERANTZ, SENIOR FASHION EDITOR at FEMME.

Maria Elena, the CHIEF EDITOR, and FEMME’s PUBLISHER are 
clustered together, almost at a receiving line, greeting 
guests, friends and rivals.

But, Maria Elena Pomerantz has a sparkling halo around her as 
far as Callista is concerned.

Callista elbows Chuck.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
We’re on!

CHUCK
Huh?

She leads him to the receiving line.  She very fashionably 
and effectively cuts in line and moves up to Maria Elena.

Callista turns to Chuck, feigning fun at being at the MOMA.

CALLISTA
Don’t you just love the Met.

Chuck looks around.

CHUCK
The Met?

Callista’s up next, after a tall man with his back to her.  
Whoever he is, he’s wearing a gorgeous cool gray suit.

He turns around.  It’s MACK MATABEYO.  He smiles at her and 
notices how beautiful she looks and then he recognizes her.

MACK
Good evening.  Excuse me.

But she only has eyes for Maria Elena Pomerantz and Mack 
notices that, smiling.  Mack notices that she’s 
hyperventilating and then, by sheer force of will, she calms 
herself.  Mack is impressed and moves out of the clot.
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Maria Elena Pomerantz is right in front of Callista.  She 
turns and smiles at Callista.  Callista extends her hand 
casually.

CALLISTA
Maria Elena, Callista Whitlow 
Hendershott.

Mack looks back at the exchange as he walks away.

MARIA ELENA
Welcome to the party.  Merry 
Christmas, Happy Hanukkah, Happy 
Kwanzaa.

CALLISTA
Thank you.  This... is Charles 
Cadwalladder.  He’s with Phoenix 
Investments.

MARIA ELENA
Maria Elena Pomerantz, welcome.

CHUCK
Chuck.  Thanks.  This is a cool 
party—

CALLISTA
(interrupting)

You’ve done such a wonderful thing 
this year.  Beautiful.

Callista points at the decorations.

MARIA ELENA
Thank you.

CALLISTA
I’d love to chat with you later, if 
you will.

MARIA ELENA
My pleasure.

Callista smiles and leads Chuck away.  Chuck waggles his 
fingers at Maria Elena.

CALLISTA
(muttering)

Okay, she’s noticed me.  Now, for 
phase two.

39.



Mack has a soda and has watched Callista press the flesh with 
Maria Elena.  He seems to have a keenly observant eye.

JOHAN (O.C.)
Mr. Matabeyo?

Mack turns around to greet JOHAN JOHANSEN, 45, a Scandinavian 
diplomat.

MACK
Johan Johansen!  How’s the UN 
treating you?

JOHAN
Indifferently.  You?

MACK
We’ll have a vote tomorrow.

Callista is looking around to see where her next stop should 
be.  She spots Mack speaking to Johan and notices how 
charismatic he is.  He’s got a million volt smile that beams 
generously.

She turns to look at the rest of the crowd and catches Chuck 
staring voraciously at a big-breasted woman nearby.

CALLISTA
Having fun?

CHUCK
Yeah!  You?

He looks at her and his smile disappears.  Callista walks 
over to a fashion designer speaking to a man.

CALLISTA
Xander.  How are you?

XANDER
Callista, my sweet.  Fine.  How are 
you?

XANDER, just Xander, 30s, is an extravagant, picaresque 
designer, as shown by his bright purple tuxedo.  She caresses 
his lapel.

CALLISTA
One of your creations?

XANDER
Of course.  You look lovely, my 
dear.  And who is your gentleman?
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Callista graciously turns to Chuck and looks over his 
shoulder and sees STEPHANIE arrive with her DATE.

CALLISTA
This is—— Crap!

She turns her back to the door, obviously.

CHUCK
Chuck.  With Phoenix Investments.

CALLISTA
Sorry.

XANDER
Hi, Chuck.

Xander tries to spot the object of her unease.

XANDER (CONT'D)
Is there a problem?

CALLISTA
What?  Of course not!  Will you 
excuse us?

XANDER
My pleasure.

Callista and Chuck move away, hiding.

CHUCK
What was that about?

She hands him her glass.

CALLISTA
Can you get me another one?

He looks at the champagne still in her glass and at her and 
decides he doesn’t have an option.  He takes the glass and 
heads to a bar.  Callista looks around nervously.

STEPHANIE
Callista?

Callista winces and turns around.

CALLISTA
Hi.  You look beautiful.

Stephanie steps closer to her.
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STEPHANIE
You shot out of the hair salon like 
a bat out of hell.  You didn’t want 
anyone to know.

CALLISTA
I have no idea what you’re talking 
about.

STEPHANIE
That’s you in TO SEE OR NOT TO SEE, 
isn’t it?

Callista glares at her.  Stephanie’s DATE doesn’t know what 
to do with himself.

CALLISTA
That’s not me!

STEPHANIE
That’s totally you—

CALLISTA
(interrupting)

Well, it’s NOT MY BUTT!  I DON’T 
WEAR—

JOSIE (O.C.)
(interrupting)

Ohmygod!  Is that really you?

JOSIE, 27, another caller from before walks up to them 
excitedly with her DATE.  She grabs and yanks Callista’s arm.  
She checks with Stephanie.  Stephanie nods at her, smirking.  
Callista grinds her teeth and closes her eyes.

KAREN (O.C.)
Callistaaahhh?

Callista scrunches her eyes tighter as KAREN, 27, also 
another caller from earlier walks up to them with her DATE.

KAREN (CONT’D)
How could that happen?  Aren’t you 
just humiliated?

She looks at the other women.  Chuck comes back with 
Callista’s champagne.

CHUCK
Here, Callista.  Hey, folks.
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He tries to hand her the glass.  He looks at the crowd that’s 
gathered, the ignored guys, the three women and the cringing 
Callista.

CHUCK (CONT’D)
What’s up?

Callista snatches the glass from Chuck’s hand.

CALLISTA
Listen, that is not me in that 
picture.  I don’t want to hear 
another word about it tonight.  If 
I do...

She leans into her girlfriends and they lean in reflexively.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
I’ll out the botox junkie!

Their JAWS DROP.  All four touch some part of their faces, 
appalled by her threat.  She barges through them and away.

CHUCK
What picture?

The three women look at him.  Stephanie spots a round table 
near them with copies of the latest issue of FEMME.  She 
snatches one up, folds the back cover open and presents it to 
Chuck.  The other dates peer over his shoulder.

STEPHANIE
That picture!

She jabs at Callista’s photo with the NOT TO SEE heading over 
it.  All four guys ARCH AN EYEBROW in appreciation of her 
ass, completely unlike the women and to their disgust.

Callista gulps down some of her champagne as she ducks into 
another exhibit hall.  Docents throughout guard the art on 
display, but otherwise ignore the celebrants.  A VETERAN 
TEAMSTER GUARD eyes Callista, who is clearly upset. 

She continues strolling as another girlfriend, NANCY, 20s, 
spots her.

NANCY
Callista?!  I would die of 
embarrassment...

She runs away from her and into another gallery.  This room 
is more crowded with party guests actually studying the art.  
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Callista peers around, thinking she can hide out here for a 
bit.

SHANNON (O.C.)
Callista!  How embarrassing!

Callista sees SHANNON, 20s, approaching her with a look of 
concern verging on conspiracy.  Callista jumps and hurries 
out of the room.

She runs into KATIE, 20s.

KATIE
You must be so embarrassed!

Callista has a look of sheer panic on her face.

CALLISTA
No!  Leave me alone!

She breaks away from Katie.  Callista dodges out of that 
gallery into the next and beyond.  She reaches a nearly empty 
gallery and leans against a wall.

She leans her head back and closes her eyes.  A painting next 
to her seems to be staring at her.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
Why me?

She opens her eyes and peeks around the corner.  She turns 
quickly to continue her flight and runs into Mack studying a 
painting.

CALLISTA (CONT'D)
Sorry!

MACK
You again.  You seem to be in 
distress.  Are you in need of 
asylum?

CALLISTA
I... No, I’m fine.

Her eyes dart around the room, from door to door, nervously.  
Mack follows her eyes and nods.

MACK
Can I get you anything?  A glass of 
water?  A refill—
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CALLISTA
(interrupting)

No, thanks.

Mack extends his hand, stopping her.

MACK
I am M’kwesi Matabeyo.  My friends 
call me “Mack.”  I believe we 
collided on the street today, as 
well.

CALLISTA
Oh, right!  Callista... Whitlow 
Hendershott.  I’ve got to go.  Nice 
to meet you.

Mack steps out of her way, smiling.  As she runs away he 
watches her with a smile and shakes his head.

Chuck is by another bar with a beer in his hand, casually 
looking around, wondering where Callista is.

CALLISTA (O.C.) (CONT'D)
Hey.

He turns to look at her.  She’s still looking around.

CHUCK
Is that really you in that picture?

He points at the copies of FEMME around the party.  She 
groans.

CHUCK (CONT'D)
Is it?

CALLISTA
(muttered)

Sorta...

He LAUGHS.

CHUCK
Bummer.  Are you embarrassed?

She glares daggers at him.

CALLISTA
Of course I’m embarrassed, you 
idiot!
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Her eyes start to tear up.  Chuck gets scared; emotional 
female alert!

CHUCK
I just meant, it must be 
embarrassing to be seen in one of 
those—

Callista gracefully reaches out to him, grabs him by his bow-
tie and yanks him to her face, smiling.

CALLISTA
Yes, yes, yes.  That’s me and it’s 
pretty fucking, goddamn, 
embarrassing to be in one of those 
pictures.  Now, are there any other 
words of comfort you have for me?

Chuck gapes at her.  She shoves him back.  He fixes his tie, 
shirt and jacket.

CHUCK
Well, that picture makes your ass 
look pretty hot.

She does a slow turn to stare at him as if he were an alien.

LATER

Callista is avoiding her girlfriends and casing Maria Elena 
Pomerantz.  Chuck is dutifully standing by her with a 
champagne flute in his hand.

CHUCK (CONT’D)
Are you going to talk to her?

She turns around to him, smiling.

CALLISTA
That’s the general idea, Chuck.

Chuck is unaccustomed to being bossed around by a woman.  
He’s been reduced to his former little boy self.  He starts 
to shove his free hand in his pants pocket while Callista is 
busy surveying the crowd.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
Don’t!

He takes his hand out.  Callista cranes her neck and spots an 
opening.  She moves forward and Chuck reluctantly follows.
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EXT. THE MOMA

Marked and unmarked police cars pull up to the museum.  
Federal agents and a couple of police officers get out of the 
cars and walk inside amidst a constellation of flashbulbs 
going off as paparazzi snap their pictures.

INT. THE MOMA/FEMME CHRISTMAS PARTY - CONTINUOUS

Callista gets closer to Maria Elena, who is talking to some 
celebrity friend.

The federal agents walk in with the police officers.  
TREASURY AGENT SMITH, 30s, and TREASURY AGENT WESSON, 40s, 
look around the party.

Smith spots a young woman with a FEMME name-tag.  They 
approach her and whisper questions in her ear.  She looks 
around.  She leads them to another FEMME employee who has a 
clipboard.

They study the clipboard and find a lead.  Agents Smith and 
Wesson look up and scan the crowd.

Maria Elena’s celebrity friend leaves her side and Callista 
slips in.

CALLISTA
Awesome party.

MARIA ELENA
Thank you.  That’s a beautiful 
outfit.

Callista looks at herself as if for the first time.

CALLISTA
This?  Oh, thank you.

She pats her thighs.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
I was wondering if you ever got a 
chance to look at my book, my 
resume?

MARIA ELENA
Your book?
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CALLISTA
Yes, I sent it to you last week.  I 
understand you might be looking for 
someone for your fashion editor 
position.

MARIA ELENA
It’s been such a busy week, what 
with this party and getting the 
issue out and all.  I’m so sorry.

Callista rolls her eyes in solidarity.

CALLISTA
I can imagine.  That’s quite 
alright.

Callista smiles, nervously and expectantly.

MARIA ELENA
It’s got a beautiful burgundy 
cover, doesn’t it?  Much like your 
outfit, right?

Again, Callista acts as if she had never thought about the 
connection, going so far as to press a finger to her face in 
thought.

CALLISTA
I think you’re right.

Maria Elena nods, recalling.

MARIA ELENA
Yeah, I did get a peek at it.  I 
recall that I really, really—

Agents Smith and Wesson walk up to them, interrupting Maria 
Elena, and turn to Chuck.  It’s clear they’re not party 
guests, particularly when they TAKE OUT THEIR IDs and the 
police officers catch up to them.

Paparazzi appear, having sneaked in, and repeatedly fire 
their flashes.  

AGENT SMITH
Charles Cadwalladder?

CALLISTA
(exasperated)

Wait!  She’s about to say what’s 
“really, really!”
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Callista sees them for the first time, torn away from 
whatever Maria Elena was going to say.

AGENT SMITH
I’m agent Smith.  This is agent 
Wesson.  Treasury Department, 
Securities and Exchange division.

Chuck’s face falls.

CHUCK
Yes!?

Callista’s eyes sparkle as the flashbulbs fire around them.

AGENT SMITH
You’re under arrest for violation 
of federal and international trade 
regulations.

Callista steps forward.

CHUCK
Huh?

CALLISTA
Huh? *

Agent Wesson blocks her as Agent Smith takes out his 
handcuffs.

AGENT SMITH (CONT'D)
You have the right to remain 
silent.  Anything you say can and 
will be used against you in a court 
of law.  You have the right to an 
attorney and a speedy trial.  If 
you cannot afford an attorney one 
will be appointed to you.  Do you 
understand these rights as I’ve 
explained them to you?

CHUCK
What?

Agent Smith turns him around and cuffs him.  The police 
officers clear a path for them to exit.  The agents flank 
Chuck and turn him around.

AGENT SMITH
Ladies...

Callista leans into Chuck.
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CALLISTA
Chuck?  I told you not to embarrass 
me!  What’s going on?

He looks at her, chagrined.

CHUCK
It’s kind of complicated.

AGENT WESSON
Ma’am?

Agent Wesson steps between them and they lead Chuck away.  
More flashbulbs go off, as they capture Callista shocked.

Mack stands amidst Callista’s GIRLFRIENDS, witness to all of 
this.

STEPHANIE
Oh, how embarrassing.

JOSIE
I would die!

KAREN
How humiliating!

NANCY
Bummer!

Mack is appalled that they’re all smiling, staring at 
Callista, standing in the void left by Chuck and the agents.  
He moves away quickly.  Callista follows Chuck and the agents 
outside.

Mack retrieves his coat from the coatcheck and tips the 
assistant.  Mack can see how the girlfriends look like a pack 
of wolves about to chase down their prey.

A very thin, very beautiful and tasteful drag queen steps in 
front of Callista, surprising her, and leans into her.

TOBY
Sister, don’t let the bitches get 
you down!

CALLISTA
Huh?

Callista keeps moving without recognizing Toby as the drag 
queen.  He watches her go like a proud and concerned mother 
hen.  Toby turns to his “Andy Warhol” date, clucking.

EXT. THE MOMA

Chuck is brought outside amidst more paparazzi and placed in 
the backseat of a car.  Callista makes it to the red carpet 
in time to see Chuck’s head disappear into the backseat.  
Then Callista’s girlfriends come out of the museum.
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GIRLFRIENDS
Callistaaaahhh!?!

Mack slips past them and holds his coat over her, blocking 
most of the photographers and blinding everyone else with his 
huge smile.  She’s surprised to see him next to her.

MACK
I believe your girlfriends can 
actually smell blood!  Smile, Miss 
Whitlow Hendershott.

She stares at his face in confusion.  She clues in a bit and 
smiles, mimicking his smile.  He drapes the coat on her 
shoulders and waves at some make-believe friends across the 
crowd, giving the photographers nothing more.

MACK (CONT'D)
I know of a humble little tea house 
not far from here.

She gracefully turns and allows him to lead her away.

MACK (CONT’D)
Wonderful.

They walk through the crowd on the sidewalk and down the 
block.

MACK (CONT’D)
Throw your head back and laugh as 
if I told you a very funny joke.

Mack interceded just before the paparazzi could completely 
change focus from Chuck being arrested to the “jilted” date, 
Callista.  From the red carpet the paparazzi and Callista’s 
girlfriends can just see her and Mack walking away briskly.

She throws her head back and tries to laugh as directed.  But 
it comes out more like a nervous CACKLE.  The paparazzi and 
her girlfriends shrug and turn their attention to other prey.

EXT. STREET

As soon as they’ve dodged around the corner and a bit further 
away Callista veers toward a wall where she leans and breaks 
down in sobs.

CALLISTA
Couldn’t he get himself arrested on 
some other night?

Mack shrugs and smiles compassionately.
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MACK
He clearly was unaware of the 
importance of this night!

CALLISTA
That stupid jerk.  The whole day’s 
been horrible.  Just as she was 
about to tell me what she thought 
he takes away all of the attention.  
Now, she probably thinks I’m some 
loser criminal like he is.

She wails.

MACK
Why was... this night so important?

She sobs and looks at him.

CALLISTA
FEMME is my favorite fashion 
magazine!  Ever since I was a 
little girl I’ve always wanted to 
be one of those brilliant women who 
give flawless fashion advice.

(pause)
Tonight, I was going to prove to 
her that I’m up for the job, that 
I’m the one they need to hire, that 
I know fashion, that I am fashion.  
I worked so long on my outfit, my 
hair, my resume, my portfolio...  
Even my date.  And then, that 
stupid jerk goes and breaks some 
law at the FEMME Christmas party!  
Great, Callista, bring a felon as 
your escort!

She looks at him.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
And, on top of all that, I wear a 
THONG!

Mack is confused and shocked by her distress.  She slides 
against the wall to plop on the sidewalk and cries in 
earnest.  He looks around the street and then squats next to 
her.

MACK
Of whom do you speak?
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CALLISTA
You wouldn’t know her.

MACK
Perhaps I do.

CALLISTA
(blubbering)

What do you know about fashion?  
You’re a guy!

She glances at him and the mock hurt look he’s 
displaying...and his beautiful suit.  She reconsiders.

CALLISTA (CONT'D)
(reverently)

Well...  Maria Elena Pomerantz, the 
Senior Fashion Editor for FEMME.

Callista shakes her head, dismissing him.  He smiles to 
himself.

MACK
Maria Elena Pomerantz...  She must 
be a formidable woman!

Callista looks at him.

CALLISTA
Fuck, yeah!

(pause)
Sorry.  Yes.  She’s brilliant.  
She’s the Senior Fashion Editor for 
FEMME!

She looks at him as he continues to smile at her.

MACK
Come.  A calming libation will 
restore you.

She stops sobbing and stares at him.

CALLISTA
What?

MACK
Let’s get you some tea.

INT. TEAHOUSE

Mack and Callista are at a steamy window.  He has a 
cappuccino, she has a pot of tea.  He sits, she slouches.
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MACK
Tea; you drink it and you breathe 
it.  Breathe as much of it as you 
can.  Tea is much more aromatic 
than, say, coffee.

CALLISTA
What are you talking about?

He inhales to explain and smiles.  She giggles.

MACK
How do you like it?

CALLISTA
...It’s nice.

MACK
Are you feeling better?

She hates to admit it.  She’s clearly been crying and has a 
few drinks in her.

CALLISTA
A little.

(pause)
So, where you from?

MACK
Kenya.

CALLISTA
Europe!

MACK
Africa.

She cringes and then shrugs, dismissively.

CALLISTA
How’d you get here?

He gapes at her.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
I mean, what do you do here?

MACK
I work for a Pan-African coalition 
created in Kenya for different 
important issues that affect my 
country and the rest of the 
continent.
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He’s afraid he’s lost her.

MACK (CONT’D)
I work at the UN.

She nods.  He nods.

CALLISTA
So, like a charity sort of thing?

MACK
Actually, no.  I work for our 
government as a lobbyist, of sorts.

Callista’s head is hurting from thinking.

CALLISTA
Lobbyist.  Like an architect?

MACK
No.  Lobbyists get things done.

Callista thinks about it and nods.

CALLISTA
You’re a mover and shaker!

MACK
Yes.  Your country has many things 
our countries do not.  I’m working 
to provide those things.

CALLISTA
Like what?

MACK
Well, the most important?

She nods.

MACK (CONT’D)
Respect.

That surprises her.

MACK (CONT’D)
If the US wants something you 
basically get it, or take it.  It’s 
not the same for us.

She thinks about it and seems to get it.  She looks at his 
suit and considers him.
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CALLISTA
That’s a beautiful suit...  Did you 
go to school?

MACK
Yesss....

CALLISTA
Where?

MACK
Harvard.  Most recently...

Her eyebrows shoot up.

MACK (CONT’D)
My family has been in government 
for a long time.

Callista stops asking questions, realizing they might be dumb 
questions.

CALLISTA
That’s nice.  Thank you for 
rescuing me.

MACK
I’ve never seen such ferocious 
wolves!

She gives him a blank look.

MACK (CONT’D)
Your “friends.”

CALLISTA
Oh, they’re not wolves.  They’re 
just bitches!

MACK
Did you want to go back to the 
party?

CALLISTA
Hell no!  I’ve had enough.

She looks around.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
You wanna go someplace else?  Get a 
“libation” with a kick?  I’ve got 
some ideas.
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MACK
Where would you like to go?

He takes out a cellphone and makes a call as they get up.

CALLISTA
Who you calling?

MACK
My driver.

She’s impressed.

MACK (CONT’D)
It’s not as fancy as it sounds.  
He’s my cousin.  He’s doing an 
internship in our office.

EXT. TEAHOUSE

A black Mercedes Benz drives up and Mack and Callista come 
out of the teahouse into the cold and he hurries to open the 
door for her as they get in.

INT. CAR

DONNIE winks at Mack and Mack frowns at him, playfully.

MACK
Callista, this is my cousin, 
Donnie, our driver for tonight.

CALLISTA
Hi, Donnie.

DONNIE
Good evening, Ma’am.

She looks at Mack because of how formal Donnie is being.

MACK
He’s working.

She smiles.

EXT. STREET

Donnie drives them to a club and stops at the curb.  He jumps 
out and hurries around to open the door for Callista.  Mack 
gets out first and gives her a hand.  She leads into the club 
and Mack follows.  Donnie tugs on him.
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DONNIE
She’s a cutie.

Mack playfully shoves his head aside and hurries to join her.

DONNIE (CONT’D)
Well, she is!

INT. CLUB

Callista orders two shots for them at the bar.  She holds 
hers up.

CALLISTA
To stupid dreams!

MACK
No!  To the power of dreams to come 
true...and to brilliant women.

She nods, chastised.  She downs her shot and slams it on the 
bar.  He downs his and sets it down.

CALLISTA
Do you dance?

MACK
Yes!

She drags him out to the crowded dance floor.  The music is 
club, techno, retro stuff.  Mack dances pretty well.

They spend some time shaking their groove things....

Callista can’t help but notice how good looking he is.

They take breaks and head to the bar where they get more 
drinks.  However, Callista is a harder drinker than Mack, or 
he’s watching it better than she is.

They find a booth and occupy it, with martinis for each.  
She’s further gone than he is.  He’s tipsy, but she’s drunk.

CALLISTA
How did you get invited to the 
party?

MACK
Working at the UN you meet A LOT OF 
PEOPLE.
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CALLISTA
Hhmmm....  Did you want to go back?  
I don’t want to ruin your evening.

MACK
You’re not ruining my evening.  
This has been...interesting.

She looks at him and then smiles realizing he means it.  She 
takes a gulp from her martini and swoons.  Mack peers at her.

MACK (CONT’D)
Perhaps I should take you home.  It 
is a school night.

CALLISTA
I don’t want to go home.

Her eyes cross.

MACK
Why don’t we get some fresh air?

He scoots out of the booth and leads her out.  She looks up 
uncertainly and slowly gets the idea.

CALLISTA
Okay....

EXT. CLUB/STREET

Mack and Callista stumble out of the club, giggling, through 
the crowd of people waiting to get in.

He leads them to the Mercedes.  Donnie is napping in the 
driver’s seat.  Mack taps on the window, waking him.  Donnie 
squints at him and unlocks the doors. 

Mack steps to the back and takes out his camel hair coat.  He 
walks over to Callista and drapes the coat on her shoulders.

MACK
Are you cold?

CALLISTA
No.  It’s nice.  It was too hot in 
there...

Mack makes a gesture of “walking” to Donnie who nods at him.  
Callista is definitely woozy as she meanders down the 
sidewalk.  Mack holds his arm out for her to hang onto, to 
make sure she doesn’t stumble as they take a walk.
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CALLISTA (CONT’D)
Thanks.  Aren’t you cold?

MACK
It builds character.

She tries to focus on him and sort of smiles.  They walk down 
the nighttime New York street.

MACK (CONT’D)
Did you enjoy yourself?

CALLISTA
It really sucked before, but it’s 
fun now.

Donnie is following them at a discreet distance.  Callista 
looks at Mack and smiles.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
You’re my knight in shining armor.  
Hey, you’re my black knight in 
shining armor.  Oh, sorry.  I 
didn’t mean anything by that.

Her face scrunches drunkenly as she thinks about her words.  
Mack smiles at her and shakes his head casually.

MACK
I am black.

CALLISTA
Good.  And you did rescue me.

MACK
You would have done the same thing.

She thinks; she probably wouldn’t have...

MACK (CONT'D)
I only did what any gentleman 
should do.

CALLISTA
Gentleman?

MACK
It looked like you could use some 
help.

CALLISTA
Why’d you think that?
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She hangs onto his arm more closely as they stroll.

MACK
I could tell this was a big night 
for you.  You put a lot of 
attention into your outfit and your 
hair.  I didn’t know why, but I 
could tell that much.  And then 
those cops showed up and your 
friends seemed to relish that fact.

CALLISTA
You noticed all that?

She looks at him.  He looks at her.

MACK
Of course.  I noticed the moment I 
saw you.  You looked beautiful.  
You look beautiful now.

She blushes drunkenly and turns her head.  She nods.

CALLISTA
Well, you’re right...  I did want 
it to be special.  If it weren’t 
for you, it’d be a complete 
disaster.

They stop on a corner against a backdrop of sparkling 
buildings with their spires in the fog.  She turns him and 
kisses him drunkenly and sloppily, surprising him.

Donnie taps his brakes.

DONNIE
Bingo!

Callista dives in again for some messy making out.  She takes 
one of Mack’s hands and places it strategically on her body, 
under his coat.  She tries kissing him again and clues in.

CALLISTA
What’s the matter?  Don’t you like 
girls?

She tries to focus on him.

MACK
I love girls.

CALLISTA
Don’t you like me?
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MACK
I like you very much.

CALLISTA
Well, you’re not kissing me like 
you do!

She does a cross between pulling back and shooting her hip 
lasciviously.  He takes the hand she moved under his coat and 
touches the side of her face tenderly, which she warms to.  
He smiles at her and waits to get her attention.

MACK
I like kissing girls when I know 
they’ll remember it in the morning.

Holding her face he gives her a long soft kiss on the lips 
and then pulls back to look at her.  Her knees buckle.

MACK (CONT’D)
Know what I mean?

She blinks a couple of times and seems to get his point.  It 
was a good kiss.  She gets a bit embarrassed.

MACK (CONT’D)
But, right now, I think you need 
some sleep and a couple of aspirin.  
Where do you live?

CALLISTA
You’re probably right...

Mack motions for Donnie to drive up.  He leads wobbly 
Callista to the street, they get in the car and Donnie drives 
off.

INT. CAR

Callista falls asleep, leaning on Mack, in the backseat.  He 
has his arm around her to support her.

MACK
Callista?  Where do you live?

She starts snoring.  Donnie looks at Mack in the rearview 
mirror.

DONNIE
Check her identification.

MACK
I can’t do that!
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DONNIE
How else are we going to take her 
home?

Donnie gives him a look.  Mack rolls his eyes.  He locates 
her purse and opens it.

MACK
Callista?  Wake up, Dear.

CALLISTA
Yes, Daddy....

She doesn’t.  Mack is stopped cold and grimaces at that.  He 
decides not to try to talk to her again.  He finds her 
driver’s license.  He peers at it, shakes his head and hands 
it to Donnie.

MACK
Home, James.

Donnie takes it and smirks at him.

EXT. CALLISTA’S APARTMENT

Donnie stops tentatively and then for sure.  Mack tries to 
wake Callista but she doesn’t budge.  Donnie gets out and 
opens the rear door for them. 

DONNIE
Is she breathing?

MACK
Yes, she’s fine.  She’s 
just...conked out.

Donnie’s impressed.  Mack looks around and then decides he’ll 
have to pick her up and carry her.  He swivels out of the 
backseat with Callista in his arms.

DONNIE
Need help?

MACK
Get her keys and open the front 
door.

Donnie takes Callista’s purse, replaces her ID and finds her 
keys.  He scurries up the stoop to her apartment and tries 
her keys.  Mack carries her upstairs.

DONNIE
She heavy?
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MACK
Not really.  But, it’s late at 
night in America and I’m carrying 
an unconscious white woman.  Please 
hurry up.  

DONNIE
I’m hurrying, I’m hurrying.

He gets the door open.

INT. CALLISTA’S APARTMENT/BUILDING

Donnie leads the way to Callista’s apartment and tries the 
key in her door.  It opens.  Mack crosses the threshold with 
Callista in his arms.

DONNIE
How romantic.

Donnie pretends to be weeping.  Mack scowls at him.

MACK
Give me her purse.

He extends his index finger.  Donnie ceremoniously hangs the 
purse on Mack’s finger.

MACK (CONT’D)
Go back to the car before it gets 
stolen.

Donnie reluctantly leaves.  Mack looks around.  Clearly 
Callista lives alone.  The apartment is a mess from her 
preparations, lights are on.  She’s sound asleep in his arms 
as he carries her to her bedroom.

In her bedroom he sits her on her bed and peels his coat off 
her, tossing it aside.  She seems balanced and he hurries to 
turn down her bed.  She starts to teeter and he hurries back 
to catch her.

MACK (CONT’D)
No, no, no.  Callista?  Can you 
hear me...?

She mumbles incomprehensibly in a cranky way.  Holding her 
upright he tries to figure out what to do with her dress.  He 
could help her out of it but what then?  What if she gets the 
wrong idea?  What if the dress gets wrinkled?

He frowns, flips her shoes off, picks her up again and puts 
her in bed with her party dress on.  
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He covers her with the top sheet.  He reaches into a pocket 
and takes out a business card.  He props it up on her 
nightstand.

He turns to move and turns back to her.  He leans into her.

MACK (CONT'D)
Goodnight!

CALLISTA
(asleep)

...but, I wear a THONG!

Mack stops.  He smiles, perplexed, and walks out of her 
bedroom, picking up his coat.  He stops, lines up her shoes, 
neatly, and then leaves.

INT. CAR

Donnie is in the car, keeping warm, looking at the front door 
to the walk-up.  He sees Mack come out with his coat.  Mack 
gets in the passenger seat and Donnie drives off.

DONNIE
So soon?

Mack thumps him on the head with a finger.

DONNIE (CONT’D)
Hey!?

MACK
Keep your eyes on the road, young 
man.

INT. CALLISTA’S APARTMENT - DAY

Callista’s alarm goes off.  She winces and immediately 
searches for the snooze button, missing repeatedly.  She 
finally finds it.

After a moment she looks up and checks her surroundings.  
She’s in her bed.  She’s still wearing her dress.  Her shoes 
are on the floor, neatly lined up.  She spots Mack’s card on 
her nightstand.

She makes a face of appreciation at the gentleman’s obvious 
consideration.

CALLISTA
(muttered)

Good morning, Callista...
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She smacks her lips against her morning breath and gets out 
of bed.  She grabs her head.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
What’s so good about it—— Ow...!

She strips off her wrinkled dress and pads around in her 
bodysuit.  She picks up her phone and dials.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
Toby?

TOBY (O.S.)
(filtered)

I already told them you’re not 
coming in today.  No one’s here 
anyway.  How do you feel?

CALLISTA
It was horrible.  I’m never going 
to be able to show my face again.

TOBY (O.S.)
(filtered)

Nonsense.  You were the belle of 
the ball.

CALLISTA
How would you know?  You weren’t 
there.

TOBY (O.S.)
(filtered)

Go back to bed.  I’ll call you if 
anything blows up.

CALLISTA
Fine.  Thanks.

She hangs up and turns on her bedroom TV.  The news comes on.

NEWSCASTER
...and a list of other defendants 
are part of a long investigation 
into securities fraud and 
violations.  Federal agents swooped 
into various offices, and even some 
parties, last night to make their 
arrests.
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Callista’s face drops as they show videotape of the different 
arrests culminating with Chuck being hauled out of the FEMME 
Christmas party and Callista behind him, winding up on the 
red carpet, mouth open and in shock.

At the tail of the videotape a tall African gentleman swoops 
in with a coat, obscuring Callista from the cameras.  Mack 
drops the coat on her shoulders and points off in one 
direction with a big smile and a wave as he escorts her away.

She throws her head back on the videotape and CACKLES 
maniacally.

CALLISTA
Ohmygod!

Callista stares at the blathering TV in disbelief.

INT. SHOWER

Callista stands under the hot stream.  She starts to 
methodically beat her head against the tile.

CALLISTA
Why?  Why?  Why?  Why?  Ow!

She slips and collapses in the tub.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
Ow!

INT. CALLISTA’S APARTMENT - LATER

Callista again is on the phone, putting her hair up in a 
scrunci.  She’s dressed casually, T-shirt, jeans.  She hangs 
up with a perplexed look on her face and grabs her coat, 
purse, and scarf.

Before she leaves her apartment she stops in front of a floor-
length mirror, turns and looks at her butt over her shoulder.  
There’s no VPL.

CALLISTA
See?  I just wear THONGS!

(pause)
Who cares?  Somebody will probably 
add toilet paper to my shoe.

EXT. CAFE

Callista is sitting at a sidewalk table with her coffee, 
waiting.  
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PAUL OSBORNE, 28, walks up to her table, Paul from her 
voicemail.  He gives her a peck on the cheek, instead of a 
kiss on the lips, and sits down.

PAUL
Sorry I’m late.  It’s been really 
busy at work.  I can’t stay long.  
How are you?

CALLISTA
I’m...okay.  How are you, you want 
some coffee?

He looks at her.  He’s not as bubbly and happy to see her as 
she was hoping.

PAUL
Imagine my surprise to see you in 
the background of some news 
videotape, all dressed up at the 
FEMME Christmas party.

CALLISTA
Paul, I’d been planning it for a 
long time.

PAUL
I might have liked to have gone 
along.  I’ve been calling you and 
you haven’t been too quick to 
return my calls.

CALLISTA
Well it’s just—

PAUL
(interrupting)

What?  Is that guy your boyfriend?  
What’d he do to get arrested?

CALLISTA
Look, Paul, I thought we were just 
kickin’ it, you know?  I thought we 
talked about how we weren’t going 
to get all heavy about things.

He studies her.

PAUL
You talked about not getting all 
heavy about things.  I’ve been 
talking about spending more time 
together.
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CALLISTA
That’s hard to do when you’re 
flying all over on business—

PAUL
(interrupting)

I bought you a ticket to meet me in 
Chicago, last month.  Before that, 
Miami, and Hawaii before that.  
You’ve declined every invitation.

CALLISTA
I thought you liked it this way.  
Aren’t you seeing that girl, Jill, 
and those others?

PAUL
Jill?  Who’s Jill?

Callista attempts to respond but stops short.  She searches 
her memory.

CALLISTA
Isn’t that you?

Paul frowns and shakes his head at her, disappointedly.

PAUL
I’ve got to go.

He stands and leans in to hug and kiss her.

CALLISTA
Wait.  Where are you going?

PAUL
I’ve got to get back to work.

She can’t help fixing his collar and jacket.

CALLISTA
No.  I mean—

He looks at her.

PAUL
Oh, that.  Well, I’m going to 
go...do something else—

CALLISTA
(interrupting)

YOU’RE BREAKING UP WITH ME?!?
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Paul is taken aback by her outburst.  They both check around 
themselves.

PAUL
We don’t really have anything to 
break up, Callista.

She frowns.

CALLISTA
But, I wanted to spend some time 
together.

Paul frowns, annoyed.

PAUL
Now you do!  Well, sorry.

He holds his hands up and starts to walk away.  He wags his 
fingers, waving at her.

PAUL (CONT’D)
Have a good life.

CALLISTA
No.  Don’t go...

Tears well up in her eyes as he leaves.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
But, I wear a THONG!!

EXT. STREET

Callista is wiping her eyes and nose with a balled tissue.  
She stops at a busy street corner to wait for the light.  The 
light changes and the crowd around her moves.  Callista looks 
up and tries to breathe normally.

A short, young woman with a very curvy figure is walking 
directly toward her.  She’s attractive, but more to the point 
she knows how to present herself.  She glances at Callista 
with a pleasant smile on her face.

Her eyes linger and Callista starts to look away.  But, the 
closer they get to each other the more the young woman stares 
and smiles.

PATI
I know you!

CALLISTA
You do?
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PATI, 27, leads Callista by force of her character back to 
the corner where Callista started.  Safely on the corner Pati 
peers at Callista, searching her memory.  Callista waits for 
some horrible new development as Pati squints at her.

PATI
We went to high school together.

Callista tries to search her memory more intensely.

PATI (CONT’D)
Granby High?  You’re Callista 
Whitlow...

CALLISTA
Whitlow Hendershott.

PATI
Right, Callista Whitlow 
Hendershott!

(pause)
You look beautiful— You always 
looked beautiful in high school, 
but you look even more beautiful 
now.  High school sucked, everyone 
was so self-absorbed.  I much 
prefer adulthood.

Callista is lost and definitely does not feel beautiful as 
she paws her hideous ogre self.

CALLISTA
Thank you...

Callista peers at Pati and tries and tries to remember 
her...but, nothing.

PATI
Pati!

Callista is grateful, but that doesn’t help.  Pati smiles a 
little disappointedly.

PATI (CONT’D)
You don’t remember me.  Patricia 
Osvaldo.

(pause)
We were in ninth-grade English.  
Then we were in gym,... then 
biology,... then chemistry, 
geometry, British Lit., French, 
Spanish, gym again—
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CALLISTA
(interrupting)

I believe you.

PATI
I wasn’t very popular in school.  I 
was kinda geeky, in the background.

Pati mimics shrinking.  Callista looks at her and perks up.

CALLISTA
But, you...look...great.  You’re 
beautiful!

PATI
Wow.  Thanks.  That means a lot 
coming from you.

CALLISTA
It does?

PATI
Of course!  You’re the fashion 
editor on JACQUI.  I love that 
magazine.

CALLISTA
Assistant editor.

PATI
You must really love it.  I’d kill 
to have that kind of job.

Callista smiles uncertainly.

CALLISTA
I’d kill someone...

(pause)
What are you doing now?

PATI
I work for a cellphone company, 
sales.  It’s...okay.

Pati takes out a business card and hands it to Callista.

PATI (CONT’D)
I can get you a great deal, 
lemmeknow.

Callista looks around.
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PATI (CONT’D)
So, you heading to the office?

CALLISTA
No.  I’m running... some errands.

Despite Callista’s despair Pati looks at her admiringly.

PATI
You look so nice.

CALLISTA
Please.  I look horrible today.

Pati frowns and rears back.

PATI
What are you talkin’bout?

CALLISTA
I don’t feel very beautiful today.

PATI
Well, I understand that one.

(pause)
Look, I’ve got to run.  But, call 
me and let’s do lunch sometime.  I 
want to hear what it’s like to be a 
high fashion magazine editor.

She shakes Callista’s hand.

CALLISTA
Sure.

PATI
It’s so great to run into you!  
Seeyalater.

Pati smiles, waves and walks as the light turns green for 
her.

Callista is stunned.  She looks around after a moment and is 
struck by all of the women around her, all of them trying to 
look their best or look sexy or smart or professional, or 
whatever.  Callista looks down at her own outfit.

Finally she looks at Pati’s card and thinks.

EXT. SIXTH AVENUE

Callista is walking and talking, on her cellphone.
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CALLISTA
I’m right around the corner.

(pause)
You can?  Great.

(pause)
Freddy’s.  Right.

She hangs up, SIGHS and her phone rings.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
Hello?

MACK (O.S.)
(filtered)

Is this Miss Whitlow Hendershott?

CALLISTA
Yes?

MACK (O.S.)
(filtered)

Callista?  It’s Mack, Mack 
Matabeyo.  From last night.  I hope 
you don’t mind my calling your 
cell, but your assistant, Tobias, 
felt you wouldn’t mind.

She’s embarrassed.

MACK (O.S.) (CONT'D)
(filtered)

Do you mind?

CALLISTA
Uh,...no.

MACK (O.S.)
(filtered)

It was very interesting meeting you 
last night.

CALLISTA
Yeah.  You too...

MACK (O.S.)
(filtered)

Well, I am calling specifically to 
make sure you’re well and to invite 
you to dinner, if you’re not busy.

She wracks her brain for a way out.
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CALLISTA
I...can’t tonight...

MACK (O.S.)
(filtered)

Pity.  Well, perhaps on some other 
occasion.

CALLISTA
Yeah.  Perhaps.

MACK (O.S.)
(filtered)

Did you sleep alright?

Callista thinks about him putting her to bed in her dress and 
blushes.

CALLISTA
Yes, fine.  Alright.

MACK (O.S.)
(filtered)

Is your dress too wrinkled?  I 
wasn’t sure what the proper course 
of action was.

CALLISTA
No.  Not too bad.  Thanks...

MACK (O.S.)
(filtered)

Well, have a good evening, 
Callista.

CALLISTA
Yeah.  You too.

He hangs up.  She hangs up distractedly.

INT. FREDDY’S

Freddy’s is a local sports bar, restaurant.  Callista is at a 
table nursing an iced tea, waiting...  BRAD YUCOVICH, 28, 
walks in and spots her.  He’s a snowboarder, full-time 
athlete, trust fund baby and the Brad from her voicemail.

BRAD
Hey.

Callista stands and leans in to kiss him as he joins her at 
the table.  Instead of a kiss he gives her a hug, 
disappointing her as her head ends up on his broad shoulder.
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CALLISTA
Hi.  How are you?

They sit.

BRAD
Fine.

He seems a little cold to her.

CALLISTA
Your last trip sounded fantastic.

He gives her a look about it as if she barely knows how 
fantastic it was.

BRAD
I wished you were there.

CALLISTA
Oh, you know, I’ve been busy.

BRAD
Shouldn’t you be bailing your 
boyfriend out?

Callista’s expression changes, annoyed.

CALLISTA
He’s not my boyfriend.  He was just 
a date.  It was a very special 
occasion—

BRAD
(interrupting)

Too special for me to escort you?

CALLISTA
It’s not like that—

BRAD
(interrupting)

I’ve been calling you every day 
since I got back and you barely 
return my call twenty minutes ago.  
When I call, you’re like, whatever.  
But, when you call I’m supposed to 
drop everything.  Is that it?

CALLISTA
Kind of....
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Again, she can’t help adjusting his muffler.  He smiles at 
her, what else could he do?

BRAD
Look, Callista, for the last...I 
don’t know, several months, I’ve 
been wanting more for us.  And, 
I’ve been getting the distinct 
impression that you don’t.

He stares at her.  Callista can’t believe this.  She turns 
aside.

CALLISTA
(muttered)

Not again...  I thought we talked 
about this.  You were dating Jill 
and those other girlfriends.  That 
was you, right?—

BRAD
(interrupting)

That was a year ago, Callista, 
before I...

She stares at him.

BRAD (CONT’D)
...fell in love with you.

CALLISTA
(croaked)

Love?

BRAD
Obviously, it wasn’t mutual.

He stands.

BRAD (CONT'D)
I’ve met a nice Swedish girl.

CALLISTA
Wait, where are you going?

BRAD
I’ve got to go.

CALLISTA
But, what about us?

He gapes at her.
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BRAD
There is no “us.”  That’s how you 
wanted it, right?

CALLISTA
Not really.

He shrugs at her, hands in the air.

BRAD
Well, you sure made it look like 
that.

He retreats, shoving his hands in his pockets.

BRAD (CONT’D)
Seeya.

He turns and leaves.

CALLISTA
Love?

More tears stream out of her eyes.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
But, I wear a THONG!!!

EXT. STREET

Callista is walking and weeping.  Most people on the street 
ignore her, but some look at her with some concern.  She’s 
totally mangling a tissue.

Something BEEPS in her purse distracting her from her 
weeping.  She takes her phone out and studies it.  A 
programmed reminder is beeping and blinking at her: CALL 
FEMME.

Callista glares at the phone and then seems to listen to 
reason.  She takes several deep breaths and achieves a calm 
that is momentarily threatened by some sad thoughts, but she 
refrains from crying all over again.  She shakes it off.

She dials a number and listens to it ringing as she stands at 
a storefront, out of the way of foot traffic.

ASSISTANT (O.S.)
(filtered)

You’ve reached the voicemail of 
Maria Elena Pomerantz, Senior 
Fashion Editor.  
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At the tone, please leave a 
message, or if this is urgent, 
press 35 and the pound key, for her 
assistant, Mindy.

Callista is impatiently waiting until the BEEP.

CALLISTA
Hi, Maria Elena.  This is Callista 
Whitlow Hendershott.  Thank you for 
a wonderful party last night... It 
was faaaabulous...

Callista’s voice starts to break as the weeping starts again.  
She tries to continue.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
I would like to set up a time for 
an intervieeew...with youuu...  I 
think I’d be perfect for your To 
See or Not To See colum—

She chokes on a sob.  Her voice gets higher as she fights the 
tears.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
You can call me on my cell—

(pause)
–phone at 247-1424.

Her message ends with a YELP.  She cringes at the horrible 
message.

VOICEMAIL VOICE (O.S.)
(filtered)

To review your message, press five, 
otherwise, if this message is 
acceptable, press the pound key.

Callista is weeping openly now, and she angrily jabs the Off 
button.

INT. FEMME MAGAZINE HEADQUARTERS

A light starts blinking on Maria Elena Pomerantz’s phone.

VOICEMAIL VOICE (O.S.)
Your message has been sent.  Thank 
you!

EXT. STREET - CONTINUOUS

CALLISTA
Damnit!  I’ll call her later...
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She has a mini-crying jag and searches for another tissue in 
her purse.  She can’t find anything and has to turn toward a 
building and use her T-shirt.  She hastily wipes her face and 
tries to compose herself.

She turns back to the sidewalk crowd and continues walking.

She walks in front of a hotel entrance as Mack walks out with 
a tall African woman in a native outfit.  Although he seems 
to be escorting the young woman out he abruptly turns her 
around and gives her a big hug and kisses her on both cheeks.

Callista freezes in her tracks.  She has a pang of jealousy.  
She tries to get by undetected.  The young woman spots 
Callista, over Mack’s shoulder, but doesn’t know what to make 
of her.

Callista decides to do an about face as Mack disengages.  He 
notices the young woman’s gaze and glances at Callista.  He 
does a double-take.

MACK
Callista?

Callista hurries.

MACK (CONT’D)
Miss Whitlow Hendershott!

Callista is forced to stop.  Mack grins at his friend and 
hurries toward Callista.  Callista turns around feigning 
surprise, but the young woman knows better.

CALLISTA
Oh, hi!

MACK
What a wonderful coincidence.

She wipes her face nervously.  Mack notices the puffiness but 
doesn’t comment.  Instead, he looks at her whole outfit.

MACK (CONT'D)
You look cute, today.

Callista resists glaring at him and can only manage the 
quickest of smiles.

CALLISTA
Thankyou.

Mack sticks his hand out and she reluctantly complies.
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MACK
I want you to meet someone.

CALLISTA
Actually...

He yanks her toward ANANDA MATABEYO, 26.  She’s a very dark-
skinned black woman with a stern, plain demeanor.  But when 
she smiles her whole face lights up, electrically.

MACK
Allow me to introduce to you my 
dear and lovely cousin, Ananda 
Matabeyo.

Ananda shakes hands with an oddly relieved Callista.

MACK (CONT’D)
Ananda, this is Miss Callista 
Whitlow Hendershott.  I had the 
distinct pleasure of meeting her 
last night and spending a little 
time with her.

ANANDA
You’re very lucky.  It’s quite 
difficult to find free time with my 
cousin.

MACK
Ananda is here for the night before 
she flies to the west coast 
tomorrow.  Are you still occupied 
for dinner this evening?  We’re 
having dinner with a friend and I 
would love it if you could join us.

CALLISTA
Uh, yes, sorry.  I’m busy...

MACK
Too bad.  Are you in a hurry now, 
or do you have a moment to spend 
with us?

CALLISTA
Yes, I’ve got a tooth canal thingy 
or something.

Mack and Ananda are a little confused.
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CALLISTA (CONT’D)
I’m sorry.  But, It’s a pleasure to 
meet you, Ananda.  Have a safe 
trip.

She shakes hands again with Ananda, nervously.

ANANDA
Thank you.

CALLISTA
You have a...wonderful cousin.  

Callista turns to Mack and pauses.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
Mack, I’m sorry I can’t join you 
two tonight.  But, thank you.

They shake hands.  She seems to mean it and he gets that.

MACK
Another time then.

He bows slightly.  She smiles, embarrassed.

CALLISTA
I’ve got to go.

She hurries away, waving back at them.  Mack watches her go 
as his cousin watches him.

ANANDA
Funny girl.

MACK
Yes...

Callista hurries down the sidewalk, troubled.

An attractive woman in a NECK CAGE and SLEEK WORKOUT PANTS 
walks by, apparently recuperating from major neck surgery.  
The cage is strapped to her torso and her head is screwed in 
place.

Callista rolls her eyes and shakes her head, distracted by 
the woman.

CALLISTA
Fashion...!
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INT. RESTAURANT - NIGHT

Mack and Ananda are at a table having dinner listening to 
their guest, Maria Elena Pomerantz.

MARIA ELENA
...it was just gorgeous.

Mack has a copy of the newest FEMME.  He flips through it, to 
show Ananda a page, and hands it to her.

MACK
By the way, Maria Elena, last night 
I met a young woman at the party 
who desperately wants the position 
of fashion editor on FEMME.  Ananda 
just met her, and I invited her to 
be here tonight but she was 
previously engaged.  You may know 
her.

MARIA ELENA
Is she a blonde?

MACK
Yes, her name’s Callista Whitlow 
Hendershott.

Maria Elena gets a weird look on her face.

MARIA ELENA
She left me the oddest message 
today, wanting to set up an 
interview.  I think she was...

Mack looks at her quizzically.  Ananda looks at both of them, 
suspiciously.

MARIA ELENA (CONT’D)
...sobbing. 

Maria Elena looks at Mack quizzically in return.  Mack thinks 
about it.

MACK
She had a difficult evening last 
night...

MARIA ELENA
Was that her boyfriend who was 
arrested?
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MACK
I probably shouldn’t speculate.

MARIA ELENA
Always the gentleman.

He shrugs.  Ananda smiles at Maria Elena and rolls her eyes.  
Maria Elena smiles at her.

MACK
I think you should give her a shot.

Ananda hands the magazine back to Mack.

ANANDA
Beautiful.

He takes it and nods at her.

MARIA ELENA
You met her last night?  Why are 
you advocating her?  You barely 
know this woman.

Mack flips through the rest of the magazine, distractedly.

MACK
She is a bit superficial, like so 
many American girls, particularly 
from her social circle.

Maria Elena nods ruthlessly.

MACK (CONT’D)
But, she reminded me of times when 
I’ve aspired to achieve some dream 
and wished someone could give me a 
break.

The two women look at each other and then at Mack and nod.  
Maria Elena swats him on the arm.

MARIA ELENA
You’re such a pushover, Mack.  I’d 
bet she has a fair number of 
advantages already.

He hides in the magazine as he flips through more pages 
toward the end.
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MACK
I’m sure she does.  But, getting an 
interview with you really means a 
lot to her, for whatever reason.

He winks at Maria Elena.

MACK (CONT’D)
All I’m saying is give her a 
listen.  Maybe you can use an 
obsessed young woman with flawless 
fashion sense on your staff.

MARIA ELENA
You know I trust your judgment, 
particularly about people and 
character.  I’m sure you’re 
absolutely right, Darling.

Maria Elena winks at him.  He smiles at her and glances at 
the last page, TO SEE OR NOT TO SEE.

MACK
Thank you.

He focuses on Callista’s NOT TO SEE photo.  Recognition 
suddenly hits him as he looks at the photo again.  He raises 
the magazine to look more closely.

MARIA ELENA
Ananda, has he always been so 
charitable, your cousin here?

ANANDA
I recall him being quite the 
hellion at times.

They join forces teasing him.  Mack is focused on the 
picture.  His eyes widen as he flashes back to seeing 
CALLISTA WALK AWAY FROM THEM outside the hotel, that 
afternoon.  His memory matches the photo, except for the VPL.

MACK
Ohmygod!

ANANDA
What is it?

MARIA ELENA
Is there a problem?

He glances at them.  He glances at the picture again and then 
looks at them as he puts the magazine aside.
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MACK (CONT’D)
I think I figured out why Miss 
Whitlow Hendershott had such a bad 
evening last night.

MARIA ELENA
Really?  Why?  What is it?

He smiles at them and becomes more guarded.

MACK
Nothing...

They frown at him.

MACK (CONT’D)
Suffice it to say that Fashion is a 
cruel mistress.

MARIA ELENA
An evil bitch is more accurate.

Ananda is shocked and busts up laughing and they join her.

INT. JACQUI PUBLISHING HEADQUARTERS

Callista trundles into the office through the 9:45am activity 
amidst a smattering of “HI, CALLISTA”s and “GOOD, MORNING, 
CALLISTA”s, but no one says “NICE OUTFIT, CALLISTA.”

Callista’s wearing basically the same thing she wore the day 
before.

CALLISTA
Hi, hi.  Good morning.

TOBY
Darling?  How are you?

Toby greets her with her latte and anticipates her rejection 
as his other hand starts to hand over the other latte.  
Callista smiles at him, abashed.

CALLISTA
I’m...here.

She tastes the latte and accepts it, to Toby’s surprise.
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TOBY
...You’ve got to look at the 
‘Winona and Prison Orange’ 
pictures, the ‘Which Terrorists are 
Most Fashionable’ layout and 
Erica’s going to show you 
Kimberly’s piece laid out——

ERICA
(interrupting)

Here’s Kimberly’s piece laid out.

Erica barges up to them.  Callista takes the printouts and 
tucks them under her arm.

CALLISTA
Where’s the DOs & DON’Ts layout?!?

TOBY
The proofs... are on your desk.

They go into her cramped office and Callista sits down and 
finds the printer proofs on her desk.  Callista stares at the 
unfortunate victim, the perfectly presentable woman now with 
digital “camel toes.”

TOBY (CONT’D)
Marco’s coming at eleven to talk 
about the Brad Pitt versus Brad 
Rowe shoot next week.  Kimberly’s 
emailing her next piece by noon.  
Kimiko will be here around one to 
talk about the “New York’s Finest” 
spread and at three you have to 
meet with Marta on the feature 
pieces for the next issue.

Erica hands Callista a red Sharpie to sign her approval of 
the proof.  Callista absentmindedly takes the Sharpie.

ERICA
I already initialed them.  Printing-
wise they’re fine.

The whole time Callista’s been increasingly grimacing at the 
“camel toes” photo as her imagination morphs the image of the 
woman into an image of herself, smiling cluelessly.  NOISE 
BUILDS in Callista’s ears as she stares at the photo.

She’s distracted by Toby who is leaning forward and mouthing 
something to her.
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CALLISTA
I’m sorry.  What did you say?

TOBY
You’ve got a lot of other stuff to 
look at, Darling.

CALLISTA
Find another picture for this spot!

Callista crosses out the “camel toes” photo and hands the 
proof back.  Erica and Toby look at each other, then at 
Callista.

ERICA
It’s already on press.

CALLISTA
We have time.  I want to switch it.

ERICA
It’s too late.

CALLISTA
We have one more day.

TOBY
No.  That was yesterday.

ERICA
They’re printing today.  The only 
way to stop it is if you pull the 
brake on the whole printing run.

Callista sits back, defeated.  Her eyes start to tear up.

CALLISTA
But....?

Erica is confused, Toby knows better.  Callista’s phone 
RINGS.  Toby turns and ushers Erica out of the office.  The 
phone rings several more times as Callista collects herself 
and then picks it up, sniffling back some tears.

CALLISTA (CONT'D)
Callista.

MARIA ELENA (O.S.)
(filtered)

Hi, Callista.  This is Maria Elena 
Pomerantz.  I got your message.
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Callista rears up in her seat.  She tries to remain calm.  
She gets up and hurries to her door to make sure it’s closed.

CALLISTA
Maria Elena!  Hi!  Thanks for 
calling.

MARIA ELENA (O.S.)
(filtered)

I’ve got a busy week.  I don’t have 
many opportunities to meet.  If 
it’s not too short notice could we 
meet for lunch today?

Callista paces around, expectantly.

CALLISTA
Lunch?  Today?

MARIA ELENA (O.S.)
(filtered)

Otherwise, let me look.  It would 
have to be end of next week or 
sometime the week aft—

CALLISTA
(interrupting)

Where and when?

MARIA ELENA (O.S.)
(filtered)

...How about The Aubergine?  Do you 
know it?

CALLISTA
Yes, of course.

MARIA ELENA (O.S.)
(filtered)

How does twelve-forty five—

CALLISTA
(interrupting)

Perfect.

MARIA ELENA (O.S.)
(filtered)

Great.  I’ll see you then.

CALLISTA
Absolutely, thank you.
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MARIA ELENA (O.S.)
(filtered)

No problem.

She hangs up.

CALLISTA
This is a huge problem!

She whips around with a wide-eyed look.  She tugs on the T-
shirt she’s wearing and her pants.

CALLISTA (CONT'D)
I can’t go like this!  I’ve got to 
change!

She makes a frantic figure-eight in front of her desk as her 
phone RINGS again.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
Hello?

MACK (O.S.)
(filtered)

Callista?  It’s Mack.  How are you?

CALLISTA
Mack, hi, fine, how are you!?!

MACK (O.S.)
(filtered)

Fine.  Am I interrupting anything?

CALLISTA
No.  What can I do for you?

MACK (O.S.)
(filtered)

I’ll be returning to my country 
this evening and I won’t be back 
for a few months, I believe.  I was 
wondering if you could have lunch 
with me today.

CALLISTA
Oh, I’m sorry.  I can’t.

MACK (O.S.)
(filtered)

I don’t mean to be intrusive.  I’ve 
just never met anyone quite like 
you and—
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CALLISTA
(interrupting)

No, it’s not that.  Remember that 
interview I wanted with Maria Elena 
Pomerantz from FEMME magazine?  I 
just got off the phone with her.  
She wants to meet for lunch at 
twelve-forty five!

MACK (O.S.)
(filtered)

That’s wonderful!

CALLISTA
That’s horrible!  I used to be a 
young, admired, fashion expert.  
Now, I’m a fat-assed laughing stock 
of the fashion world, my boyfriends 
have broken up with me, my life has 
gone to hell and, and... I look 
like a slob today.  She probably 
just wants to laugh in my face and 
put me out of my misery.

MACK (O.S.)
(filtered)

Nonsense, Callista.  Why would she 
do that?  

CALLISTA
I can’t wear this to an interview 
with the country’s top fashion 
editor!  I’ve got to go home and 
change!

MACK (O.S.)
(filtered)

Callista, you have nothing to worry 
about.  Just be yourself.

That stops her.  She shrinks a bit and thinks.

CALLISTA
Myself?  What’s that?

MACK (O.S.)
(filtered)

You are who you aspire to be, 
Callista.  You’re a brilliant woman 
who gives flawless fashion advice.

She remains silent.
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MACK (O.S.) (CONT'D)
(filtered)

You have nothing to worry about.  
Go home and change if it makes you 
feel better, but don’t fret about 
it.  Just be yourself.

She thinks.

MACK (O.S.) (CONT'D)
(filtered)

What’s your favorite outfit, the 
one you feel most confident, most 
comfortable in?  You have one, 
don’t you?

CALLISTA
I used to.

MACK (O.S.)
(filtered)

Wear that.
(pause)

I wish I could see you in it, 
today.  May I call on you when I’m 
back in New York?

She thinks....

CALLISTA
Sure.  That would be nice.

MACK (O.S.)
(filtered)

Wonderful.  I certainly will.  Have 
a great couple of months and I’ll 
call you on my return.  It was a 
pleasure meeting you and have a 
great interview.

CALLISTA
You too... I mean, ‘okay...’

MACK (O.S.)
(filtered)

Goodbye.

He hangs up leaving her thinking.

Toby is at his desk looking at ads in his issue of FEMME.

92.



TOBY
Heroin chic is soooo tired.  But, 
they do keep lovely and thin...

Callista comes out of her office with her purse.  She leans 
into Toby.

CALLISTA
Move everything back.  I’ve got to 
go home, change and get my 
portfolio!  I got an interview with 
Maria Elena at lunch, at twelve-
thirty.

He jumps up.

TOBY
Really?

He hugs her.

TOBY (CONT'D)
Oh, see, Sweetie?  Sister, don’t 
let the bitches get you down!

She smiles and kisses Toby on the cheek.

CALLISTA
Thanks!

She stops.  Something about the way he said that reminds her 
of the “woman” from the FEMME party who gave her much-needed 
encouragement.  She does a double-take at Toby.  He looks at 
her innocently.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
Thanks, Toby.

TOBY
Knock her panties off.

Callista appreciates the sentiment, but she’s not too sure.  
She hurries out of the offices.

INT. CALLISTA’S APARTMENT

Callista barges into her apartment stripping off her jeans 
and T-shirt as she runs into the bathroom and drags a roll-on 
deodorant under her arms.

CALLISTA
What should I wear?  What should I 
wear?  What should I wear?
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She runs to her closet and garments start flying out on their 
hangers onto her bed.

MONTAGE: Callista tries different outfits in front of her 
standing mirror.

1.) An earthtones skirt outfit.

2.) A denim pants suit.

3.) A slinky black gown.

4.) An autumny sweater thing.

5.) A ski-bum outfit with parka and scarf.

6.) A strange outfit with a big hat.

Callista is in her thong in front of her mirror with a 
frustrated and sad expression on her face.  She turns around 
and looks at her body and does different poses, good and bad, 
that accentuate her good features and her bad ones.

She finally gives up and just stands there.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
“Just be yourself.”

(pause)
Good, I’ll just go to the interview 
naked.

A MOMENT LATER

The rest of her apartment is quiet as rummaging NOISE comes 
from her bedroom and closet.  Callista hops out of her 
bedroom, putting on some boots.

She’s dressed beautifully and simply in the SAME OUTFIT from 
her NOT TO SEE photo.  She runs around and collects her 
portfolio and a purse, keys, essentials and leaves the 
apartment.

INT. CAB

Callista sits in the backseat as the driver tries to make a 
right turn through midday traffic.  Callista glances out the 
window.  A BEAUTIFUL YOUNG WOMAN stands on the corner, with 
the crowd, waiting to cross.

Callista does a double-take.  It is THE woman to whom 
Callista added the digital “camel toes.”  Callista gapes at 
her.  As the cab makes the turn the young woman returns 
Callista’s bewildering look.  Callista sinks into her seat.
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EXT. THE AUBERGINE

Callista gets out of the cab in front of the restaurant.  As 
she gets out she takes a moment to collect herself and then 
walks in.

INT. THE AUBERGINE

This restaurant is a “Russian Tea Room” old-fashioned kind of 
place.  The host meets Callista and leads her to a booth.  
Maria Elena stands up as Callista arrives.

MARIA ELENA
Hi!

CALLISTA
I hope I’m not late.

MARIA ELENA
Not at all.  I just sat down.  Have 
a seat.

CALLISTA
Thanks.

Callista slides into the booth adjacent to Maria Elena.

MARIA ELENA
I’m sorry about the lunch 
interview.  It’s nerve-wracking to 
chew and speak presentably at the 
same time.  So, please, relax, just 
be yourself and we’ll just talk, 
okay?

Callista looks at her and smiles uncertainly.

CALLISTA
Sounds like a deal.

LATER

They are finishing their lunch.

MARIA ELENA
In your letter you mentioned you 
have some ideas you want to pitch 
for the column.

This is the moment that Callista’s been building toward.
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CALLISTA
FEMME magazine has been my favorite 
for years and the TO SEE OR NOT TO 
SEE column has been incredible.  As 
you know, we’ve been trying to 
replicate it at JACQUI for some 
time now.

Maria Elena smiles competitively.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
My idea is a combination of things, 
building out of the classic TO SEE 
OR NOT TO SEE column.  FASHION 
DEMERITS.

Maria Elena listens closely.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
For each woman who is a NOT TO SEE 
in FEMME they would earn so many 
Fashion Demerits based on a scale 
we’d develop.  The women who get 
more than, say fifty points, would 
be immediately eligible for the 
FEMME magazine Code Blue Makeovers.  
That’s where we put together a 
commando team of makeup artists, 
fashion designers, hair stylists 
and whatever to make that woman 
over into a new woman.

Maria Elena tries to visualize it.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
It makes the column more 
interactive.  There would also be 
Merit Points for the TO SEE women.  
The woman with the most points at 
the end of the year would get a spa 
getaway.  We’d have to get their 
information when we photograph 
them, of course.

Callista sits back.  Maria Elena is intrigued.

MARIA ELENA
We’re looking for more interactive 
features.  Everything nowadays is 
in your face, click on this, push 
that, submit your form, and presto!  
Hhmm...  That’s interesting.  
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It makes TO SEE OR NOT TO SEE 
more... punishing, in a way.

She looks at Callista, a little uncertainly.

MARIA ELENA (CONT'D)
Why do you think this is the 
strongest idea for FEMME?

Callista looks around at the different women of different 
ages in the restaurant, Maria Elena and herself included, 
everyone trying to look beautiful with whatever they have.

Hair, skin, eyes, legs, butt, bust, height, curves, lips, 
neck, etc.,...  Callista takes a breath.

CALLISTA
I don’t.

MARIA ELENA
You DON’T think it’s a strong idea?

CALLISTA
I used to.  Three days ago.  Not 
anymore.

MARIA ELENA
Really?  What’s changed?

Callista takes out the current issue of FEMME.  She looks at 
Maria Elena as she places the magazine in front of her and 
opens it to TO SEE OR NOT TO SEE.  Maria Elena is very 
intrigued by this and smiles at Callista expectantly.

Callista gives it a few more thoughts before launching in.

CALLISTA
I used to think that making this 
column meaner would make it better.  
Until this picture.

She puts her finger on her NOT TO SEE picture.  Maria Elena 
looks at it wondering why it’s so crucial.  She looks and 
looks and then looks at Callista.

MARIA ELENA
I don’t get it.

Callista smiles at her.

CALLISTA
That’s me.
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Maria Elena is shocked.  She looks at the picture and back at 
Callista numerous times.

MARIA ELENA
Ohmygod.  This is you?  
You...you...must have been—

CALLISTA
(interrupting)

Mortified.  Humiliated.  
Embarrassed.  Name it.  That’s my 
belt, my purse, my bracelet, and...

Callista slides out of the booth dangling her bracelet, 
pointing out her belt, lifting her purse and then she turns 
her back to Maria Elena.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
...my butt.

Maria Elena sees the difference between the photo and 
Callista’s real butt.  Callista slides back into the booth 
and smiles at Maria Elena.  Maria Elena studies the photo 
again and again.

CALLISTA (CONT'D)
But!  I wear a THONG.

MARIA ELENA
Then how did we get this picture?

CALLISTA
It’s called ‘digital retouching.’

Maria Elena is aghast.

MARIA ELENA
No!  We didn’t!

She looks at Callista.

MARIA ELENA (CONT'D)
I’m so sorry—

CALLISTA
(interrupting)

Don’t be.  It’s not your fault.
(pause)

Is it?

Maria Elena is caught off-guard.
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MARIA ELENA
I don’t know.  But, I’m going to 
get to the bottom of this!

Callista stares at her and then, almost inappropriately, she 
busts up, laughing.

CALLISTA
The ‘bottom’ of it!  You’re going 
to get to the BOTTOM of it!

Maria Elena stares at her and then gets infected by 
Callista’s laughter.  They laugh their asses off.

Her nervous energy spent, Callista seems relieved and self-
assured now.  She holds her hands up indicating her outfit.

CALLISTA (CONT'D)
This is a cute outfit, isn’t it?

MARIA ELENA
Absolutely.  I loved it the moment 
you walked in.

CALLISTA
I spoke to a friend before coming 
and I told him how nervous I was 
about meeting with you.  He told me 
to relax and just be myself.

She rolls her eyes.  Maria Elena agrees.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
It’s so easy for men.

(pause)
Then he said that I must have at 
least one outfit that makes me feel 
confident and all that.

She nods at Maria Elena.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
This is it.

She smiles and shakes her head.

MARIA ELENA
And here you are as a NOT TO SEE.

Callista nods and shrugs.
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CALLISTA
God knows, everyone has something 
about their bodies— lots of things— 
that don’t work.

Maria Elena nods.

CALLISTA (CONT'D)
That’s why I don’t think my idea of 
Fashion Demerits is so hot anymore.  
Instead, I think a column that 
helps women find their particular 
strengths would be more useful.

(pause)
TO SEE OR NOT TO SEE could become 
that...

Maria Elena is impressed, nods and looks at her for awhile.

MARIA ELENA
I understand that you met my friend 
Mack Matabeyo at the FEMME party.

Callista almost jumps out of the booth.

CALLISTA
Mack is a friend of yours?

MARIA ELENA
We’ve been friends for many years.  
Last night, at dinner, he said he 
thought you had a passion for this.  
That’s why I called you, today.

CALLISTA
Dinner?

Maria Elena nods at her.  Callista implodes recalling her 
words to Mack.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
(muttered)

What a dork!

MARIA ELENA
He mentioned you had a rough night.

CALLISTA
What did he say?

MARIA ELENA
He’s quite the gentleman.  He 
wouldn’t elaborate.  
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But, now that I think of it I think 
last night he saw your picture and 
recognized you.

Callista looks to heaven as she remembers her call from Mack.  
She startles and looks around.

CALLISTA
I need to find him.  I need to talk 
to him.  He’s going back home 
tonight.

MARIA ELENA
I know.  He’s in his office.

Callista looks at their plates, they’re basically done with 
lunch.

CALLISTA
I’m sorry, Maria Elena.  This has 
been great, but I’ve been such an 
idiot!  I need to find him before 
he leaves.  

MARIA ELENA
That’s quite alright.

Callista collects her things and shakes hands with Maria 
Elena.

CALLISTA
Do you mind, terribly?  I’m sorry 
to rush off.

MARIA ELENA
That’s okay.

CALLISTA
Thank you.

Callista slides out of the booth, her eyes darting as she 
tries to figure things out.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
He gave me his card.  I think I 
have it at home.  I hope I have it 
at home.  How else am I going to 
find him—

MARIA ELENA
(interrupting)

The UN building.  Fourteenth floor, 
suite 1427.
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Callista gapes at Maria Elena.

CALLISTA
Ohmygod.  Thank you.

She shakes hands with her again, memorizing the address.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
I’ve got to catch a cab!

Callista starts to run off waving at Maria Elena.

MARIA ELENA
Callista!

Callista stops.

MARIA ELENA (CONT’D)
I want you on FEMME.  Call me 
tomorrow at the office.

Callista’s astonished expression turns into a big smile.

MARIA ELENA (CONT'D)
I need someone who gets it.

Maria Elena winks and nods at her and then shoos her away.  
Callista gets the message and rushes outside.

INT. CAB

Callista climbs into a cab.  It’s driven by the Cab Driver 
who regularly picks her up outside her apartment.

CALLISTA
Hi!  The UN building and step on 
it!  Thanks.

He looks at her hiding his scorn in the rearview mirror.  He 
does as told.  She takes a breath, looks around and 
recognizes him.

CALLISTA (CONT'D)
Hey, you pick me up in the 
mornings!

He perks up and glances at her over his shoulder.

CAB DRIVER
That’s right.

CALLISTA
What’s your name?
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EXT. UN BUILDING

The cab stops at the curb.  Callista gives him his fare and 
then adds some more bills, a tip.  She runs away waving back.

CALLISTA
Bye, Erriberto-whatever-your-name-
is!

The cab drives off as Callista crosses the UN plaza to go 
inside.

INT. UN BUILDING

Callista walks into the huge crowd of people of all 
nationalities, coming and going.  She’s funneled through a 
security checkpoint and is asked to sign in.

She hurries to the elevators and gets in as one opens, 
shoving past the people trying to get out.  She holds up her 
ID, stopping the people trying to get in, and presses the 
BUTTON for the fourteenth floor repeatedly.

CALLISTA
CODE BLUE!  FASHION EMERGENCY!

Another elevator opens and spills out its passengers, Mack 
being one of them.

The elevator opens on the fourteenth floor and Callista 
spills out.  She looks around and finds the directions to 
suite 1427.

INT. PAN AFRICAN ALLIANCE OFFICE

The RECEPTIONIST, a young white woman from the US, 20s, looks 
up as Callista tumbles inside.  The office is very tiny, not 
impressive at all.  It clearly houses many organizations.

RECEPTIONIST
May I help you?

CALLISTA
I’m looking for Mack, Mack 
Matabeyo— that’s a cute top!

RECEPTIONIST
You just missed him.  He went 
downstairs— thanks! — to meet his 
car to the airport.

CALLISTA
Just now!?
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RECEPTIONIST
Just a second ago.

Callista does an about face and hurries out.

CALLISTA
Thank you, bye!

INT. UN BUILDING - CONTINUOUS

Callista runs back to the elevators and presses the button 
anxiously.  Too impatient to wait she takes the stairs 
CLICKETY-CLACKING down each flight until she explodes into 
the lobby.

The lobby is still full of people and those leaving the 
building are funneled out the same way they were funneled in, 
needing to sign out.

Callista can barely contain herself as she waits to sign out, 
craning her neck searching for Mack.  There are a fair number 
of African delegates, coming and going, and each one grabs 
her attention for a split second.

A SECURITY GUARD eyes her closely as she reaches the sign-out 
book.  She signs out and notices his scrutiny.

CALLISTA
I’m looking for an African man.

SECURITY GUARD
Aren’t we all...

She nods and hurries away and then stops and looks back.  She 
shakes her head and continues outside.

EXT. UN BUILDING - CONTINUOUS

A tour bus of African representatives has unloaded at the UN.  
Men and women in native dress mill about and make their way 
into the UN building.  Callista’s eyes open wide as she 
searches for Mack.

Periodically she grabs some African gentlemen with their 
backs to her, tall enough to be Mack, only to be 
disappointed.

CALLISTA
Mack?  Mack?  You’re not Mack.  
Mack?  Sorry.

She’s waded into the middle of the African tour cluster and 
is nearly overwhelmed trying to find Mack.
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CALLISTA (CONT’D)
Mack?

She reaches the sidewalk and feverishly looks for him.  She 
scurries up and down the sidewalk.

CALLISTA (CONT’D)
Mack?  Mack?

MACK
Yes?

CALLISTA
Who said that!?

She skids to a stop and whips her head around.

MACK
I did?

Mack is standing with an attaché case dressed in ‘business 
casual,’ not a native outfit.  Callista spots him and is 
impressed.  He looks sharp!  Mack smiles, surprised.

CALLISTA
Mack!  There you are!

MACK
Yes.  Of course.

She steps up to him and grabs his hands tentatively.  He 
gives her a questioning look.

CALLISTA
I got the job.

MACK
At FEMME?

CALLISTA
I just met with Maria Elena and she 
wants me to call tomorrow.  She 
says she “needs someone who gets 
it.”

Mack smiles really big.  He tugs on her hands emphatically.

MACK
That’s great!  Congratulations!  
You must be overjoyed!

She smiles oddly at him.
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CALLISTA
Maria Elena said that a friend put 
in a good word for me, you.

Mack nods, a little abashed.

CALLISTA (CONT'D)
Why?

MACK
Why?  Why not?

CALLISTA
After everything you did and the 
way I treated you— I assumed you 
didn’t know or care who Maria Elena 
Pomerantz was.  You must have 
figured me for a stuck-up crybaby!

MACK
Sorta’.

He smiles at her.  Callista is shocked.

MACK (CONT’D)
A stuck-up crybaby with a dream.  
With everything I deal with in my 
country and in Africa I think 
affluent women place far too much 
attention on silly things.  That 
doesn’t mean you shouldn’t have the 
job.

(pause)
That evening you showed me how much 
it meant to you.  And after 
everything you have been through I 
think you might have a unique 
perspective.

CALLISTA
Everything?

MACK
Your date being arrested... Your 
“friends” assaulting you at every 
turn... And of course, that photo.  

CALLISTA
But, I wear a THONG!

MACK
Yes,... you mentioned that...
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He cocks his head, recalling putting her to bed.

CALLISTA
I’m innocent!  That’s not really 
what my butt looks like.  It’s 
impossible.  They digitally 
manipulated my butt!

MACK
That explains a lot.

Donnie drives up to the curb.  Mack and Callista notice him.  
He sees Callista and waves enthusiastically at her as he gets 
out of the car.

DONNIE
Hello, Miss Whitlow Hendershott.

CALLISTA
Hi, Donnie.

DONNIE
We’re running late, Mack.

Donnie opens the door for Mack mockingly.

MACK
You’re running late.

He turns to Callista, smiling and shrugging, as Donnie jumps 
back into the car.

MACK (CONT’D)
I must be going.

Callista gets wistful.

CALLISTA
Thank you.

MACK
It is my pleasure.

She leans in and hugs him tightly.  He hugs her in return.

CALLISTA
I’m glad I met you.  Will you call 
me when you get back?

She pulls back to look at him.  He stares at her and looks at 
her lips.  Slowly, he leans in and kisses her tenderly.
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MACK
Will you remember that, tomorrow?

She swoons.

CALLISTA
Yes.

MACK
Then I will certainly call you when 
I return.

He releases her and she has to support herself on her wobbly 
legs.  He gets in the Mercedes, in the front seat, smiling at 
her.  She waves as they drive off and watches the car 
disappear in traffic.

CALLISTA
Wow....

FADE TO:

INT. FEMME MAGAZINE HEADQUARTERS - DAY

SUPER: A MONTH LATER

Callista is in her new office at FEMME magazine.  It’s a 
slightly larger, nicer office.  Callista takes a moment to 
savor the new opportunity with her to-go latte in one hand.  
Her door opens and Toby pokes his head in.

TOBY
This place is sick!  Aren’t you 
excited?

Callista smiles at him.  Toby gets emotional, looking at her.

TOBY (CONT’D)
Thank you for bringing me with you, 
Sweetie.

He hides his tears and shuts the door quickly.

TOBY (O.C.) (CONT'D)
I’ll be out here.

Callista chuckles to herself.  She opens her daily planner 
and finds a business card.  She dials the number.

CALLISTA
Pati?  This is Callista.

(pause)
I’m fine.  Thanks.  

108.



Hey, how would you like to help me 
with a new fashion column for real 
women?

(pause)
What are you doing for lunch today?

Callista leans back at her desk to explain in detail.

FADE OUT.

THE END
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CALLISTA (CONT'D)


