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FADE IN:

INT. LISA’S BEDROOM, MELBOURNE. NIGHT.1 1

Solitary, an attractive young woman poses elegantly in front of 
a large white photography backdrop -- her face is lit by the 
delicate light emanating from a tripod mounted ring light.

This is LISA (21) -- a glamorous up-and-coming social-media 
influencer.

Attempting to find her best angle she poses, flourishing a 
stylized make-up design. Gripping her PHONE tightly she pauses -- 
and -- CLICK!

CRIME PODCAST (O.S)
And get this -- Tamara spent her last 
days in captivity convincing her very 
own kidnapper -- that she loved him. 
She pulled a full on uno-reverse on 
the guy! And he totally fell for it.

She pauses the podcast. Now -- allowing her body to relax, Lisa 
draws the PHONE closer to her face in an effort to analyse her 
most recent CAPTURE. A luminescent glow encompasses her.

In an instant, she has prepared the PHOTO to be posted. 
Carefully cropped and a filter added to highlight her unique 
style -- she hovers her manicured thumb over the ‘SHARE’ button. 
Second thoughts flood across her face -- a brief hesitation 
consumes her.

TAP! She posts the PHOTO.

A flood of HEARTS and small EMOJI icons alike explode in the top 
right-hand corner of the SCREEN. Without hesitation Lisa pounds 
upon the SCREEN with her finger exhilarated to gauge the 
response of her various followers.

FLICKING maddeningly through the COMMENTS (unseen) her face 
lights up -- a sensation of relief -- perhaps even pleasure. But 
then -- in an instant -- her finger stops and her expression 
drops.

The picturesque scene of a dazzling makeshift studio rapidly 
shifts as we pull back to see Lisa’s rather unimpressive 
bedroom. A floor littered with clothing -- books and magazines 
sprawled out -- and open makeup and jewelry rest scattered 
throughout.

With a loud THUD she takes a seat at her vanity -- salmon 
coloured fairy lights gleam upon her. Leaning in, she stares 
deeply at herself in the vanity MIRROR. 
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A blank stare glances back. Unimpressed she turns looking at a 
secondary magnified MIRROR mounted upon the vanity.

Gently she turns her head examining each and every angle of her 
face -- the MIRROR ever so slightly warping her NOSE as she does 
so. Leaning closer she examines it -- wiggling its tip -- up and 
then down -- left and then right.

JAKE (O.S.)
Hey Lis!

JAKE (10), Lisa’s brother -- a caring yet rapscallion boy -- 
storms excitedly into her room.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Take a look at these bad boys.

He charges towards Lisa, halting mere inches from her face. With 
a flick of the tongue he brandishes his pearlescent teeth.

LISA
JESUS, JAKE! Did it cross your mind to 
knock?

A flush of blood encompasses her face -- embarrassed by her own 
vanity. Deflated, Jake steps backwards.

JAKE
Oh... Sorry.

LISA
Oh. Come here. Let me get a closer 
look.

Jake shoots up and walks over to her. A large ear to ear grin 
bears his teeth.

LISA (CONT'D)
Pretty impressive. Too bad you weren't 
blessed with perfectly straight teeth 
like me, huh?

JAKE
I can’t get over it. They feel so 
slimy.

LISA
Okay, okay, very exciting. Now get out 
of here, doofus.

Lisa stands guiding her younger brother to the door.

JAKE
So slimy...
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Gripping the door delicately she closes it behind him. As if a 
magnetic pull she turns towards the MIRROR from afar -- fixated 
upon her NOSE.

CUT TO:

EXT. PLASTIC SURGERY CLINIC. MORNING.2 2

Resting beneath the mid-day sun illuminated by its golden rays 
is the monumental clinic. Only two cars find themselves within 
the parking lot. It is a slow day here today.

CUT TO:

INT. PLASTIC SURGERY CLINIC WAITING ROOM. MORNING.3 3

Within this sterile clinic’s waiting room sits Lisa. Hidden away 
in the corner of the room she adorns an oversized black jumper, 
her typically styled face no longer painted with makeup. Small 
and out of her element she waits for her name to be called.

Unfamiliar with her surroundings she cautiously surveys the 
room, noticing a lone female receptionist and a series of 
MEDICAL POSTERS covering the pale-blue walls.

Her gaze lingers upon a lone glossy POSTER displaying the before 
and after images of a successful RHINOPLASTY procedure. 
Unknowingly -- as if it has become a habit -- she touches her 
NOSE.

MOLLY (O.S)
Hey Jen, just here for my 2:30 consult 
with Dr. Anders.

RECEPTIONIST (O.S)
He shouldn't be long. Thanks Molly.

Lisa’s attention shifts to another POSTER which outlines 
precautions that must be taken in order to prevent post-surgery 
infections. TAP. TAP. TAP. Lisa begins to nervously shake her 
leg.

MOLLY (36), a confident, attractive and well-proportioned woman 
seats herself beside Lisa.

MOLLY
First time here I take it?

LISA
Hmm... How can you tell?
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With a flick of the WRIST Molly gestures towards Lisa’s leg. 
Suddenly aware of her involuntary fidgeting, Lisa halts.

MOLLY
Who are you here to see?

LISA
Ah... Dr -- Fi -- Fish...

MOLLY
Ah -- Dr. Fisher. You’re in good hands 
honey. He’s great. And might I add --

Leaning over Lisa to the table beside her, Molly fetches the 
latest issue of Cosmopolitan.

MOLLY (CONT'D)
He’s not too hard on the eyes either.

LISA
Yeah?

Awkward silence.

Taking the opportunity to subtly stare, Lisa examines Molly’s 
physical figure in an attempt to pinpoint any noticeable 
surgeries the woman may have undergone. Her gaze however falls 
upon a SMALL TATTOO on Molly’s WRIST.

LISA (CONT'D)
That's a cute tattoo.

MOLLY
This? --

Molly looks at a small faded heart shaped TATTOO on her WRIST. 
She harshly rubs it with her other hand.

MOLLY (CONT'D)
It’s a stick and poke I got when I was 
about your age. --

LISA
It’s nice.

MOLLY
Honestly I’m surprised it's lasted 
this long. I’d get it covered up -- 
but it almost feels a part of me now.

NURSE (O.S)
Lisa.
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MOLLY
I’m going to guess that’s you hun.

LISA
Oh.

Hesitantly, Lisa stands and makes her way across the room.

CUT TO:

EXT. PLASTIC SURGERY CLINIC. AFTERNOON.4 4

Some time later the same monumental clinic stands tall. The car 
park is now filled with a larger number of cars -- patients of 
the day.

CUT TO:

INT. PLASTIC SURGERY CLINIC WAITING ROOM. AFTERNOON.5 5

Once again Lisa sits in the waiting room. This time with an aura 
of confidence about her. She adorns a well-coordinated  stylized 
outfit and a vibrant face of MAKEUP.

DING! DING! DING! DING! DING! Her PHONE chimes wildly.

Retrieving it from her BAG she is met with an onslaught of 
notification badges upon her screen.

JAKE (ON SCREEN TEXT)
Jake Mobile: 1 Attachment

Jake Mobile: 1 Attachment

Jake Mobile: 1 Attachment

Jake Mobile: Look at this!

Jake Mobile: Hope you’re sfae.

Clicking onto one of the notifications Lisa opens the messages 
and is met by a tiny little graphic of a dog wagging its tail. 
With a slight chuckle she pulls up her keyboard.

LISA (ON SCREEN TEXT)
Thx Jakey! Am all good. Luv ya dummy.

Her finger hovers above the SEND button when -- suddenly - a 
sharp squeaking noise draws her attention.
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Slowly from beyond the waiting room waddles a young male nurse.  
In front of him he pushes a wheelchair housing an almost 
unrecognizable woman.

Passing Lisa, she analyses the patient's head. Wrapped tightly 
with a bandage that passes under her jaw, she looks as if a 
figure from a horror film. A sliver of tape covers the bridge of 
her NOSE. Eyes swollen and severely bruised the patient -- in a 
daze -- stares vacantly ahead of her.

With their hands resting limply in their lap Lisa notices a 
small faded HEART SHAPED TATTOO. MOLLY.

In a haste Lisa gathers her BAG and sprints towards the clinics 
unisex-bathroom.

CUT TO:

INT. PLASTIC SURGERY CLINIC UNISEX-BATHROOM. AFTERNOON.6 6

CRASH! Lisa throws her BAG upon the sink within the 
claustrophobic room. Small pallets of makeup and miscellaneous 
items scatter around the room. With heaving breaths Lisa 
attempts to calm herself.

LISA
In -- out -- in -- out.

She leans forward in front of the MIRROR now a sickly white 
colour -- as if a phantom. Caught in her reflection she stares 
at herself.

MATCH CUT TO:

INT. LISA’S BEDROOM, MELBOURNE. NIGHT.7 7

Gently, Lisa turns her head examining each and every angle of 
her face -- the MIRROR ever so slightly warping her NOSE as she 
does so. Leaning closer she examines it -- wiggling its tip -- 
up and then down -- left and then right.

MATCH CUT TO:

INT. PLASTIC SURGERY CLINIC UNISEX-BATHROOM. AFTERNOON.8 8

Staring back at herself in the dimly lit bathroom Lisa’s 
breathing slows. She regains her composure and smiles at her 
reflection.

NURSE (O.S.)
Lisa -- is there a Lisa here?
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Confidently she gathers her things and exits the bathroom.

CUT TO:

INT. LISA’S FAMILY KITCHEN. NIGHT.9 9

Within this contemporary family kitchen Lisa sits atop the bench 
toiling away on her phone. With a CRASH! Jake stumbles from the 
walk-in pantry. Hastily, he makes his way towards Lisa.

Covered in food and his hair sticking up, he places a steaming 
plate in front of her -- a large pearlescent smile upon his 
face.

JAKE
Here you go!

LISA
What’s this? -- You only whip out your 
famous baked beans on dry toast for 
special occasions.

JAKE
Ya! It is a special occasion!

LISA
What do you mean?

JAKE
I present to you -- your last meal 
before your operation!

LISA
What?

JAKE
Ta-Da.

LISA
How did you hear about my operation?

JAKE
I heard mum and dad talking about it.

LISA
Oh... What did they say?

JAKE
I dunno -- I wasn't listening proper. 
Just that you had an operation 
tomorrow.

Lisa looks towards the food
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LISA
That's very nice of you but you know 
I’m still capable of making my own 
food, right? It’s not like I’m dying.

JAKE
Yeah -- well... I know. It's just a 
bit -- scary.

LISA
I’m going to be fine. I’ll still be 
the same old me after you know.

JAKE
I know... but -- but -- please don’t 
go!

Jake latches onto his sister, hugging her tightly.

LISA
I... I won’t.

CUT TO:

EXT. PLASTIC SURGERY CLINIC. MORNING.10 10

Resting beneath the early morning sun is the monumental day 
clinic. Only one car rests within the parking lot.

INT. FAMILY JEEP. MORNING.11 11

Lisa sits within a parked car accompanied by her MOTHER (50). 
The two sit silently -- the air conditioner produces a subtle 
hum.

MOTHER
I just never thought -- I just wish we 
had talked more about it -- about how 
you were feeling.

LISA
I'm an adult now -- trust me I know 
what I’m doing

The two firmly embrace.

LISA (CONT'D)
I love ya mum.

MOTHER
I love you too darling.

8.



9.

INT. PLASTIC SURGERY CLINIC. MORNING.12 12

Within the now familiar setting sits Lisa. Hidden away in the 
corner of the room she adorns an oversized black jumper, her 
typically styled face no longer painted with makeup. She waits 
for her name to be called.

Sitting in silence she scrolls across old PHOTOS of herself -- 
from a time long ago -- on her PHONE.

Coming upon a PHOTO of herself and friends when she was a young-
teenager she stops. In the photo she adorns a baggy t-shirt, 
basketball shorts and a tattered pair of white trainers stained 
with dirt. A large grin encompasses her face.

NURSE
Lisa. Dr. Fischer will see you now.

CUT TO BLACK.

END.
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