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INT. OFFICE KITCHEN - DAY

We’re in the kitchen of an open-concept office. There is a 
Keurig, and the island is decorated with an already-browning 
bunch of bananas.

FRANCESCA FOOTE, a portly woman in her seventies with short 
gray hair, makes herself a cup of tea. The mug says “World’s 
Best Grandma,” but “Grand” has been crossed out with Sharpie 
and crudely replaced with “Fran.” As she lets her tea bag 
steep, she squeezes copious amounts of honey into the mug. 
Entirely too much.

Francesca shakes the bottle too hard and drops it by her 
foot. She squats to retrieve it but struggles.

ANDREA approaches. She’s Francesca’s boss, a toxic-positive 
woman in her thirties who is dressed in strategic business 
casual and absolutely on the brink of emotional collapse.

ANDREA
Hey, Fran! Lemme help you with 
that!

Andrea bends, grabs the bottle, and on the way up, sees that 
Francesca’s opposingly curled toes hang menacingly over the 
edges of her sandals. The nails, however, are painted in a 
French manicure with little white flowers in the corners.

ANDREA (CONT'D)
Cyuuuuuuuuute! Pedicure! Love the 
daisies!

Francesca’s had a hard life, and it would be easy to imagine 
her as a weepy old woman, but that’s not who she is. She’s 
dry and bitter. She oozes spite.

FRANCESCA
Hmm? Oh, thanks. My niece and I get 
pedicures every other Saturday. 
Well, Sarah’s niece. We never got 
around to adopting before she died. 
Wasn’t legal then, you know. 
Kayleigh’s all I’ve got now. 

ANDREA
Oh! That’s...nice!

Andrea hands the honey back to Francesca, who tumps the 
bottle and watches honey drip out determinedly.
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ANDREA (CONT'D)
Anyway! I was wondering, how are 
things coming with the blogs? “How 
to Open a Bag of Peanuts” and “10 
Different Types of Sheets” are both 
due at noon today!

FRANCESCA
Oh, Andrea, you know I can’t wait 
to complete this titillating task. 
My Smart-keting Now assignments are 
so much more enriching than the 
ones I received at the Downtown 
Gazette, where I labored tirelessly 
for 18 years, before the internet 
wreaked havoc on the art of 
telling. The Downtown Gazette, 
where I was left with nothing but a 
half-empty box in my arms. No 
retirement plan, no healthcare. And 
when Sarah died, her family refused 
to recognize me as a person, let 
alone their daughter. They left me 
with nothing too.

ANDREA
Oh-ho-hokay, Fran! That’s what I 
like to hear! Keep knockin’ ‘em out 
of the park!

INT. SIX DESKS SHOVED TOGETHER - CONTINUOUS

Francesca returns to her desk, connected to several others 
(“for camaraderie,” the leadership says).

As she sits down, MARK, her 25-year-old coworker in a 
Mavericks baseball cap, pops his head over her monitor.

MARK
Did you hear about Little Black 
Book?

TRINITY, the coworker to Francesca’s right, another 20-
something, widens her Bambi eyes.

TRINITY
I know! I can’t wait to see what 
happens!

Francesca sighs.

FRANCESCA
What is Little Black Book?
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MARK
It’s a website that, uh, connects 
people--usually men--to other 
people--usually women, for certain, 
uh, services.

Francesca arches a penciled brow.

FRANCESCA
Prostitution?

MARK
Not exactly. These girls just sell 
pictures--and not even necessarily, 
uh, inappropriate ones--just ones 
that are kinda racy. They make 
pretty decent money from it, from 
what I hear.

FRANCESCA
Hmm. Interesting: men will pay to 
see young women nearly but not 
quite nude. When I was younger, I 
suspect if the internet had been 
what it is now that I may have 
considered this. It could have 
supported my journalism habit.

TRINITY
Oh-kay, Fran! Miss Confidence!

FRANCESCA
But Sarah never would have agreed 
to it, of course.

Mark, who looks uncomfortable, presses on.

MARK
So, Little Black Book got hacked, 
and now all the names of the 
customers and the, uh, employees 
are out there for all to see.

TRINITY
A friend of a friend of mine got 
fired from her job this morning...

MARK
Yeah, Twitter says people are 
losing their jobs left and right.

Francesca opens her mouth to respond, but she’s interrupted 
by Andrea’s presence. Andrea couches down beside Francesca’s 
swivel chair and whispers to her.
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ANDREA
Hey, Fran, could you please come 
with me to Violet’s office?

Francesca looks at her monitor, a mostly blank Word document 
titled “10 Facts about Ear Drums You Never Knew You Didn’t 
Know But Definitely Needed to Know before It’s Too Late.” The 
curser blinks.

FRANCESCA
Well, I was just wrapping up my 
article, but sure, I suppose I’m 
free now.

INT. HR’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

At a small conference table sits Francesca, Andrea, VIOLET 
and BEN. Violet is the unqualified Gen Z HR representative, 
who relishes in drama and has absolutely no couth. Ben (not 
“Benjamin,” mind you, but “Ben”), the company owner, is 
dressed like a “cool youth pastor,” in a hoodie and a band 
graphic T. Andrea looks strained.

A few pages sit in the middle of the conference table, face 
down.

Ben has a smile plastered to his face that’s fit for tel-
evangelism.

BEN
Fran! How the heck are ya?

FRANCESCA
Oh, still alive.

BEN
Greeeeat, great, great, great. 
That’s great, Fran. We love that 
for you. I’ll just get right to it: 
in light of this news about Little 
Black Book, we’re going to have to 
let you go.

Francesca looks from Violet, who makes intentional menacing 
eye contact with her, to Andrea, who picks at her 
fingernails.

FRANCESCA
I only just heard about this Little 
Black Book business. I’m not sure 
what this has to do with me. 

(MORE)

 4



FRANCESCA (CONT'D)

 5

Or why, after performing 
exceptional work for you for nearly 
four years, this would lead to my 
dismissal.

During this entire interaction, Ben’s smile never wavers. He 
practically never blinks.

BEN
I understand, Fran; it’s tough to 
get caught, and I’m sure you’re 
quite embarrassed. Rest assured, we 
don’t think any less of you-- 

VIOLET
--Though, the rest of us would 
NEVER do something like this.

BEN
Oh, ever. Never ever. We’d never do 
this. It’s not good for our brand 
for one of our writers to be outed 
like this. It’s very clear from the 
articles posted this morning that 
Francesca Foote is a contributing 
member of Little Black Book.

FRANCESCA
You can’t possibly think this 
Francesca Foote is me. It’s 
obviously someone else with the 
same name. ‘Foote’ is a common 
surname, and surely, some other 
unfortunate soul has parents who 
found that cloying alliteration 
cute.

VIOLET
We hoped it wouldn’t come to this.

Violet indicates the pages on the table. Francesca turns the 
top page and stares at it for several moments, her expression 
unreadable. We cannot see what’s on it. Finally, Francesca 
looks up.

FRANCESCA
This is feet.

The three others hold their positions: Andrea is awkward; 
Violet is too excited; Ben is a robot.

Until: Francesca turns the paper toward them. They all flinch 
in unison, but to varying degrees. 

FRANCESCA (CONT'D)
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While Andrea dry heaves a few times, Violet and Ben quickly 
return to their go-to faces.

FRANCESCA (CONT'D)
It’s just feet!

VIOLET
Yesssssss. YES! They’re YOUR feet!

Everyone looks under the table: an even closer close-up of 
Francesca’s pedicure. Instinctively, she wiggles her toes as 
if to say, “What, these old things?”

We see the printed picture for the first time: a black-and-
white image of Francesca’s exact pedicure, sans sandals, toes 
splayed suggestively.

VIOLET (CONT'D)
You don’t have to tell me, but I’m 
curious: how much did you make per 
picture? Was it worth losing your 
job?

Ben chuckles joyfully.

BEN
Well, let’s hope it was because she 
doesn’t have one anymore!

The two of them share in hearty laughter.

Andrea fake-laughs, so she doesn’t lose her job too.

The reality is starting to sink in for Francesca.

FRANCESCA
How is this possible? What is 
happening?

ANDREA
It’s OK, Fran...I’ll pack your desk 
for you, and we can walk out the 
back door together...

INT. THE TINIEST ONE-BEDROOM APARTMENT - AFTERNOON

A box of office things sit on the dining table: a small 
succulent, a nearly empty bottle of honey, a box of Earl Gray 
tea and the “World’s Best Fran-ma” mug.

Francesca sits at the table and stares at it. She pulls out 
her iPhone, the text large enough to see from space, and 
types a message to Kayleigh.
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INSERT: “Fired today. Little Black Book listed my name and 
pics. Worse than losing real job at DG.”

Francesca sets her phone on the table and lumbers over to an 
honest-to-god desktop computer, a relic from the early 2000s. 
She pulls up her email and raises both eyebrows in mild 
surprise.

412 new messages.

The subject lines say things like, “Francesca, my sweet baby 
angel, thank God I found you!” and “Franberry, I need my 
secret sauce! Now!!!!” and “plz I’ll give you $1000 for a pic 
plz today plz.”

She stares at the last message, mouse hovering. Finally, she 
clicks it.

We watch Francesca’s face as she reads the email, while the 
voice of a nationally ambiguous CLIENT (V.O.) reads the 
contents.

CLIENT (V.O.)
Hi, sweet young lady, I am 
heartbroken about Little Black 
Book. I trust it’s alright that I 
discover your email. Please 
consider sending an image to this 
email address. Please for $1000 I 
will give you for an image of your 
delightful feet dunked in honey. 
Kindly guarantee they are covered 
totally. Do you incline toward 
Venmo or PayPal?

As the message unfolds, Francesca becomes increasingly 
bewildered. This is the first time we have seen her express 
any unmuted emotion.

From the table, Francesca’s phone RINGS. Francesca struggles 
to lift herself from her office chair: she accidentally spins 
herself around, bumps the desk, triggers the desktop to read 
the email aloud somehow: HI, SWEET YOUNG LADY, I AM 
HEARTBROKEN--

She fumbles to turn it off and gets to the phone right before 
it stops ringing.

She lifts the phone to her ear.

INT. OFFICE CUBICLE - CONTINUOUS
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KAYLEIGH, 20s, is hunched over in her cubicle. On her 
monitor, we see absolute gibberish inside Excel squares: 
super-smart data entry, way over our heads. She’s on the 
verge of a panic attack, but she has to lower her voice to 
keep her boss from overhearing her conversation.

KAYLEIGH
Fran-ma, I’m so sorry. I’m just--
I’m so--I’m so sorry! 

INTERCUT BETWEEN FRAN AND KAYLEIGH. 

FRANCESCA
Oh, Kayleigh, it’s alright. You 
know I always land on my feet--

KAYLEIGH
--No, no, listen. Are you sitting? 
You should be sitting. 

FRANCESCA
I’m sitting. What’s happening?

KAYLEIGH
Please don’t get mad. God, I can’t 
believe someone leaked the names. 
Fran-ma, please understand... I’ve 
been so worried about you. You 
don’t have any retirement savings! 
And one of my friends was telling 
me about how she gets guys to pay 
for pictures of her feet, and I 
thought that was so wild at first, 
but then... Every time we get a 
pedicure, I snap a pic of your 
toes, and then I post it. I opened 
a savings account for you, Fran-ma, 
and it’s got about $53,000 in it. 
Please, please don’t be mad... Are 
you mad?

As Francesca listens in total shock, she looks over at her 
desktop computer, the email it displays in extra-large font. 

She stares off, looks at a portrait on the wall.

It’s an old image, what would have been black-and-white but 
has browned with age: it’s two women, a YOUNG FRANCESCA and 
her SARAH. Their elbows are hooked. Sarah is laughing, her 
smile wide, and Young Francesca looks at her adoringly.

KAYLEIGH (CONT'D)
Fran-ma? Are you there? Oh, god, 
you’re mad, aren’t you?
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A Felix the Cat clock hangs on the wall and TICKS.

Francesca looks over at her kitchen counter. There several 
full bottles of honey sit.

FRANCESCA
I’m here, honey. I’m not mad. I’ll 
call you later. 

She hangs up.

Francesca takes a deep breath and lets it out.

She flops a foot on her opposite knee and starts slipping off 
her sandals.

END.
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