
INT. HALLWAY - DAY

PHONE RINGING

On a bulletin board, a casting list hangs for an upcoming 
spring dance major show. Student’s walk casually through the 
hall as XIMENA (female, 20’S) tries to muster up some courage 
to look at the paper. She looks at the ringing phone in her 
hand. It’s her MOM. Hesitating, she answers it. 

XIMENA
Hey mom.

MOM V.O.
Ximena! Aye Mija! Finally you 
answer. I haven’t heard from you 
all this week! Are you okay? Are 
you eating? Are you-

XIMENA
(cuts off mom)

Mom, its fine. I’ve just been... 
busy with dance and school. I had 
auditions last week.

MOM V.O.
Auditions? How did that go-

XIMENA
Fine mom. Um can I call you later? 
I got to go.

Ximena hangs up the phone. She takes a deep breath and walks 
over to the casting list. 

Standing in front of the casting list, we see her shoulders 
slump. She lets out a sad sigh.

CUT TO:

INT. HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

Students mill out into the hallway from one of the dance 
rooms. No one gives any attention to the bulletin board until 
JAMIE (grad student, 20’s-30s) rushes to the board pinning up 
a few flyers. While pinning the last flyer, Jamie freezes, 
taking a second to scrunch their face. 

Jamie slowly turns their head and jumps, clutching their 
chest.
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JAMIE
Ximena! You can’t just scare me 
like that!

Ximena stands nervously in the hallway, fidgeting with her 
hands. 

XIMENA
Sorry Jamie... I just thought... 
um...

JAMIE
(looks at watch)

Ximena, I’m sorry to cut you off 
but the professors have given us 
grad students so much to do lately. 
Especially since the auditions-

XIMENA
Thats what I wanted to talk about! 
The audition's, I mean... I wanted 
to know why, um, I didn’t make it. 

Jamie looks down at the ground and sighs.

XIMENA (CONT’D)
And I thought I would ask you since 
you were present at the auditions 
and I’m assuming the decision 
making part of that and-

JAMIE
Ximena you know I shouldn’t talk 
about it...

XIMENA
And I’ve been in your classes, so 
you’ve seen my progress first hand!

JAMIE
I know but-

XIMENA
Plus you’ve said I have what it 
takes to finally be a dancer in the 
professor’s showcase.

Jamie looks down at their watch.

JAMIE
(urgently)

Ximena please-
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XIMENA
I even have my Martha Graham 
technique down. Look!

Ximena starts breathing loudly and dancing simultaneously, 
blocking Jamie from leaving. Jamie immediately stops her.

JAMIE
Ximena! 

(takes a sharp breath)
The professors didn’t pick you 
because they said you just don’t 
have a dancer’s body.

BEAT

XIMENA
(shocked)

...wha-what?

JAMIE
I’m sorry honey. You know how they 
are. They want their dancers to 
look a certain way...

XIMENA
I-is there anything I can do to-?

JAMIE
I’m sorry Ximena, I really am, but 
I need to go.

Jamie pins the last flyer and leaves. Ximena stands there 
silently, staring at the Tragedy Mask graphic printed on the 
flyer Jamie posted.

XIMENA 
(whisper)

... A dancer’s body?

PHONE RINGS

CUT TO:

INT. XIMENA’S ROOM - LATER

Ximena is packing her dance bag while her roommate JOYCE 
(female, 20’s) lays on her bed. 

JOYCE
(upset)

A “DANCER’S BODY”? 

3.



4.

XIMENA
Mhm.

JOYCE
Can they even do that?

XIMENA
In the dance world, I guess so.

Joyce grabs Ximena’s phone.

JOYCE
Hey Siri, can you body discriminate 
in the dance world in 2023?

XIMENA
Joyce-

PHONE RINGS.

JOYCE
It’s your mom, want me to answer 
it?

Ximena grabs the phone and silences it.

JOYCE (CONT’D)
O-kay... Should we also talk about 
that? Or-

XIMENA
Joyce. I’m fine really. This 
happens all the time and I can get 
through this myself.

JOYCE
(concerned)

Ximena-

XIMENA
Plus I am going to be late to 
rehearsal.

Joyce looks at the time.

JOYCE
Rehearsal? Isn’t that not until 
another hour? I thought we were 
going to get lunch together?

XIMENA
Well after today’s results I feel 
like I should go and practice a bit 
more.
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Joyce silently looks at Ximena then sighs.

JOYCE
Fine. But-

Joyce gets up and grabs something from her desk. She walks 
over and hands Ximena a protein bar.

JOYCE (CONT’D)
At least make sure you eat okay?

XIMENA
I will.

Ximena puts the protein bar in her bag. Joyce walks towards 
the door yet pauses.

JOYCE
... And I know you don’t want to 
talk about this with me but... I 
think at least you should talk to 
your mom. 

Ximena freezes.

JOYCE (CONT’D)
My mom always says, “Nothing good 
ever happens when you are alone 
with your thoughts.”

BEAT

JOYCE (CONT’D)
... Maybe I should call my mom too?

(chuckles softly)

Joyce leaves and Ximena resumes packing. Before she zips up 
her bag she grabs the protein bar. She stares at the bar and 
then looks at herself in the mirror. She examines her body, 
from her head to her toes. She looks back at the protein bar 
in her hand. Ximena frowns and throws it in the trash.

PHONE RINGS.

Upset, she hastily grabs her phone to turn it off when the 
ringing stops. She looks at the screen confused. 

Her phone screen is blank.

CUT TO:
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INT. DANCE STUDIO ROOM - LATER

Ximena opens the door into the dark dance studio room.

XIMENA
Hello?

The room echos in silence. Ximena looks for a light switch. 
She turns on the light and heads to the audio system near the 
mirror. She pauses in front of the old machine with a 
perplexed look on her face.

XIMENA (CONT’D)
(to herself)

Just great. I forgot this room has 
a stereo older than the dinosaurs. 

Fiddling with the stereo, Ximena drops her phone on the floor 
near the mirror. While picking up the phone, Ximena glances 
at her body in the mirror. She stands up and starts to 
inspect her waist and arms. 

Suddenly, Ximena hears a phone ring. She immediately checks 
her phone to find a blank screen yet again. Frantically 
Ximena scans the room. 

XIMENA (CONT’D)
Hello? 

The ringing stops. 

XIMENA (CONT’D)
(confused)

Okay...

Ximena slowly and uneasily goes back to connecting her phone 
to the stereo. 

CUT TO:

INT. DANCE STUDIO ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Sweating and catching her breath, Ximena cools down in the 
middle of the floor. While she wipes the sweat off her face, 
she catches her reflection again in the mirror. In the 
mirror, she guides her hand underneath her arm. Her breath 
catches. 

Ximena shakes her head and immediately stands up. She rushes 
over to the ballet bars and struggles to pull it to the 
middle of the room. She props her leg on the bar and 
frantically starts a ballet combination. 

6.



7.

Keeping an eye on her form, Ximena turns to look at herself 
in the mirror. She pauses mid leg lift, angrily squinting at 
herself in the mirror. She readjusts herself to try to make 
her waist look small. Next her leg. Frustrated, she buries 
her head in her hands. 

LIGHTS TURN OFF

Ximena lifts her head up and turns towards the light switch. 

XIMENA
Hello? 

No response.

XIMENA (CONT’D)
Hello?!

Ximena is met with silence. Gradually, Ximena makes her way 
to the switch.

XIMENA (CONT’D)
Joyce it better not be you messing 
with me!

PHONE RINGING

Angrily sighing, Ximena reaches for the switch when the 
ringing cuts to the call being answered. 

Frozen in place she hears not only A VOICE, but HER OWN 
VOICE.

VOICE O.S.
Hello?

Breathing heavily, Ximena’s eyes go wide. Trembling, she 
looks to the source of the voice. In the dark she sees a 
figure near the ballet bar. 

XIMENA
(scared)

... Hello?

A spot light shines on the figure revealing a person, wearing 
dance clothes and the drama tragedy mask she saw earlier. The 
figure slowly tilts their head. Ximena unconsciously mimics. 

XIMENA (CONT’D)
(trembling)

Who- who are...

VOICE O.S.
Ximena...
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Ximena hears her voice again but from another part of the 
room. Whipping her head towards the sound, she spots another 
figure. Another spot light reveals their masked face.

VOICE O.S. (CONT’D)
Your body...

Another figure appears, the spot light highlighting the 
sadness encrusted in the mask. 

More and more figures appear around the room, shone by 
spotlights. Whispers of “YOUR BODY” echo in the room until 
Ximena’s breathing becomes so loud it drowns out the 
whispers. Squeezing her eyes tight, Ximena shakes her head.

XIMENA
No... No! Ximena get yourself 
together!

BEAT 

VOICE O.S.
Ximena...?

Ximena opens her eyes to find her self staring straight into 
the eyes of the mask. 

VOICE O.S. (CONT’D)
Your body...?

The mask tilts her head again and Ximena mirrors back.

VOICE O.S. (CONT’D)
(whispers)

... Will never be a dancer’s body!

MULTIPLE VOICES START SCREAMING OUT “Disgusting!” 

Scared, Ximena tries to run but the masked figure grabs her 
hand and uncontrollably Ximena starts dancing with them. 

Ximena frees herself from the masked figure’s grasp but is 
caught by another masked figure and can’t stop dancing. 

VOICE O.S. (CONT’D)
Ugly! Terrible! Horrible!

More figures intertwine themselves with Ximena, progressively 
dancing aggressively.

Ximena, on the verge of defeat, is about to be swallowed by 
the sea of masked dancers when-

PHONE RINGING 
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It takes a second for Ximena to register the sound is coming 
from the speaker. She looks towards the speaker and sees her 
phone’s screen lit. Her mother is calling.

Ximena starts to free herself towards the stereo by dancing 
her way smartly out of the herd of masked dancers. 

Breaking free she bolts to the phone. Right when she’s a step 
away from answering, the main masked figure grabs her and 
holds her back. Ximena turns to take in the figure’s sad 
face. The masked figure tilts their head yet, this time, 
Ximena stops her self from mirroring.

Shaking her head, Ximena reaches her hand towards the phone 
with all her might. Clenching her face, her fingers stretch 
out to touch the screen. 

Ximena screams with all her might until she finally answers 
the call. 

CUT TO BLACK.

MOM V.O.
Ximena?

XIMENA V.O.
Mom?

MOM V.O.
(lovingly)

Oh, Ximena.

END
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