
She looks back at the sea, gobbling up Port Townsend. The 
wind slaps her face.

EXT. CAMANO ISLAND - CURVY ROAD ALONG WATER - DAY27 27

Steph speeds along the winding main road on Camano 
Island. She’s running late, can’t find Regina’s street. 
Worst of all, her cell says: 

Insert: “NO SERVICE”

We see: Camano Island is affluent. Secluded. Manicured. A 
weekend destination for Seattle elites who want a second 
home with acreage. Lots of gates and boats in private 
docks. Fancy cars in driveways. 

Steph eyes her phone, distracted. “NO SERVICE” is a mom’s 
worst nightmare. 

EXT. REGINA’S HOUSE - CAMANO ISLAND - DAY 28 28

Stephanie rushes up the steps of a gorgeous waterfront 
house, dragging her vacuum and cleaning caddy with her. 
The house is modern and elegant. Breathtaking views. 

She opens the door and slips inside, through the foyer... 

INT. REGINA’S HOUSE - FOYER/LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS29 29

...and into the most beautiful living room she’s ever 
seen. Art. Fresh flowers. Floor to ceiling glass. She 
goes to the window, looks out at the luxe pool and dock. 
She holds her phone up, hoping for a signal. Nope. 

REGINA
No phones. You’re a half hour late.

Steph turns to find REGINA (late 30s/early 40s, 
intelligent, with flawless skin, tasteful accessories, 
and eyes so sharp they could cut you.) 

STEPHANIE
Hi, I’m -- 

REGINA
A half hour late. 
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STEPHANIE
Sorry. I missed the turn, my phone --

REGINA
We’ll have to reschedule.

STEPHANIE
No! I can be done by 4, ma’am, for sure. 
I’m fast and I’m good. No problem. 

REGINA
I’d really rather you come back another 
time than do a shoddy job and just throw 
a bunch of cleaning products around. 

STEPHANIE
You won’t be disappointed, I promise.

Regina looks her up and down, assessing. Decides: fine.

REGINA
This wood? It’s imported French cherry. I 
know people think I’m particular, but I 
want you to see this, come over here. 
This is what happens when you don’t honor 
the grain. See? Look what the last girl 
did. Do you see that? 

She peels up a corner of carpet and points to a spot on 
the wood floor. There is absolutely nothing there. 

STEPHANIE
Oh yeah. Wow. 

REGINA
Please care. Rub with the grain, never 
against it. I’m here. 

STEPHANIE
...you’re where?

Regina turns her head, indicating her ear pod. She’s 
obviously on the phone now. Not speaking to the maid. 

REGINA
No, we can’t re-open a closed deal. Tell 
him no, of course we can’t. We’re in NYC 
this weekend, so everything in the fridge 
can go, so my whole house doesn’t smell 
like Kombucha when I get back. Got it? 
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Oh, she’s talking to Stephanie?

STEPHANIE
Sorry. Yes, the fridge. Got it.

REGINA
We compost. Do you know what that is?

(Stephanie nods)
Use the bin labeled “Compost.” Can you 
read or should I show you? 

STEPHANIE
...I can read. 

REGINA
Ugh! Just put him on, I’ll talk to him.

Regina’s on the phone again. Her perfect ass disappears 
down the hall. Stephanie watches her go, thinking she’s 
just as advertised: mean as a snake.

(Note: but actually, she’s not; we’ll see more of her, 
she’s not what she seems here.)

Steph gathers up her stuff and steels herself to dive in--

INT. REGINA'S HOUSE - VARIOUS - DAY30 30

A RAPID SERIES OF SHOTS:

- Steph on her hands and knees, scrubbing the bathroom 
floor. Scrubbing the toilet, the stains. The tub. Pulling 
the hair outta drains, wiping the pubes off the floor.

- Sweat pouring off Stephanie’s brow. This is back-
breaking. She checks her phone, “NO SERVICE.” It’s 2:45.

- Steph hurrying up, down, up, down, up, down the stairs. 
Sometimes with laundry baskets, sometimes with trash, 
sometimes with the heavy vacuum. Out of breath.

- She checks her phone, "NO SERVICE.” It’s 3:15. She’s 
worried. 

- Steph makes beds. Vacuums lines into rugs. Folds 
laundry. Replaces towels. Dusts. Changes lightbulbs. 

- Steph checks her phone, "NO SERVICE.” It’s 3:25.
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