
INT. SUBURBAN HOME - NIGHT

STEVE looks out the living room window, pauses, then 
moves into the kitchen where his wife, NIKKI, loads the 
dishwasher.

STEVE
Well, congratulations.

NIKKI
On what?

STEVE
The Mill street campgrounds are 
apparently open for business.

NIKKI
What are you talking about?

Nikki goes to the kitchen window, flips a space in the 
blinds with her fingers and looks out. She sees some 
homeless men setting up a tent on the sidewalk in front 
of their house.

STEVE
Guess you didn't think to include a rider 
on your bill indicating 'just not in my 
neighborhood.'

NIKKI
Well, they need to sleep somewhere.

STEVE
Yup. So, it's Tuesday.

NIKKI
Yeah?

Steve glances at their dog, SKIPPER, in the corner. It 
lifts its head in response.

NIKKI (CONT’D)
Oh. Yeah. Um, okay. I should, I should 
maybe change.

STEVE
Why? You always walk him in your yoga 
pants.

NIKKI
Don't be an ass.

Nikki exits the kitchen, goes upstairs to the master 
bedroom. She pulls a pair of jeans from a dresser drawer. 
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She turns to pull down her yoga pants and sees through 
the large picture window a man standing outside the tent 
looking up at her. Nikki grabs the jeans and rushes out 
of the room to the bathroom. She closes the door, looks 
in the mirror, and finally pulls her jeans on over her 
yoga pants.

Nikki walks into the kitchen wearing a lot of layers. She 
sees Steve with his boots on and with the dog already on 
its leash.

STEVE
Last I checked it was still 70 degrees 
out. We're going out the back way. You 
know Skipper. He can be a little 
territorial. Probably try to eat one of 
our new neighbors.

NIKKI
Why'd you even let me go upstairs?

STEVE
Back in a bit.

Steve exits.
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