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To all the women whose stories deserve to be heard—
may your voices rise boldly, your truths be told freely,
and your connections deepen with courage and grace.
This book is for the two voices inside each of us,
and for the friendships, loves, and journeys they inspire.
With love and admiration,
Vandi Lynnae Enzor
 
 

Author’s Note
 
As both an actor and an acting coach, I’ve long recognized the need for authentic, nuanced material that showcases the complexity of women’s relationships on stage and screen. Her Two Voices was written to provide original, meaningful scenes crafted specifically for two women actors—scenes that explore a wide range of emotions, dynamics, and stories often overlooked.
I hope that this collection will inspire performers to connect deeply with their characters, challenge themselves creatively, and find fresh opportunities to bring diverse women’s voices to life.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

How to Approach a New Scene
 
	Read the Scene Thoroughly
. Start by reading the entire scene slowly and carefully. Take in the dialogue, the setting, and the interactions between the characters. Don’t rush—absorb the tone, mood, and flow.

	Understand the Characters
. Ask yourself: Who are these two women? What do they want in this scene? What are their relationships to each other? Consider their backstories, personalities, and emotional states.

	Identify the Objective
: What is each character’s goal or objective in this moment? What do they want to achieve from the other person? Understanding the “want” gives energy and direction to the performance.

	Explore the Subtext
. Think about what’s not being said. What emotions or thoughts lie beneath the surface? Subtext brings depth and realism.

	Consider the Stakes
: What’s at risk if the characters succeed or fail? Higher stakes raise the tension and make the scene more compelling.

	Make Strong Choices
: Decide how you will portray your character’s objective, emotions, and physicality. Experiment with tone, pace, and gestures to find what feels true.

	Rehearse with Your Scene Partner
. Work collaboratively to build chemistry and establish a good timing. Listen actively and respond honestly to create a natural exchange.

	Reflect and Refine
After rehearsals, reflect on what worked and what could be stronger. Be open to feedback and willing to try new approaches.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Character Background Worksheet
Character Name: _______________________________________
Age: ______________________
Occupation: ___________________________________________
Relationship to Other Character(s) in the Scene: ____________________________________
 
1. Basic Facts
	Where was your character born?

	Where do they live now?

	What is their family like? (Parents, siblings, children, pets)

	What kind of education or training do they have?

 
2. Personality Traits
	List three adjectives that describe your character’s personality:

	 

	 

	 

	What are their strengths?

	What are their weaknesses or fears?

 
3. Life Experiences
	What is a critical event from their past that shaped who they are?

	What is something they regret or wish they could change?

	What is a happy memory they cherish?

 
4. Motivations and Goals
	What do they want most right now? (In this scene and life generally)

	What are they willing to do to get it?

	What are their biggest obstacles?

 
5. Relationships
	How do they feel about the other person in this scene?

	What is the history between them?

	What emotions or tensions might be present under the surface?

 
6. Physicality and Habits
	How does your character carry themselves? (Posture, movement)

	Do they have any distinctive gestures, habits, or mannerisms?

	How do they speak? (Tone, speed, accent)

 
7. Inner Life
	What are your character’s fears or insecurities?

	What do they dream of or hope for?

	What secrets do they keep?

 
Reflection
	How does this background influence your character’s choices in the scene?

	What new insights have you discovered?

 
Feel free to jot down notes and use this worksheet as a starting point to inhabit your character fully.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Scene Crafting & World-Building Worksheet
Scene Title: ___________________________________________
Characters Involved: ___________________________________
Setting (Place & Time): _________________________________
 
1. Define the World
	Where does this scene take place? (Room, outdoor location, city, era)

	What does the environment look, sound, and feel like? (Describe details like lighting, weather, sounds, smells)

	How does this setting influence the mood or tone of the scene?

 
2. Character Context in the Scene
	What is each character doing before the scene starts? (Their physical and emotional state)

	What recent events led to this moment? (Backstory relevant to the scene)

	How do the characters feel about the location? Is it comfortable, tense, or strange?

 
3. Scene Objective
	What does each character want in this scene? (Their immediate goal or desire)

	Why is this moment important to them?

	What is at stake if they succeed or fail?

 
4. Conflict and Tension
	What obstacles or conflicts arise between the characters?

	Are there secrets, misunderstandings, or hidden emotions?

	How do these conflicts drive the scene forward?

 
5. Emotional Journey
	What emotions do the characters experience throughout the scene? (Start to finish)

	How do these feelings shift or build?

	What emotional beats should be emphasized?

 
6. Dialogue and Subtext
	What are the key lines or moments of dialogue?

	What is the subtext beneath the spoken words? (What the characters mean but don’t say)

	How do tone and delivery affect meaning?

 
7. Physical Actions and Blocking
	What movements, gestures, or physical interactions occur?

	How do characters use space and props?

	How does physicality reveal relationship dynamics?

 
8. Ending and Impact
	How does the scene end? (Emotionally, physically, or with a revelation)

	What impact does this moment have on the characters' future?

	What questions or anticipation does the ending create?

 
Reflection
	What makes this scene unique or compelling?

	How does the world you built support the story and characters?

	What might you add or change to deepen the scene?

 
Use this worksheet as a guide to fully develop each scene and bring the characters’ world and moment to life with clarity and depth.
 
 
 
 

Scene 1: 
 
Title: A Kiss in the Shadows
Setting: A standard college dorm room during a Halloween party. Orange and purple lights flicker—crowded, noisy, but tense between these two.
Characters:
	Sadie (21): Vampire costume, furious and hurt but trying to stay composed.

	Annabelle (22): Black cat costume, playful but nervous underneath.

 
[Sadie storms into the standard room, cape billowing. She finds Annabelle by the punch bowl.]
Sadie: (voice sharp) Annabelle, can we talk? Now.
Annabelle: (frowning) Okay… What’s going on? You look like you’re ready to rip someone’s head off.
Sadie: (clenched jaw) My boyfriend kissed someone else. Like it meant nothing. At another party tonight.
Annabelle: (brows knit) Damn. That sucks. Have you told him?
Sadie: (bitter laugh) Not yet. I’m still pissed enough to yell in his face, but part of me wants to crawl into a hole.
Annabelle: (steps closer) You don’t deserve that. No one does.
Sadie: (voice breaking) Easy for you to say. You don’t have to deal with the guilt. I should have seen it coming, but I didn’t want to believe it.
Annabelle: (softly) You didn’t do anything wrong.
Sadie: (looks away) Maybe. But I feel stupid. Used. And now I don’t know what I want anymore.
Annabelle: (half-smiles) Well… if he doesn’t want to kiss you, maybe I should.
Sadie: (freezes, then scoffs) Seriously? You’re joking, right?
Annabelle: (shrugs) Maybe. Or maybe I’m not.
Sadie: (voice rising) This isn’t some joke to me, Annabelle! I’m hurt and confused. And you—this could ruin everything between us!
Annabelle: (hurt, defensive) You think I don’t know that? I’m scared too! But pretending nothing’s there isn’t helping either.
Sadie: (voice softens but still tense) I don’t know if I want this. Or if I’m ready to mess up our friendship.
Annabelle: (steps closer, earnest) I don’t want to lose you. But I don’t want you to settle for someone who doesn’t see your worth.
Sadie: (bittersweet smile) You’re impossible.
Annabelle: (smirks) And yet, you’re still standing here.
Sadie: (takes a breath) Fine. Let’s… see where this goes. But no promises. No pressure.
Annabelle: (grins) Deal. But maybe… a kiss to start?
Sadie: (hesitates, then leans in) Okay. But if you break my heart, I’m blaming you.
[They kiss—slow, searching. Sadie pulls back, breathless and confused.]
Sadie: (half-laughing nervously) What did we do?
Annabelle: (softly) Maybe the start of something we’re both too scared to name.
 

Scene 2: 
 
Title: Between Coffee and Confessions
Setting: Office kitchen, late afternoon. The hum of fluorescent lights and the distant clicks of a keyboard fill the room.
Characters:
	Rosalyn (28): Careful, nervous, but hopeful.

	Ari (27): Tired but trying to stay upbeat, conflicted.

 
[Rosalyn pours herself a cup of coffee, glancing occasionally at the clock. Ari walks in, shoulders a bit slumped, but smiles when she sees Rosalyn.]
Rosalyn: (offering a small smile) Hey, Ari. Burning out on those reports?
Ari: (sighs, leaning on the counter) You have no idea. If one more number pops up, I might disappear into the spreadsheet abyss. What about you?
Rosalyn: Same here. It’s like the work never ends. (pauses, then hesitates) Hey… can I ask you something? Something a little off the clock?
Ari: (raises an eyebrow, intrigued) Sure. Shoot.
Rosalyn: (fiddling with her mug nervously) I’ve been thinking about this for a while, but it’s hard to say out loud. I don’t want to mess up our friendship or make things awkward here at work, but… I was wondering if you’d ever be interested in going out with me, not just as coworkers or friends.
Ari: (blinks, caught off guard) Wow. That’s… wow. I didn’t see that coming.
Rosalyn: (laughs nervously) Yeah, I’m not great at subtle hints. But I can’t pretend I’m not curious. And honestly, I like you more than just as a friend. I know you have a boyfriend, and I’m not trying to interfere with that, but I also can’t ignore how much I want to know if there’s something between us.
Ari: (looks down, rubbing the back of her neck) It isn’t very easy, Ros. I do care about you—a lot. And you’re one of the most genuine people I’ve met. But my relationship… It’s not perfect, but it’s comfortable. I don’t know if I’m ready to throw that away for something uncertain. I’m scared, honestly.
Rosalyn: (softly) I get it. The last thing I want is to put pressure on you or cause chaos here. I just felt like if I kept it inside, I’d never be honest with myself or with you.
Ari: (looks back up, meeting Rosalyn’s eyes) What scares me the most is the ‘what if.’ What if there’s something real here, and I’m too afraid to see it? Or what if I hurt someone I care about? And what if it ruins what we have at work?
Rosalyn: (smiling gently) We’re both standing at a crossroads, huh? But maybe… maybe the risk is worth it. Not rushing anything, no crazy declarations—just exploring this quietly, carefully. What do you think?
Ari: (long pause) I want to try. I want to be honest with myself and with you. But I’ll need time. And I hope we can keep this between us, at least for now.
Rosalyn: (nods) Absolutely. No rush. And no expectations except honesty.
Ari: (half-smiling) You always know how to make things feel a little less scary, don’t you?
Rosalyn: (laughs) Someone’s got to be the brave one.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Scene 3: 
 
Title: Holy Water and Whiskey Shots
Setting: Cozy neighborhood bar, early evening. Soft jazz playing. Dim lighting, a few patrons scattered around. Penelope sits alone at the bar, nervously checking her watch. Aya is behind the bar, polishing glasses and eyeing Penelope with a mischievous grin.
Characters:
	Penelope (25): Sweet, church-raised, earnest, nervously waiting for a blind date her sister set up, and wearing modest, pastel clothes.

	Aya (30): Sarcastic bartender with a sharp wit and an easy confidence. Tattoos peek from her sleeves, earrings glint. Loves stirring the pot.

 
Penelope sips ginger ale nervously. Aya wipes down the counter and saunters over.]
Aya: (grinning) Hey there, sweetheart. Waiting on a knight in shining armor? Or just another disappointment?
Penelope: (blinks, polite but uncomfortable) Um, I’m waiting for a blind date my sister set up. It’s... nice of her to try to help.
Aya: (leans in, smirking) Blind dates, huh? Dangerous game. But hey, if he doesn’t show, I’m here all night.
Penelope: (shifts uncomfortably) I appreciate the offer, but I’m just here to meet someone nice. And I prefer… well, I guess you could say I’m a bit of a goodie two-shoes.
Aya: (mock gasp) A goodie two-shoes? Oh, honey, this bar isn’t exactly Sunday school.
Penelope: (smiling nervously) I’m very proud of my values. I believe in kindness, honesty, and... well, God.
Aya: (raises an eyebrow, amused) God, huh? So you’re the praying type, not the partying type?
Penelope: (earnest) Exactly. I like simple, clean fun. No drama.
Aya: (leans closer, teasing) Drama’s my middle name. And I don’t do clean, except my whiskey glasses.
Penelope: (laughs softly, but visibly awkward) Well, we all have our way.
Aya: (winks) So, what do you say I make your night a little more interesting? A little flirtation to warm you up before the big date?
Penelope: (shakes her head firmly) No, thank you. I’m not comfortable with that. I’m here to find something genuine.
Aya: (feigns shock) Oh, come on! Where’s your sense of adventure? Life’s too short to be so serious all the time.
Penelope: (blushing) I’m serious because I care about what matters. I’m not interested in games.
Aya: (leans back, smirking) Sounds like someone’s never had a drink with me. Or maybe you’re just scared.
Penelope: (frowns) I’m not scared. I don’t want to disrespect myself or anyone else.
Aya: (mock dramatic) Respect, huh? You’re a saint in disguise, aren’t you?
Penelope: (laughs nervously) I’m just... me.
Aya: (softens for a moment) You know, sometimes it’s okay to let your guard down. You might be surprised.
Penelope: (quietly) Maybe. But I’m not going to rush. And I’m certainly not going to be flirted with by the bartender before my first date.
Aya: (grinning) Fair enough. But if you change your mind, you know where to find me. I’ll keep your ginger ale cold and my eyes on you.
Penelope: (smiles shyly) I’ll hold you to that.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Scene 4: 
 
Title: Fences and Fiascos
Setting: Suburban neighborhood, early Saturday morning. The shared fence between two houses. Analia’s damaged garden and Baxter’s muddy footprints everywhere.
Characters:
	Analia (33): Meticulous, high-strung, graphic designer working from home.

	Allyson (31): Loud, free-spirited comedian, messy, unapologetic.

 
Analia is glaring at her ruined tulip bed. Baxter sits happily wagging his tail near Allyson’s porch. Allyson strolls out with a coffee, smirking.]
Analia: (cold) This is the last time, Allyson. Baxter ruined my tulips again. Third time this month.
Allyson: (shrugs) He’s a dog. Dogs dig. Maybe your tulips are just too delicate for the neighborhood.
Analia: (snaps) Maybe you’re just too careless to keep your dog under control.
Allyson: (grinning) Careless? Please. I’m just not as controlling as you.
Analia: (voice rising) There’s a difference between control and respect. You have none for my property.
Allyson: (mocking) Oh, the property queen speaks! You should build a wall around your precious flowers.
Analia: (pointing finger) I’m done being polite. Keep Baxter out of my garden, or I’ll call animal control.
Allyson: (laughs) Go ahead. Let’s see who’s the troublemaker here.
Analia: (stiff) You’re impossible.
Allyson: (smirks) And you’re uptight. That’s why we’ll never get along.
[They glare at each other for a long beat. Baxter barks happily, oblivious to the tension.]
Analia: (turns away) I’m not wasting another minute on this.
Allyson: (calls after her) Yeah, maybe next time just put a sign: “No fun allowed.”
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Scene 5: 
 
Title: Fractured Hearts
Setting: Nursing school study room late at night. Papers, textbooks, and coffee cups were scattered everywhere. The fluorescent light hums overhead. Kady and Elizabeth sit opposite each other, exhausted and tense.
Characters:
	Kady (24): Determined, overachiever, putting immense pressure on herself, struggling silently with anxiety.

	Elizabeth (23): Warm-hearted, but worn down, trying to keep their friendship alive while dealing with family issues and burnout.

 
[Kady stares at her textbook, jaw clenched. Elizabeth looks drained, rubbing her eyes.]
Elizabeth: (softly) Kady… you’ve barely looked at me all night. What’s going on?
Kady: (voice tight) I can’t afford distractions right now. This exam… It’s everything.
Elizabeth: (hurt) We promised we’d get through this together, not like this.
Kady: (sharply) I’m doing what I have to. You don’t get it. If I fail, I’m done—no second chances.
Elizabeth: (quietly) I’m scared, too. But shutting me out? That’s not how we survive.
Kady: (bitter laugh) Survive? It feels like you’re already checked out. You missed the last study group. You didn’t tell me you were staying late at the hospital again.
Elizabeth: (voice cracking) I’m trying, Kady. My mom’s been in the ICU. I don’t know how much longer she has.
Kady: (eyes hardening) And you thought I wouldn’t notice? That you could disappear when I need you the most?
Elizabeth: (tears starting) I didn’t want to burden you. I thought… I thought you’d understand.
Kady: (cold) Maybe I’m not as strong as you think. Maybe I can’t carry both of us.
Elizabeth: (stands up, voice shaking) You don’t have to. That’s what friends are for. But you’re pushing me away.
Kady: (stands too, frustrated) Maybe that’s what I need. Space. Focus.
Elizabeth: (hurt) I’m not giving up on you. But I’m losing you.
Kady: (avoiding eye contact) Maybe I’m already gone.
[A long silence. The weight of unspoken pain fills the room.]
Elizabeth: (whispers) Please don’t let this be the end.
Kady: (whispers back) I’m not sure there is an end. Not one we want.
[Elizabeth gathers her things slowly, eyes red. Kady watches her go, expression unreadable.]
Elizabeth exits. The room feels emptier, colder.]
 

Scene 6: 
 
Title: Whispers in the Dark
Setting: An upscale, softly lit vintage bookstore in the early evening. Rain patters gently against the large glass windows, casting blurry reflections. The scent of old paper and polished wood fills the air. Elise and Rose stand near a secluded corner where a small reading nook waits, a faint jazz record playing somewhere in the background.
Characters:
	Elise (28): Elegant, poised, yet carrying the weight of hidden desires and social constraints. Dresses impeccably, measured in every move.

	Rose (25): Bright-eyed, earnest, nervous but drawn irresistibly to Elise. Casual yet thoughtful in style, clutching a small purse.

 
Elise carefully runs her fingers along the spine of a book. Rose watches her from across the aisle, shifting uneasily, trying to summon courage.]
Rose: (soft, hesitant) I wasn’t sure if you’d come.
Elise: (without turning) Neither was I. But here we are. Sometimes the things we fear the most are the ones we need to face.
Rose: (voice barely above a whisper) Fear is the only thing I feel lately—fear of losing everything—my family, my future... myself.
Elise: (turns slowly, eyes locked on Rose’s) And yet, here you are, in this quiet, dangerous moment with me. That takes more courage than most understand.
Rose: (swallows, stepping closer) I’m terrified, Elise. Afraid of what people will say if they see us—if they know.
Elise: (a sad smile) The world is unforgiving. But I’ve learned something in this quiet war inside me: fear isn’t a wall. It’s a thin veil. If we pull it back gently, maybe we find light on the other side.
Rose: (voice cracks) What if the light blinds us? What if it burns everything we’ve built?
Elise: (reaching out but stopping inches away from Rose’s hand) That’s the risk. Every step toward truth is a step into the unknown.
Rose: (looks down at Elise’s hand, then back up) I want to take that step with you. But I’m scared that I’m not strong enough for the world to swallow us whole.
Elise: (softly) You are stronger than you know. And sometimes, being brave means admitting you’re afraid.
[Pause. The jazz record hums softly. Rain taps on the windows, a steady heartbeat in the quiet.]
Rose: (voice low) What if someone walks in? What if this moment is stolen away before it even begins?
Elise: (whispers) Then we hold onto it in our minds, in our hearts. Moments like this are seeds—small, fragile—but with time, they grow.
Rose: (fighting tears) I don’t want to lose you. Not like this. Not because the world is too cruel.
Elise: (steps closer, finally letting her hand brush Rose’s) We already carry loss, Rose—the loss of possibility. But maybe, just maybe, we can create something that defies fear—if only for a while.
Rose: (closing her eyes briefly) How do we begin? When does the world demand silence?
Elise: (voice trembling) By speaking in whispers. By living between the lines. By being brave enough to hope, even if hope feels impossible.
[They stand close now, breaths mingling, a fragile tension sparking between them. Neither moves to break the space.]
Rose: (softly) I don’t want to hide anymore.
Elise: (quietly) Neither do I. But for now, we survive in shadows.
[Another long pause. Elise’s hand retreats slowly. Rose blinks away tears, the moment slipping away like the rain outside.]
Rose: (whispers) Until next time?
Elise: (nods, voice barely audible) Until next time.
[They part slowly, each stepping back into their separate worlds, the ache of what could be lingering heavily in the air.]
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Scene 7: 
 
Title: Backstage Confessions
Setting: High school auditorium backstage after rehearsal. Costume racks, scattered sheet music, and half-empty water bottles everywhere. The energy is tired but electric. Elsa and Ester are getting ready for the following number.
Characters:
	Elsa (17): Sharp-tongued, confident, a little guarded but fiercely loyal underneath. A star performer with a rugged exterior.

	Ester (16): Bright, sweet, slightly goofy, with a heart full of admiration for Elsa but not afraid to tease her.

 
Elsa is checking her makeup in a compact mirror, biting her lip. Ester bounces over, waving a script.]
Ester: (grinning) So, Miss Perfect, think you can hit those high notes without scaring the audience this time?
Elsa: (smirks) Please. Unlike you, I don’t need to carry the whole show on my awkward little shoulders.
Ester: (mock offended) Hey! I carry us—remember? Without me, you’d just be standing there looking intimidating.
Elsa: (laughs, then softens) Yeah, yeah. You’re my secret weapon. Don’t tell anyone.
Ester: (pretends to hush) Mum’s the word. But seriously, Elsa, you’ve been kinda… distant lately. What’s up?
Elsa: (shrugs, avoiding eye contact) Nothing. Just tired of the usual drama.
Ester: (steps closer, teasing) Or is it drama with me? Because I can handle the truth, you know.
Elsa: (quiet, almost vulnerable) You’re not the problem.
Ester: (grinning) Good. Because I was about to challenge you to a dance-off right here.
Elsa: (laughs, then suddenly serious) Ester, you’re the only one I trust in this mess. Please don’t mess it up.
Ester: (softly) I won’t. But you gotta let me in sometimes. You can’t always be the ice queen.
Elsa: (half-smiles) Maybe I’m just scared.
Ester: (steps closer, whispers) Then don’t be scared alone.
[They exchange a look charged with something unspoken. The curtain call announcement echoes from the stage.]
Elsa: (whispers) After the show. We talk.
Ester: (grinning) Wouldn’t miss it.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Scene 8: 
 
Title: Sunshine and Mischief
Setting: A rooftop garden in the middle of the city, bursting with flowers, herbs, and fairy lights strung overhead. The late afternoon sun casts a golden glow. Ella and Daya are finishing up planting a wildflower patch, their hands covered in dirt and smiles on their faces.
Characters:
	Ella (25): Spunky, mischievous, full of energy, loves to make others laugh and shake things up.

	Daya (27): Calm, nurturing, deeply connected to nature, with a gentle but witty spirit.

 
Ella is sprawled on the grass, dirt smudged across her cheeks, giggling. Daya kneels beside a planter, carefully adjusting a small flower.]
Ella: (grinning widely) You know, we’re officially the worst criminals this city’s ever seen.
Daya: (without looking up, amused) Oh? And what’s our crime? Excessive happiness? Planting illegal beauty?
Ella: (mock serious) Both. We’re spreading joy without a permit. The chaos is overwhelming.
Daya: (laughs) And worth it. If happiness were a felony, I’d plead guilty every day.
Ella: (sits up, brushing dirt off her shirt) It’s wild. How just a little dirt and a few flowers can flip your whole mood around.
Daya: (smiles warmly) That’s the magic of life. Growth and color in unexpected places. Like us.
Ella: (teasing) Look at you getting all poetic. You’re starting to sound like one of those fancy garden brochures.
Daya: (playful) Well, someone has to balance out your chaos with a bit of wisdom.
Ella: (laughs) True. I’m the spark, you’re the steady flame.
Daya: (looks up, soft) And together, we’re a wildfire.
Ella: (eyes sparkling) A wildfire that smells like roses and trouble.
[They both laugh, the sound warm and easy.]
Daya: (standing, brushing off her knees) Ready for the final step? Watering our little rebellion?
Ella: (standing, grabbing the hose) Lead the way, chief of the Floral Felons.
[They move to the edge of the rooftop, watering the plants carefully but with bursts of playful splashing.]
Ella: (squirting a little water toward Daya) Hey! That’s cheating!
Daya: (laughs, dodging) All’s fair in love and gardening.
Ella: (pretends to be scandalized) You’re lucky I’m too happy to retaliate.
Daya: (steps close, voice soft) You make it easy to be happy.
Ella: (heart skipping) And you make it safe.
[They stand quietly, soaking in the golden light, smiles softening into something more profound.]
Daya: (whispers) I don’t want this day to end.
Ella: (grins) Then we make more days like this. Every chance we get.
Daya: (takes Ella’s hand) Deal.
Ella: (squeezing her hand) Partners in crime. Forever.
[They laugh again, the city buzzing far below, but up here there’s only them — sunshine, mischief, and a wild garden blooming in the middle of the concrete.]
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Scene 9: 
 
Title: Coffee, Candor, and Confessions
Setting: Ana and Aubrie’s cozy kitchen on a lazy Sunday morning. Sunlight streams in through the windows. A kettle whistles softly. There’s a sense of comfortable familiarity.
Characters:
	Ana (38): Easygoing, quick-witted, a little sarcastic but with a warm heart. Loves making others laugh and bringing lightness to even the most profound moments.

	Aubrie (40): Thoughtful, organized, with a dry sense of humor. The grounding force to Ana’s playful energy.

 
[Ana is pouring coffee while Aubrie sorts through the mail at the kitchen table.]
Ana: (grinning) You know, I think the mail is starting to judge us. Look at all these bills stacked up like a monument to adulthood.
Aubrie: (deadpan) At least the monument is well-organized, unlike the pile of laundry that’s threatening to overthrow the couch.
Ana: (mock offense) Hey! That pile is a vibrant ecosystem. I might find a sock species new to science in there.
Aubrie: (smirks) Don’t invite me to the expedition. I don’t do wild socklife.
[They both laugh.]
Ana: (pouring coffee) Seriously, though, do you ever think about how weird it is? Like, here we are, two grown-ups who still have zero clue what they’re doing half the time.
Aubrie: (leaning back) Speak for yourself. I’ve got a spreadsheet for everything. It’s called ‘Life Management 101.’
Ana: (raises eyebrow) And yet here we are, drinking questionable coffee and debating the merits of adulting.
Aubrie: (smiling) That’s because life isn’t a spreadsheet. It’s the moments like this—messy, imperfect, and somehow perfect anyway.
Ana: (softly) Yeah. I love this. Us. Our chaos.
Aubrie: (reaches over, squeezes Ana’s hand) Me too.
Ana: (grinning) So… you wanna do something wild today? Like, reorganize the spice rack?
Aubrie: (laughs) You’re living on the edge, Ana.
Ana: (teasing) That’s me—the spice rebel.
Aubrie: (playfully) Promise me no cinnamon in the sugar jar this time.
Ana: (mock sincere) Cross my heart.
[They share a smile, the morning stretching out warmly around them.]
 
 
 
 

Scene 10: 
 
Title: Tea, Truths, and Tension
Setting: A chic, sunlit living room with tasteful decor. Afternoon light filters through sheer curtains. Carmen and Emmie sit opposite each other, a half-empty teapot and two delicate cups on the coffee table between them.
Characters:
	Carmen (45): Sophisticated, sharp-tongued, commanding presence, but with layers of vulnerability beneath her polished exterior.

	Emmie (68): Wry, fiercely intelligent, unapologetically blunt, with a teasing streak that sometimes masks deeper feelings.

 
[Carmen pours tea slowly, her eyes on Emmie, who sits with legs crossed, overseeing her.]
Emmie: (smirking) You take forever with the tea, Carmen. What’s the secret? Steeping in silence to rehearse your following cutting remark?
Carmen: (dryly) I prefer to think of it as savoring the moment—something you might want to try instead of always rushing to the punchline.
Emmie: (raising an eyebrow) Ah, savoring. You mean like how you savor holding onto your grudges?
Carmen: (smiles thinly) Touché. But at least I don’t wield my sarcasm like a blunt instrument.
Emmie: (laughs softly) Bluntness is my art form. Try it sometime. It might do wonders for that tension between us.
Carmen: (leaning back) Tension is the spice of life. Or in our case, the foundation of conversation.
Emmie: (mock sigh) So poetic. You are impossible to figure out.
Carmen: (softening) Maybe I don’t want to be figured out. Not completely.
Emmie: (eyes narrowing, voice quieter) And what about me? What do you want from me, Carmen?
Carmen: (looks down briefly, then meets Emmie’s gaze) Truthfully? I don’t know. Maybe just someone who can challenge me without breaking me.
Emmie: (smiling sadly) I’m not sure I’m that gentle.
Carmen: (smiles back) Maybe gentleness isn’t what I need.
[A beat. The room hums with unspoken things.]
Emmie: (softly) This is why we keep circling. Neither of us is willing to lower our guard fully.
Carmen: (nods) But maybe one day, we’ll stop circling and stand still. Together.
Emmie: (raises her cup) To standing still, then.
Carmen: (clinks her cup to Emmie’s) To standing still.
 
 
 

Scene 11: 
 
Title: Dreams and Daylight
Setting: A cozy, sunlit café on a quiet afternoon. The soft murmur of other patrons forms a gentle background. Valentina and Rylie sit by the window, steaming cups of tea before them.
Characters:
	Valentina (26): Dreamy, passionate, full of hope and vivid imagination. Wears her heart on her sleeve.

	Rylie (27): Practical, grounded, fiercely loyal, but with a secretly romantic soul.

 
[Valentina stares out the window, fingers tracing the rim of her teacup. Rylie watches her with a mixture of amusement and concern.]
Rylie: (gently) Val, you’ve been quiet all afternoon. What’s going on in that head of yours?
Valentina: (sighs, still looking out) Just thinking about everything. About dreams, and how sometimes they feel so close… and yet so far away.
Rylie: (leans forward) You sound like you’re about to write a poem. What kind of dream is this?
Valentina: (turns to Rylie, eyes bright) The kind that keeps you awake at night. The kind where you imagine a life so beautiful it almost hurts—a life where everything falls into place and you’re exactly who you’re meant to be.
Rylie: (smiles softly) That’s beautiful, Val. But it sounds fragile, too.
Valentina: (nods) It is. Like a glass slipper that might shatter if held too tightly.
Rylie: (reaches across the table, takes Valentina’s hand) You don’t have to hold it alone. You know that, right?
Valentina: (smiles, squeezing Rylie’s hand) I know. You’re the one who keeps me tethered when I’m drifting.
Rylie: (grinning) Someone’s got to be the anchor around here.
Valentina: (laughs lightly) You’re more than an anchor, Rylie. You’re my home.
[A pause. The weight of the moment settles between them.]
Rylie: (serious) And what if that home could be more? What if I’m not just the anchor, but the person you want to build your dreams with?
Valentina: (breath catches, eyes searching Rylie’s) I don’t know. I’ve always been so afraid of losing what we have.
Rylie: (softly) Sometimes holding on too tight means missing out on what’s waiting if we let go.
Valentina: (looks away, voice trembling slightly) What if letting go means losing you?
Rylie: (leans closer) You won’t lose me. Not ever. But maybe, if we take the risk, we find something even more real.
Valentina: (tears glistening) I want to be brave. I just… I’m scared.
Rylie: (smiling gently) Then I’ll be brave with you—every step of the way.
[They share a look, filled with hope and fear, a beginning wrapped in uncertainty.]

Scene 12: 
 
Title: Unraveled
Setting: An urban apartment living room. Late evening. Sparse light from a streetlamp seeps through the window blinds. Empty wine glasses and scattered notebooks litter the coffee table. The air is thick with tension and exhaustion.
Characters:
	Amaya (32): Intense, guarded, creative mind struggling under pressure, prone to bottling things up.

	Cal (31): Direct, fiercely loyal, with a dry sense of humor but deeply empathetic, trying to break through Amaya’s walls.

 
Amaya sits on the couch, staring blankly at the wall. Cal paces slowly, frustrated but patient.]
Cal: (exasperated) You can’t just disappear into silence every time things get messy, Amaya.
Amaya: (flat) Maybe I like the silence. It’s quieter than the noise inside my head.
Cal: (stops pacing, eyes narrowed) You don’t get to opt out on me. Not when I’m standing right here.
Amaya: (bitter laugh) Standing here doesn’t change anything. You can’t fix what’s broken in me.
Cal: (steps closer) I’m not trying to fix you. I’m trying to be with you, whatever that looks like.
Amaya: (voice cracks) Being with me means walking through fire. I’m exhausted, Cal. I don’t know if I have the strength left.
Cal: (softens) That’s precisely why you don’t have to do it alone. You’ve carried so much — let me share the weight.
Amaya: (looks away) You think I want to lean on someone? I’m not built that way.
Cal: (firm) Maybe you don’t have to be. But you can choose to be. You and me. Not because it’s easy, but because it’s real.
Amaya: (voice barely above a whisper) I’m terrified. Terrified you’ll get tired. That you’ll walk away like everyone else.
Cal: (touches Amaya’s arm gently) Then I’ll prove you wrong every single day.
[A pause. Amaya’s eyes fill with tears, but she doesn’t pull away.]
Amaya: (quietly) I don’t want to lose us. Even if I’m scared of what that means.
Cal: (smiles softly) We’ll figure it out—one raw, messy, beautiful step at a time.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Scene 13: 
 
Title: All the Things We Don’t Say
Setting: A rooftop patio in the city, late at night. The skyline hums in the distance. There are string lights overhead, dim and flickering. The party downstairs is still going, but Paula and Josephine have slipped away, drink in hand, avoiding each other’s eyes.
Characters:
	Paula (29): Sarcastic, stylish, hustling in her creative career, always performing with confidence but secretly afraid of being left behind.

	Josephine (30): Ambitious, sharp, emotionally guarded. Climbing fast in her career. Has trouble admitting when she’s wrong, especially with people who know her too well.

 
Paula leans against the railing, scrolling through her phone. Josephine walks out, shutting the sliding door behind her. Tension rides the silence.]
Josephine: (clears throat) You’ve been up here a while.
Paula: (without looking up) I needed air. Didn’t realize I had to RSVP to escape.
Josephine: (dry) Cute. Continually a jab with you lately.
Paula: (finally looks at her) Maybe because it’s the only way you seem to hear me anymore.
Josephine: (folds her arms) That’s not fair.
Paula: Isn’t it? You ghosted me for two weeks, then showed up acting like we’re cool. Like you didn’t ice me out when I needed you.
Josephine: (defensive) I was busy. You know what my work schedule's like.
Paula: Girl, don’t do that. Don’t hide behind “busy.” We both work. I don’t pretend my ambition excuses treating people like footnotes.
[Josephine exhales, the silence thick between them.]
Josephine: You know what? Maybe I pulled back because I didn’t know how to deal with you. Every time we talk, it’s a performance — snark, sarcasm, little jabs. You act like nothing ever gets to you. It’s exhausting trying to be close to someone who’s always wearing armor.
Paula: (hurt flashing across her face) Wow. So now I’m the problem?
Josephine: I didn’t say that. I’m saying I don’t know where you went. The real you. I miss her.
Paula: (quiet, bitter) Maybe she got tired of being second to your job. Or your new friends. Or your curated little life where I don’t fit anymore.
Josephine: That’s not true.
Paula: Then what is the truth, Jo? 'Cause I’m standing here feeling like the only one trying. As if I’m mourning a friendship that died, and no one sent me the memo.
Josephine: (softly) I don’t know how to do this. We keep hurting each other.
Paula: (voice shaking) Maybe we outgrew us. Maybe we keep trying to be who we were five years ago, and… we’re not those girls anymore.
Josephine: (quietly) I don’t want to lose you.
Paula: Then why does it feel like you already left?
[The silence sits heavy. They look at each other, both knowing there’s no clean fix.]
Josephine: (almost a whisper) I don’t know how to come back from this.
Paula: (tears in her voice, but dry-eyed) Maybe we don’t. Perhaps we should just let it be what it was. Good. Messy. Real.
Josephine: (nods, slowly) I’ll still love you, you know. Even if we're no longer “us.”
Paula: (turns back to the skyline) Same.
[They stand there, shoulder to shoulder, not touching. A closeness built over the years now sits in quiet, painful stillness.]
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Scene 14: 
 
Title: The Only One Who Knows the Whole Story
Setting: A quiet lake house kitchen, morning. The air smells like coffee and dew. Through the windows, early sunlight hits the water. The place is familiar — their shared escape over the years. Viviana is at the table in a plush robe, flipping through a magazine. Roberta enters in joggers and a hoodie, holding her phone, clearly upset.
Characters:
	Viviana (58): Graceful, composed, a public figure used to holding everything together. She’s wise, but her poise hides years of self-doubt and loss.

	Roberta (59): Straight-talking, hilarious, brilliant, fiercely protective of her people. Doesn’t take nonsense, especially from people Viviana’s too polite to push back against.

 
[Roberta tosses her phone on the table and paces. Viviana looks up, arching an eyebrow.]
Viviana: If you don’t slam that phone down one more time…
Roberta: (fuming) I swear, Viv, if I have to smile through one more interview pretending like that man didn’t make a career off your back—
Viviana: (calmly) Sit down before you rupture something. You’re too old to be stomping like that.
Roberta: (drops into the chair) I’m serious. That article? Full of revisionist history. Like he discovered you. Like you didn’t carry your whole network on your shoulders while he took all the credit.
Viviana: (quietly) I know what the truth is. And so do the people who matter.
Roberta: I matter. And I want to burn his little fake memoir to ash.
Viviana: (laughs softly) That’s why I love you. Always ready to go nuclear for me.
Roberta: (pointing) Don’t laugh. I will flatten a man’s ego with one sentence and no regrets.
Viviana: (smiling now) Believe me, I’ve seen you do it. Remember that gala in '03?
Roberta: Ooh, when I told Senator What's-His-Name that his handshake felt like wet lettuce? Yes, ma’am. You’re welcome.
[They both laugh. Then silence for a beat. A different kind of weight enters the room.]
Viviana: You know… some days I wake up and wonder what it would’ve been like if I didn’t say yes to that first job. Suppose I had never left Chicago if I’d married him.
Roberta: (instantly) Don’t do that. Don’t rewrite your life in regret. You didn’t leave yourself behind — you found yourself.
Viviana: (softly) But I lost some things along the way.
Roberta: (leans in, serious) And you gained more than most people even dream of. You think that little girl you were, sneaking library books past your grandma, could’ve pictured this? This lake house? This life? Me yelling at editors on your behalf?
Viviana: (a little teary) No. But she probably wouldn’t have made it without you.
Roberta: (gently) We wouldn’t have made it without each other. You hear me?
Viviana: (nods) You’ve always been the one person I didn’t have to perform for.
Roberta: That’s because I saw all of it — even the ugly stuff. And I stayed.
Viviana: (reaches out, squeezes Roberta’s hand) You always stay.
Roberta: You’re stuck with me. We’re past ride-or-die. We’re ride, die, resurrect, and still ride again.
[They sit in the soft morning light, old friends, soul-deep tethered. No cameras. No applause. Just a bond decades deep, unshakable.]
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Scene 15: 
 
Title: We Were Supposed to Be Professionals
Setting: A backstage green room at a comedy fundraiser gala. Half-eaten takeout, coffee cups, and scripts are scattered around. It’s 20 minutes until Dalia and Eve go on to host a major charity show. They're already half-dressed in formalwear and sneakers.
Characters:
	Dalia (41): Sharp, sarcastic, the “straight man” of the duo, but also the one who falls apart when things go off script. Intensely loyal and secretly insecure about being seen as the “less funny one.”

	Eve (42): Whimsical chaos engine, always making people laugh even when she’s sad herself. Has improv in her blood and a habit of steamrolling plans. Deep down, terrified of being irrelevant.

 
[Eve is trying to tape a fake mustache to her upper lip with medical tape while Dalia watches from the couch, holding a clipboard and dying inside.]
Dalia:
That’s not even in the script.
Eve:
Scripts are for cowards.
Dalia:
It’s a breast cancer fundraiser, Eve. We don’t need you walking out looking like the Monopoly man with a hormone imbalance.
Eve:
Tell that to Susan Kline. She asked for us. She said, and I quote, “Bring the joy.” I'm just doing my part.
Dalia:
You also promised her we’d do a tap number. Do you remember that part? The part where you said, “We’ll shuffle-ball-change for survivors?”
Eve:
That was aspirational. And you did take an adult tap class.
Dalia:
In 1998. I sprained my dignity.
[Eve flops on the couch dramatically, the mustache now stuck to her eyebrow.]
Eve:
Okay, okay. You’re right. Maybe I’ve been… a smidge unhinged this week.
Dalia:
You think?
Eve:
I panic when I care. And I care about this show. And about us being… good. Still.
Dalia:
(softer now) You’re not worried we’re not good anymore, are you?
Eve:
(sighs) I’m worried the world stopped needing us. Two forty-something women yelling punchlines in blazers. I mean, maybe the world wants TikTok now. Perhaps we’re fossils.
Dalia:
No. We’re not fossils. We’re… weathered minerals with unexpected utility.
Eve:
That’s so beautiful. And sounds like something from a pamphlet about menopause.
Dalia:
(laughs) Shut up. Look — people still show up for us, maybe because we’re not shiny anymore, perhaps because we’re us.
Eve:
Yeah. You with your bullet points. I with my jazz hands and social instability.
Dalia:
Exactly. We’re not just funny. We’re friendship goals for women who are tired of pretending to be okay all the time.
Eve:
God, that’s it. That’s the tagline. “We’re tired and still trying.”
Dalia:
Put that on a mug and sell it at intermission.
[A knock on the door. A stagehand pokes in.]
Stagehand:
You’re on in five.
Eve:
Thank you! I’ll be ready once I glue this mustache to my heart.
Dalia:
Don’t. I’m begging you.
[They both laugh. Dalia stands, smoothing her dress. Eve grabs her hand, just briefly.]
Eve:
Hey. No matter how this goes — we’re still the funniest damn fossils in this building.
Dalia:
(squeezing her hand) Always.

Scene 16: 
 
Title: What We Hand Down
Setting: Late night in a nursery. A soft nightlight glows—a baby monitor hums. Toys are scattered, and the rocking chair creaks gently. Carli sits on the floor folding laundry. Brooke stands by the crib, watching their baby sleep.
Characters:
	Brooke (35): The quieter partner. Often, the one holding everything together on the outside, while fraying silently at the edges. She carries guilt, perfectionism, and deep, patient love.

	Carli (33): Passionate, expressive, the one who dreams out loud. She's more spontaneous but just as devoted — and lately, she’s been feeling like she’s disappearing inside the role of “mom.”

 
[Brooke adjusts a stuffed giraffe in the crib. Carli sighs as she folds a tiny onesie.]
Carli:
Why does folding baby clothes make me cry every damn time?
Brooke:
Because you’re sleep-deprived and hormonal. And also because our daughter’s thighs barely fit in that anymore.
Carli:
(shaky laugh) She’s growing so fast. Like… time is speeding up to spite us.
Brooke:
I used to think we had forever. To figure ourselves out. To be… people. Now I want five minutes where no one needs me.
[Carli sits back against the wall, folding stops.]
Carli:
Do you miss her? The old you?
Brooke:
Every day. However, I’m not sure if she still exists. I think I gave her away with the first lullaby.
Carli:
(small voice) I miss the old us, too.
Brooke:
(sits down next to her) Me too. But maybe… we’re not lost. Perhaps we’re just buried under burp cloths and tiny socks.
Carli:
I yelled today. At the dog. At the sink. At myself. She cried, and I didn’t know what to do. I froze. I thought — what if I’m not good at this?
Brooke:
You are. You’re here. You keep showing up. That’s the only definition of good I trust anymore.
Carli:
And you? You’re like… this lighthouse. Always calm. Always knowing what to do.
Brooke:
That’s not calm. That’s fear. That if I stop moving, I’ll fall apart. That if I mess up, she’ll carry it. Like I had mine.
[Beat. The baby lets out a soft cry, then settles. Both women go quiet, watching the crib.]
Carli:
Do you think she’ll grow up and hate us?
Brooke:
Probably. For like three years. Then she’ll come back. That’s how it works, right?
Carli:
I want her to feel safe. Even when we’re falling apart, I want her to know that we loved each other, even amid the chaos.
Brooke:
She’ll know. She’ll see it in the way you braid her hair with shaky hands and still sing. In the way I hold her when you’re too tired to speak.
[They lean into each other, shoulder to shoulder, surrounded by the soft chaos of babyhood.]
Carli:
We’re gonna make it?
Brooke:
We already are. One load of laundry at a time.
[They sit in the quiet, watching their baby breathe.]
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Scene 17: 
 
Title: The Weight of the Same Sky
Setting: Their childhood bedroom, now mostly empty. Boxes line the floor. Their mother has just passed away, and they’re back home, sorting through the house.
Characters:
	Andria (38): The older sister. Practical, composed, and always the responsible one. She's been carrying the emotional weight of the family for years and is quietly crumbling under it.

	Autumn (34): The younger sister. Artistic, impulsive, left home early, and stayed away. She shows up with big feelings and often makes a mess before she cleans it up. She loves deeply, just not always tidily.

 
Andria is kneeling by a box, holding an old photo album. Autumn stands near the closet, arms crossed, scanning the room like it’s both familiar and foreign.]
Autumn:
It’s smaller than I remember.
Andria:
Everything shrinks when the people in it disappear.
[Autumn winces at the truth of it. A long pause stretches between them.]
Autumn:
You already started packing?
Andria:
I didn’t think you’d come.
Autumn:
I almost didn’t. But then I figured you'd be in here, doing the heavy lifting like always.
Andria:
Well, someone had to.
Autumn:
That’s what you always say. Like I just… floated away and left you with the storm.
Andria:
Didn’t you?
[Silence. The air thickens.]
Autumn:
I couldn’t breathe in this house, Andria. You stayed because you had to. I left because I had to.
Andria:
She waited for you. Every birthday. Every Christmas. She made excuses for you right up until she couldn’t speak anymore.
Autumn:
I know. You think I don’t carry that?
Andria closes the album carefully. Stands.]
Andria:
I think you carry it like it’s art. Like it’s another ache you turn into a poem. I had her body taken to the hospice bathroom. I washed her hair. I held her hand when she forgot who I was.
Autumn’s eyes fill with tears. She steps closer, then stops short.]
Autumn:
I’m sorry. I wasn’t brave enough.
Andria:
Neither was I. I just never had the luxury of leaving.
[Beat. The air softens slightly.]
Autumn:
You think she forgave me?
Andria:
I think she never stopped waiting for you. That’s its kind of forgiveness.
Autumn:
And you? Did you ever stop waiting for me to grow up?
Andria exhales slowly. The kind of sigh that feels ten years long.]
Andria:
I stopped waiting. But I never stopped wishing.
They look at each other for a long time. Then Autumn kneels beside her, pulling open a box and grabbing a stack of old cards and notes.]
Autumn:
Then maybe let me help now. Just a little. One box at a time?
Andria:
(starting to cry, quietly)
Okay. But you're labeling them. Your handwriting’s prettier.
Autumn:
Deal. And later, we’re drinking mom’s terrible wine from that dusty bottle under the sink.
Andria:
If it hasn’t turned into vinegar, I’ll consider it a sign.
 

Scene 18: 
 
Title: The Table Between Us
Setting: A kitchen in upstate New York. Early evening. The aftermath of a family dinner. Crumbs still on the table, wine glasses half full. Everyone else has gone into the living room to watch a movie. Melissa and Helen are left clearing dishes — or pretending to do so.
Characters:
	Melissa (41): Recently divorced, sharp-tongued, emotionally guarded. She's the cousin who always "had it together" until she didn’t. The family tends to speak about her in hushed tones now.

	Helen (62): Her aunt by marriage. Matriarch energy. Steely, elegant, and always in control. She prides herself on being diplomatic, but never forgets a slight.

 
[Helen places a stack of plates into the sink with quiet efficiency. Melissa sips her wine, leaning against the counter, watching her.]
Melissa:
You know, Aunt Helen, you don’t have to pretend you’re not judging me. We’re the only ones in the room.
Helen:
(turning slowly)
I wasn’t aware I was pretending.
Melissa:
(laughs, one sharp breath)
There it is.
Helen:
Melissa, if you’re looking for a fight, you’ll have to do better than passive-aggressive charm.
Melissa:
No fight. I’m just tired of dodging the family’s eyes every time I walk into a room like I brought shame to the casserole.
Helen:
You walked out on a man who provided for you. For what — solitude? A poetry podcast?
Melissa:
Wow. You’ve still got that 1950s shine under all the lavender soap and Chardonnay.
[Helen wipes a plate dry. She’s calm, but her grip tightens.]
Helen:
I may be old-fashioned, Melissa, but I understand loyalty. Commitment. You don’t just walk out when things get hard.
Melissa:
He cheated. Twice. And blamed me for it. Do you think staying would have made me a hero?
Helen:
Your mother stayed. And so did I.
Melissa:
And look how that turned out. One’s a ghost, and the other’s so full of rage she names pies after grudges.
[Beat. Helen sits down at the table, suddenly tired.]
Helen:
We all choose our cages, Melissa. Some of us pad the bars. Some of us throw rocks at the walls and call it freedom. But we all bleed either way.
Melissa:
That’s poetic. Did you rehearse that in the mirror?
Helen:
No. I’ve just lived long enough to know that pain doesn’t vanish when you change your address.
Melissa:
You think I don’t know that? You think I haven’t cried on every kitchen floor from here to Portland?
She pours another glass of wine. Then sits.]
Melissa (softer):
He didn’t just cheat on me. He erased me. One little cut at a time. Until I couldn’t hear my thoughts.
Helen (quietly):
Then why didn’t you say something? To me?
Melissa:
Because I knew you’d say what you just did. That I should’ve stayed, that maybe it was my fault.
Helen:
That’s not what I meant. I just—
(pauses)
I don’t know how to comfort you, Melissa. I was raised to preserve, not repair.
[Long silence. The hum of the dishwasher fills the space.]
Melissa:
I don’t need your comfort. I need you to stop pretending you know better. You can’t tell me. Not really.
Helen:
Maybe not. But I see you now. And I know you’re still here. At the table. Which counts for something.
Melissa:
(scoffs)
Yeah. Guess even the black sheep need carbs and company sometimes.
Helen (with the faintest smile):
We’ve always made room for strays.
They sit in silence. The tension doesn’t break. But something in the room breathes.]
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Scene 19: 
 
Title: Between Us
Setting: Small apartment living room, late evening. The only light comes from a table lamp, casting long shadows across the room. Alexandria, mid-40s, sits stiffly on the couch. Naya, 19, stands by the window, arms crossed, staring out.
Characters:
	Alexandria (45): A woman who has sacrificed much for her family, often strict but deeply loving beneath the surface.

	Naya (19): A young woman on the cusp of adulthood, fiercely independent but burdened by her mother’s expectations and her dreams.

 
[Naya turns from the window, her jaw tight. Alexandria watches her quietly, hands folded in her lap.]
Naya:
I can’t keep pretending, Mom. College isn’t for me. I don’t want that life.
Alexandria:
(voice soft but firm)
You’ve worked so hard for this. You’re almost there. Please don’t throw it away because it feels hard.
Naya:
It’s not just hard. It’s suffocating. You think I’m just being rebellious, but I’m not. I’m tired. Tired of doing what everyone expects. I want to find out who I am.
Alexandria:
(stands, paces slowly)
And what if who you are… isn’t enough? What if the world doesn’t give you a break like college might?
Naya:
(voice breaking)
Maybe I don’t want a break. Maybe I want to build something real on my terms. And you don’t have to like it, but you have to respect it.
Alexandria:
(sighs, her posture softening)
Respect doesn’t mean I have to agree. I want what’s best for you. Sometimes… that means making hard choices.
Naya:
(scoffs)
You think your way is the only way? That scares me more than failing.
Alexandria:
(eyes glistening)
I’m scared, too, Naya. Frightened you’ll leave, and I won’t know how to hold on.
Naya:
(steps closer, voice gentle)
I’m not leaving to hurt you. I’m going to find myself. I need you to trust that.
[They stand facing each other, a fragile silence stretching between them.]
Alexandria:
(softly)
I want to trust you. I do. It’s just… I don’t want to lose you.
Naya:
You won’t. We’ll find new ways. But you have to let me go a little.
Alexandria:
(nods slowly)
Okay. I’ll try.
[They share a tentative, uncertain hug — neither fully letting go, neither fully holding on.]
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Scene 20: 
 
Title: Coffee & Chaos
Setting: A cozy, slightly messy coffee shop on a lazy Saturday afternoon. Jazz music hums softly in the background. Nevaeh (36) is behind the counter brewing espresso. Jade (18), her daughter, slouches at a corner table with a laptop and textbooks scattered around.
Characters:
	Nevaeh: Energetic, sarcastic, fiercely independent single mom who juggles running a cafe and raising Jade.

	Jade: Smart, ambitious, slightly sarcastic teen who loves teasing her mom but relies on her more than she admits.

 
[Nevaeh carries a fresh latte to Jade’s table.]
Nevaeh:
Here’s your life-saving latte. One sugar, two shots of “don’t fail that test.”
Jade:
(grinning)
Mom, if caffeine could solve math problems, I’d be a genius by now.
Nevaeh:
Well, if only I could solve your laundry problems with caffeine, too. I swear, those socks multiply like rabbits.
Jade:
That’s because you never do laundry. I’m single-handedly running this place and the sock orphanage.
Nevaeh:
(mock offense)
Excuse me, I’m a very busy woman. Multitasking is my middle name. Did you know I’m also the reigning champ of late-night TV binge-watching?
Jade:
(chuckles)
And I’m the reigning champ of reminding you to do your taxes.
[Pause, then Nevaeh’s expression softens.]
Nevaeh:
Seriously, though, how are you holding up with all this school stress? I know college apps are brutal.
Jade:
(sighs, closing laptop)
It’s overwhelming. I feel like everyone else has their life figured out, and I’m just... floating.
Nevaeh:
(sits down across from her)
Floating’s not so bad. Sometimes you gotta drift a little to find the right current.
Jade:
You make that sound so easy.
Nevaeh:
Because I’m your mom, and I’m contractually obligated to make everything sound better. But really? You’re smarter and tougher than you think. You’ll find your way.
Jade:
(smiling)
Thanks, Mom. Even if you sometimes drive me crazy with your sarcasm and questionable cooking.
Nevaeh:
Hey! My cooking is a culinary adventure. Some might call it... experimental.
Jade:
(laughs)
Experimental is one word for it.
[They share a warm look, the easy rhythm of their friendship evident.]
Nevaeh:
No matter what, I’ve got your back: Latte or no latte.
Jade:
(raises her cup)
To surviving chaos, one sip at a time.
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