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 (RICHARD, 30s, goes to the bar. NICKY, 30s, drains his drink, takes a few ice cubes in  
 his mouth and crunches down. After a beat, he takes out a cigarette.) 

RICHARD 
Ahh. Cigarettes. That’s new.  

NICKY 
Guess some things have changed. You don’t mind, do you? 

RICHARD 
Be my guest. 

 (An oven timer goes off from the kitchen.) 

Ahh! That must be the appetizer. Sophia has this amazing Italian Cheese Pastry recipe I’ve made 
for us since she’s in class. Very time sensitive. You understand. But while I’m gone, by all 
means, puff away.  

 (RICHARD sets the two drinks down on the bar and goes into the kitchen. NICKY takes a  
 deep, deep breath and lights the cigarette. A moment alone. The front door unlocks and  
 SOPHIA, 30s, walks in, it’s been down-pouring out. She begins to take her coat off when  
 NICKY stands and they see each other for the first time. A long beat. RICHARD comes in  
 through the kitchen, spritely.) 

My love. 

SOPHIA 
Oh my god!  

 (RICHARD goes to quickly kiss her hello.) 

NICKY 
Hello Sophia. 

 (SOPHIA stands stock still, staring at NICKY as if she’s seen a ghost.) 

RICHARD 
Here, let me get your coat. You’re drenched. I’ll go fetch a towel for you. I shall return.  
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 (RICHARD steps offstage. A long beat SOPHIA and NICKY are silent. RICHARD   
 returns with a towel.) 

I did the laundry earlier, just in case the storm hit. Fresh, warm towels. Well! How was - 

SOPHIA 
Oh my god…  

NICKY 
It’s been a while. 

RICHARD 
One might say a decade! - 

SOPHIA 
I… What happened to next Friday? 

RICHARD 
Sophia - 

SOPHIA 
‘Scheduling conflict’? 

NICKY 
Is everything ok?  

RICHARD 
Ha. Of course, Nicholas. Just a… confusion. Wouldn’t you maybe want to talk about this in 
private, dear? 

SOPHIA 
No, this is fine.  

RICHARD 
I… Tonight just seemed best.  

SOPHIA 
And next Friday? 

 (Beat) 

RICHARD 
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Scheduling conflict. I’m sorry.  
NICKY 

Got it. This is a bad time. I should head out. 

RICHARD 
No, hey -  

SOPHIA 
Nicky, it’s not… you’re fine. You don’t need to… Is that smoke? 

RICHARD 
Nicholas was just having a quick one as we waited - 

NICKY 
Sorry, I should’ve -  

SOPHIA 
No, smoke smoke. Food smoke.  

 (Beat. Sniff.) 

RICHARD 
Shit, shit, shit, shit, shit, shit, shit, shit, shit..... 

 (RICHARD runs to the kitchen to grab the food from the oven.) 

NICKY 
I could’ve told you that was going to happen 30 minutes ago.  

 (Beat. The lights shift a bit. NICKY and SOPHIA slightly shift as well.) 

SOPHIA 
You changed your hair. 

NICKY 
It’s too short. 

SOPHIA 
I didn’t say that. 

NICKY 
Didn’t have to. 
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 (Beat. RICHARD returns. The lights shift back, as do NICKY and SOPHIA.) 

RICHARD 
You always liked your pastries crispy right, Nicholas? Your wish is my command.  

SOPHIA 
What are you making? 

RICHARD 
I pulled a few of your recipes. A few of your favorites, my love.  

SOPHIA 
The baked olive and artichoke pastry. The Olive Oil and Caper Spaghetti Squash, and Tiramisu? 

NICKY 
My favorite. 

SOPHIA 
I’m sure you were the inspiration. 

NICKY 
I’ll be sure to enjoy it.  

RICHARD 
(To Sophia) 

I should warn you, since you had class, I tried to make everything as close to your directions as 
possible. And I figured maybe some of your favorites would forgive the scheduling change. 

SOPHIA 
Very sweet. But this does not make it better. 

RICHARD 
I can see that. 

NICKY 
If this is a bad time. Really. I think it’s best I just -  

SOPHIA 
Nicky, It’s pouring outside. I assume you didn’t drive here. 

NICKY 
Still no car. 
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SOPHIA 
Well, I’m not going back out there. Judging from the empty glasses Richard certainly shouldn’t 
go. And if… you’ve already cooked a feast… 

RICHARD 
Just gotta put the finishing touches on it. The Focaccia made it out alive… 

SOPHIA 
And how bad is the rest? 

RICHARD 
On the scale of Frozen Pizza to California Wildfire I’d give it a 6.  

SOPHIA 
So should we order in or…?  

RICHARD 
She’s Funny! See, Nicholas? How was your class, dear? 

SOPHIA 
I’d give it a 6. These finishing touches…? 

RICHARD 
If that is… Yes. Of course. Just need to go set the table. 

SOPHIA 
Richard has always had an eye for plating.  

RICHARD 
It’s the least I can contribute. The china should be dry by now. My dear. Per te. 

 (RICHARD gives his drink to SOPHIA. She takes it. Resigned.) 

NICKY 
You don’t have to -  

RICHARD 
Please. Let me spoil you. It’s been 10 years. We can do better than plastic plates and Papa John’s. 
Go, go, connect, reminisce, re-une. My love, I shall return. 

SOPHIA 
You always do. 
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RICHARD 
That was to Nicholas. But I’ll see you soon as well. 

 (And he’s off. Beat.) 

NICKY 
I love Papa John’s. 

SOPHIA 
Always has to be the conductor. 

NICKY 
Yes… yes he does. 

 (Beat) 

SOPHIA 
I’m sorry, I don’t mean to stare I just... I can’t believe it.  

NICKY 
Me neither. 

 (Beat) 

Was this the… wrong time or -  

SOPHIA 
Do you think it is?  

 (Beat) 

It doesn’t matter. You are here and I’m… It’s good to see you. 

NICKY 
You sound surprised. 

SOPHIA 
Can you blame me? You’re petrified. 

NICKY 
I don’t know what you’re talking about, there’s absolutely nothing uncomfortable about this at 
all.  
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 (SOPHIA smiles in spite of herself.) 

SOPHIA 
You look amazing. 

NICKY 
Getting more and more normal by the second. 

SOPHIA 
Well fine, if we wanna avoid all social niceties.  

NICKY 
I mean, we could. You were never a fan of them anyway.  

 (Beat) 

I’m sorry that was too -  

SOPHIA 
No, you’re fine -  

NICKY 
There was a line and I -  

SOPHIA 
You were just calling me out and -  

NICKY 
Yeah, just default launching into this as if nothing’s -  

SOPHIA 
I don’t blame you -  

NICKY 
It’s done. It’s in the past, erased. That moment doesn’t… Yes, thank you. Yes, that’s very sweet 
of you. You - of course - look a- 

SOPHIA 
You’re right. This is weird. 

NICKY 
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No, here, It doesn’t have to be. We can say that. You look nice. Nice to see you after all this time, 
you look nice. See? 

SOPHIA 
Your conviction is amazing. 

NICKY 
I’m trying here. 

SOPHIA 
I applaud you for that. 

NICKY 
So should we just not bother or…? 

SOPHIA 
Then what would we talk about? 

 (Beat) 

The same. I look exactly the same. Haven’t changed a bit. That better? 

NICKY 
I’m gonna say ‘yes.’ I hope that doesn’t make me… 

SOPHIA 
However you were going to finish that sentence, it doesn’t. You’re you. You were just trying to 
offer a compliment… Can I say it’s good to see you yet? 

 (Beat. NICKY gives a heavy smile.) 

Then I don’t accept your compliment. 

NICKY 
Wow. Why not? It was honest. You look great. You look just like - 

SOPHIA 
It’s too easy. “Congratulations, you maintained.” You have to do better than that. Besides it’s just 
a weird compliment to accept. 

NICKY 
What do you mean? 
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SOPHIA 
Well, so Richard. He likes things a certain way. Likes the house a certain way, likes the food a 
certain way. 

NICKY 
Likes you to look a certain way… 

SOPHIA 
How do you think I should respond to that?  

NICKY 
Fuck. I’m sorry.  

SOPHIA 
Uh huh. Sure you are.   

NICKY 
I am. I thought that’s where you were leading and -   

SOPHIA 
Digging deeper.  

NICKY 
No! Fuck, I’m not saying… what I want… to say. I’m sorry! 

 (Beat. SOPHIA laughs.) 

SOPHIA 
I think I’ve earned it. I’m gonna say it. 

NICKY 
Fine.  

SOPHIA 
It’s good to see you again. 

NICKY 
I feel really stupid right now. 

 (Beat. SOPHIA raises her glass.) 

SOPHIA 
What do we cheers to? 
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NICKY 
You do it. 

SOPHIA 
Oh God, I’m no good at these things. Please. 

NICKY 
Neither am I. Never was.  

SOPHIA 
Two indecisive people... 

 (Beat) 

Fuck it. To… closing the gap. 

 (Beat.) 

NICKY 
I like that. 
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