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Bright Saturday morning in early Fall, 

TAYLOR and his dad, JOHN, sit at the 

small round kitchen table. Sunlight 

shines in through the windows and 

TIFFANY, Taylor’s mom, stands at the 

stove making eggs, bacon, and toast. 

John has a newspaper in front of him 

reading the world news section. Taylor 

reads the sports section in front of 

him. John sips on his coffee. John and 

Taylor mind their own business and do 

not pay much attention to Tiffany.  

 

TIFFANY 

Are scrambled eggs okay with everybody? 

 

JOHN 

That’s perfect. 

 

TAYLOR 

Yeah that’s fine.  

 

Silence again, except for the bacon 

sizzling in the pan, the spatula 

stirring the eggs, and the rustling of 

newspaper pages.  

 

TIFFANY 

Taylor, how did that exam go yesterday? What was it  

over again? 

 

TAYLOR 

Good. It was a Spanish test. I might have missed a few  

on the listening part though. 

 

JOHN 

(smiling) 

That’s good, son. You can’t win them all. 

 

Tiffany looks in John’s direction 

annoyed. John does not notice. Both 

John and Taylor go back to reading 

their papers. Silence falls over them 

again, except for the toast that pops 



up from the toaster and the beeping 

from the fresh pot of coffee.  

 

TIFFANY 

Are you going to the dance tonight with anybody? 

 

TAYLOR 

Just with friends, I didn’t ask a girl.  

 

Silence again. Tiffany puts plates on 

the table and serves out the eggs. She 

places the plate of bacon and toast in 

the middle of the table. She joins 

them at the table and sits across from 

Taylor and next to John. John and 

Taylor put their newspapers aside. 

They each grab some bacon and toast. 

John starts buttering his toast. 

Taylor gets up and walks to the fridge 

and pours himself a glass of orange 

juice. Tiffany glances around at each 

of them as they go about their 

business. Taylor sits down and grabs 

the butter his dad has just handed 

him. John starts eating. Tiffany still 

looks at them emotionless and sips her 

coffee. John and Taylor do not notice 

her not eating.  

 

JOHN 

Thank you for making breakfast, honey. It is quite – 

 

Tiffany slams her coffee mug on the 

table and cuts off John.  

 

TIFFANY 

That’s it! You’re gay! Can you just come out with it  

already? 

 

Tiffany intensely stares across the 

table at Taylor. Taylor looks up from 

his food speechless. John turns his 

head back and forth to look at each of 

them.  

 



JOHN 

(confused) 

What? 

 

TIFFANY 

Our son is gay and he doesn’t want to tell us for some  

reason.  

 

Tiffany and John both look at Taylor. 

 

TAYLOR 

I’m not gay though.  

 

Taylor looks back and forth at both of 

them who are silent and still staring 

at him.  

 

TIFFANY 

We just want you to be honest with us.  

 

John looks to Tiffany.  

 

JOHN 

Wait, do we think he is gay? 

 

Taylor looks to Tiffany and John looks 

to Taylor. 

 

TAYLOR 

Why do you think this? 

 

John looks back to Tiffany.  

  

JOHN 

Why do we think this? 

 

TIFFANY 

Oh come on, Taylor. It is pretty obvious.  

 

TAYLOR 

No it isn’t, because I am not gay. Please explain. 

 

JOHN 

(confused and curiously) 

Yes… Explain.  



TIFFANY 

(rolls her eyes and speaks evidently) 

Taylor, honey. Look at what you’re wearing. 

 

John looks down at what he is wearing 

then over at what Taylor is wearing. 

 

TAYLOR 

I am wearing jeans and a plain pink t-shirt. 

 

TIFFANY 

Pink?  

 

TAYLOR 

You bought me this so I would have something to wear  

for breast cancer awareness day at school! 

 

TIFFANY 

Okay, fine. You’re 18 and have never had a girlfriend.  

Or even invited a girl over for that matter. 

 

TAYLOR 

(with attitude) 

I haven’t found a girl I like enough to date. And you  

wonder why I’ve never brought a girl home.  

 

TIFFANY 

What is that supposed to mean? 

 

TAYLOR 

You just accused me of being gay! Imagine if someone  

was over what you would say! 

 

TIFFANY 

You are being irrational, Taylor. 

 

Taylor stares across the table at his 

mother in amazement.  

 

JOHN 

Now, sweetie. Tell us a little more. Why else do you  

think this? 

 

Taylor stares at both of them in 

shock. 



TAYLOR 

Are you kidding me, guys? 

 

TIFFANY 

Why are you being so defensive about this then? 

 

TAYLOR 

Why are you being so insistent?  

 

TIFFANY 

(looks away) 

Fine. Live in denial.  

 

TAYLOR 

I am not living in denial. I’m not gay. 

 

TIFFANY 

We just want you to be truthful with us. We support  

any life choice you make. 

 

TAYLOR 

I am straight. 

 

TIFFANY 

I don’t appreciate you lying to us. 

 

Tiffany sips her coffee and turns 

silent and acts like she is busy now 

with her food. John looks back and 

forth between both of them again. 

Taylor, annoyed, stares at his mother 

from across the table. Taylor looks 

over to his father and makes eye 

contact with him who quietly shrugs 

his shoulders and mouths incoherent 

words at Taylor. Taylor looks back to 

his mother. 

 

TAYLOR 

I’m finished.  

 

Taylor rises from his seat and stands 

by the table. His mother looks up at 

him and makes eye contact with him. 

 



TAYLOR (continued) 

I’m going to go watch a musical and dance flamboyantly  

in my room because apparently I’m gay and that’s what  

we do.  

 

Taylor grabs his plate and walks over 

to the sink and throws them in. 

Tiffany yells to Taylor has he exits 

the kitchen. 

 

TIFFANY 

I don’t like that sassy gay attitude you’ve developed!  

Or the lying! 

 

Tiffany slaps the table with both of 

her hands and looks to John. 

 

TIFFANY (continued) 

Damn it, John! What was that? You are supposed to have  

my back for these things? 

 

John is baffled and just stares back 

at Tiffany. 

 

TIFFANY (continued) 

Just do the dishes. This isn’t over. 

 

John starts gathering the dishes from 

off the table. John yells to Tiffany 

as she exits the kitchen.  

 

JOHN 

Do we still think he’s gay? 

 

Around noon that same day Tiffany 

stands at the fridge pilling her arms 

full with items to make lunch. She 

walks to the counter and sets 

everything down and begins preparing 

sandwiches for herself, John, and 

Taylor. John walks into the room 

frantically. Tiffany hears him come in 

and walks towards him and grabs his 

arm.  

 



TIFFANY 

What is the matter with you? 

 

JOHN 

I’m nervous. What if he really isn’t gay? 

 

Tiffany intensely gets close to John’s 

face. 

 

TIFFANY 

Remember what we talked about earlier. We are going to  

get it out of him. 

 

Tiffany goes back to the counter to 

finish preparing lunch. John takes a 

seat in his usual spot at the kitchen 

table.  

 

JOHN 

I didn’t have a girlfriend when I was 18. And I do have  

a few pink bow ties in my closet. I just think maybe we  

should trust – 

 

Tiffany lashes back around to face 

John.  

 

TIFFANY 

Shut up! I am his mother. I have that mother intuition  

bullshit. What do you know?  

 

JOHN 

This guy Gary at work is gay. And well, I’ve never  

seen him wear pink.  

 

TIFFANY 

I love gay people! Don’t get me wrong. I had the nicest  

gay man help me pick out a pair of shoes the other day. 

 

JOHN 

The black pumps? Oh I really like those.  

 

Tiffany paces about the kitchen as if 

she is talking to herself and John is 

not there. John’s eyes follow her as 

he watches her walk back and forth. 



TIFFANY 

Exactly. He was dressed really nice and kept saying  

things like “honey” and now I have a nice pair of sexy  

heels from Nordstrom that are gay man approved. 

 

JOHN 

Maybe he was just trying to make a sale. 

 

Tiffany glares at John then quickly 

turns back to the counter when Taylor 

starts to enter the kitchen.  

 

TAYLOR 

Hello! What are you making mom? 

 

TIFFANY 

Just some sandwiches. Is that alright? 

 

TAYLOR 

That sounds great. Make sure you put a little extra  

meat on mine, because I’m gay and all. 

 

JOHN 

(mumbles off at the end) 

Oh I want extra meat on mine too. But for other  

reasons… 

 

Tiffany glares back at John then 

smiles at Taylor. 

 

TIFFANY 

Anything you want dear. 

 

Taylor smiles back at his mother 

mockingly. There is silence while 

Tiffany finishes making the 

sandwiches. John and Taylor exchange 

looks but never say anything directly 

to each other. Tiffany brings over the 

sandwiches and a few plates. 

 

TIFFANY 

Here you go. 

 



Tiffany sits down and they all start 

to take plates and divvy out 

sandwiches.  

 

TIFFANY (continued) 

Are you ready to come out yet? 

 

The doorbell rings as she finishes her 

question. Tiffany looks around 

curiously and skeptical then turns to 

Taylor for answers. John nervously 

looks towards Tiffany. Taylor gets up 

from the table. 

 

TAYLOR 

I invited someone over for lunch. I hope that is okay.  

 

TIFFANY 

No. That’s perfect, sweetie.  

 

Tiffany smiles at Taylor. Taylor exits 

the kitchen to answer the door. 

Tiffany jumps out of her chair and 

starts frantically making another 

sandwich.  

 

TIFFANY 

What is this? Huh, what is this John? Did you know  

about this? 

 

JOHN 

No, I have no idea! 

 

TIFFANY 

If we don’t get it out of him today then we will never  

get it out of him. Now is our moment! 

 

JOHN 

I don’t see the big deal. 

 

TIFFANY 

He is young. He should be trying things out. If he goes to 

college not knowing, then who knows how he will turn out. 

 

 



JOHN 

What do we do then? 

 

TIFFANY 

Shhh! 

 

Taylor reenters the kitchen with his 

guest, Kayla, a girl from school. 

Tiffany turns towards them smiling and 

brings the sandwich she just prepared 

to the table with her. 

 

TIFFANY (continued) 

Oh please sit down and eat with us! 

 

TAYLOR 

Mom, dad, this is Kayla.  

 

Tiffany sits down next to John. Taylor 

sits down across from his mom and 

Kayla takes the last seat between 

Tiffany and Taylor and across from 

John. John smiles and nods hello to 

Kayla when she sits down.  

 

TIFFANY (continued) 

What brings you over Kayla? 

 

TAYLOR 

I have a few classes with Kayla. I thought it would be  

nice to have her over. And now she is here. 

 

TIFFANY 

Is that right. It is nice to have you over. We don’t  

get to meet many of Taylor’s girl…friends.  

 

TAYLOR 

(nervously) 

Friends that are girls. Not girlfriends. 

 

TIFFANY 

Yes, of course. Not a girlfriend 

 

Tiffany gives a suspicious look to 

Taylor. Taylor glares back frustrated.  



 

KAYLA 

(cheerily and slightly confused) 

I’m glad I could be the first. 

 

Silence. Everybody eats their 

sandwiches more. 

 

JOHN 

(oblivious and joyfully) 

Kayla, are you on the soccer team? 

 

KAYLA 

(happily) 

Yes, I am. 

 

JOHN 

I thought I saw you on the field the other day. 

 

KAYLA 

That was probably me, I’m always out there. 

 

John and Kayla smile at each other 

from across the table. Tiffany looks 

annoyed at John. They all continue 

eating their sandwiches in silence 

momentarily. 

 

TIFFANY 

(optimistically) 

So Kayla, are you going to the dance tonight? 

 

KAYLA 

Oh I don’t know. I don’t have a date or anything so I  

might not. 

 

TIFFANY 

Neither does Taylor, that’s perfect! You two could go  

together. 

 

TAYLOR 

Mom, come on. Don’t make Kayla uncomfortable. 

 

 

 



TIFFANY 

What? I’m not making anybody uncomfortable. Are you 

uncomfortable, Kayla? 

 

Kayla shakes her head no, slightly 

nervous and confused. 

 

TIFFANY (continued) 

See? You are the one making it weird. 

 

Taylor glares at his mom who is 

smirking at him. 

 

KAYLA 

I don’t mind. It could be fun, I guess.  

 

TIFFANY 

Perfect! Isn’t that perfect Taylor? 

 

TAYLOR 

Yes it is. I can’t wait. 

 

Taylor gets up and grabs his and 

Kayla’s empty plates from the table 

and walks them over to the sink. 

Taylor returns to his seat. 

 

TAYLOR (continued) 

Thanks for coming over for lunch. I guess you have to  

go get ready for the dance? 

 

KAYLA 

Yeah, now that I’m going. Thank you for inviting me  

over. 

TAYLOR 

I’ll walk you to the door. 

 

Taylor and Kayla get up from the 

table. Kayla turns back to John and 

Tiffany still sitting at the table. 

 

KAYLA 

Thank you for having me over and for lunch! 

 

 



TIFFANY 

It was our pleasure! Have fun tonight at the dance! 

 

Taylor and Kayla exit the kitchen. 

Tiffany looks to John who is eating 

his sandwich. 

 

TIFFANY 

Did you see that? Hopefully he doesn’t mess this up.  

Kayla is nice. Do you like Kayla? 

 

JOHN 

Yes she was very nice. So is he not gay anymore? 

 

TIFFANY 

Can you at least try to keep up, John? 

 

Tiffany gets up from the table and 

grabs her plate and John’s plate. John 

sits holding the rest of his sandwich. 

Tiffany brings the plates over to the 

sink. Tiffany turns to the doorway and 

Taylor enters. They all just stare at 

each other for a few moments. 

 

TIFFANY 

Well? 

 

JOHN 

Yeah, Well? 

 

Tiffany glares at John. 

 

TAYLOR 

I don’t know what to say to you two anymore.  

Especially you dad. 

 

John looks at Taylor confused. Taylor 

turns to exit the kitchen again. 

Tiffany yells to Taylor as he walks 

away. 

 

TIFFANY 

You better find something straight looking to wear!  

And do not break that girl’s heart! 



JOHN 

But if he didn’t want to break her heart wouldn’t he  

want to dress gay to not confuse her? 

 

TIFFANY 

Shut up, John.  

 

Tiffany walks away from the sink and 

leaves the kitchen. John stays sitting 

at the table confused and finishes his 

sandwich. 

 

Later that same day around midnight 

Taylor and Kayla stumble into the 

kitchen with laughter and still 

dancing a bit. The lights are off in 

the kitchen except for the stove top 

light and a night light plugged into 

the wall. Taylor goes and turns an 

overhead light on, but dims it low. 

Kayla sits at the kitchen table and 

Taylor goes to the cabinet to grab two 

cups. He then starts filling them with 

water. He brings the two water cups to 

the table and sits one down in front 

of Kayla. He takes a seat next to her 

and drinks some of his water. 

 

TAYLOR 

Are you glad you went to the dance tonight? 

 

KAYLA 

I had a really fun time with you.  

 

TAYLOR 

I had fun with you too.  

 

KAYLA 

I wouldn’t have had nearly as much fun if I went alone. 

 

TAYLOR 

We will have to keep this up then! 

 

 

 



KAYLA 

(laughs) 

As long as your mom is okay with asking me out for you  

again. 

 

TAYLOR 

Sorry you had to witness that earlier. Some good came  

from it though. 

KAYLA 

Does your mom always act strange like that? 

 

TAYLOR 

No. Well, this is kind of embarrassing. This morning at  

breakfast she accused me of being gay. 

 

KAYLA 

Aren’t you? 

 

TAYLOR 

(exclaims) 

What? 

 

KAYLA 

I didn’t mean to offend you. But… I’ve known you since  

first grade and you’ve never dated anyone. You dress  

nice. And you had your mom ask me to the dance for you.  

 

TAYLOR 

I did not plan for her to do that earlier! And I don’t  

see the problem with looking nice.  

 

KAYLA 

And the no girlfriend thing? 

 

TAYLOR 

Jason has never had a girlfriend.  

 

KAYLA 

Because he is rude and every girl knows it. You’re not. 

 

TAYLOR 

I’ll give you that. Jason’s an asshole.  

 

Taylor and Kayla both laugh. Silence 

in the room. Taylor and Kayla look at 



each other. Taylor leans in to kiss 

Kayla and they kiss.  

 

KAYLA 

(smirks at him) 

Maybe you’re not gay. 

 

Taylor throws his hands up in the air 

jokingly. They both laugh. 

 

TAYLOR 

That’s what I’ve been trying to tell people! 

 

KAYLA 

I should go before my dad gets worried that I’m with a  

straight guy late at night. I’ll have to break the news  

that you’re not gay to him first though.  

 

Taylor and Kayla both get up. Taylor 

jokingly pushes her aside and they 

both laugh. Taylor walks Kayla to the 

door and Kayla leaves. Taylor walks 

back into the kitchen and takes a seat 

back at the kitchen table. Moments 

later Tiffany appears in the doorway 

of the kitchen. Taylor notices her and 

looks at her over his shoulder. She 

walks further in the kitchen and sits 

next to Taylor. 

 

TIFFANY 

How was the dance? 

 

TAYLOR 

(hesitant) 

It was fun. 

 

TIFFANY 

I’m glad. 

 

TAYLOR 

That’s it? No, “you’re gay” or asking how many guys I  

hooked up with in the bathroom. 

 

 



TIFFANY 

Hey, Kayla agreed with me. 

 

TAYLOR 

I should’ve known you were listening. 

 

Taylor looks to his mother and smiles. 

 

TIFFANY 

Sweetie, I love you. No matter what. I just had this  

feeling. And I want you to be able to come to me with  

these things. And –  

 

TAYLOR 

Mom, I understand. But I haven’t come to you with those  

things because I don’t need to. I’m not gay.  

 

TIFFANY 

I’m sorry. You’re my baby and it’s a little scary  

seeing you grown up. 

 

TAYLOR 

I know. You don’t have anything to worry about. But  

dad on the other hand… 

 

Taylor and Tiffany both laugh. Taylor 

gets up from his seat and starts 

walking towards to door to leave the 

kitchen. 

 

TAYLOR (continued) 

(sarcastically) 

I’ll bring all my bitches around more often if that’s  

what you want. 

 

Taylor winks and leaves the kitchen. 

Tiffany smiles and looks around the 

kitchen before getting up and going 

back to bed.  

 

(END) 


