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Couchophi li a

(or "The Loveseat")
by M ke Mari ano

(Lights up slowy and softly on a living room scene.
Some smooth R&B plays faintly. A couch, plush with
pillows, is center. After a noment, TONY cones in,
dressed to kill, with a sly smle on his face.)

TONY:
Hell o t here.

(TONY saunters up to the couch and throws hinmself down
upon it. He lays his entire body in sensuous positions
on the couch. Squeezing its pillows. Stroking its arns.
Running his |l egs up and down the sides of the cushions.
His pelvis —well, you get the picture. TONY is
genuinely loving this couch. After an extended caress,
TONY strai ghtens hinself, props his head up with his arm
and says:)

| m ssed you...

(TONY buries his face into the cushi on, pushing hinself
nore deeply upon it then before. After a noment goes by,
his hand slowly nmakes its way down to in between the
couch cushions, massaging the inside intensely. TONY
slowly breaks away again, and begins to unbutton his
shirt. He breathes heavily and smles. Then MOLLY
enters. The nusic stops abruptly and the |lights cone up
full.)

MOLLY:
Tony?

TONY:
(Startled:)
Mol | y!

MOLLY:

Tony, what are you doi ng?

TONY:
(Buttoning his shirt:)
Can't you see |'mgetting dressed?



MOLLY:
Getting dressed?

TONY:
Yeah!

MOLLY:
In the living roonf

TONY:
It's a good a place as any!

MOLLY:
Uh huh. ..

TONY:
(Getting up, zipping his fly.)
So, uh... What do you want, anyway?

MOLLY:

(Taki ng out a catal og:)
" mjust here to return your |kea catal og.

(TONY's eyes go wide and he | ooks fromthe couch back to
MOLLY.)

TONY:
That's not m ne.
MOLLY:
Yeah, it is.
TONY:
No way.
MOLLY:
Well, it's got your nanme on the address | abel..

(She shoves the catalog into TONY's hands. TONY | ooks at
it, then at the couch.)

TONY:
(To the couch:)
| only read it for the articles, | swear!



MOLLY:
Tony!

(TONY's head jerks up.)
Get a grip.
(TONY stops for a beat, then shakes his head.)

TONY:
No, you're right, you're right. |['ve got to- |'m going
to...

(Hi s gaze stops on the catal og.)

|"mgoing to run to the bathroomfor a second...

(TONY runs his hand al ong the couch and begins to exit.)
Later...

(TONY exits. MOLLY, perplexed, sits down on the couch.
She sighs, glances around the room and pats the couch.
She slowy begins to run her hand up and down the

cushi on, al nost absentm ndedly. The R&B returns. MOLLY
| ets out another sigh and | ooks down at the couch.)

MOLLY:
Goddamm you; you're still irresistible...

(Wth that, she falls over and begins to deeply kiss the
couch. MOLLY's tryst is just as intense as was TONY' s,
pushi ng herself deeper and deeper into the couch. She
lifts, herself up, her hair tousled, and gasps for air.)

We've got to stop neeting like this...

(She throws herself back to the couch. After a few
nonments, she reverses her position on the couch, snles,
and begins to lick the cushion rhythmcally. MOLLY
begins to mpan. Offstage, a toilet flushes. The nusic
stops. MOLLY freezes, |ooks up, then | ooks back at the
couch.)

To be conti nued...



(She ki sses the pal mof her hand and places it on the
couch, then junps off. She straightens her hair and
clothing, then turns to the couch and puts its pillows
back in order. TONY wal ks in, adjusting his belt.)

TONY:
What are you doi ng?

MOLLY:
(St eppi ng back, holding a pillow)
Just fluffing the pillows...

TONY:
Yeah, 'l bet.

(He throws the catal og on the couch, grabs the pillow
from MOLLY and tosses it back on the couch.)

Now why don't you just run al ong now?

MOLLY:
Al right, Tony...

(She traces her fingers along the armof the couch as she
begins to exit.)

"Il see you later...

TONY:
(Frowns:)
"1l wal k you out.

(The two exit. After a noment, two REPAIRMEN enter. One
takes off his sunglasses, the other throws his jacket on
the ground, and they approach the couch.)

REPAI RMAN 1:
So this is it?

REPAI RMVAN 2:
Yeah; guy says there's a spring that's poking him

REPAI RVAN 1:
Ri ght .

(REPAI RMAN 2 takes the |Ikea catalog off of the couch and
opens it.)



REPAI RVAN 1: (cont.)
That an |l kea catalog? M old nman's got a stack of those
in the basenent.

REPAI RVAN 2:
(Exam ni ng the catal og:)
| s that glue?

(REPAI RMAN 2 throws the catal og on the ground. REPAI RMAN
1 runs his hand between the back of the couch and the
cushi ons.)

REPAI RVAN 1:
The spring's too deep. W' re going to have to get it
f rom under neat h.

REPAI RVAN 2:
(Adjusting his belt:)
Alright; let's do this...

(Seventies porn music begins playing. REPAIRMAN 2 gets
down on the ground while REPAIRMAN 1 cones around to the
back of the couch. REPAIRMAN 2 is nearly on his back,
reachi ng under neath.)

Nah, |'m going to have to get deeper than that. Lift her
up a little, wll ya?

REPAI RVAN 1:
Up we go...

(REPAI RMAN 1 squats and |lifts the corner of the couch,
grunting. REPAIRMAN 2 slides underneath, positioning
hi nsel f.)

REPAI RMAN 2:
Ah, here we go...

REPAI RVAN 1:
(Struggling:)
Mmmph. . .

REPAI RMAN 2:
| think I got it... Alnost there..

REPAI RMVAN 1:
You sure?



REPAI RVAN 2:
Man, it's pretty deep..

REPAI RVAN 1:
You're telling ne...

(REPAI RMAN 2 goes in further.)

You got it in yet?

REPAI RVAN 2:
Al nost . ..

REPAI RVAN 1:
Hurry up; | can't hold it much | onger..

(REPAI RMAN 1 struggles, the couch bobbing up and down as
he grunts. REPAIRMAN 2 groans in frustration, |ooking
for the spring.)

REPAI RVAN 2:
No, | got it... | got it...

REPAI RVAN 1:
Come on...

REPAI RVAN 2:
| got it!

(He moans in relief and drops his arms. The nusic fades.
REPAI RMAN 2 slides out from underneath the couch.
REPAI RMAN 1 drops the couch corner and sighs.)

REPAI RVAN 1:
Ch yeah. .

REPAI RVAN 2:
She's a tough one...

REPAI RVAN 1:

You said it...
(He takes out a pack of cigarettes and |ights one.)

REPAI RMAN 2:
So, where to next?



REPAI RMVAN 1:
Around the block. There's a guy with a twin bed that
needs sone hands-on work real bad...

REPAI RMAN 2:
| think we can handl e that...

(They laugh as TONY conmes back in. They stop. They
stare at each other in silence. After a beat, the
REPAI RVEN shuffle out silently. REPAIRMAN 2 turns and
addresses TONY.)

Hey, about your couch. |It's alright. W took care of
her.

(THEY exit. TONY watches them go. He then turns to the
couch. He sits and clutches its arm)

TONY:
Well... | guess they are professionals... 1'd rather
have them around than Molly. | don't like that Molly.

She's trying to cone between us...

(Sighs:)

| don't want anything to change...

(Wth his other hand, TONY supportively rubs the cushion,
as he finishes, he lifts his hand, stops, then | ooks at
it.)

Vhat's this?

(He holds up an earring.)

Ch ny- Oh ny God!

(He 1 ooks at the couch.)

You' ve been cheating on ne!

(Shocked, he | ooks around, then recoils and stands up.)
Don't touch me! | can't believe this! This is-

(TONY bites his hand.)

' mgoing to be sick..



(He staggers for a bit, then | ooks back at the couch.)

TONY: (cont.)
Was it worth it?
(Beat.)
No, | really want to know, was she worth it? Worth al
the pain? The deceit? | can't believe you; | really
can't-

(Angrily, he takes a pillow.)

Baby, | treated you good. | played sugar daddy, | know.
" mthe one who got you, got you all these...

(He shakes the pillow for enphasis, then throws it to the
ground.)

Al'l of these, and it's all gone to waste!

(He lifts one of the cushions.)

VWho do you think paid for your upholstery? You think I
did this just so you could go have a fling, go off and

have fun wi thout ne? Uh uh; no way!

(He tosses the cushion aside, then knocks the other
cushion to the ground.)

| did this for us. | did this for us! That's all
want ed. | want ed us. GCh God. .

(TONY notices a slip of paper, fallen with one of the
pillows. He picks it up.)

VWhat's this a receipt for?
(He reads. Uh oh.)
Oh.

(Wth nervous | aughter:)

Ch... Honey, | can explain. This was froma very | ow
period in ny life. |1'mashanmed, but it has nothing to do
with us...



(He | ooks at the couch.)

TONY: (cont.)
Oh, don't look at ne like that... Look, it's dated a few
nmont hs before we even net; | haven't touched it since.
Honest! It's not inportant to me at all. But if it is
to you, then fine. |It's gone. Let ne get it.

(TONY heads offstage left. He returns with a piece of
inflatable furniture, which is slightly saggy. He |ooks
at the couch.)

| know, | know. | hit rock bottom But |'ve al npost
never used it since—I1"'ve never used it in our tinme
together. Ain't nothing |like the real thing, baby. But
if it nmakes a difference, if you want it gone, it's gone.

(He squeezes it, deflating it somewhat, and kicks it off
stage right.)

There. 1've cone clean. |I'mready to start over. Are
you?

(No response.)

Ch, and don't even think that ny piece of plastic over

t here conpares with what you and Ml ly have been doing
for God knows how long. |If this was sonme revenge thing.
I f that made you so upset, then you should have said
sonet hing. You shouldn't have..

(He starts to break down.)

| thought we really had sonething here, you know? |
really did. | thought it was you and ne. | wanted it to
be you and ne! But no, you just couldn't have it that
way; now you've gone and..

(He sniffs.)

It's too nmuch. [It's just too nuch..

(TONY sighs and | ooks at the couch.)

| guess this is it, then. W're done. You just go al ong
with Molly and continue your unnatural relationship..



(He turns his back to the couch.)

TONY: (cont.)
Go ahead; we're done. You' ve made your decision, now
stick to it.

(He stands, arns folded. After a nonment, he | ooks back
at the couch.)

Havi ng second thoughts now, huh? Life w thout Tony's not
| ooki ng so good. ..

(He shakes his head.)

You can't have it both ways, honey. |If you stay, you' ve
got to stay true..

(He sighs and kneel s down next to the couch.)

And |I'Il be true, too. I|I'mfor real, baby..
(Beat .)
| still remenber when we first net. Best goddamm

Presi dents Day weekend of ny life...
(TONY smles.)

And to think, I went in there thinking about picking up a
br eakfast table or something, setting my standards real
low. A friend of mne told me to go check out the patio
furniture, but I didn't know how | felt experinenting
with w cker..

(Pause.)

And then | saw you.

(He 1 ooks at the couch.)

Love at first sight, honey, and there was no way | was
goi ng back. Right then and there in Aisle Six and |
swore | had to have you. |I'mstill paying for that
deci sion today. But baby, you're worth every interest

payment. ..

(He sighs.)
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TONY: (cont.)

We've had sonme great times... The Super Bowl party...
The nights we've spent falling asleep watching TV
together... The tinme | lost nmy keys, and you had them

t he whole tine...

(TONY smrks at the couch.)

You're everything to ne, you know that?
(He puts a hand on the couch.)
Everyt hi ng. ..

(TONY gets up and hugs the side of the couch. He holds
this enbrace. Finally he breaks away and | ooks at the
couch.)

Let's never fight again..

(He enbraces the couch again, then kisses it softly. The
soft kiss becones deeper. And deeper. TONY puts his |eg
up over the couch's arm His body noves up and down the
side of the couch. This is slower and nore gentle then
his previous rendezvous. He slowy breaks away and | ooks
at the couch.)

| | ove you.

(The lights dimand a powerful |ove ballad begins to play
as TONY noves around to the front of the couch. Very
gently, he runs his hands al ong the couch and reaches
into it. He unfolds the bed portion of the sl eeper

couch. Wth the bed fully extended, TONY begins to
unbutton his shirt as the nusic cones up and the lights
fade.)

THE END
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