                                                               Foursomes

                                                   FOURSOMES 
       (A short play by Tara Patwardhan)
SYNOPSIS:
‘Foursomes’ is a play about relationships: friendships that extend beyond the usual realm of platonic love and lovers that morph into your dearest friends. It’s a play about discovering that maybe there isn’t just one right person for you out there, there might be two or even three. It’s a play about seeing yourself develop in the eyes of the ones who know you better than you know yourself. It’s also a play about the fluidity of sexuality. 
CHARACTER ANALYSIS:

RAIN:
Opinionated, loving; the group’s queen bee. 

Used to date Ari & Jeremiah, who she continues to have magnificent relationships with. Scott and her have a unique chemistry. 


Rain sees through everyone’s wank fuckery.
ARI:
Endearing, introspective, an old soul. 

Is dating Scott but they have problems. Is


intrigued by Jeremiah. Admires Rain for a


lot of things, especially her generosity 


and pro-activeness.  

SCOTT:
Impulsive, non-committal, confused, looks at

the world through rose coloured glasses. Is 


younger than the rest of them, doesn’t know


himself as well as the others. Loves both


women in different ways but can’t handle 


them yet. Jeremiah can, and that annoys 


him.  

JEREMIAH:
Passionate, intense, eloquent, fallen hard


for Ari. Doesn’t like Scott, but that could

be because he sees Scott as a younger 


version of himself. 

TIME: 

The present, afternoon. Extends over a week or so. Ends at 
night.
SET UP:

The play is divided into eight acts. Act 1 takes place in Rain’s bedroom. There’s a queen sized bed, a music system, posters/wall hangings, giving it an arty, eclectic feel. Act 2 takes place in a pub at night. A table, two chairs and dark lighting to create the right ambiance. Act 3 takes place in the ladies room of the same pub, during the wee hours of the morning. A mirror and sink required. Act 4 takes place in a car at dusk. Act 5 begins in the afternoon, in a garden - background of a large oak tree. Act 6 and 7 are in a sauna (time of day unclear, possibly evening) - wooden planks for the actors to lie on. Perhaps the backgrounds could just be painted on to give the desired effect. Act 8, the final act, takes us back to Rain’s bedroom at about midnight.
PLAY OPENS:

The curtains go up…
ACT ONE

Rain sits on a queen sized bed, her head 


propped up by cushions. Jeremiah lies next 


to her, his head resting on her stomach, his

knees up. A plate of cookies sits pretty beside them. They smoke a joint and listen to Billy Joel on the radio. 

JEREMIAH:
Did you think about it? 

RAIN:
(Smiling) About what?

JEREMIAH:
You know what I’m talking about.

RAIN:
(Tickling him under his chin)


No, I haven’t had a chance yet.

JEREMIAH
(Brushing her hand away)


Why not? What’ve you been doing that’s so


important?

RAIN:
Spending all my time with you.

JEREMIAH:
But all we do is sit around and listen to


records.

RAIN:
Okay, I have thought about it.
JEREMIAH:
(Trying to hide his eagerness)


So…

RAIN:
(Grinning) Why the hell not?
JEREMIAH:
(Also grinning, grabs the last cookie)

Do you have anyone in mind?

RAIN:
(Breaking a bit off his cookie)


Let’s go shopping!
JEREMIAH:
(Trying to appear nonchalant)

Hmmm…

RAIN:
You have somebody in mind, don’t you? So


typical. 

JEREMIAH:
(Mildly insulted) I do not.
RAIN:
(Shaking her head)


You’re so transparent.

JEREMIAH:
(Jumping off her lap, turns to face her)


You love pretending to know me.

RAIN:
I don’t need to pretend, Jeremiah. I do


know you. Tell me I’m wrong. Tell me you 


don’t have somebody in mind.

JEREMIAH:
(Wrinkles his forehead, trying to think of


something intelligent)


I do not!
RAIN:
Bull shit.

Enter Ari, swinging the door open, carrying


a six pack of beer. Jeremiah is tense at her

sudden arrival.

JEREMIAH:
(A little too high-pitched for his liking)


Ari!

ARI:
Uh, yeah, the last time I checked.

JEREMIAH:
(Enthusiastically)


And she brought beer! Look, Rain, she 


brought beer!

ARI:
(Chuckles)


Yes, she brought beer, because you called 


an hour ago begging her to buy beer. 


Stoners!
RAIN:
(Reaching for the six pack)

Find us a bottle opener, will you? We’re 

immobile.

ARI:
(Complaining)

Why’s that wretched thing always lost? 


Getting you a new one next time. 

RAIN:

A – you always say that and B – it’s no 



use, we’ll just lose the new one. 


Ari goes off stage to find an opener. Rain

attacks Jeremiah.
RAIN:
(Slapping him on the arm)

I knew it!

JEREMIAH:
(Bored)

What are you on about?

RAIN:
It’s Ari, isn’t it?

JEREMIAH:
Huh?

RAIN:
You want to shack up with Ari and me. God,


you’re pathetic! 

JEREMIAH:
(Defensive)


You’re paranoid and don’t talk so loud.

RAIN:
If it’s not her, then why you acting so


bizarre?

JEREMIAH:
Shut up, will you? You just go on and on…

RAIN:
This is my house. I will not shut up until


you admit it.

JEREMIAH:      (Squirming in his seat, looking at the door)

You’re so fucking stubborn.

RAIN:
Only when I’m right.

JEREMIAH:
(Hearing Ari’s footsteps, stands up, holds 


his head in mock pain and whispers)


Ok, you win. Jesus, keep it to yourself!

Enter Ari with a bottle opener. Jeremiah


jumps, startled and leaves the stage. 

ARI:
He acting particularly strange this morning

or is it just me?

RAIN:
He’s very strange, that boy, but sadly one 

of my favourites. 

ARI:
Were you two arguing, again?

RAIN:
Nah, I hope he doesn’t stink up the toilet.


Sounds of flatulence are heard off stage. 


They sigh and shake their heads in 


disapproval. 

ARI:
Scott wants to have one of those with us.

RAIN:
When?
ARI:
When we were doing it last night.

RAIN:
Couldn’t he wait till after? 
ARI:
Guess not.
RAIN:
Would you do it?

ARI:
Said I’d have to think about it. See if 


you’re game and everything.

RAIN:
(Lost in thought)
ARI cont’d:
So, would you?

RAIN:
Hard to say. I mean, it’s you. I love you. 

I’ve been with you and it was awesome. But 


what if I get really into it, and boom –


realise Scott’s there! (Makes a face)

ARI:
(Laughing)


It’s crossed my mind, gotta say.
RAIN:
Would you consider it with someone apart 


from Scott?

ARI:
Are you propositioning me, Rain?

RAIN:
I have no idea, anymore.

                           ~Act 1 Ends~
ACT TWO


Ari and Scott sit at a table in a pub. They 


sit close and look content. Rock music              

plays in the background. A bowl of peanuts


lies on the table in front of them, 


alongside two nearly empty glasses. 

Jeremiah watches them stealthily in the


background. Ari finishes her drink. Scott


stands, kisses her head and exits. Jeremiah


walks over and sits in Scott’s empty seat.

JEREMIAH:
As usual you look like a fucking celestial


being.

ARI:
(Bemused)


Are you this charming with everyone?

JEREMIAH:
No… I wish you’d leave that shithead. I 


hate clichés, but you’re too good for him.

ARI:
And you’re that good a judge of character?

JEREMIAH:
I know he’s a bloody good rider and taking 

you for a ride.

ARI:
Maybe it’s the ride of my life.
JEREMIAH:
Speaking as someone who doesn’t know you as


much as he’d like to - dump that guy.

ARI:
For someone who hates clichés, you use a 


lot. 

JEREMIAH:
Only around people I find really 


interesting; ones that nobody will ever 


truly know apart from themselves.

ARI: 
(Giggles)

You flatter me, Jeremiah.

JEREMIAH:
The truth’s never flattery. I amuse you and

you make me think, it’s fuel for my head.


Enter Scott carrying two drinks. He raises

his eyebrows at Jeremiah. Jeremiah looks at

him with insolence. Scott plonks the drinks 


on the table and pulls up another chair,


reluctantly. Ari, who sits between them – 


looks at the two and is probably thinking,


“Oh bloody hell!”

SCOTT:
That was my chair, you sat on. 
JEREMIAH:
(Taking a sip of Ari’s drink)

I didn’t see your name on it.

SCOTT:
(Looking at him, disapprovingly)


We’re kinda in the middle of something.

JEREMIAH:
Didn’t look like you were in the middle of


anything.

SCOTT:
Are you stalking us now? (Holds Ari’s hand


over table)

Weirdo (Under his breath)

JEREMIAH:
(Picks up the phone that vibrates on table)


Ah, that’s Rain. I’ll get her in. (Kisses


Ari on the cheek and leaves)

Exit Jeremiah.
SCOTT:
What is with that guy? I don’t trust him.
ARI: 
(Playing with the rim of her glass)

Why not? 

SCOTT:
What was he doing here, all shifty?

ARI:
He’s not shifty. You should try to be nice

to him, for Rain’s sake at least.

SCOTT:
She’s incredible, but her taste in men’s 


appalling.

ARI:
Some say the same about me.

SCOTT: 
(Mouth full of peanuts)


What? 

                        ~Act 2 Ends~

ACT THREE

Rain and Ari retouch their makeup in the


pub’s toilet. Rain pulls up her strapless


dress. They are inebriated, a cigarette


dangles from Rain’s lips.

ARI:
Make my eyes all smoky like yours.

RAIN:
(Grabbing her by the hand)


Come closer and stop fluttering your eyelid


like a lizard.

ARI:
(Laughing)


I can’t help it.

RAIN:
(In fit of giggles, smudges the eyeliner)


See what you made me do, you goon!

ARI:
(Looking in the mirror)

I look like someone punched me. 

RAIN:
(Stands beside her, gazing at the mirror)

I miss us.

ARI:
We’re still us.

RAIN:
We’re us with plus ones who can’t decide


which one they prefer. 

ARI:
You’ve lost me.
RAIN:
I think Jeremiah has strong feelings for 


you.

ARI:
Scott says you two share some sort of deep 


divine connection. 

RAIN:
I filled a form yesterday. In the box that


said ‘life partner’ I had difficulty 


choosing between three names.

ARI:
And?

RAIN:
I chose you in the end.


They hug an inebriated hug.

RAIN cont’d:
You know what ‘in vino veritas’ means?

ARI:
No, what?

RAIN:
It’s Latin for ‘in wine, there is truth’. 

ARI: 
(Smirking)

But we had vodka cranberries. 

RAIN:
Philistine.


        ~Act 3 Ends~
ACT FOUR

Rain drives an acid green Beetle. Scott 


sits in the passenger seat. ‘The Kooks’ 

play on the car’s stereo. 

RAIN:
You don’t need to call shotgun when there


are only two passengers.

SCOTT:
I know that.

RAIN:
(Smirking)

Why do it then? Are your imaginary friends

paying us a visit?

SCOTT:
Ari scares me sometimes. I can never tell 

what mood she’s going to be in. Why are 


women so moody?

RAIN:
I’ll answer that when you tell me why men

can’t make up their minds. 

SCOTT:
Was she this bipolar when you two…?

RAIN:
No, we had sex all day.

SCOTT:
I’m serious, was she?
RAIN:
A – she isn’t bipolar. B – if she isn’t 


with me, doesn’t mean she can’t be with 


you.

SCOTT:
You’re ticked off.
RAIN:
I’m not. 

SCOTT:
(Touching her nose)

Your nose always flares when you’re ticked 


off, but you still look mighty cute.

RAIN:
Shut up. You take too long getting ready. 

Every time - we’re gonna be late again!
SCOTT:
It’s only a movie, don’t be so anal.

RAIN:
(Scoffs)


Only a movie, he says. And you call 

yourself a film maker - shameful.

SCOTT:
(Lights two cigarettes, gives her one)

What do you see in Jeremiah?
RAIN:
You always make a face when you say his


name. 

SCOTT:
It’s a reflex that can’t be helped.

RAIN:
He’s a brilliant chap. If you gave him a 


chance, you’d know.

SCOTT:
I don’t need to, I can see right through


him. 

RAIN:
(Takes a long drag of her cigarette)
SCOTT cont’d:
Every time my head’s turned, he chats Ari

up. Like the other night…
RAIN:
(Continues driving in silence)

SCOTT cont’d:
I turn away for one minute and bam – there

he is! Sitting in my seat, all flirty with


her. 

RAIN:
When did you turn into an insecure person?
SCOTT:
When I know something’s going on behind my 


back.

RAIN:
Trust me, nothing’s happened between them.

SCOTT:
But it could…

RAIN:
Your paranoia won’t solve anything… Do you


love her?
SCOTT:
Can I be honest?

RAIN:
(Pompously)


That answers my question.

SCOTT:
You think you’re so perceptive, that’s your


problem.

RAIN:
Someone needs to be when you’re utterly 


oblivious to what you want.

SCOTT:
And I suppose you know what I want?
RAIN:
Yes and I’m going to tell you.

SCOTT:
(Sarcastically)


Ooh, lucky me!

RAIN:
Alright, it’s quite simple really. Ari 


loves the act of loving and you my dear


Scottie, love to be loved.

SCOTT:
That doesn’t sound too bad. Seems like 


we’re perfect for each other.

RAIN:
That’s where you’re wrong. How long can 


someone be a fool in love?

SCOTT:
Elaborate.

RAIN:
(Impatiently)

Why does everyone come to me with questions


about Ari?

SCOTT:
Cos you know her best. Now tell me…

RAIN:
Don’t you think if it’s so hard to figure


someone out, then perhaps it’s best to find


someone a tad less complicated?

SCOTT:
Why do you always answer my question with a 


question?

RAIN:
Why don’t you figure out what you want, 


instead of chasing things you can’t have?

SCOTT:
Cut the shit, and help me out here.

RAIN:
(Spitefully)

You want her more just because someone else

wants her. 

SCOTT:
I knew it! He wants her! Bastard!

RAIN:
What’re you more afraid of – him wanting 


her or her realising there’re other people


who can satisfy her? 

SCOTT:
What the fuck, Rain? I come to you for 

advice and you fuck with my head. 
RAIN:
I’m opening your eyes. It’s high time they


were opened. 

SCOTT:
You’re extra bitchy today. Are you -– 
RAIN:
(Cutting him off)


If you even mention PMSing, I’ll throw you


out the window!
SCOTT:
Calm down, woman! I’m not attacking you. 


Just want to know what’s wrong.

RAIN:
I just think you’re full of shit.

SCOTT:
What did I do?

RAIN:
What kind of person has the audacity to ask


his girlfriend for a threesome and then get


mad when she merely talks to another bloke? 

SCOTT:
Dammit, she wasn’t supposed to tell you.

RAIN:
She’s my best friend, moron. 

SCOTT:
(Hiding his face in his hands)


Crap, I’m embarrassed now.

RAIN:
That’s a load of bollocks, you knew she’d 


tell me, you wanted her to.

SCOTT:
Think it best, I get out of the car -

you’re bananas!

RAIN:
(Screeches car to a halt)


Fine, get out! 

SCOTT:
(Opens door, getting out)


Maniac.

RAIN:
(Furious)

Just so you know, you’re not the only boy


who wants one of those with us. 

SCOTT:
(Sitting back down, immediately, slamming


door shut)


That wanker! I’m gonna kill him!

RAIN:
Hypocrite!

SCOTT:
Where does he live? I want to kick his 

arse!

RAIN:
Who’re you kidding? You’re too much of a 


pussy to follow through with any of your


grand plans.

SCOTT:
(Breathing smoke out of his ears)


Oh, really?

RAIN:
Yeah, now shut up. I’m going to park, we’ll


get some cheese cake and then we’re going 


to enjoy the movie.
SCOTT:
(Pointing off stage at parking space)

Oh bugger, that arse wipe took the last 


free spot.

RAIN:
That arse wipe’s a little old lady.
                        ~Act 4 Ends~ 

ACT FIVE


Ari sits in a park, her back resting 


against a large oak tree, coffee in hand. 


She reads Franny and Zoeey. A ‘click’ is 


heard off stage and she jumps, startled. 


Enter Scott, camera slung around his neck.

ARI:
You should warn people before you take 


their picture.

SCOTT:
(Popping the lens back on camera)

You looked adorable sitting there, I had to


take one. And it’s not the same if you’re


prepared.

ARI:
I almost spilled my coffee, you know.

SCOTT:
(Leans down next to her, his stomach on

the grass, head in hands, legs in the air.


He takes a quick look at her book)


Oh, not Salinger again! You know the 


ending’s going to stay the same, no matter 


how often you read it.

ARI:
(Flicks a few blades of grass on him and


pouts)

SCOTT cont’d:
So, I finished it.

ARI:
The it?

SCOTT:
There’s a ‘you’ in it, you should know.

ARI:
Hmmm, interesting…

SCOTT:
Thought you’d be more pleased.

ARI:
I am pleased. When can I read it?

SCOTT:
Whenever you pay hotmail a visit next.

ARI:
(Pensive)

I’ve had some time to think, Scott. A lot

of time actually. And I don’t think we 


should bump uglies anymore. 

SCOTT:
Don’t say bump uglies. Say bump pretties


if you must.

ARI:
Fine, I don’t think we should bump pretties


anymore.

SCOTT:
(Tenderly)

Why not?

ARI:
Because it makes things complicated.
SCOTT:
But simple things don’t keep you on your 

toes.


She takes a sip of her coffee. He reaches


for her hand. She lets him hold it. She 


looks at him with an earnestness he hasn’t


seen before. He lets go of her hand and 


looks away.

ARI:
Why do you like being with me?

SCOTT:
Cos you’re spontaneous and sexy and wise 


beyond your years.

ARI:
I’m wise beyond your years. I’m too old 


for you.

SCOTT:
Since when’s three years too old?

ARI:
When it feels like you’re the only adult in


a candy store.

SCOTT:
(Smiling sadly)


So grab a candy apple and call it a day…?

ARI:
(Pecks him on the lips)


I do love you. You’re just not ready for


the love I have to offer.

SCOTT:
How do you know?

ARI:
I just know these things.

SCOTT:
(Shaking his head, vigorously)


I can’t take this anymore.

ARI:
What? What’s wrong?

SCOTT:
I know what Jeremiah wants with you and 


Rain.

ARI:
Ok…

SCOTT:
Ok? All I get’s an Okay?

ARI:
Sorry, I should’ve also asked how it makes


him any different from you?

SCOTT:
(Standing and pacing like a lunatic)


Are you gonna do it? Will you do it?


(Repeatedly)

ARI:
No, he hasn’t asked me yet.

SCOTT:
(Shaking, trying hard to light a cigarette)


But you’re considering it?

ARI:
(Shakes her head in dismay)


This has gone way past you and me. This is


between you and Jeremiah, now. You two 


figure it out. Leave Rain and me out.
SCOTT:
Trust me, I will.

        ~Act 5 Ends~ 
ACT SIX


Jeremiah sits upright in the sauna. He is 

peaceful, a bottle of water lies nearby. 


Enter Scott, a towel wrapped around his


waist. Scott looks at him with disgust and


sits as far away as possible. Jeremiah is


oblivious to his entry. 
SCOTT:
Just great. Do you know my schedule and 


plan these visits accordingly?

JEREMIAH:
(Opens his eyes, slowly)

The world doesn’t revolve around you and


your schedule, as hard as it is to believe.

SCOTT:
You make me sick.
JEREMIAH:
Shame, as you have simply no effect on me.

SCOTT:
(Trying to concentrate on his breathing)


If you don’t mind, I’d like to enjoy the


sauna without having to listen to you


ramble.

JEREMIAH:
(Smirking to himself)

Alrighty.


They sit in silence, Jeremiah’s calm like


the sea on a balmy night. Scott’s head is


in turmoil, he begins tapping his foot


compulsively. Finally Scott can’t take it


anymore.  

SCOTT:
(Spitting venom)

Why the fuck do you want to fuck Ari?

JEREMIAH:
(Revelling in Scott’s displeasure)


Do you really need me to answer that 



question?


SCOTT:
She’s my girlfriend! You can’t just go 


around propositioning other people’s 


girlfriends!

JEREMIAH:
I don’t know you and I don’t need to run


things by you.

SCOTT:
Ari won’t, you know. She’d never…

JEREMIAH:
Ok then, you don’t need to worry, it seems.

SCOTT:
Why them? 

JEREMIAH:
Cos it’s them. 

SCOTT:
God, you make my blood boil!

JEREMIAH:
And your hypocrisy makes me vomit.
SCOTT:
Whatever.
JEREMIAH:
(Casually sips on the bottle)


You think I don’t know about you wanting


the exact same thing?

SCOTT:
It’s different – Rain’s single.

JEREMIAH:
(Scoffs)


Ha, he has morals!
SCOTT:
Just pick someone else, Ari’s off limits.

JEREMIAH:
(Mockingly)


Oh please, Scott! Please release your 


prisoner, so I can take her out for coffee


just this once!


SCOTT:
(Crushing his towel, to refrain from 


screaming)
JEREMIAH cont’d:
You have no hold over either of them. 


You’ll never know Rain, she was always 


above you. And Ari will see it soon, just 


give it time. 

SCOTT:
Don’t provoke me, I’m warning you.

JEREMIAH:
(Laughing)


Oh yeah? What will you do to me?


Scott stands, ready to attack. Jeremiah


recoils a tad. Just then an announcement 


blares, “Warning all members – the gym

will close in fifteen minutes.” Scott

distracted, forgets what he was about to 


do. Jeremiah sneaks out. Scott sits down

again, with his head in his hands. 

ACT SEVEN

Rain is sprawled out in a sauna, her legs

everywhere. Enter Ari, a towel wrapped 


around her waist, bottle of water in hand.

RAIN:
(Reaching for the bottle)


In the nick of time, my good woman.

ARI:
(Spreading her towel and lying down)


You look like a prune, maybe you’ve had 


enough.

RAIN:
I’m not leaving until all the toxins head


for the hills.

ARI:
Man, it’s like a sauna in here.

RAIN:
(Snorts)


You Seinfeld whore.

ARI:
Hey, it wasn’t me who ordered ‘Kosmo for 


President’ tee shirts.

RAIN:
(Rubbing exfoliant over her body)

How’s a sauna similar to therapy?
ARI:
I could answer but I know you really want 


to.

RAIN:
You go in heavy and come out cleansed and


new.

ARI:
Scott and I ended things.

RAIN:
I know. He called me yesterday.

ARI:
What did he say?

RAIN:
He cried over you. Then he asked what I’m


doing on Friday?

ARI:
And what did you say?

RAIN:
Said I’ll be sticking to girls from now on.
ARI:
Don’t finish all the water.

RAIN:
(Handing her the bottle)

Apparently those two had a bit of a row


last night.

ARI:
Really?

RAIN:
In this very place.

ARI:
They should just get over themselves.

RAIN:
When Jeremiah and I were together… God,


that seems so long ago… He was a lot like


Scott. 

ARI:
No way.
RAIN:
That’s their problem, they’re the same


person at different stages of their life.

ARI:
So, if it weren’t for us, they might get 


along? 

RAIN:
I really couldn’t be stuffed about them. 


Someone should’ve locked them in here 


yesterday. I’d be happy if they’d killed


each other.

ARI:
Christ!

RAIN:
(Turning over)

Oh yeah, Jeremiah’s coming out after.
ARI:
I don’t mind.

RAIN:
You should also know that after two drinks,

I’m gonna take off and you two are gonna 


hang.

ARI:
Are you going to pick out my outfits next?

RAIN:
I’ve been doing that for years.
ARI:
Why you doing this?

RAIN:
Cos you have no fashion sense and need my


help. 

ARI:
That’s not what I’m talking about.

RAIN:
I want to see you happy.

ARI:
I am happy.

RAIN:
Happy like when we were happy. In the good


old days.

ARI:
Ah, the good old days… Rain?

RAIN:
Yeah?

ARI:
What is happiness, really? It’s so 

subjective, isn’t it?

RAIN:
Anything that saturates you with joy, I


believe.

ARI:
Don’t you think it’s helpless depending on


external factors to make you happy?

RAIN:
If we were self sufficient and solitary, 


how would anyone learn anything? (Coughs


violently)


Damn, my lungs are being bombed.

ARI:
(Sarcastically)

Puff on more cigarettes, why don’t you?

RAIN:
(Cough subsiding)


Enough! Cigarettes make me happy.

ARI:
(Shaking her head)


Stubborn as a mule.

RAIN:
So… You’ve considered Jeremiah, haven’t 


you?

                        ~Act 7 Ends~

ACT EIGHT


Ari and Rain kiss on Rain’s bed. Jeremiah

lies behind them, his hands behind his arms


and legs outstretched. He is blissful 


beyond compare as he looks on. Rain toys


with the top button on Ari’s shirt.      
ARI:
(Pushing her away)

Wait!

JEREMIAH:
(His face falling)


No, no, no – let’s stick to the fantasy.

RAIN:
Shut up Jeremiah, no one cares what you


think. (Turning to Ari) What’s the matter,

Pumpkin?

ARI:
I can’t do this, it doesn’t feel right.

RAIN:
(Putting her arm around Ari)


We won’t do anything until you feel it’s


okay. Don’t worry.

JEREMIAH:
(Looking more and more grumpy)


Can I ask why? What’s changed?
ARI:
I can’t do it, knowing how upset it’s made


Scott.

JEREMIAH:
(With great passion)

That loser asked you for one when he was 


still in you!

ARI:
Rain!

RAIN:
Sorry.

ARI:
End of the day, he is, I mean he was my


partner and nobody’s perfect. He never 


cheated… 

JEREMIAH:
(Unable to accept defeat)

But he fancied Rain!

RAIN:
And you fancied her, you twat! You boys


are exactly the same! Can’t you see it?

JEREMIAH:
How dare you! (Stammering)


I, I, I love you both in wonderfully


different ways. To be with one was


earth shattering, to be with two would


shoot me off the planet. 

RAIN:
(Rolling her eyes)

Oh and Scott wanted us to paint his


toenails. 

ARI:
(Has a ‘eureka’ moment)

I’ve got it!

JEREMIAH:
Well then, spit it out.

ARI:
This was never meant to be a threesome, it


was always one notch further.
RAIN:
(Catching on)


But of course, there’s only one way to 


solve this.

JEREMIAH:
(Panic struck, keeps his mouth shut)

ARI:
Jeremiah, my dear. I’m going to speak for


Rain when I say, we will do whatever you


want as long as this turns into a foursome.

Rain and Ari chortle, Jeremiah mouth agape


can’t comprehend what he’s just heard. The


stage is engulfed in darkness and we hear


“Your sex is on fire” by Kings of Leon.

Curtains fall, thank you and good night.
                          ~Act 8 Ends~ 
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