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CHARACTERS

Ray Whose garage it is.
Alex Ray's best friend.
Ariel Ray's girlfriend.
Rebekka Alex's girlfriend.

SETTING

A garage, Anywhere, USA.

TIME

Now.
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SCENES

ACT I
Scene 1 Ray's garage. Now

"I remember the first time I had sex – I kept the 
receipt."

-- Groucho Marx
"Sex is a part of nature. I go along with nature."

-- Marilyn Monroe
"My wife wants sex in the back of the car and she wants 
me to drive."

-- Rodney Dangerfield
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ACT I
SCENE 1

In the garage of RAY, nominally used for car 
storage, is a table arranged in the classic beer pong 
configuration of bright red solo cups typical of the 
Game of Kings: ten-cup pyramids, four ping pong balls, 
empty cans of a cheap light beer on a non-regulation 
table. Assembled on either side of the table are Ray 
himself and his best friend ALEX. At their sides are 
their girlfriends: ARIEL and REBEKKA, respectively. 
They are about to engage in a game of beer pong. In a 
perfect world, the ACTORS are actually playing with 
beer. Exclamations in the event of sunk shots and/or 
near misses and/or trash-talk, etc., can be ad-libbed 
as necessary.
RAY: Okay, house rules: re-racks can be called twice a 
game but only after three cups have been hit; if a shot 
is hit, the sinking side can call for kept cup; girls 
blow, guys finger; a bounce-back, if caught from on the 
table, can be rethrown behind the back; no distraction. 
Oh, and the naked rule is in effect. If I missed 
anything, we'll drink that bridge when we get to it.
REBEKKA: What's the naked rule, ' Lex?
ALEX: If one team goes undefeated ten games in a row, 
the losing teams have to streak around the block.
ARIEL: We're not going ten rounds.
RAY: I don't think we are, Ariel, but it's just the 
principle. If we do get there I want the rule 
established, so we know what we're getting into.
ALEX: You mean so that no one contest.
REBEKKA: Wouldn't you get alcohol poisoning after ten 
games of beer pong?
RAY: Well, you would, except winners drink way less 
than losers.
ALEX: Ray and me mopped the floor at a fraternity once. 
We were about to win our tenth straight game against 
those hooligans before they fagged up and kicked us out.
ARIEL: How very disappointing.
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RAY: You're telling me, babe.
REBEKKA: Isn't it kind of faggier to have wanted those 
guys to have had to streak?
ALEX: We didn't want them to streak...
RAY: It's the principle of the thing.
ARIEL: And that principle would be?
REBEKKA: That man balls are hot.
RAY: No, that a man is only as good as his word.
ARIEL: How about you man up and get this game going?
RAY: Geez, Ariel, alright, relax. Alex, bro, eye-to-eye.

They compete, staring each other in the eye, free-
throwing for first go. If they miss:
ALEX: Fuck! All right girls, you're up. Just look each 
other in the eye and try to hit a cup on the count of 
three.

And the girls throw. If they miss, the cycle 
repeats until somebody hits a shot. The victors start.
REBEKKA: Did you hear about Anjelica at Western?
ALEX: What about her, Bekka?
REBEKKA: She got in a car accident, she was blowing 
some guy from State at the time.
RAY: No shit. Where was her boyfriend in all this?
REBEKKA: In the backseat, filming it on his phone.
ALEX: No fucking way!
REBEKKA: There's video of the whole thing going down, 
from the oral to the truck crashing into them.
RAY: For real?
ARIEL: That's what the rumor mill says, Ray. You 
believe everything you hear?
RAY: Who has the video?
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REBEKKA: The cops, probably.
ARIEL: Then how do you know the video even exists?
REBEKKA: Because my cousin, Kyle's friend's brother's 
girlfriend's uncle is on the police force. He's seen it.
ALEX: Yeah - why would Kyle's girlfriend's uncle lie 
about that?
REBEKKA: Kyle's friend's brother's girlfriend's uncle.
ALEX: Yeah, that's what I said. Why would he make 
something like that up?
ARIEL: I don't know that he did, I just think it's 
possible that someone along that line had fabricated 
the story, or at least extrapolated off a fact.

A silence falls over the table. Whomever is 
throwing pauses and looks at the other two players.
RAY: What the hell did you just say, babe?
ARIEL: (rolling her eyes) I said someone either made it 
up or made something bigger of what was actually filmed.
ALEX: And why would they do that?
ARIEL: Because there's nothing else to do of interest 
in this tiny-ass town, Beer Pong notwithstanding.
RAY: Ariel, babe, I love you but I don't know what 
you're saying half the time.
ARIEL: Well, maybe we should make a video of our own.

Whomever is throwing misses the table entirely, 
unless it's Ariel, in which case it would be really 
really awesome if she hits the shot - bounce okay. The 
game grinds to a halt.
REBEKKA: What?
ARIEL: Well, I know you and Ray have been hooking up on 
the side, and Alex has been wanting to fuck me since I 
let him finger me in tenth grade, so what the fuck - 
why don't we just do this thing together.
ALEX: What the fuck is she talking about, Bekka? You 
been hooking up with Ray?
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REBEKKA: No, she's lying, she's just a crazy slut 
trying to make me confess to something that never 
happened.
ARIEL: Ray, honey, did you sleep with Rebekka?

Ray glowers over the table, at Alex, at Rebekka, 
finally looking Ariel in the eye.
RAY: Yeah. Twice.

Alex crosses over to Ray's side of the table, he 
pushes Ray. Ariel meanders to the center behind the 
table.
ALEX: What the fuck Ray! I thought you were my friend! 
Why the fuck would you sleep with my girl?

Ray pushes Alex on "fingered."
RAY: She was willing, Alex. And you never told me you 
fingered my girlfriend!
ALEX: That was in tenth grade!
REBEKKA: Look what you started! Why the fuck would you 
do this?
ARIEL: I don't have a hidden motive, my cards are all 
on the table. You slept with my boyfriend, Rebekka, I 
want to sleep with yours. And I want to lick your 
nipples while I'm doing it.

The boys stop their shoving match, turn slack-jawed 
to the girls' conversation.
REBEKKA: Ex...excuse me?
ARIEL: I want to fuck you too, Rebekka. Can you think 
of any reason why we shouldn't?
REBEKKA: Yeah, because I'm not a dyke.
ARIEL: Oh please, having sex with a girl once does not 
a dyke make. And besides, maybe Alex will be more 
willing to forgive you if you do this little thing. I 
mean, once we do this, we're all back at square one. No 
one's cheated on anyone, it was all adult and 
consensual.
RAY: She kind of has a point there, Rebekka.
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ALEX: Yeah. And I kinda want to see what she just laid 
down happen.
REBEKKA: Oh my god! You guys are SUCH perverts!
ARIEL: Oh please, don't be such a prude. We've all 
practically slept together anyway. It's something we 
all want, why don't we just do it already?
REBEKKA: Because you're just a skank that wants to fuck 
everybody.
ALEX: Oh, like you've never thought about doing it with 
girls.
REBEKKA: Alex! What the fuck! I told you that in 
private.
ALEX: So? Now you get a chance to do instead of talk, 
why are you so against doing it?
REBEKKA: Because! Because...this isn't how I wanted it 
to happen. I didn't want some hoebag to strong arm me 
into doing it with her.
ARIEL: (bouncing a ping pong ball on the table) Okay, 
how about we leave it to the Fates?
RAY: What, we decide by beer pong?
ARIEL: Exactly. If you and I win, we all go to bed 
together. If Rebekka and Alex win we pretend this never 
happened.
ALEX: Sounds fair to me.

Rebekka glances around the table like a trapped 
cat.
REBEKKA: Fine! But don't you dare throw this game just 
so you can have your sick little orgy.
RAY: Yeah, everyone has to play to their max. This 
isn't badminton and we're not fucking China.
ALEX: Right. So whose turn is it?

The ACTORS figure out whose turn it is. Beer Pong 
commences. The rest of the game is played in relative 
silence, save for grunts, awws, rejoicements and kisses 
for sinking cups. When it gets down to it, either side:
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ARIEL: Down to one cup. This is it. For all the 
marbles. So to speak.

The game is decided however Fate that show-night 
decides. 

IN THE EVENT REBEKKA WINS:
REBEKKA: Oh Hallelujah! Thank you Jesus! Oh yes, yes, 
in your face, Ariel, you crazy skank-bag!
ARIEL: I guess that's the game. Oh well. I'm gonna go 
lay down in Ray's parents' bed, naked. Whoever cares to 
join me is welcome to. 

Ariel exits. Ray and Alex look at each other and 
practically scramble over themselves to follow her out. 
REBEKKA: Alex! What the fuck! You can at least take me 
home first, you dick!

Rebekka is left alone in the garage. She pauses 
briefly, considering. She picks up a ball and takes a 
stance to throw.
REBEKKA: If I make this, I join them. If I miss, I walk 
home and break up with Alex on Facebook.

She throws. Regardless the outcome, she pours the 
remaining beers into one cup. She chugs a little.
REBEKKA: (on sinking, with a wink, before sauntering 
sexily off after the three) Like shooting fish in a 
barrel.
REBEKKA: (on missing, before storming off) Goddamn man-
whores.

IN THE EVENT ARIEL WINS:
REBEKKA: Son of a bitch! Goddamn motherfucking!
ARIEL: Whoa, whoa! You expect to lick my pussy with 
that filthy mouth? If you are, I'd probably like it 
more.
REBEKKA: Bitch, I'm not licking your filthy, herpes 
infested twat!
ALEX: What? You agreed to the terms! They won, you have 
to concede.
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REBEKKA: I don't have to do anything. You want to sniff 
that snatch's panties, that's all you, Alex. But know 
that we're broken up if you do.
ARIEL: Well. It's gotten a little stuffy in here. I'm 
gonna go cool off, naked, in Ray's parents' bed. Anyone 
who wants to join me is free to.

Ariel saunters off, sexily. Ray and Alex look at 
each other and practically scramble over themselves to 
follow her out.
REBEKKA: Alex! What the fuck! You can at least take me 
home first, you dick!

Rebekka is left alone in the garage. She pauses 
briefly, considering. She picks up a ball and takes a 
stance to throw.
REBEKKA: If I make this, I join them. If I miss, I walk 
home and break up with Alex on Facebook.

She throws. Regardless the outcome, she pours the 
remaining beers into one cup. She chugs a little.
REBEKKA: (on sinking, with a groan, ambling off behind 
them) I hope Ray's parents have Listerene.
REBEKKA: (on missing, storming off) I hope she chokes 
on their tiny cocks.


