Characters:

Mercedes – female, 17, kind of a bitch. Wearing revealing pajamas. She’s cheating on Sean with Charlie. Thinks Sean has no idea.

Sean – male, 17. Member of the swim team. Athletic, attractive. He recently found out Mercedes is cheating on him, and he’s about to break up with her on instant messenger. 

[Mercedes is sitting at computer talking on the phone.]

MERCEDES

…Just waiting for Sean. He had practice today, so he hasn’t been home. (pause) Bored? No, I saw Charlie today…(pause) Well what do you think we did? It was dark! (pause) Hey don’t judge me…we couldn’t help ourselves. (pause)Of course he doesn’t know. He’s totally clueless. (pause) Why should I feel guilty?
(Sean enters, throwing his GSP lanyard onto the desk.)

SEAN

(calling offstage) Thanks for the ride! I’ll tell you how it goes! (sits down, puts feet on desk) 
MERCEDES

(still on the phone) Oh my god, I know! Did you see those highlights? They totally clash with her disgusting spray tan.
SEAN

(sigh) I guess it’s time to get this over with. (starts typing)

MERCEDES

Oh Becky, I gotta go. Sean is on now. I’ll see you at the mall tomorrow…get that credit card ready!

SEAN
(typing, then deleting) Hey Mercedes, what’s up? (deletes) No. How was… (deletes) Nope. We need to talk. (deletes aggressively) NO. (leans back in chair) Dang it, this is harder than I thought. 
MERCEDES

(typing) Hey sexy.

SEAN

Oh God. 

MERCEDES

(typing) How was swim practice?

SEAN

(typing) Wet.

MERCEDES

Geez, good thing I’m not dating him for his brains.

SEAN

(typing) Look, Mercedes, I don’t think I can do this anymore.

MERCEDES

(typing) Wait, why not? 

(Sean types something)
MERCEDES

(typing) What do you mean it’s too hard? I thought you loved it. 

SEAN

I used to…until I found out about Charlie.
MERCEDES

What does Charlie have to do with this? He can’t even swim! 

SEAN
My god, why are you such an idiot? (types something really slowly)
MERCEDES

He’s breaking up with me?! This cannot be happening! No no, this isn’t happening! (types something)

SEAN
What do I mean? You are so dense, Mercedes. (typing) It’s over. 
MERCEDES

No! That is not fair! (types) What? No!

(Sean laughs but does not respond)
(Mercedes types something)

SEAN

(typing) Why do you think? 

(temporary hole in script)

SEAN

Are you kidding me? I’m done with this. It’s sandwich time. (exits)

MERCEDES

(after a few seconds) It wasn’t that hard a question. Answer me, damn it! (pause) It’s simple, don’t you love me anymore. Just a yes or no. (pause) Are you trying to be irritating? Why aren’t you answering? Did you ever love me? Or was is all just lies? (pause) Is it because I wore the red dress the other night instead of the black? I knew I should have gone with black. It’s always a safe bet. Sorry for trying to add a little color to our boring routine. (pause) Or maybe I didn’t do anything wrong at all. Maybe you’re just intimidated by perfection. Maybe my angelic qualities are just too much for your wimpy soul to handle. 
(Sean returns, eating a sandwich)

SEAN

(stares at screen) Good lord, chill out! (sits down and type something, then lean backs to eat his sandwich)

MERCEDES

(typing) It’s about time.

SEAN

(typing) I know, I know…sorry.

MERCEDES

(typing) How long did you expect me to wait? 

SEAN

(typing) Why can’t you just be patient?

MERCEDES

(typing) What were you doing?

SEAN

(typing) None of your business.

MERCEDES

Fine then. (typing) Okay, then I won’t tell you what I got you for your birthday!

SEAN

(typing) I don’t care! I hope you have the receipt so you can take it back, because this is over!
MERCEDES

 (typing) Why are you doing this to me?

SEAN

(frustrated, runs fingers through hair; looks at audience) How do you tell a girl you know she’s cheating on you? (typing) I could ask you the same question.

(Mercedes takes out phone and calls friend)

MERCEDES

Becky, I need help. I think he knows. (pause) Yeah, about Charlie. Either that or he was super offended by me ordering anchovies on the pizza.(pause) Well, yeah, I know he’s allergic, but I didn’t figure…(pause) regardless, he was only in the emergency room for like 4 hours. 5 tops! (pause) Hold on. (puts phone down and types something, then goes back to the phone) 

SEAN
What do I mean? (types aggressively) You know exactly what I am talking about, you ignorant little—

(Mercedes’ laughter cuts off Sean)

MERCEDES
Man, Becky, that is terrible! But so true…! No, he hasn’t responded yet—wait. Here’s something. (pauses to read screen) I’m a WHAT? 
