Meal Ticket

Back story

At heart Brian is a good lad, but is always trying to emulate his father; who is basically an East London barrow boy. 

Nobody knows how Gerry, his father, gets his money, but he manages to pay for Brian to go to a good prep school. He also pays a handsome monthly sum to his ex-wife to bring Brian up. They are all quite comfortable with their own separate lives and there’s no animosity or stress between Brian’s parents.

Nobody asks questions unless they can take the truth and nobody tells lies. That was one of Gerry’s house rules that had remained with Brian and his Mom. No matter how bad things are, be honest and up front. If you tell the truth straight away, there is always a way to fix things. That was until Brian comes home one Friday afternoon from school.

MONOLOGUE - Brian is talking to his Mom

Sit down Mom I need to tell you something…no don’t say anything until I’ve finished. I really need you to listen and be calm. It’s a matter of life and death and I don’t need you freaking on me. Promise you’ll stay quiet until I’ve finished?

(She nods in silence and slowly sits down expecting the worst)

Good. 

When Dad was around he always said the only way to get on in life was by lateral thinking. Thinking outside of the box he used to say. He still does. 

Looking for ways to turn things to your advantage is the lesson I have learnt. It seems to work for him, as he is always loaded.

Anyway I had this thing going at school with the dinner tickets. Each week you were giving me £10 a week to buy 5 dinner tickets. Some days I’d go without lunch to save the two quid. But by late afternoon I was starving and ended up spending it in the tuck shop on shit.

So I started thinking laterally. How can I have dinner and still keep my dinner money. Then one day when I was skipping lunch I was hanging around out back by those huge kitchen garbage bins waiting for everybody to finish lunch. I noticed Mrs Carol coming out to the bins with a bag of rubbish. So I’m hiding down behind the bins as she tosses this rubbish bag into the bin. Anyway the old fart misses and the bag hits the ground, spilling its contents on to the floor. 

It’s then I notice all the dinner tickets she’s collecting each day are being dumped in the rubbish bins. So when she’s gone back, in I jumped into the bin and retrieved the bag with the used dinner tickets. Wait…don’t say anything…you promised.

The problem was that as they make you write your name on the back of every ticket, it would be difficult to use them again. So for a few weeks I wrote my name in pencil and I was able to get my own dinner ticket back each day, rub my name out and use it again. So I was making £10 per week and getting feed. Result!

But I thought of Dad…think laterally. How can I turn this to a bigger advantage? 

So I speak with Jonesy and Patterson and ask them if they want to buy their dinner tickets back at £1 each. This way we both make a quid each. Within 2 weeks I had 8 people signed up to my scheme. So I am clearing £90 a week and looking to get some more customers…. that was until today.

In the afternoon break I make my way around to the bins as usual and jumped inside to get the rubbish bag. 

(Taking a deep breath and preparing himself, he shoots a look to his mother trying to prepare her for the worst) 

You know that girl who went missing yesterday, Tania Aldred?

(His mother solemnly nods) 

Well her body is in the bin.

(There is a yelp and she holds both hands to her mouth ready to scream something)

Don’t say anything…. it gets far fucking worse.

(Her face is in total fear now as he continues)

At first I was shocked and frozen in the bin. But Dads words came back ‘think laterally’, how can I turn this to my advantage?

First thing I think about is how every guy in the school fancies Tania Aldred and would give their right arm to be able to touch or kiss her…no I didn’t kiss her. But I did lift her shirt and take a peek at her panties. It was then I got that fucking lateral idea. I took off her panties and with the camera on my mobile took a load of pictures.

I hadn’t decided how, but I was sure that they would fetch loads of dosh on the Internet. Besides it was such a waste her lying there with her pussy gaping at me.

(Maureen is ready to puke and is so disorientated that she remains speechless, hesitantly he goes on)

It gets worse…

(Her face now bolted up looking straight at him)

I lost my phone on the bus on the way home.

(He is now weeping)

Mom I didn’t kill her…you got to believe me.  

