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“Business Trip”

FADE IN:

INT. HOTEL ROOM

An unmade bed, a table, two chairs and an inexpensive painting. The only decoration on the wall. Cheap, simple décor. 

A pair of cheap slacks hangs over the back of one of the chairs. A jacket hangs in the closet nook.

A digital CLOCK reads: 2:30AM

Suddenly, a man’s VOICE just outside the front door. LAUGHTER. Then a turn of the door knob. 

The door opens. Two MEN enter. The first, a middle-aged partly balding man, RONALD STEARNS(40’S), stumbles in the room. Drunk. Goes straight for the bathroom.

The second MAN(18), good looking and considerably younger with tight shirt, tight pants follows the first. Looks around the room. Studies it.

Urine SPLASHES into the toilet.


RONALD(OS)

You see those titties? Looked like she had two football players in a headlock. Fucking bitch.

The younger man pays no attention to the Ronald’s ranting. He fidgets uncomfortably unsure of his actions. Sits on the edge of the bed.

Ronald finishes urinating. Goes to the sink and washes his hands. Looks at the reflection of the teen sitting on the bed. Smiles.


RONALD

There should be a law. No women over the age of twenty should be allowed to strip. You wanna drink?

YOUNG MAN

Sure.

Ronald goes to the miniature fridge near the sink. Opens it. Grabs a large container of cheap liquor. He empties the liquor into two, plastic, courtesy cups. Fills them up.

He goes and sits close to the young man on the edge of the bed. Hands him one of the cups.


RONALD

Here you go.

Ronald gazes at his young counterpart. Smiles.


RONALD

 (lifts cup)

Here’s to staying young...healthy.

The young man goes along with it. Lifts his own cup towards the other.

Ronald downs the entire cup full without flinching.

The younger man hesitates before drinking. Unsure. Finally, downs the contents. Harsh stuff. COUGHS.

Ronald finds the young man’s discomfort amusing.


RONALD

Put hair on your chest. Or take it off. Depends how you use it.

Eager, Ronald takes the young man’s cup and sets them both on the nightstand. Sits back down next to the young man. Gets close.

Suddenly, Ronald places his hand on the young man’s leg.

Sweat glistens on his upper lip.

Uncomfortable, the boy holds his ground.

Ronald goes for one of the boy’s shirt buttons. Opens his shirt, exposing his young, underdeveloped chest. He gently pushes him back on the bed. Kisses his chest.

The boy stares at the ceiling. Holds back tears.

Ronald goes for the boy’s pants. Unbuttons them.

The pain on the boy’s face grows more intense. Continues to hold back tears. Finally, closes his eyes.

Blackness.

INT. HOTEL ROOM

A phone RINGS. It RINGS again.

An unconscious mass beneath the bed covers stirs awake. Finally, a middle-aged arm reaches for the annoyance.

The digital clock now reads: 11:30AM

Ronald, alone in bed, gets the receiver to his ear. Winces. A Hangover.


RONALD

 (annoyed)

Hello?

 (polite)

Oh hi, hon. Nothing. Had a late night with the guys. Yeah’ve got a Hangover. Yeah, right.

 (laughs;listens)

I can’t wait to see you either. How are the kids? Tell them I love them. I miss you too. Yeah. Ok. I’ll see you tonight. Love you. Bye.

Cutting the conversation short, Ronald hangs the phone up. Lies back down on the bed. GROANS.

Reluctantly, he sits up on the edge of the bed. The blanket covers his naked lower half. Rubs his temples. Looks at the time.

Ronald finally gets out of bed. The overused, overweight, naked outline goes into the bathroom.

Urine SPLASHES in the toilet.

INT. HOTEL ROOM – BATHROOM

Ronald’s flabby, bare backside is exposed, standing over the toilet. Finished urinating, he stands there inspecting his penis.

Satisfied, Ronald goes to the sink. Turns the water on. Cups the water with his hands and throws the cold liquid in his face. He does this several times. Trying to get rid of the grogginess.

Blindly, he reaches for a nearby, hanging towel. Dries his face.

After what seems like forever, Ronald finally looks up to get a glimpse of himself in the mirror.

In complete horror, the man stands there looking at freshly scrawled words on the mirror. A black marker, perhaps. A gift from his young friend.

MIDDLE AGED MAN

 (softly, to himself)

Death is the punishment for sin? I am your punishment? A-I-D-S.

Somehow all seems right with the world.

FADE OUT.

THE END
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