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WINE AND ROSES

“Alan’s Wedding”

FADE IN:

EXT. RIVERSIDE PARK, PARKING LOT - NIGHT

City lights dance off the water of Lake Erie as a lone olive-green Jaguar, motor idling, occupies an empty parking space by a secluded beach.

Seconds later, a black Trailblazer approaches slowly with its parking lights dimly aglow.

The Jaguar's headlights flash on, then off.  

The Trailblazer pulls into an empty space along side of the Jaguar.  ZACHARY WARNER, 20, gets out and hops into the Trailblazer.

INT. TRAILBLAZER - CONTINUOUS

JACKSON LITTLE, a thin but very muscular black man, sits behind the wheel.  He is thirty but looks much younger.

JACKSON

You got my money?

ZACHARY

No, but . . .

Jackson is quickly angered. 

JACKSON

Boy, why you playing wit me!

Zachary's voice raises a little. 

ZACHARY

I'm not!  I just . . . 

The shining barrel of a gun appears in the shadows behind Zachary and comes to a rest against the back left side of his head.

Jackson's voice is as cool as ice. 

JACKSON

You just what?

Zachary is nervous.  He doesn't answer.

The gun hammer CLICKS.

JACKSON

Boy, you better start talkin'.

ZACHARY

It's hard for me to sell it, okay!

Jackson becomes angered again.  

JACKSON

Don't give me that line of shit!

Jackson slaps Zachary's head, almost slapping the gun barrel. 

JACKSON

Who the fuck you think you dealin' wit!

ZACHARY

I know.  I know. 

JACKSON

'You know'?  Boy, you don't know shit!

Jackson leans his elbow on the cargo compartment between the seats.  He looks to his right, as if checking with the "invisible" person in the back seat, then he peers at Zachary.

Jackson's voice is low and steady.   

JACKSON

Wanna know what I know?  You told me last week you'd have my money tonight, and you fuckin' show with nothin'.  That's what I know.

Jackson leans back, kitty-cornered between the seat and the door.  Jackson coolly rubs his chin, as if he is thinking.

JACKSON

I oughta put a cap in your ass right now.

The gun nudges into Zachary, pushing his head slightly forward, then it eases back a bit.  It is still in contact with Zachary's head.

ZACHARY

Wait!  I have a grand in my pocket.

Zachary reaches for his front pocket but is stopped by the nudging of the gun into his head.

ZACHARY

Honest to god, it's in my front pocket!

Jackson reaches over and shoves his hand into Zachary's front pocket.  He pulls out a wad of money, looks over his shoulder at the "invisible" person, and smiles.  He then brings his attention back to Zachary.

JACKSON

I'll keep it as interest.

Jackson stuffs the wad into his breast pocket then abruptly backhands Zachary face.

Zachary's lip splits and spews blood; he does not move.

JACKSON

That's for being a lying bitch.

A deep CHUCKLE from behind Zachary fills the air.  Jackson looks over his right shoulder and smiles.

Jackson turns to Zachary; his face is void of expression and his voice is deep. 

JACKSON

You got 'til tomorrow to come up wit my money.

Jackson leans across Zachary and opens the door then pushes it open.

JACKSON

Now get the fuck out, 'fore I change my mind.

Jackson pushes Zachary out of the truck.

Zachary falls to the pavement below.

Jackson leans over and grabs the door and slams the door shut.

EXT. RIVERSIDE PARK, PARKING LOT - CONTINUOUS

The Trailblazer backs up then drives away.

Zachary picks himself up off the ground.  Using his shirt as a pressure bandage against his lip, he watches the taillights of the Trailblazer fade into nothingness. 

Zachary opens the door to his car and slides in.

INT. ZACHARY'S JAGUAR - CONTINUOUS

Zachary reaches into the glove compartment and pulls out a small bag of white powder and a very short straw.  He puts the straw into the bag and draws two hits, one for each nostril.

Zachary tips his head back, puts his forefinger against one nostril and sniffs then repeats the process with the other nostril.

He peers out of the windshield.

THE LIGHTS ON LAKE ERIE ARE CLEAR AND CRISP.

ACT ONE

EXT. WARNER'S BEACH HOUSE, BACK DECK - MOMENTS LATER

ALAN WARNER, deep in thought, leans against a wooden banister as he looks out over Lake Erie.

Loud music and men's laughter pour from the beach house and into the night air.

JENNIFER, one of the strippers, approaches Alan.  She is wearing a very skimpy bikini. 

JENNIFER

Nice house.

Alan is a little startled.

ALAN

Uh?  Oh, thanks.

She leans against the banister next, thrusting her breasts up and out.  She takes a sip from her champagne. 

JENNIFER

You rich?

Alan smiles.

Men's CLAPPING and HOWLING catch Alan's attention.

ALAN

What's going on inside.

JENNIFER

Some of the girls are giving a private viewing.

INT. WARNER'S BEACH HOUSE, LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Two leather sofas, and thick, hand-carved oak tables grace the center of the room.  Palm ferns, a rubber tree plant, and few peace-lilies are strategically placed throughout the large room, giving it a very homey feeling.  

A beautifully handcrafted, fully stocked wet-bar, complete with stools, wine-rack, and refrigerator occupy the entire wall by the entry door.

Two strippers, MISTY BLUE, blonde and toothy, and TAWNY, brunette and tan, rub oil on each other while dancing atop a large coffee table that is covered with large thick towel.  Both are barefoot and wearing g-strings.

The music is LOUD.

A third stripper, FANNIE LAY, joins them and introduces a silver bullet-shape vibrator. 

ROB LENAWEE

(loudly)

Damn good thing for them we can't touch.  I'd be getting me a handful right now.

The Fannie Lay tantalizes Misty Blue by running the vibrator over her ruby-red lips and dipping it deep into her mouth, then pulling it out.  Keeping in rhythm with the music, she repeats this motion several times.

All of the men in the room cheer. 

Tawny joins the action, kissing and rubbing Misty Blue's bare stomach.

ROB LENAWEE loosens his tie.  KYLE STALIS is beside him.

Standing behind Rob Lenawee and Kyle Stalis is CURTIS WARNER, who is kissing a stripper named LUCKY STEVENS.

Kyle Stalis belts down his drink.  He is slightly drunk and is speaking louder than necessary. 

KYLE STALIS

Shit!

Kyle Stalis chuckles. 

KYLE STALIS

I'm about ready to cop a feel anyway!

Curtis Warner leans over Kyle Stalis' shoulder.

CURTIS

I wouldn't do that if I were you, Kyle.

Kyle Stalis glances over his shoulder and grins. 

KYLE STALIS

Why's that? 

CURTIS

You see that mountain over there?

Curtis gives a quick tilt of the head toward the front door.  

A bald MUSCLEBOUND MAN, his arms folded across his huge chest, stands by the entry door of the living room.  His eyes are fixed on the strippers as they play to their audience.

KYLE STALIS

Yeah.  So. 

CURTIS

I paid him extra to snap your neck if you made one wrong move.

Curtis smiles and slaps Kyle on the back.

CURTIS

Enjoy the show, gentlemen.

Curtis turns to Lucky Stevens and kisses her hard on the lips.

CURTIS

Why d'they call you 'Lucky"

Lucky Stevens leans in close and bites Curtis' lower lip then releases it.  It snaps back gently.

LUCKY

Slip in back with me and I'll show you why.

Curtis grins.

CURTIS

I think you've shown me enough for the moment, but I'll take a rain check.

Curtis holds up a folded hundred-dollar bill between his forefinger and middle finger.

CURTIS

This is for earlier.

He slides the bill between her breast.

CURTIS

Keep your night open for me.

LUCKY

Whatever you want, Curtis.

Through the window, Curtis catches sight of Alan talking to Jennifer on the back deck. 

CURTIS

Excuse me for a moment. 

Curtis EXITS.

EXT. WARNER'S BEACH HOUSE, BACK DECK - CONTINUOUS

Alan and Jennifer engage in conversation as strippers and men, some of them drunk, walk freely about the back deck.

One LARGE BREASTED DANCER is giving a GRATEFUL GENTLEMAN a lap dance on a patio chair.  Her breasts are buried into his chest as his hands float gently over her bare back.

ALAN

I appreciate the offer.

Alan smiles widely. 

Curtis APPROACHES with a drink in his hand.

JENNIFER

You have my number if you change your mind.

Jennifer smiles at Curtis as she EXITS.  

Curtis returns the gesture then snaps his head as she passes, keeping his eyes on her ass until she disappears into the crowd inside the house.

Curtis brings his attention to Alan. 

CURTIS

Infidelity already?

He takes a sip of his drink. 

ALAN

I hardly think so.

CURTIS

Uh-huh. 

ALAN

What about you?

CURTIS

What about me?

Curtis watches Kyle Stalis and Misty Blue as they step out onto the deck. 

EXT. WARNER'S BEACH HOUSE, BACK DECK, ENTRYWAY - CONTINUOUS

Kyle Stalis and Misty Blue are very close.  They're laughing.

ALAN

Carolin'll cut'em off if she finds out.

Kyle Stalis whispers something to Misty Blue. 

CURTIS

She hasn't found out yet.  And, what she don't know won't hurt her.

Then he slips her something that looks like money. 

ALAN

What she does know will certainly hurt you.

Misty throws her arms around Kyle Stalis' neck and kisses him. 

CURTIS

Like?

EXT. WARNER'S BEACH HOUSE, BACK DECK, RAILING - CONTINUOUS

ALAN

Being the biggest bookie in Southeast Michigan.

CURTIS

I haven't told her anything yet, and I don't think that I will.

Curtis takes a sip of his drink. 

ALAN

Don't trust Carolin even after seven years, huh?

CURTIS

Hell, Alan, some things are better left unsaid.  Take it from me, never let a woman have that much power.

ALAN

You better not let Renee hear you say that.

CURTIS

She's different. 

Alan turns and faces the water.

CURTIS

You nervous?

Curtis sets his drink down on the railing and pulls out a cigar from his breast pocket and then lights it. 

ALAN

Not really.  Least not about the wedding.

Curtis exhales smoke, rolling the cigar between his thumb and fingers. 

CURTIS

What then?

Curtis dry-spits a spec of tobacco off his tongue. 

ALAN

I'm gonna be gone for two weeks, Curtis.

Alan points to Curtis' drink. 

ALAN

That's a long time on the street.

Curtis laughs then hands him the drink.

CURTIS

Brother, is that what's troubling you?

Alan turns his back to the water and throws back the rest of the beverage.  He swallows hard then makes a unpleasant face. 

ALAN

Wouldn't it you?

CURTIS

Hell no!  Al, you go and have fun on your honeymoon.

Curtis leans his ass against the railing and draws in a toke.  He exhales and then dry-spits again. 

CURTIS

Leave the horses and the streets to Daddy and me.

Alan peeks at the bottom of the empty glass.

EXT. WARNER'S BEACH HOUSE, BACK DECK, ENTRYWAY - CONTINUOUS

Misty Blue is now giving Kyle Stalis a lap dance.

ALAN

What about Santiago?

His hands guide her ass as she moves over his groin area.

CURTIS

Won't hear a peep from him as long as we keep the odds down and the money flowing.

EXT. WARNER'S BEACH HOUSE, BACK DECK, RAILING - CONTINUOUS

Alan turns and stares out over the lake.

ALAN

Curtis, you make damn sure to double-check those trifectas coming in.

Alan looks Curtis squarely in the eye. 

ALAN

Daddy's getting on in years, and has a lot on his mind.

Curtis chokes a bit on his inhale.  He exhales as he coughs.

CURTIS

You act like I don't know what the hell I'm doing.

Alan grins.  

ALAN

It's been a long time since I've gotten away from it.

CURTIS

Too long, I'd say.  We'll be fine.

Curtis slaps his brother on the back. 

CURTIS

Let's get a drink.  Com'on.

They both turn to go inside.

ALAN

I wonder were Zach is?

CURTIS

Hard to say.

Headlights beam bright over the railing.

CURTIS

That might be him now.

ALAN

'Bout damn time.

They pass Kyle Stalis and Misty Blue.

CURTIS

Remind me to get Mama some new patio furniture.

Alan chuckles. 

They slip INSIDE the house. 

INT. WARNER BEACH HOUSE, LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

The two brothers move across the room, slowly making their way to the bar on the other side. 

CURTIS

You think Jarvis'll make it?

ALAN

His one excuse to be out of Wanda's sight for the night, and you think he's coming here?

They both laugh.

CURTIS

I reckon you're right.

There is a short line at the bar.  Alan and Curtis wait patiently. 

ALAN

He's with one of two people . . .

CURTIS

Peggy or Brenda.

The door opens and Zachary ENTERS.

ZACHARY

Hey, all!  Sorry I'm late.

The Muscle-bound man steps aside and allows Zachary to pass.  

Zachary hugs Alan.

ZACHARY

Congrats, Al. 

Alan pulls back and stares at Zachary's lip, which has stopped bleeding but, by now, is quite swollen.

ALAN

That'll look nice for the pictures tomorrow.

Curtis reaches out and grabs Zachary's chin.   

CURTIS

What the hell happened to you?

Zachary slaps his hand away. 

ZACHARY

Fell.  

CURTIS

Bullshit.

ZACHARY

You saying I'm lying?

Curtis looks at Alan.  

Alan shakes his head.

Curtis restrains himself.

CURTIS

No, brother, if you say you fell, you fell.  Excuse me.  I need some air.

Curtis EXITS. 

ZACHARY

What the hell's wrong with him?

ALAN

I could ask you the same question.

Zachary becomes incensed. 

ZACHARY

You, too?  What's up with this family!  Y'all are always on my ass about something!

ALAN

No, no, no.

Alan puts his arm around Zachary's shoulder.

This action calms Zachary a bit.

ALAN

Come on.

Alan grins widely.

ALAN

Let's have a drink together.

They move to the bar. 

INT. WARNER BEACH HOUSE, BAR AREA - CONTINUOUS

ALAN

What'll it be?

ZACHARY

Are you serious?

Alan shrugs.

ALAN

Don't tell Mama.

ZACHARY

Rum and Coke then.

Alan looks at the BARTENDER behind the bar.

ALAN

Make it two.

Jennifer approaches, and runs her finger over Alan's shoulder.  Alan turns slightly and smiles.

ALAN

Well, hey, Miss Jennifer.

The Bartender places two Rum and Cokes on the bar.

JENNIFER

Change your mind yet, sexy?

Alan blushes a bit. 

ALAN

Zachary, I want you to meet someone.

INT. ERIN'S APARTMENT - LATER

DERRELL BROOKES, a heavy-set, dark-skinned, black man, hovers over ERIN, he is hitting her about the head and shoulders.

Erin is screaming loudly.

He stops suddenly in mid-motion. 

DERRELL

Look what you made me do!

He crosses the room quickly, picks up a kitchen chair and throws it against the wall.

The chair breaks and leaves an impression on the wall.

A neighbor BANGs on the wall.

ERIN

Go be with your whore!  That's what you want anyway!

DERRELL

Shut up, bitch!

More BANGing from below.

Erin's lip is bleeding and her face is red.

ERIN

Did you knock her up too!

DERRELL

I said shut up!

Derrell pounces toward Erin.

Erin picks up the lamp on the end table and throws it at Derrell then quickly maneuvers herself over the back of the couch.

Derrell dodges the lamp.  This catches him off-guard and he staggers and almost falls.

The lamp smashes against the television and shatters.

Derrell is enraged. 

DERRELL

I'll beat the shit out you, bitch!

Erin dashes to the kitchen and grabs a butcher knife.  Just as she turns, Derrell GRABS her wrist then slaps her face hard.

Erin drops the knife and falls to her knees.  

ERIN

This relationship is over!

She is crying.

Derrell leans over, wraps his hands around Erin's neck.

DERRELL

It's over when I say it's over.

Erin fights him, scratching and clawing at his face.

DERRELL

What you got ​tah say now!  Huh?

Erin's body soon becomes limp.

Derrell releases Erin's throat.

DERRELL

Now it's over.  Bitch.

He kicks her in the side, but not enough to leave a bruise.  

Red and blue lights flood the window and bounce off the walls of Erin's apartment.

Derrell notices the lights and makes a dash for the door.  He opens it slowly and checks the walkway.

EXT. ERIN'S APT BUILDING, COVERED-WALKWAY - CONTINUOUS

Two police cars are situated in front of the apartments below.  VOICES rise up over the railing but aren't audible.

Derrell slips out of the door, leaving it slightly ajar.

Ducking low, and hugging the side of the building, he creeps quickly down the walk.  

Suddenly, the NEIGHBOR next door opens her door.  She is elderly and dressed in her robe and slippers.

NEIGHBOR

You killed her, didn't you?  I knew you would.

DERRELL

(low growl)

Get back in yo house, old woman, 'fore I kill you. 

She retreats quickly.

The voices get closer, accompanied by footsteps.

OFFICER JON

Which apartment?

Derrell quickly spies the laundry room.  He opens the door and ducks in.

Three police officers, JON, ABBEY, and MIKE, and the downstairs couple, JAKE and DEBBIE round the corner.

They approach Erin's apartment. 

DEBBIE

That one.

Debbie points to the door. 

OFFICER ABBEY

Okay, stand back, please.

JAKE

We hear them all the time.

Officer Mike KNOCKS on the door.

OFFICER MIKE

Police!

DEBBIE

I think her name is Erin.

Jake nods his head.

OFFICER JON

All right folks, come on.  Step back.

Officer Jon inches them down the walk, past the laundry room door.

Officers Mike and Abbey ENTER Erin's apartment, their guns are drawn.

OFFICER MIKE

Police!

A light MOAN is heard from the kitchen galley.

OFFICER ABBEY

I've got this.

Abbey moves quickly to Erin's side.

OFFICER MIKE

I'll check the back rooms. 

EXT. ERIN'S APT BUILDING, COVERED-WALKWAY - CONTINUOUS

Debbie and Jake are standing in front of the laundry room door.  

With pen and paper in hand, Officer Jon takes their statement.

OFFICER JON

He lives here?

Jake folds his arms across his thin frame. 

JAKE

Yeah, he moved in with her about two months ago.

DEBBIE

She hasn't seen any peace since.  I kept telling Jake, one of these days he's gonna kill her.

OFFICER JON

This happens a lot?

JAKE

Once a week or so.

Officer Jon jots down the information. 

DEBBIE

He broke her eardrum about a month ago, or so they say.

OFFICER JON

'They'?

JAKE

The neighbors.

Officer Jon looks over the railing to the court below.

EXT. ERIN'S APT BUILDING, COURT - CONTINUOUS

Neighbors, some tightly knitted together, have gathered on their stoops.  Some are in their robes.  

JAKE

We all talk.

EXT. ERIN'S APT BUILDING, COVERED-WALKWAY - CONTINUOUS

OFFICER JON

I see. 

DEBBIE

The scariest moment is when the screaming stopped.  Just . . . stopped.

OFFICER MIKE

Jon!

OFFICER JON

Stay here.

Officer Jon moves to the open door of Erin's Apartment.

Officer Mike meets him at the door.

EXT. ERIN'S APARTMENT/COVERED-WALKWAY - CONTINUOUS

OFFICER JON

What's up?

OFFICER MIKE

She's alive.  Got an ambulance on the way.  He's gone.

INT. ERIN'S APARTMENT, KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Officers Jon and Mike ENTER and move to Officer Abbey's side.

Erin moans as she tries to lift her head.

OFFICER ABBEY

Ma'am, please try not to move.

Erin insists.

ERIN

I need to stand up.

OFFICER ABBEY

Mike can you help me? 

OFFICER MIKE

Sure.

OFFICER JON

I'm gonna finish up outside.

OFFICER MIKE

All right.

Officers Abbey and Mike help Erin to her feet.  They move her gently across the room.

OFFICER ABBEY

Watch your step.

EXT. BUILDING, COVERED-WALKWAY - CONTINUOUS

DEBBIE

I think it's Derrell.  Can't tell you his last name.

OFFICER JON

About how tall?

Ambulance sirens BELLOW in the near distance.

DEBBIE

At least six three, six four.

OFFICER JON

Big guy, huh?

JAKE

Built like a linebacker.

Ambulance lights ricochet off the buildings in the court.   

INT. ERIN'S APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Erin is sitting up on the couch.  Her face is bruised and bloody.  She is holding an ice pack against her cheek.  

Officer Abbey is sitting next to her and is taking her statement.

Erin's voice is very hoarse. 

ERIN

I don't know what happened after that.  Everything went black. 

EXT. ERIN'S APT BUILDING, COVERED-WALKWAY - CONTINUOUS

DEBBIE

Oh!  He has a gold tooth, right in front.

Officer Jon notices the laundry room door.

He taps is with his pen.

OFFICER JON

Do you need a key to get in here?

DEBBIE

No.

The apartment door next to Erin's apartment opens.  The Neighbor woman steps out.

NEIGHBOR

Did you catch him?

OFFICER JON

Ma'am, please go back inside.

NEIGHBOR

That's just what he told me, 'cept he said he'd kill me if I didn't.

Officer Jon approaches the old woman.

OFFICER JON

You spoke to him?

NEIGHBOR

I did.  He ran that way.

She points down the walkway.

NEIGHBOR

Right 'fore you came.  About ten minutes ago.

OFFICER JON

All right, thank you, ma'am.

NEIGHBOR

Hope you catch that sombitch.  Threaten an old lady like that!  Next time, I'll kick his dick up'n in ass.  That'll fix'em.  Talk to an old wom . . .

Her voice trails off as she shuts her door behind her.

DEBBIE

She means well.

OFFICER JON

Okay, I think I have everything I need.  

Officer Jon leads them both passed Erin's door to the stairwell.   

OFFICER JON

Thank you both.  I have your number.  If we think of anything else, we'll be in touch.

Jake and Debbie DESCEND the stairs.

Officer Jon moves down the walkway toward the laundry room door.

He pauses in front of it.

Drawing his gun, Officer Jon opens the door slowly.  He glances around the room.

INT. ERIN'S APT BUILDING, LAUNDRY ROOM - CONTINUOUS

The room is empty except for several running dryers and several washers, a few laundry carts, and a couple of change and vending machines.  

A large open window at the far wall catches Officer Jon's attention.

Officer Jon ENTERS and carefully crosses the room to the window and peers out.

P.O.V.

The ground below is rocky and unstable.

INT. ERIN'S APT BUILDING, LAUNDRY ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Officer Jon retreats slowly to the door and EXITS, shutting it behind him.  

DERRELL IS WEDGED BETWEEN THE FAR WALL AND A DOUBLE-WASHER. SWEAT DOTS HIS FOREHEAD AND UPPER-LIP HIS GUN IS DRAWN.

INT. ERIN'S APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Two paramedics, RON and TODD, are standing by the front door.

Officer Jon ENTERS and stands next to Officer Mike.

OFFICER JON

Got away.

Erin is still on the couch with Officer Abbey. 

ERIN

I don't want to be looked at.  I'm fine.  I told you, I fell.  I blacked out and I fell.  I don't remember anything else.

OFFICER ABBEY

You don't know how those fingerprints got on your neck?

ERIN

No.

OFFICER ABBEY

He didn't touch you?

ERIN

No.

Abbey looks over her shoulder at Officer Mike. 

OFFICER MIKE

What about your face and lip?

Erin raises her cheek away from the ice pack and looks over her shoulder.  Her voice is hoarse but her tone is crisp. 

ERIN

Must've happened when I fell.  But I'm fine now.

Todd leans forward a bit. 

TODD

If you'd like, we can just take a look at you just to make sure. 

ERIN

I'm fine.  Can everyone please just leave?

Erin inches toward the edges of the couch.  She grabs her side.

RON

We'll wait downstairs just in case.

OFFICER ABBEY

Thanks, Ron.

Todd turns and LEAVES.

RON

You bet.

Ron EXITS.

OFFICER JON

Are you sure he didn't hit you?  Your neighbors seem to think that he did.

ERIN

Look, I told you, we were arguing, my sugar must've elevated . . .

OFFICER MIKE

You diabetic?

ERIN

Yeah.

Erin nestles her face into the ice pack. 

ERIN

I blacked out and fell.  Period.

OFFICER ABBEY

You blacked out then fell?

ERIN

Yes.

OFFICER ABBEY

Before, you said you fell then blacked out.  So which is it?

Erin tosses the ice pack onto the table in front of her. 

ERIN

Look, I'm done with this.

Erin tries to stand too quickly, winces, then sits back down. 

ERIN

I'm sorry I caused you all so much trouble but the show is over.  I'm not pressing charges.

Officer Mike hands Officer Abby a few pamphlets.  Then, he taps Officer Jon on the shoulder and tilts his head to the door.

They both EXIT. 

OFFICER ABBEY

These are pamphlets on domestic violence.  My number is on the front of each.

She places them on Erin's lap and stands up.

OFFICER ABBEY

I hope you look them over.

Officer Abbey moves across the room then pauses by the entry door.

OFFICER ABBEY

I was abused too, once.  He almost killed me.  

Erin is staring straight ahead, her back to Officer Abbey.

OFFICER ABBEY

Enough was enough, and I walked away.  I hope you do the same.

ERIN

Then you know?

OFFICER ABBEY

Know what?

Erin turns around slowly.

ERIN

That pressing charges will only make it worse.

Officer Abbey lowers her head.

OFFICER ABBEY

Call me if you change your mind. 

She EXITs quietly, shutting the door behind her.

Erin slowly stands up, with the pamphlets in hand, and drags herself to the bathroom. 

INT. ERIN'S APARTMENT, BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS

Erin turns on the light and ENTERs her bathroom.  She eyes the pamphlets and dumps them into the small wastebasket by the sink.

She turns on the water then notices her face in the mirror. 

Her hand immediately goes to her mouth.  She is horrified at the sight of her face.

END OF ACT ONE

ACT TWO

INT. TIM FERREL'S APARTMENT, BEDROOM - MORNING

The early morning sun peeking through the open blinds of sliding glass doors further illuminates a bright-white bedroom.

TIM FERREL is wrapped in a white down-comforter.  He is sleeping even though beams of sunlight flood his face with its warmth.  

JOSHUA, muscular and very tan, eases down onto the empty space next to Tim.  He is wearing jeans but is shoeless and shirtless.

He leans over and gives Tim a peck on the cheek.

JOSHUA

(whispers)

Hey, you.

Tim stretches and smiles.  He voice is rough.

TIM

Hey.

JOSHUA

I gotta go.

Tim is visually disappointed.

JOSHUA

Baby, I told you I couldn't stay past six.  She'll be home in an hour.

TIM

I know.  I miss you when you're gone.  That's all.

Tim sits up.  He is naked but is covered from his waist down.

Joshua touches Tim's face. 

JOSHUA

I miss you, too.

TIM

Are you ever going to tell her?

JOSHUA

About us?

Tim brings his knees up and leans his arms on them.

TIM

No.  About you.

Joshua stands up and grabs his shirt off the back of a nearby chair.

JOSHUA

I don't feel the need to hurt her.

Joshua pulls his shirt over his head then slips into his shoes. 

Tim leans back against the headboard and grabs his pack of cigarettes off of the nightstand.  

TIM

I see.

Tim taps one out of the pack and lights it. 

JOSHUA

What do you want from me?  I told you I was married.

TIM

Not until after I fell in love with you.

Tim exhales hard. 

JOSHUA

Tim, I can't leave my wife.  I wish things were different.  I wish I were a stronger person, but I'm not.

TIM

So you choose to live a lie?

Joshua moves to the bed and sits next to Tim.  He tenderly touches Tim's face.

JOSHUA

I choose to live.  I can't exist in my world as a gay man.  It isn't possible.

Tim reaches for the ashtray and butts the cigarette.

Tim's voice is tender and sad.

TIM

You know that I can't see you anymore.

JOSHUA

I figured that was coming.

TIM

I can't be a part of your lie.  And even if you did happen to leave her, you could never be you with me by your side.

Joshua lowers his head.

TIM

I love you, but you have go.

Joshua snaps his head toward Tim.

JOSHUA

Tim, I . . . 

TIM

Please leave, before I change my mind.

Joshua stands up and walks OUT of the bedroom.

The sound of the entry door can be heard opening and closing.

Tim quickly wipes an invisible tear from the left side of his face then hugs his knees.  Placing his head on them, he stares out the sliding doors that lead to the balcony of his riverside condominium.

ON THE RIVER’S HORIZON, CANADA PEEKS OUT FROM BEHIND THE MORNING'S MISTY HAZE AS A BARGE PASSES SLOWLY BY. 

EXT. WARNER FAMILY CAR LOT - MORNING

A silver F-250 glitters like a newly polished jewel in the summer's sun.  Beside it are three other vehicles:  a black newer model Lincoln Navigator, an olive-green Jaguar, and a blue 1992 Ford pickup.  Each is parked in front of a six-car garage, which is attached to a white Georgia-style mansion by a rose-covered breezeway.

JARVIS RAMSEY, 60-ish, EXITS the home and saunters across the walkway.  His white button down shirt is tucked into his jeans allowing his large belt-buckle to shimmer in the bright morning sun.  Many beautiful, perfectly placed flowers add to the spectacular rolling landscape.  In the background, a hazy mist clouds the many acres of grape vines.  

Sprinklers pop up and work their magic on the immaculately manicured front lawn just as Jarvis Ramsey reaches his 1992 pickup and opens the door. 

Zachary Warner gets out of his Jaguar.  He is wearing the same clothes from the night before and looks a little haggard.

ZACHARY

Hey, Jarvis.  Where you off to this early in the morning?

Zachary shoves his hands into his front pockets. 

JARVIS

Aah, your daddy's got me going to the track.

Jarvis does a double take at the sight of Zachary's lip.

JARVIS

Good god, son, what the hell happened to you? 

ZACHARY

Fell.  You going to DRC?

JARVIS

Yep.  Say, how'd Alan's bachelor party go last night?  You just getting home?

ZACHARY

Naw, been here.  Trying to please the old man.  He's been on me these last few months, so I've been trying to prove myself to him.

JARVIS

Your daddy's a hard man to sell to, but once you do, he'll break his own neck for you.  He's a good man.

ZACHARY

(thoughtful)

I suppose he is. 

JARVIS

Tell Alan I'm sorry I missed his party, but I'll see him later on.

ZACHARY

Will do. 

JARVIS

Well, I better get going.  I've got a lot to do before then.

Zachary walks around Jarvis' truck and is now face-to-face with him. 

ZACHARY

Hey, Jarvis?

Jarvis pauses.

JARVIS

Yeah?

ZACHARY

Let me go for you?  I don't mind.

Jarvis shakes his head and chuckles a bit.

JARVIS

Son, I wouldn't let my own wife make this bet, and I trust her with my life.

ZACHARY

Come on, Jarvis. 

JARVIS

I'll see ya, Zach.

Jarvis opens the door to his truck and slides in.

ZACHARY

Speaking of your wife, tell Peggy . . . I mean Wanda, that I said 'hi'.

JARVIS

What did you just say?

Jarvis gets out of the truck.

ZACHARY

Nothing.  Just trying to be friendly.

JARVIS

You trying to blackmail me, Zach?

Zachary shakes his head.

ZACHARY

No.  Just trying to be friendly.  That's all.

JARVIS

You little son-of-a-bitch.

Zachary gets slightly cocky.

ZACHARY

Did you just call my mother a bitch, Jarvis?  Humph.  I think you did.

Zachary stares into Jarvis' eyes.

ZACHARY

I just want to prove to my father that I can handle things too.  

Jarvis searches Zachary's face with purpose.  There's a tense silence.

JARVIS

All right. 

ZACHARY

Thank you!

JARVIS

(a deep southern accent is very prominent here)

But you listen to me, son.  Don't you ever threaten me again.

ZACHARY

I don't know what you're talking about.

Jarvis' voice is low and chilling. 

JARVIS

Yes you do.  You're spoiled-rotten little dickweed who doesn't give a shit about anyone but himself.

Jarvis looks around.  No one is about. 

JARVIS

Now, I'm gonna give you a piece of advice and you better heed it.

ZACHARY

Oh yeah, what's that?

Zachary smiles.

JARVIS

Wipe that cocky shit-ass eatin' grin off your face 'fore I do it for ya.

Zachary's eyes become wide with fear.

JARVIS

Never mess with a man's marriage, son.  I've gutted a hog for less than that.  You got it. 

He nods slowly.

JARVIS

Good.  Now, you do exactly what I tell you to do.  Understand?

Zachary nods again.

JARVIS

Okay.  The gates open at nine.

Jarvis checks his watch.

JARVIS

You've got a little less than an hour to get there.  The horse runs in the second race.

ZACHARY

What's its name?

JARVIS

Bet I Can.

Jarvis reaches into his inside breast pocket and pulls out a thick white envelope.

JARVIS

Take this and place large bets on the horse.  It'll cause the odds to go down.

Zachary takes it and stuffs it into his front pocket

JARVIS

Don't put it down all at once.  You'll draw attention. ​Understand?

ZACHARY

I'm not stupid, Jarvis, just a screw up.

JARVIS

Don't screw this one up!  That's ten grand in there.  There are people counting on you to make that bet.  People we don't want to piss off.

ZACHARY

Will you relax? I know what has to be done.  I gotta go before the traffic gets thick.

Zachary moves around to his car, opens the door, and gets in.

Zachary looks over at Jarvis.

ZACHARY

Don't worry, Jarvis.

Jarvis nods.  He watches Zachary back up and pull out.  His eyes follow the JAGUAR to the end of the long driveway, which resembles a parkway.

JARVIS

You better be for real or I'll kill ya with my own hands.

Jarvis gets into his truck and pulls away.

END OF ACT TWO

ACT THREE

INT. CHURCH - DAY

About two hundred people are seated in a rather large, impeccably decorated church.  A small symphony PLAYS as the guests await the wedding of Alan Warner and Laura Ashton.

A few LATE-COMERS ENTER and seat themselves in the back pew.

INT. CHURCH, BACK ROOM, GROOMSMEN - CONTINUOUS

The GROOMSMEN are talking amongst themselves, mostly about the strippers the night before.  Among them are Curtis and Zachary.  

Zachary laughs obnoxiously loud.

CURTIS

What's the matter with you?

Curtis looks over his shoulder at his two older siblings.

INT. CHURCH, BACK ROOM, FULL-LENGTH MIRROR - CONTINUOUS

Alan and RENEE WARNER, who is donning a tailored tuxedo, are standing in front of a full-length mirror, away from the chitchat and obvious bragging.  

Neither Alan nor Renee notices Zachary's irrational outburst

RENEE

You sure about this?

Alan adjusts his ascot.

ALAN

A little late to turn back now, don't you think?

RENEE

Not really.  There's a door right there.  Just slip on out.

Zachary sneaks up from behind and throws his arm over Alan's shoulder.

There is a slight undertone of his being high on illicit drugs.

ZACHARY

Yeah, bro, my car's right around the corner.  We can pick up where we left off last night.  Heh, heh.  What was her name?

Alan shrugs away Zach's arm, then eyes him down.

ALAN

(evenly)

Jennifer. 

RENEE

Jennifer?  What kind of a name is Jennifer for a stripper?  Your boys couldn't do any better than that?

ZACHARY

Tell Renee her full name, Alan.

ALAN

Will you get the hell out of here!

Zachary throws his hands in the air and concedes.

Backing off into the crowd of groomsmen, Zachary mouths to Renee:

ZACHARY

Ask him her name. 

Renee smiles widely.

Alan ​catches Renee's grinning stare in the mirror as he  unties his ascot.

ALAN

What?

He stops. 

RENEE

(slyly)

What was her name, Alan?

ALAN

Come on, Renee.  I'm not going there with you.

RENEE

Oh, throw me a friggin bone, will ya?  Why?

Alan throws his arms out wide, but restrains from being overly dramatic. 

ALAN

Because!

Some of the groomsmen laugh loudly.

He looks around sharply then lowers his voice.

ALAN

Because.

RENEE

Because I'm your sister?

Alan is slightly embarrassed. 

ALAN

Damn right.  I can't believe you even know about last night, let alone discuss it with you.

RENEE

Will you cut the southern gentleman crap and tell me the dirt.

Alan exhales hard through his nose then leans into her.

ALAN

Jennifer's Love Tulip.

Renee bursts out in laughter.

RENEE

You made that up.

ALAN

Swear to god.

(holds up his hand)

She wanted me to, and I quote, 'pluck her love tulip'.

RENEE

She told you that?

Blood rushes to his cheeks and he turns to face the mirror.

He nervously fiddles with his ascot again.

ALAN

Among other things, yes.

RENEE

Do tell.

He looks at her out of the corner of eye, the other eye on what he is doing. 

ALAN

I refuse to go that far, but I will tell you that she had a button that said, 'My tulip want to meet your two lips'.

(laughs a bit)

Crazy.

He looks at himself in the mirror.  

RENEE

Well?

ALAN

Well, what?

Unsatisfied, Alan unties his ascot again.  Alan is visually frustrated. 

RENEE

Did they?

ALAN

Will you stop?  We talked, that's it.

RENEE

Now that I believe.

Alan ​stops all motion.

ALAN

What the hell's that suppose to mean? 

RENEE

Alan, a snowball has a better chance of survival in hell than you do of cheating on Laura.

ALAN

Ha.  Ha.  Funny.

​He continues with his obsessive-compulsive behavior.

RENEE

Although I will admit that you have better control of yours than I do of mine.

ALAN

Yes, well, it's hard to tame a fire-horse.

RENEE

According to the Chinese Zodiac, she's actually a double fire-horse.  I should be so lucky. 

ALAN

She is full of piss 'n vinegar. 

Alan throws his hands up in the air. 

ALAN

I can't get this damn thing straight.

RENEE

Here.  Let a pro teach you something.

Alan turns and faces his sister.

ALAN

Well, this is funny.

RENEE

What is? 

ALAN

My lesbian sister is going to show me how to straighten my ascot.  Is that irony or what?

RENEE

Will you stop crying.  Sometimes it just takes a woman . . . gay or straight.  Lift your chin.

ALAN

So how is the fire-horse anyway?

Alan is shifting from side to side, making it difficult for Renee to adjust his ascot.

RENEE

Will you hold still? You're worse than a small child.

He stiffens his posture like a straight pin.

RENEE

Gina's Gina, and that's all I'm going to say about that.

Renee loops the material and pins it perfectly. 

RENEE

There.  All done.

Alan relaxes and then turns to view her work in the mirror.

ALAN

Damn good job.

He glances at his sister out of the corner of his eye.

ALAN

You know, you could have brought her.  No one would have cared.

RENEE

You're marrying into a family that rolls their eyes if you pour your tea before the milk.  They'd faint faster than you could bring 'em to. 

ALAN

To hell with what the Ashton's think, you need to start living your life for you.

Renee puts her head on his shoulder and gives him a one-arm side hug.

RENEE

I wish you would live by those words.

Renee removes her head and looks into his eyes.

ALAN

What's that mean?

RENEE

Alan, two weeks longer and it would have been apparent this was a shotgun wedding.

ALAN

Renee, please don't start that again.

RENEE

Chivalry died with Lincoln, Alan.  You don't have to do this just because she's pregnant.

ALAN

I'm doing this because I love her.  That's what you do when you love someone, you get married.

Renee's face turns to stone.

RENEE

Some people are so privileged, I suppose.

Alan bows his head a bit.

ALAN

I suppose you're right.

INT. CHURCH, BACK ROOM, GROOMSMEN - CONTINUOUS

Curtis and Zachary are talking among the other groomsmen.  Curtis becomes visually ANGERED with his much younger brother.

CURTIS

You need grow up!

Curtis ​looks around and adjusts his vest--resuming his composure.

CURTIS

My apologies, gentlemen.

Curtis saunters across the room and stands between Alan and Renee.  He is leaner and a little shorter than Alan but slightly taller than Renee.

Curtis kisses Renee's cheek.

CURTIS

Hey, Sis.

RENEE

Hey.

Curtis leans back a bit, admiring his sister's amazing beauty.  He smiles widely.

CURTIS

(very heavy southern drawl)

I do declare!  You are the most handsome, while at the same moment, the most beautiful groomsmen I have ever laid my eyes upon.

Curtis smiles widely. 

RENEE

Will you cut the bullshit?  What the hell was that all about?

CURTIS

Beautiful and sassy!  You are an enigma!

Curtis and Alan laugh a bit.

ALAN

More than we know, I suspect.

RENEE

Alan?  Mind yourself, please, before I strangle you with your own ascot.

Alan throws his hands up in concession. 

RENEE

What's with Zach? 

CURTIS

Oh, just a little sibling rivalry between brothers.

(notes the time on his watch)

You ready Alan?  We're running way behind.

Curtis checks his look in the mirror and fixes a hair that is out of place.

CURTIS

Mama'll pitch a fit if she detects any wilting amongst her flowers.

ALAN

Ready as I'll ever be.

Curtis rubs his hands together. 

CURTIS

Then let's get this show on the road.

Curtis notices Renee's sneer.

CURTIS

What?

RENEE

Arthur Curtis Warner.

Curtis pecks her cheek.

CURTIS

We haven't time for all that, Sister.  Chew me out later. 

Renee turns and faces the groomsmen.

RENEE

Gentlemen take your places, please.

The groomsmen line up at the door, Alan is at the front, followed by Renee, Curtis, Zachary, and three other men.  Alan turns to his sister and kisses her cheek.

ALAN

I never thought I'd be kissing my best man.

RENEE

(smiling)

Apparently, you've never attended some of the weddings I've been to.  Though, I must admit, I never thought I'd be a best man in a straight wedding.

Alan smiles at his sister.

ALAN

About that marriage thing, I . . .

RENEE

Al, I know how you feel.

Alan nods slightly.

ALAN

Look on the bright side.  You'll save thousands in divorce proceedings.

Doors open to reveal the flower-covered alter.  It is dripping with fresh wisteria and white roses.  

RENEE

You know, I have a feeling I will.

INT. RENEE AND GINA'S LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

GINA is lying on the couch with LYNN between her legs; they are kissing.

Lynn ​STOPS abruptly.

LYNN

What time is she coming home?

GINA

Will you relax?

Gina begins to unbutton Lynn's shirt. 

GINA

​She's at her brother's wedding and won’t be home for hours.

Lynn ​grabs Gina's hands with one of hers and stops her action.

LYNN

Relax?  Have you gotten a look at your girl lately?  She's bit muscular.

Gina ​kisses Lynn hard on the lips then continues to unbutton her shirt.

GINA

You've got nothing to worry about. 

Lynn sits up and buttons her shirt.

LYNN

Gina, I hear what people say about her.

GINA

Will you stop!  She's a pussy.  Now, get over here before the mood passes

Gina grabs Lynn and pulls her on top of her, smothering her with kisses.

LYNN

(between the kisses)

I . . . don't think . . . this . . . is a good . . . idea.

Lynn stops Gina's advancements and stands up.

LYNN

I'm sorry, baby,

(buttons her shirt)

​but the thought of that coming at me is enough to kill any mood.

DOORBELL.

Lynn ​freezes with fear.

LYNN

Ohmygod!  I knew it!  It's her!

Gina ​gets up and storms to the door.

GINA

Yeah, that's it.  And, she used the doorbell.

Gina OPENS the door to Tim.

Gina opens the door.

GINA

Hey, baby, come on in.

Tim ENTERS the home.

GINA

What's going on?

Tim SPIES the intruder and flashes Gina a look of disdain.

TIM

I should ask you the same question.

GINA

Tim, this Lynn.

TIM

Hmm.  I smell lez-be-in lust.

Tim sashays (this is done for shock value and is emphasized) to the couch and sits down.  He takes out a cigarette and lights it.

Lynn is standing next to him.

TIM

Sit down, dear.

He pats the sofa. 

TIM

I hate being at snatch level.

Lynn curls her upper lip as she ​sits down slowly.

TIM

Relax.  I don't have anything you can catch.

He exhales hard. 

TIM

(to Gina)

Does Mama know?

Gina plops down in the easy chair opposite Tim and Lynn.

GINA

No.

Gina reaches for the pack of Newports on the table, taps one out, then lights it.  She eases back into the chair. 

GINA

It would only hurt her, and I don't want to do that.

TIM

God no, why would you want to do that?  She might actually come to her senses and leave your cheating ass.

GINA

Tim, I know you didn't come here to preach, so what could you possibly want aside from annoying the hell out of me?

TIM

I thought,

(butts his cigarette)

​since you were going to be alone tonight, that you might like to go out for dinner.

(quickly eyes Lynn up and down)

But I see you've already eaten.

GINA

Tim!

TIM

What?

GINA

Don't be so rude.

He eases back into the couch.

TIM

(singsong)

So where did you two meet?

GINA

At the Pridefest last weekend.  Renee and I popped into Conversations for a quick drink.  I had to use the bathroom.

LYNN

I was in the next stall.

TIM

How appropriate.

Lynn ​stands abruptly, rattling the coffee table in front of her.

LYNN

What's that suppose to mean?

(to Gina)

Did he just call me a piece of shit?

Gina stands and moves quickly between them.  Unwittingly, she is pushing Lynn toward the front door.

TIM

If the hemorrhoid fits--

GINA

Call me later.

LYNN

I will.

TIM

Not too late, Renee gets a little irritated when Gina's tricks call past a certain time.

Lynn is standing next to the screened door, her hand is resting on the handle.  Gina has positioned herself between Lynn and Tim; her back is to Tim and her arm is extended as she rests her palm against the wall. 

LYNN

I'm just gonna hurt him right now.

Lynn starts toward him but is stopped by Gina's arm. 

GINA

No you're not.  He's on his period and is a total bitch right now.  I'll call you later.  Okay?

Lynn softens a bit, gently places her hand on Gina's cheek and kisses the other. 

LYNN

Bye. 

Lynn leaves.  

Gina turns sharply.

GINA

What the hell was that all about?

INT. ERIN'S APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Erin is in the kitchen pouring coffee for two.  She is dressed in her robe.  The left side of her face is red and slightly swollen.

Standing by the dining table is her friend TAMIA.  She is wearing a designer sweat outfit.

ERIN

Do you take cream, sugar, or both?  I always forget.

TAMIA

Cream, baby, no sugar.

Tamia ​slips her purse off of her shoulder and hangs it over the back of the chair then seats herself.

TAMIA

I haven't been here since you let him move back in with you.

Erin pours the cream into Tamia's coffee.

ERIN

It's been awhile. 

TAMIA

So where is he?

ERIN

I don't know.  Probably with his trick somewhere.

Erin ​moves from behind the kitchen counter to the table.  She sets Tamia's cup in front of her.

TAMIA

Thank you.  Did you call the police?

Erin ​smiles slightly.

ERIN

I called you instead.

Erin moves back into the kitchen and opens a cabinet. 

TAMIA

Erin, you should call the police.

ERIN

The police were called, Tamia.  My neighbors called.

TAMIA

Did you press charges?

ERIN

No.

Erin appears from behind the kitchen counter with a bag in each hand.  She holds them up.

ERIN

Doughnuts or bagels? 

TAMIA

Why not?

Erin's arms drop to her side. 

ERIN

So that he can spend the night in jail and then come beat my ass again?

Erin tosses one bag on the counter, makes her way to a cabinet and pulls out a plate, and then moves to the table. 

ERIN

I tried it once, no thanks.

Tamia takes a sip of her coffee. 

TAMIA

He beat your ass and is running around with another woman!  What's it take?

Erin eases into a chair.

ERIN

I don't know that he's with her.

She opens the bag and tilts it, easing out some chocolate mini-size doughnuts. 

ERIN

It's just an assumption.

TAMIA

A damn good one.  It'd be cold day in hell when I let a man hit me and get away with it.

Erin takes a sip of her coffee.

ERIN

That's easy to say when you're on the outside looking in.

Tamia leans on the table with her elbows.

TAMIA

Erin, you have friends who will help you.

ERIN

Who?  Who could I possibly put in that position?

TAMIA

Me. 

ERIN

There's not a chance in this world I would ever risk that.

TAMIA

Erin, I'm not afraid of Derrell.

ERIN

You have enough to worry about.

Erin tries to smile.

Tamia notes the hidden pain. 

TAMIA

Does it hurt much?

ERIN

A little.  It looks worse than it feels.

TAMIA

  Why can't you just leave.

Erin looks at Tamia and places her hand on top of Tamia's.

ERIN

Sometimes, it's just easier to stay.

EXT. CHURCH - DAY

The wedding party is receiving the guests as they depart the church.  In the background, various songbirds CHIRP loudly on this gloriously bright summer afternoon.  

A magnificent white carpet, dotted with rose petals, has been rolled out from the entrance of the church, ending at the door of the awaiting Hummer limousine.

LAURA ASHTON-WARNER is still upset over her non-traditional wedding.  Between guests, she lets her new husband know how she feels.

LAURA

What are we suppose to do about the dance?

A guest draws near to congratulate the couple.

MALE GUEST

Best wishes, you two.

LAURA AND ALAN

(simultaneously)

Thank you.

ALAN

See you at the reception?

MALE GUEST

Looking forward to it, my man.

He shakes Alan's hand and joins his female counterpart.  

The WEDDING PLANNER gives them a bubble-maker.

LAURA

What is Roslynn suppose to do?

A few other guests approach the couple and congratulate them.  

They pass.

Laura starts in again.

LAURA

I mean, really--

ALAN

Will you shut up.

LAURA

(a little loud)

What?

Renee ​leans into Laura's ear.

RENEE

I believe he said 'shut up'.

LAURA

Alan!  Did you hear that! 

Alan pulls his new bride into him, giving the illusion that he is sharing a moment with her.

Renee strikes up a CONVERSATION with the next guest.

ALAN

If you make another comment about my sister, I will leave you and your over-bearing family holding the bill.  You got it?

Laura is stunned.

ALAN

Good.  

The couple disengages, and Alan smiles at Renee, who immediately ends her conversation with old man Janco.

RENEE

See you at the reception.

JANCO

I am looking forward to the first dance with you, my dear.

Janco ​moves forward, smiling broadly.

JANCO

Your sister can sure talk your ear off.

ALAN

She does have the gift of gab.

JANCO

She sure does.  And is as sweet as she can be.  You could talk to her all day and never tire.

LAURA

She is a treat.

(change of tone)

Thank you for coming, Mr. Janco.

The last of the guests file through and gather just beyond the receiving line.

The bridesmaids and groomsmen join the guests blowing bubbles at the couple as the photographer takes picture after picture.

END OF ACT THREE

ACT FOUR

EXT. DETROIT RACING CENTER - AFTERNOON

The morning races are over but a large crowd dawdles about in the Green Room of DRC.  Cocktail waitresses serve men in suits and women in dresses.

Betting slips linger on the tables. 

Through the huge window, Jockeys trot their horses to and fro on the track.

A THIN WAITRESS balances a martini on a tray through the crowd.  She comes to a stop in front of a middle-age man who could pass for a gangster out of the 1930's.  She smiles at MANNY DESPONO and places it in front of him.

Manny Despono slides a twenty to her then nods.  He is on his cellular.

She smiles widely and takes the money then LEAVES.   

MANNY

Yeah.  Bet I Can.

There's a brief silence.

MANNY

No.  That's the only one.  Paid thirty-five to one.

Silence.

MANNY

Okay.  I understand.

He slides his phone inside the breast pocket of his suit then reaches for his drink.  He takes a sip and peers out of the large window that hovers over the track.

THERE'S NOT A CLOUD IN THE SKY. 

FADE OUT

