
SUTTER
We should probably head back.

AIMEE
It’s only been a few hours. We can wait -- 

Sutter angrily turns on the ignition, pulls away. 

INT. LARRY’S / SUTTER’S CAR - NIGHT89 89

ANGLE ON SUTTER in the driver’s seat. The car is not 
moving. And he is totally silent.

REVEAL what Sutter is looking at: his father, right back 
at the BBQ/bar. Tommy tips back the last of his beer and 
laughs at something one of his buddies said.

BACK TO SUTTER. Frozen. Aimee doesn’t know what to say. 
Without a word, Sutter composes himself. Drives away.

I/E. HIGHWAY / SUTTER’S CAR - CONTINUOUS89A 89A

We stay with them in the car. The silence continues. 
Sutter looks like he’s about to burst. Aimee watches, 
expecting an explosion any moment. She puts on the radio, 
tuning until she finds a baseball game. They listen for a 
few moments. Sutter angrily turns it off.

More silence. Sutter takes a long swig. Finally:

AIMEE
I’m sure he wanted to come back --

SUTTER
Aimee --

AIMEE
You saw her. She was in no condition to 
drive. 

SUTTER
Please --

AIMEE
I bet that’s what happened. If it wasn’t 
for her, he would have come right back.

SUTTER
Sure, and if he hadn’t cheated on mom 
then we’d still be a family and I’d be 
president of my Sunday school class and 
you and I would ride silver stallions to 
Pluto.  

This shuts her down. Sutter glances over, feeling bad for 
snapping. Takes a deep breath and another drink.

AIMEE
Maybe we caught him on a bad day...
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SUTTER
And maybe that’s just who he is. Huh? 
Maybe he’s been like that since day one.  
Just a selfish, lowlife, motherfucking 
asshole!

Sutter shakes his head in disgust at himself. Aimee stays 
silent. Until:

AIMEE
Sutter.

SUTTER
What?!

AIMEE
I love you.

Sutter exhales. Not what he wants to hear right now.

AIMEE
Did you hear me?

Sutter still won’t engage. 

AIMEE
I love you.

SUTTER
Stop saying that.

AIMEE
Why? 

SUTTER
Because --

AIMEE
I want you to hear it. I love you.

SUTTER
You’re wrong.

Aimee bristles at this. But Sutter has been waiting to 
say it. Can’t stop now.

SUTTER
Come on, Aimee, you don’t love me. You’re 
just... drunk and you’re... grateful... 
someone came along and showed interest in 
you. 

AIMEE
Don’t say that, Sutter. Don’t try to mess 
this up --

SUTTER
Mess what up? What do you think this is?

At which point a loud horn blares from an oncoming car.
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AIMEE
Watch out!

All this time, the car has been swerving slowly into the 
other lane. Sutter quickly rights the wheel and the car 
fishtails in the other direction. With no seatbelt on, 
Aimee slips down into the floorboard as Sutter struggles 
to regain control. 

The car sideswipes a concrete abutment before Sutter is 
finally able to wrestle it to a stop in the high grass 
off to the left, facing the wrong way (passenger door 
closest to the road).

INT/EXT. HIGHWAY / SUTTER’S CAR - CONTINUOUS89B 89B

When the dust settles:

AIMEE
(peering up from the floor)

Are you alright?

SUTTER
What? 

AIMEE
Are you ok?

SUTTER
You’re asking me that? Jesus Christ, 
Aimee, no! I’m way fucking far from ok.

AIMEE
(moving in for a hug)

Thank god you’re not hurt.

SUTTER
(pushing her off)

What is wrong with you?! I nearly killed 
you and you wanna hug me? 

AIMEE
I wanna make sure you’re --

SUTTER
You need to run, Aimee. You need to get 
as far away from me as you possibly can.

AIMEE
No.

SUTTER
They’re right about me. Everyone’s right.

AIMEE
Sutter, what are you --

SUTTER
Get out of the car.
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