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EXT. SIDEWALK - NIGHT.1 1

DALE (22) and ELIZA (24) hold hands and walk together. Dale 
looks to her amorously. She stares forward. Dale waves a 
carnival prize stuffed animal in her face.

DALE
(Voicing the doll.)

I had the best time ever!

Eliza nods, still not facing Dale. They stop in front a small 
apartment complex.  Eliza inches towards the door.

ELIZA
Well, this is me.

DALE
Is it? 

Eliza nods.

DALE (CONT’D)
Well, I had fun...

He waves the doll again, hesitates, and goes in for a hug. 
Eliza stammers, but accepts it. She keeps her groin away from 
Dale’s.

DALE (CONT’D)
You know, I really do like you, 
Eliza.

They separate. Dale takes a step back.

ELIZA
(Stammering.)

Oh. Well... I, uh, think you're 
nice too, Dale.

He smiles. She stares back up to her room, then to Dale. He 
shuffles his feet. She purses her lips.

ELIZA (CONT’D)
What the hell, you want some 
coffee?

DALE
(Excited.)

Sure! Coffee sounds great. Thanks!

Dale, enthused, leads the way. Eliza begins to follow.

BUDDY (O.S.)
Eliza?



TWO CHIMES from a bicycle bell. They turn to a fit cyclist, 
BUDDY (24), rolls up to the couple. He removes his helmet, 
squirts a water bottle in his face, and shakes his hair 
about. Some of the water splashes on Dale.

ELIZA
Buddy? Hey, it's Buddy!

She grabs Dale's arm, hops up and down, and grins from ear to 
ear. Dale wipes water from his eyes.

ELIZA (CONT’D)
(Giddy.)

It's Buddy, Dale!

He shrugs and attempts to look ecstatic.

BUDDY
Hey, uh- David, was it? You two on 
a date?

Dale extends his hand.

DALE
Actually, it's-

BUDDY
(To Eliza.)

Say, remember when we used to date?

He stretches his back, and steps off of his bike. Dale 
retracts his hand. He leans the bike against the stoop.

ELIZA
Oh, Dale, you should've seen us in 
high school! Buddy was the swim 
captain, and I ran the stamp 
committee...

BUDDY
Meant. To. Be. Right, babe?

He winks at her, clicking his tongue. She giggles.

DALE
(Laughing awkwardly.)

Well, that's... Eliza, do you think 
we could-

ELIZA
Dale, please. It's Buddy!
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BUDDY
Yeah, Dan, cool your jets.

(To Eliza.)
You got some tea up there, babe?

ELIZA
I do! Don't you just hate coffee?

BUDDY
Coffee drinkers are the worst!

DALE
(Interjecting.)

I like coffee...

They look at Dale, scornful. Buddy steps up to him.

BUDDY
Chris, please, it's rude to 
interrupt.

ELIZA
Yeah, Dale. Don't be an ass.

BUDDY
(Ecstatic.)

Ass?!

Buddy aggressively gropes Eliza's bottom. They both burst 
into laughter. Disgusted, Dale's jaw drops, as does the 
stuffed animal. His eyes wide, he runs his hands through his 
hair, turns, and sits on the stoop. Still taken aback, he 
whips out a smoke, and clicks his lighter.

BUDDY (CONT’D)
Whoa, you smoke, dude?

Dale looks at the smoke, then to Buddy.

DALE
Uh... well, yeah...

Buddy and Eliza groan in unison.

ELIZA
That's really not very Buddy of 
you, Dale.

DALE
Not very Buddy? What does that even-

Buddy stamps his foot down next to Dale, hips pulsating as he 
locks eyes with his foe. He winks. The cigarette droops from 
Dale's lips.
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BUDDY (CONT’D)
Give me a sec, Eliza. I'll just say 
bye to our friend here.

Eliza moves next to Buddy. She rubs her hand over one of 
Buddy's pecks. He gobbles her ear. Giggling, she skips 
inside.

Buddy chuckles, picks up the stuffed animal, and seats 
himself next to Dale.

BUDDY (CONT’D)
Rough night, Dale?

Dale turns to Buddy, squinting.

DALE
So, you do know my name! You bitch.

Buddy nods, smirking. He takes Dales smoke, and breaths in 
the flavour. Dale stares on, mouth agape.

DALE (CONT’D)
(Pleading.)

Buddy, please, can't you see what a 
cock this makes you?

Buddy shrugs.

BUDDY
Cry all you want, Broseph Stalin. 
It won't change the fact I'm about 
to eat that bitch out like a food 
critic at a Chinese restaurant. 
Then, when she roasts my bone-

Dale Screams.

DALE
Shut up! Oh, my God! You are 
unbelievable. Like, how do you 
exist?

Beat. Buddy snickers and pats Dale’s back.

BUDDY
Oh, come now, Dale. A guy like you? 
With a girl like Eliza?

(Maniacal laughter/talking 
through stuff animal.)

I'd like to see that!

Beat. Dale looks to him. Buddy hands him the animal.
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DALE
(Stammering.)

I can't win with women, Buddy. I... 
I'm a virgin.

Beat. Buddy stands and snickers.

BUDDY
Well, that’s what beating off is 
for.

(Clicks his tongue.)
Have a nice life, Dale.

Buddy walks to the door, putting out the smoke. He enters.

Dale waits for a beat, gets up, and walks past the window. He 
sees Buddy throw Eliza on a table and remove his shirt. She 
pedals her legs as if she's on a bike.

Dale faces Buddy's bike, screams, and attempts to deflate the 
tires with a key.

DALE
Fucker!

He sniffs, and wipes his eyes with the stuffed animal. He 
gets up, pushes some trash cans over, and keeps walking. 

DALE (CONT’D)
(Yelling at the building.)

I hope you get aids! 

CUT TO:

INT. DALE'S HOME - BEDROOM - NIGHT.2 2

Dale stares at his ceiling, awake. CRICKETS CHIRP outside. He 
stirs under the blankets.

He turns on his radio. A drab love ballad PLAYS. Dale spins 
and thrashes about under his sheets, stopping suddenly, going 
as stiff as a board. He sighs.

He heads to his window, past the stuff animal on his bedside 
table, leans against it, and looks out into the night. He 
pulls down his boxers and masturbates, alone.

CUT TO BLACK.
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