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INT. DECAYING CHAMBER - NIGHT

The boarded up doorway allows slithers of light rays to 
struggle through. Resting on a pristine grand piano, a 
submission form to Julliard.

SANDY YOUNG, 18, runs her agile fingers across the piano 
keys, making beautiful music. 

Tears drip from her bloodshot eyes onto her nude breasts and 
some splat on the keys. 

An ominous DARK FIGURE with a high collar towers behind her, 
holding a recording device in one hand and a whip drooping in 
the other. A drop of blood falls from the end of the whip.

WHIP! Sandy stops playing and jerks away in pain from the 
whip lashing at her exposed back. 

Dark Figure raises the whip again. 

DARK FIGURE
When the music hits you, you’ll 
feel no more pain.

Sandy plays more passionately with each lash. Lethal slashes 
grow deep and dense as the whip lands on her young back. 
Dazzling. Death-dealing.

The music grows faint. Sandy flops forward and hits her head 
onto the keys. A cluster of a discord brings the music lesson 
to an abrupt end.

Dark Figure presses stop on the recording device and 
overlooks Sandy splayed over the piano. Lifeless. 

Dark Figure’s mobile vibrates, receiving a text notification.

INSERT - MOBILE SCREEN, which reads: “BANK OF AMERICA (BoA): 
MONEY IN +$5000.00” 

EXT. BEAUFORT, STREET - DAY

Trees shed their leaves on lonely benches. Pigeons peck the 
adjacent sidewalks. 

EarPods in his ears and arms stretched out to the side, CASEY 
BURTON, 18, a teen with autism, feels the sun on his face 
while pedalling his bicycle towards a crossing. Wildly and 
arms banging, he plays an air-piano. 

There’s a quote printed on his shirt, it reads, ‘KEEP CALM 
AND HUG AN ASPIE’
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On the far end, an old and rusty vehicle approaches, 
carelessly drifts onto the sidewalk then back to the road.

Casey has no care in the world, takes in the breeze.

Vehicle reaches the crossing, slows down and speeds up again 
when...

Casey swooshes through the intersection.

The vehicle swerves, coming at Casey. HONK! 

Casey’s eyes snap open, grabs the handlebars and hops the 
back wheel onto the hood of the vehicle. With a twist of the 
handle bars, Casey steers the bicycle over the windscreen, 
top and off the trunk... free as a bird and on his way. 

The vehicle grinds to a halt, HONK! HONK!

MONTAGE - CASEY OUT ON A MUSIC TEACHER-HUNT 

-- EXT. MANSION, PORCH - DAY -- Through an ajar front door, 
Casey stares at a GIRL playing piano. An old MAN frowns, 
shakes his head at Casey and pushes him back, slams the door 
shut. A notice on the door reads, ‘Piano Lessons’

-- INT. BEAUFORT MUSIC COLLEGE, CLASSROOM - DAY -- Casey 
holds a piece of paper, trots through the entrance. Music 
STUDENTS sit at their desks - no teacher. Casey spots a news 
clipping pinned to the noticeboard, it reads, ‘Autism 
narcotics - a deadly consequence.’ The students laugh and 
point at him. Casey runs away...

-- EXT. BEAUFORT PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - DAY -- Across the 
street, Casey stands at his bicycle, snacks on a sandwich and 
soda. Chewing, he glares at the entrance. He pulls a cell 
phone from his pocket, hands it to a TEENAGER in exchange for 
cash. An OFFICER saunters closer, waves at Casey. Refusing to 
make eye contact, Casey tosses his sandwich, jumps onto his 
bicycle and speeds off.

-- INT. PIANO TEACHING STUDIO - DAY -- Wandering, Casey flips 
through some sheet music. Wanders some more, searches a few 
drawers. Pausing and flicking his fingers, Casey looks over 
his shoulder and reaches down, retrieves a sachet with white 
powder. He hides it in his pocket, sneaks out.  

-- INT. BEAUFORT THEATER, ORCHESTRA PIT - DAY -- Casey stands 
in the dark backstage area, makes way as the babbling 
MUSICIANS exit with their instruments. They don’t even see 
him. Courting a WOMAN, the CONDUCTOR walks by. Casey steps 
out of the dark, tugs on Conductor’s coat sleeve to talk with 
him. Conductor jerks away. Casey follows him and tugs again 
but Conductor shakes his head, pushes Casey back. 
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Alone, Casey retrieves the sachet of white powder, plays with 
it. Scoops his pinkie-finger into it, snorts it up.  

INT. CASEY'S HOUSE, KITCHEN - DAY

Biting his fingernails, Casey leans into his elbow at the 
kitchen table and sighs. He stares at a submission form to 
Julliard while tapping his finger at a large empty jug.

The label on the jug reads, ‘Mila’s Julliard Fund’ 

Perfectly stacked and grouped on the table are coins and 
dollar bills.

Another heavy sigh, Casey claws at the money and stuffs it 
back into the jug. Screws back the lid, kisses his thumb and 
slowly wipes it over the label.

Casey carefully places it back on top of the cupboard.

INT. CHINESE ELECTRONIC STORE, COUNTER - NIGHT

Near the exit, endless rows of crowded digital gadgets tower 
over a caution cone for a wet area. CUSTOMERS with baskets 
line up to pay and block the narrow aisles. 

Casey, sways his head to the beat of the EarPods pounding 
music into his ears. Hawk-eyeing around. 

He eyes a cell phone bulging from the PERSON’s pocket 
standing in front of him. Nervously flicks his fingers. 

With a swift flick of his wrist, the bulging cell phone is 
his. Everybody unaware.

He gets to the front and places a phone charger onto the 
counter, followed by cash.

Casey eyes the perfect display of electronic accessories in 
front of the counter, then hawks the aisle.

CASHIER (O.S.)
You’re holding up the line!

Casey plucks at an EarPod. He stretches his neck forward at 
the CASHIER, 45, a fat Asian, stain-collector with yellow 
teeth and a big wart on his lip behind the check out counter.

CASEY
You’re holding up the line.

Cashier tilts his head - WTF?

3.



4.

Casey cannot keep his eyes off the wart, mesmerised. He 
flicks his fingers, showing the EarPod. 

CASEY (CONT'D)
Ed Sheehan.

He slips something from the display into his pocket. 

CASEY (CONT'D)
Awesome composer. Listen. And 
teacher too.

The cashier grunts at Casey, and pushes his hand holding the 
EarPod back against his chest.

CASEY (CONT'D)
He could be Mila’s ticket to 
Juilliard. If only he’ll come to 
Beaufort. Guess again. He is just 
so good, he makes people’s careers. 

CASHIER
Makes? He sounds weird. Yet again, 
your sister obsesses over exotic 
boys. Can’t say no to them.

Casey stares at Cashier’s wart, making him uncomfortable. He 
then sneaks another product from the shelf in front of the 
counter into his pocket. Another one. Cashier unaware. 

CASEY
Yeah. It’s a thing.

CASHIER
Your sister, she still cracks that 
whip? Man, she can crack my whip 
anytime. You know what I mean? 

Casey glares at Cashier’s wart.

CASEY
Don’t touch it or it’ll spread.

Cashier becomes hot under the collar.

Casey turns towards the entrance. 

CASEY (CONT'D)
You definitely don’t want to look 
like bubble wrap. Crack your whip 
my ass. I’ll pop you like a --

Out of nowhere, Cashier pulls at Casey’s backpack. 
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Casey jerks back but Cashier’s brute strength rips it open, 
spills many electronic accessories onto the floor.

Their eyes meet. Cashier clenches his teeth and grunts. 

Casey jolts to the exit.

CASHIER
Stop him!

A SECURITY GUARD takes a football stance, pounces at Casey 
but slips on the wet area, tackles a DVD rack instead.

Casey side-steps, slipping and sliding through the aisles and 
out the back. Phew, that was close.

EXT. BEAUFORT, SIDEWALK - NIGHT

Casey exits the store weaving through the tree-lined sidewalk 
and bumps into PEDESTRIANS strolling along. 

His hands move swiftly in and out their pockets. Cheeky. One, 
two, three mobile devices snapped from their pockets. 

With a smile that reaches his ears, Casey plugs in his 
EarPods and thumbs through the selection of tracks on his 
iPod. Juggles the ones he pick-pocketed in his hand.

He trips on the grate, bumps into a TALL GUY which knocks the 
hot goods to the ground. It slips through the grate and 
disappears into the underground.

CASEY
Well done! Gravity check much? 

Casey falls to his knees. Pressing his eyes against the 
street, he peeps through the gaps.

CASEY (CONT'D)
You just lost me my cash!

TALL GUY
Just an accident, asshole. Next 
time watch where you’re going.

Tall Guy throws his hands in the air. He doesn’t see MILA 
BURTON, 18, a gorgeous blue eyed girl behind him, and knocks 
her to the ground. 

Casey notices Mila on the ground and Tall Guy over her. 
Within a split second Casey thrusts him to the curb.
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MILA
I’m okay.

Mila grabs Casey’s hand, pulls herself to her feet.

Casey’s gaze locks on Tall Guy who’s legging it.

Mila holds out a wallet. Smirks.

MILA (CONT'D)
I told you I can help.

Casey spots an athletically built DUDE, 20’s, approaching, 
earphones in his ears. Dude is unrecognizable under the funky 
face paint pattern. 

Next to him, a young FEMALE carrying a violin case. Her face 
painted like Dude’s.

Dude types on his mobile. 

INSERT - MOBILE SCREEN, which reads: “LESSON AT 10AM?”

BACK TO SCENE

Dude retrieves an iPod from his pocket, swiping his fingers 
across the display.

Casey glides forward, targeted at the iPod in Dude’s hand. 

Seizing the moment, Casey distracts him with a sudden bump. 
His swift hands snatch the iPod which plucks the earphones 
from Dude’s ears. 

DUDE
Hey! You shit! Wait!

Casey dogs it. 

Dude leaves Female behind, and chases Casey down the street. 
He is faster, catches up.  

Mila and Female lock eyes. Mila scampers away.

EXT. BEAUFORT MUSIC STORE, PARKING LOT

Casey cuts through the parked cars. 

Dude on the verge of plunging onto him, Casey pushes over a 
trolley filled with hobo junk. Dude trips through it, face 
plants onto the curb. 
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INT. BEAUFORT MUSIC STORE, AISLES - NIGHT

Casey paces up and down. Heavy breathing. He hides behind the 
racks of instruments, keeping his eyes on the street outside 
and flicks his fingers. 

In short, jerky movements, he tip-toes to the piano and 
snakes his arm under the lid to retrieve a black velvet 
pouch. It holds other gadgets. Casey adds the new iPod to the 
collection. 

A sudden movement catches Casey’s eye. 

He hides the pouch again.

Outside, Dude presses his face against the window. Casey can 
see his breath and the remains of make up residue against the 
glass. 

Dude bashes violently at the front of the locked store. Glass 
shatters, setting off the alarm. He rushes into the store.

Casey makes a run for it, but a steady grip at his collar 
pulls him over the counter, brochures and papers flying. 

They both land on the floor with a loud thud. The cash 
register dunks onto Casey’s shin.

CASEY
Aah! Ah!

Like lightning, Dude straddles Casey and begins to land 
punches. Casey covers his face.

Police SIRENS grow louder. Tires screeching outside, car 
doors slamming. 

Dude grabs papers lying close, shoves them down Casey's 
throat, choking him. Hissing. 

Casey’s lips turn blue, his eyes roll back into his head.

All of a sudden out of the dark, LARKIN, 25, a spicy handsome 
guy tackles Dude to the ground. 

Casey rolls out of the way, claws at his own face. He hooks 
the paper from his throat with his finger. Choking up, he 
catches his breath. 

Larkin and Dude wrestle and an iPod pops from his pocket.

Casey spots it, snatches the iPod.

The police sirens flicker blue-red onto the walls.
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Larkin takes a kick in the gut.

Dude runs off with the police in pursuit.

Pretending, Casey curls up in a fetus position, holds his 
shin then reaches for the counter top.

Larkin grabs Casey’s hand, pulls him to his feet. Long hair 
hides half of his face.

LARKIN
What a hellion, huh?

CASEY
Uhm... Uh.

LARKIN
I’m Larkin.

Casey nods. He focuses on a brochure lying on the counter.

INSERT - BROCHURE, which reads: “BEAUFORT'S NEW UNORTHODOX 
MUSIC TEACHER”

BACK TO SCENE

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Aren’t you gonna tell me your name? 

Casey takes a brochure, limps out.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Don’t mention it!

A flash light blinds them when a large silhouette of a 
uniform meets them at the entrance.

Casey squints, blocks the light blinding him. 

EXT. BEAUFORT, RIVER - NIGHT

Thousands of city lights reflect off the brook.

A Dark Figure kneels on the bank and stares out over the 
water. He pushes Sandy’s bloodied body into the water, but it 
gets stuck on a wet, decomposing carcass of a dog. He wangles 
it loose. 

Sandy’s corpse drifts deeper into the night. 
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EXT. CASEY’S HOUSE - NIGHT

A typical Gothic revival home with a steeply pitched roof and 
windows with arched panels. The porch looks out over the 
rural neighbourhood. 

INT. CASEY'S HOUSE - NIGHT

Casey sneaks through the front door. He throws out a ‘thumbs-
up’ before quietly shutting the door on the flashing red and 
blue lights from the police vehicles outside.  

Casey leans his back against the door, exhales and unfolds a 
piece of paper. The heading in big bold letters, reads:

“SUBPOENA IN A CIVIL CASE”

Casey slaps the document closed, hides it in his pocket. 
Feels at his bruised eye and licks the gash on his lip.

MILA (O.S.)
Casey! Kitchen... Now!

Casey sighs, drags his feet past the ragged books on the 
shelf to the 

KITCHEN

Mila paces around like a distressed tiger in a cage. She sees 
Casey’s face for the first time and slams a document onto the 
table, it reads, ‘Juilliard bursary application.’

MILA (CONT'D)
What the fuck, Casey. Again? 
Stealing is not a respectable 
career.

CASEY
Oh? And for you it is?

MILA
We live together and --

CASEY
-- Exactly! Who made you kingpin 
over me?

MILA
When will you stop blaming yourself 
for what happened to Eddy? 
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CASEY
Well, you never should’ve dated 
that asshole in the first place.

MILA
Are you joking?

CASEY
Just focus on your music.

Casey slides a chair closer, places himself at the far end of 
the kitchen table, staring at Mila over the pots and pans and 
one tissue box on the edge. 

MILA
Like you can tell the difference 
between an F sharp and an F art.

CASEY
I want you to succeed! Okay! You 
take care of us. I want to return 
the favor.

Casey swipes the pots and silverware from the counter top. 

Mila jumps in, restrains Casey from his outburst. They roll 
around, wrestling.

She pins him to the floor between the pots and utensils. 

MILA
Don’t, please! Stop!

With Mila lying on top of him, Casey fights back hard. 

CASEY
I hate you! 

With a high pitch squeal, Casey plunges his teeth into Mila’s 
shoulder. Locking his jaws together.

MILA
Aah! Aah! 

Mila rolls off Casey. Face blood red, she brushes the loose 
strands of hair from her face.

Casey crawls away, panting, drooling, flicking his fingers. 
Eyes locked on the floor.

MILA (CONT'D)
You want to help?
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CASEY
Yeah!

MILA
You really want to help?

CASEY (CONT'D)
Yes. I really want to...

Mila snatches the submission form from the table. Tears it 
into pieces. Junks it in the trash.

MILA (CONT'D)
I’m not going to end up like dad. 
Look where it got him. Six feet 
under in a fucking casket. That’s 
where you got him.

Mila’s face drops.

Casey quiet. 

Mila’s eyes well up. She feels over her bite wound. She sits 
down against the cupboard with her head in her hands.

MILA (CONT'D)
Dad was ten times the musician I 
am. I’m simply not good enough.

Casey burns to Mila.

MILA (CONT'D)
The dream’s too big. It’s too big 
of a commitment. 

Casey picks up the pots and pans, packs them away.

CASEY
So, the moment you feel the chill 
wind, you flake? 

Mila sniffs back her tears.

Casey sits down next to her, hands Mila the tissue box.

CASEY (CONT'D)
Dad believed in the dream. He 
always believed in you. 

Mila wipes her face, stares at Casey.

CASEY (CONT'D)
I get it. You think I’ll fuck it up 
for you. 

MILA
Casey --
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CASEY
-- It’s true. Accidents and death 
have surrounded me my whole life. 
First Mom and Dad, and then Eddy.

Mila cups Casey’s face in her palms. Smiles gently.

MILA
Sometimes dreams need to stay 
exactly that... dreams. 

CASEY
And sometimes they need a little 
adventure to find their breath.

INT. CASEY'S HOUSE, CASEY'S ROOM 

Unlike any other teenager’s crib. Everything has its place. 
To the normal eye - tidy. Even a hamster cage completes the 
perfect picture. 

Strolling in, Casey notices the desk at a slight angle, not 
in it’s usual spot. He slides it back to it’s original 
position. The force of moving it causes a hanging picture to 
shift. 

He retrieves a ruler from his drawer. Placing it on a picture 
on the wall and measures the distance between the adjacent 
image, he rearranges it. 

Casey flops onto his bed, stares at the wall. Frames display 
pictures of him holding many medals and trophies. 

He swipes at his phone and scrolls through a couple of 
pictures, stops at an image of himself laughing, with another 
boy, EDDY SEEGER, 17, holding a pair of drumsticks.   

Casey releases a big sigh. 

PEEP. PEEP. PEEP. PEEP. The phone alarm resounds.

He sits up and mutes it. Retrieves a vile from his drawer and 
unscrews the lid. Casey hooks a capsule with his finger and 
closes the lid before putting it back.

He slides the capsule into his pocket.

MRS AGNUS, a soft pet hamster, draws attention sprinting on a 
running wheel inside a cage.

CASEY
I know, Mrs Agnus. I know... 
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Casey gets up. Runs his fingers through the sawdust. 

CASEY (CONT'D)
Where’s Mr Niggels?

Mr Niggels lies belly-up in the corner. 

Casey prods Mr Niggels... nothing. Mr Niggels is Dead.

CASEY (CONT'D)
I know, I get scared too when we 
fight like that. 

Casey brings Mr Niggels close to his chest, strokes him.  

CASEY (CONT'D)
I didn’t mean for you to suffer.

KER-SHACK! Zipping loud whip-cracks come from outside.

Casey rubs his nose on Mr Niggels furr.

CASEY (CONT'D)
You'll never have to be afraid ever 
again, Mr Niggels. 

Casey opens his hands. Mr Niggels’ soft furry body lifeless.

KER-SHACK! Another whip CRACK!

Casey takes a moment, wipes his eyes and snorts back tears.

EXT. CASEY'S HOUSE, BACKYARD - NIGHT

KER-SHACK! Mila cracks a whip into the air. Mad as hell. 

Casey steps closer. He cups the dead Mr Niggels in his palms.

CASEY
Lift your elbow. 

MILA
Easy for you to say. You’re good at 
everything.

CASEY
True. Now, keep it horizontal over 
your head. 

Mila rolls her eyes, keeps going at it.
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MILA
Thought you’d be with your lay? 
Pamela, was it?

CASEY
I’m going to the river. 

Mila winces at Mr Niggels in Casey’s hand.

CASEY (CONT'D)
He hasn’t been feeling himself 
lately. I think he was sick.

Mila kisses Mr Niggels.

Casey fiddles with his fingers. Feels at his pocket.

CASEY (CONT'D)
Your music, it’s legit.

MILA
Whatever.

CASEY
Whatever.

Casey stares at her, silent. He pulls a document from his 
pants, sticks it into the leather belt around Mila’s waist. 

MILA
What are you doing?

Casey stays out of her way. Grins.

Mila opens the document.

MILA (CONT'D)
It's a Juilliard bursary 
application.

CASEY
Always helps to have a couple of 
spare ones in my drawer. 

Mila plunges the paper into Casey’s chest.

MILA
Where does Sandy go for lessons?

Casey shrugs.

MILA (CONT'D)
I want to know who coaches her. 
She’s good. I’ll be better. 
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CASEY
I’m surprised. 

MILA
Why? 

CASEY
I don’t know. You said dreams are --

MILA
I know what I said Casey but I 
still want to play.

Casey’s smile disappears. 

CASEY
You still mad at me?

MILA
What you did... The pope would’ve 
reacted exactly the same way if 
he’d been taking the stupid 
narcotics they had you take. 

CASEY
I want to make it up to you. How 
can I -- 

MILA
-- You can’t. Stop asking me that.

Casey scans the document.

CASEY
It says you have seven days left to 
submit an audition.

MILA
Yeah, smart ass. And come up with 
something special. 

Casey dips his hand into his pocket. Retrieves the ruffled 
brochure from the music store, trying to straighten it. 

CASEY
Maybe, he can help you.

He holds the brochure out to Mila.

MILA
What’s this?
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CASEY
You’ll be the best piano player out 
there. That’s what you want, right?

Mila’s buzz dilutes.

CASEY (CONT'D)
A way to redeem myself.

MILA
Casey, this is ode expensive. 

CASEY
I’ll put in extra hours at MR 
Seegers. He follows me on Instagram 
and likes my posts. We talk a lot.

Mila smiles at Casey. He reads out loud from the pamphlet.

CASEY (CONT'D)
Uhm, it says he spent years 
learning and studying Appalachian 
music in West Virginia. Listen to 
this... Often praised for his 
capacity to sound new and old at 
once, Larkin... Larkin?

He looks up at Mila.

CASEY (CONT'D)
Wait a minute!

MILA
What’s up? Read on, I’m listening.

Mila grabs the pamphlet, reads it herself.

MILA (CONT'D)
Larkin anchors his music in the 
space where tradition and 
innovation intersect. 

Mila’s eyes are bright and engaged.

MILA (CONT'D)
Sounds super-cool.

CASEY
Casey wants a dope teacher to train 
his sister. Anything to stay ahead 
of the game but not this --

Mila wraps her arms around Casey. 

16.



17.

MILA
You’re the bestest brother forever 
and ever. I love you.

Casey stares ahead and smiles, it’s great to feel valued.

CASEY
So you’re not mad at me anymore?

Mila pulls back.

MILA
Geeze-like, Casey. Fuck. 

Their eyes meet. Casey gets the message and leaves.

CASEY
Oh, Mila... Pamela is not my lay.

EXT. BEAUFORT, RIVER - NIGHT

Thousands of city lights reflect from the brook.

Casey stands on the bank and stares out over the water. He 
kneels down and carefully submerges his hands into the water, 
opens his hands as Mr Niggles floats from his palms.

Mr Niggles drifts away with the current.

CASEY
Thank you, Mr Niggles. You were a 
good friend. 

Casey gets up and keeps his eyes on Mr Niggles until he can’t 
see him anymore.

He notices a wet decomposing carcass of a dog. Stuck, where 
the water meets the soil. 

Casey retrieves the capsule from his pocket and separates the 
cap from the body, tipping the powder into the water.

INT. PAMELA’S APARTMENT, BEDROOM - NIGHT

Casey swings his legs off the side of the bed. One shin 
bruised, the duvet hiding the important parts. He has an 
inward gaze.

PAMELA TYSON, 25, a sleazy tattoo exhibitionist reaches over 
and takes Casey’s shoulder.
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PAMELA
Why are you so hung up over that 
crap, anyway? 

CASEY
I told you before. It’s for Mila. 
I’m just not a big fan of this guy.

PAMELA
She’s gonna be a pianist one day?

Casey massages his eyes.

PAMELA (CONT'D)
How’s pick pocketing going to help 
her do that? She should fuck her 
way to the top. It’s easier.

Casey flicks his gaze upward.

PAMELA (CONT'D)
Hey, I thought about something.

CASEY
Yeah, about what?

PAMELA
You know, how we fuck.

CASEY
Seriously?

PAMELA
Let’s crank it up a notch.

CASEY
Crank? Notch?

PAMELA
It’s a surprise. Are you keen?

CASEY
Sure. Whatever.

Pamela leans over to the bedside table and snorts up a line 
of white lady. She rubs the remaining powder into her gums.

PAMELA
Up for some happy dust?

She presses her naked body against Casey’s back. Her nose 
still white, Pamela bite-kisses him in the neck. 

18.



19.

PAMELA (CONT'D)
How lucky am I? I’m boning my own 
personal wikipedia with a pulse. 

CASEY
That’s not funny.

PAMELA
I only get swipes to the right, you 
should know. 

She pulls him back and launches herself into a straddle over 
him, starts to ride Casey.

PAMELA (CONT'D)
But this is much more fun.

Casey notices paint on Pamela’s earlobe. He rubs at it with 
his fingers. A little bit of paint rubs off. 

CASEY
What’s this?

Pamela kisses his hand, sucks his finger. 

PEEP. PEEP. PEEP. PEEP. Casey’s phone alarm resounds.

Casey pulls Pamela off, rolls out from under her.

PAMELA
What the fuck? Dick head.

Casey slips on trousers and dives into his shirt. He glances 
at Pamela high and dry on the bed.

CASEY
Routine. Time’s up.

INT. CASEY’S HOUSE, CASEY’S ROOM - DAY

The sun creeps over the window sill.

Casey lies wrapped up, as if in a cocoon under his duvet. 
Only his eyes are visible. 

Mila sits cross-legged at the foot of the bed. She stares at 
Casey sleeping, the brochure unruffled in front of her. She 
showers him with hamster pellets. 

Casey starts awake, jerks upright.

Mila moves over to the cupboard, flings a shirt and pants 
onto Casey’s bed.
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MILA
Get up. 

CASEY
Get up!

MILA
Stop stimming. Let’s go.

Mila bends over and snatches the brochure from the bed, 
waving it before Casey’s face.

MILA (CONT'D)
Yesterday you wanted to be my 
agent, and now you’re Mr Sloth-
ball. Come on, get up!

Mila slaps him on the cheeks.

CASEY
Okay. Okay. 

MILA
Casey. Focus. Call him and tell him 
we’re coming. Today.

CASEY
Why must I call him? You call him.

Casey rubs the sleep from his eyes.

MILA
Oh, and Mr Seeger, he’s fine with 
you coming in late. 

CASEY
But...

MILA
No buts. 

CASEY
No time. My routine --

MILA
-- Do you want me to have the best 
teacher or not?

CASEY
You know I run every morning.

MILA
One day won’t kill you.

20.



21.

Mila plucks the duvet from the bed. It reveals Casey dangling 
in the buff.

MILA (CONT'D)
Casey! What the fuck?

Mila covers her eyes in shock. 

MILA (CONT'D)
Okay. So many questions right now.

INT. LARKIN'S APARTMENT - DAY

Larkin opens the door. He wears a loose shirt and funky skull 
cap. His long hair canopies his mysterious eyes, revealing a 
nasty scar on his face. He smiles. 

Casey and Mila fill the door frame. 

Instantly spell-bound by his charm, Mila gazes Larkin. 

LARKIN
Hi, I’m Larkin. Please, come in.  

Another STUDENT rushes to the door. Stops. Quickly turns and 
kisses Larkin on the cheek. Sobbing, she slips out between 
Casey and his sister. 

For a moment, her eyes meet with Mila’s - Do I recognize you?

CASEY
Why is she crying? 

MILA
Casey! 

LARKIN
You must be Casey? And you’re Mila?

Larkin reaches out, takes her hands and examines them.

CASEY
Did you hurt her?

Mila clears her throat, glares at Casey.

LARKIN
He’s got the right to ask. Casey, 
music is a deep emotional 
experience. You must be willing to 
die to reach the paramount point of 
creative expression. 
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MILA
That’s beautiful.

CASEY
(to Mila)

That’s stupid.

LARKIN
More like letting go of your 
limiting and perfectionist mind. 
Are you willing to let it go?

Mila, hypnotized by Larkin’s allure nods her head.

CASEY
This guy’s a psycho. Let’s go Mila.

Mila snaps out of it, kicks Casey in the injured shin. 

Casey flops over with pain, but composes himself. Recovers.

Larkin grins at Casey’s painful over-reaction. 

LARKIN
Well, like I said to you over the 
phone, my schedule only allows for 
a specific amount of students. 
Right now, I’m chockablock.

CASEY
Chockablock. Cue to exit.

MILA
After hours. I’m good for it.

Mila throws her eyes at Casey, who rolls his eyes.

LARKIN
You read my leaflets?

Mila nods.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
My methods are unlike you’ll find 
with any other teacher.

CASEY
Unorthodox-a-ly.

LARKIN
Once you’re in, there’s no pressing 
the snooze button on your 
commitment. Understood?
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Mila and Casey glance at each other.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Well then, how rude of me. Please.

He leads Casey and Mila to the 

MUSIC ROOM

Mila immediately sits down at the piano. She starts playing.

Larkin abruptly slaps her hands. Mila stops. Casey darts a 
look at Larkin.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
First things first, my darling. 
You’re going to stay. And this is 
why --

Casey crunches his eyes at Larkin.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
-- One. We need to get to know each 
other first. Mila’s lessons will be 
tailored to her specific needs.

CASEY
She wants to go to Juilliard.

Larkin takes out a digital recorder, puts it on the piano.

LARKIN
Pardon the dated technology but I 
lost my other one. This one will do 
just fine. We’ll keep good records 
and notes of everything you play.

CASEY
That was two.

LARKIN
You’re smart. I never stop 
learning. I intend to continue 
being a student myself.

Mila smiles.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Casey, please make yourself 
comfortable in the waiting area. 
Help yourself to some sweet aid. 
The little ones love sweet aid.
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CASEY
I hate sweet aid.

Casey and Larkin stare at each other. Larkin smiles.

MILA
Go. It’s okay. I’ll be fine.

Casey steps out.

Larkin suspicious of Casey.

MILA (CONT'D)
He’ll be fine. Casey’s a little 
different but you don’t have to 
worry about him. 

Larkin forces a smile. 

LARKIN
Now, have you had any other 
training before?

Mila nods.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Forget everything you’ve learned. 
We have less than a week to get 
your compositions market ready...

MILA
Market ready?

LARKIN
Yes... even Juilliard will want to 
know if your work is marketable.

Larkin takes Mila’s left hand, places it onto the keys, then 
her right.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Please.

Breathing in, Mila plays a piece of music. Her fingers 
trickle fast then bounce. Gracious. 

Tears well up in Larkin’s eyes. He proudly cries, sits next 
to her as she finishes.

MILA
I know. It’s ten pounds of shit in 
a five-pound bag.

She surrenders with a shy laugh. 

24.



25.

LARKIN
Your musicality. Unmatched. 
Astounding.

Mila turns red in the face. Drops her head.

Larkin’s amazement disappears. 

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Listen. You have exceptional skill. 
It was smooth. Like a well-aged 
whiskey. But then it had an edge to 
it, a tang, like sucking on a lemon 
to keep you alert.

Larkin gets up. 

LARKIN (CONT'D)
It’s as if you have a knowing of 
the bigger picture. The detail. And 
the most seemingly insignificant 
nuances you embraced with care. 
Everything was meant to be there. 
Nothing was without purpose.

MILA
Wow!

LARKIN
Now that, is called good 
stewardship. 

Mila breathes in every compliment. She bites her lip and lay 
her eyes on him.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
I’m used to people staring.

MILA
What happened?

Larkin turns his face away. Admires the piano keys.  

LARKIN
Are you always this inquisitive? 

MILA
Not really. Sorry. 

LARKIN
It’s okay. Naughty boys, my brother 
and I. We didn’t listen. So, I ran 
through a glass window.
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Larkin pulls down the shirt over his shoulder. Many healed 
lesions and cuts decorate his toned physique.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
I was the lucky one.

MILA
I’m so sorry.

LARKIN
You apologize a lot for things that 
weren’t your fault?

Mila moves close to Larkin, pierces him with her eyes. 

Larkin studies Mila’s face, inhales.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Yeah, I can’t help you.

Mila pulls back. Cleans her throat.

MILA
What? Why?

LARKIN
There are numerous temptations in 
the music world. You need the 
highest standards and not stray 
from them. 

MILA
I won’t. The pamphlet said you 
unlock award winning compositions. 
I need to compose something 
unforgettable I can submit. 

Larkin gets up and rushes over to the 

PRIVATE ROOM

He leans against the entrance and watches a fascinated Casey, 
before hundreds of folders. Each with a different recording 
device taped to their backs. 

On the far end, Casey notices a weird shrine made up of 
severed owl parts and kitty litter in the corner. 

Next to it, a folder with the title 'SANDY - EXHALE'

CASEY
(to himself)

Shit.
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CLICK. The light suddenly goes out. Pitch black.

LARKIN
Music lesson is over.

Casey spins around. 

Mila rushes in, drags Casey out to the front door.

Mila and Larkin’s eyes meet. 

Larkin softly takes her hand and mouths.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Come back tonight.

The front door slams shut.

EXT. PARK, SIDEWALK - DAY

Ducks and swans paddle in a pond while KIDS laugh and yell. A 
bicycle squeaks by on the meandering path.

With Mila playing catch up, Casey locomotes through the herd 
of children and knocks two of them to the ground. 

Mila quick to help them up, eyeing around to spot any vicious 
parents. She jumps up and darts toward her hasty brother.

MILA
I like him.

CASEY
He’s a freak.

MILA
This was your idea.

Mila grabs Casey by the elbow and plucks him to a halt.

MILA (CONT'D)
Snap out of it. Do you see any 
other options running around in 
this god-forsaken town? 

Casey sighs.

CASEY
You made me miss my run this 
morning. For what? Him?

27.



28.

MILA
What’s up? What’re you not telling 
me? 

Casey flicks his fingers.

CASEY
It’s about Sandy.

MILA
Forget about Sandy. 

CASEY
Larkin has a folder with her name 
on it. 

MILA
Maybe she was a student of his.

CASEY
Yeah! Exactly!

MILA
Don’t you see? You found Sandy’s 
teacher. Larkin is my only chance. 

Casey paces from side to side. Fingers flicking.

MILA (CONT'D)
Are you in? Or are you out? Come 
on. I need you in this.

CASEY
I’m late.

Casey jolts ahead. 

MILA
I’m going back tonight!

Mila watches as her brother stampedes away.

EXT. BEAUFORT STREET - DAY

Casey rushes away and notices a couple of up-to-no-good TEENS 
down the road. They sneer and point at him.

Casey stops, eyes frantic for an alternative route. He veers 
off his original path. 

The Teens scatter and run after Casey.
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INT. BEAUFORT MUSIC STORE - DAY

Two GUYS in flak jackets fit a new window to the front of the 
store.

Casey stealths in, tip toes to his station. Bug-eyed and out 
of breath, he checks the street behind him. 

MR SEEGER (O.S.)
Late again!

MR. CHARLES SEEGER, 45, a hairy Sasquatch of a man, rises 
behind the messy counter. He types on the computer and 
squints at the screen.

CASEY
Late again. 

Casey scans the place.

CASEY (CONT'D)
Mr Seeger. What happened here?

The group of Teens stroll past the front of the store. They 
keep Casey in their sight, wave at him and run off.

MR SEEGER
You know what I’m doing Casey?

CASEY
I don’t but I’m sure it’s hard... 
to pronounce.

Mr. Seeger flexes his fingers, calls Casey closer. Whispers.

MR SEEGER
One of our clients was brutally 
murdered two days ago. Sandy Young. 
Remember her?

Casey freezes for a moment - What? Then shakes his head - NO

MR SEEGER (CONT'D)
I saw her grow up. She had more 
potential than Beaufort’s urbanites 
put together. Such strong values 
and ideals.

CASEY
What happened?
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MR SEEGER
What’s this town coming to? First 
Sandy and now this! It’s barbaric. 
Why would anyone do such a thing?

Casey stares at Mr Seeger.

Mr. Seeger raffles through the papers messing up the order on 
his desk.

MR SEEGER (CONT'D)
Always thought she would be the 
next big concert pianist. Something 
my son will never be.

CASEY
Eddy was only a drummer. Never as 
good as Sandy.

Mr. Seeger accidentally inflicts a paper cut to his finger. 
Staring at the blood surfacing, he sucks it off. 

MR SEEGER
Why would you say something like 
that? Shame on you.

Casey keeps his eye-line to the floor.

Mr. Seeger lifts a dark pouch from beneath the counter. 
Plunks it.

Casey lifts his head, spots the pouch.

CASEY
What’s that?

MR SEEGER
I’m a compassionate guy. I 
genuinely care and want the best 
for you but not if you’re going to 
act like a black marketeer.

Casey swallows.

MR SEEGER (CONT'D)
Thieves are bad. When you steal 
you’re a thief.

Throws the pouch at Casey.

MR SEEGER (CONT'D)
I can help you fix your problems 
Casey but stealing is not going to 
cut it. Take it back. Now. 

(MORE)
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No more stealing. Never ever steal! 
You hear me! Never.

CASEY
Yes, take it back.

Mr. Seeger continues to clean.

CASEY (CONT'D)
How long ago did you see Eddy? 

Mr. Seeger thrusts to a standstill.

MR SEEGER
I try to visit him as often as I 
can. Hard seeing Eddy like that... 
knowing what he could’ve been. 

Casey steps back to his station. Glancing over his shoulder. 
Times it. Then, unhooks a pair of drumsticks from the shelf 
without Mr. Seeger noticing. 

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL, EDDY’S ROOM - DAY

Heavy curtains hang across a secured window and a bed with 
sterile sheets sit in the corner. There are numerous sets of 
drumsticks still in their wrapping on a basic desk. Other 
musical accessories lie scattered around the space. 

Eddy Seeger, now 18, a brain-damaged invalid sits in a 
wheelchair, trapped in a body that no longer functions. A 
disfigured smile lights up his face when Casey puts the new 
drumsticks down on his lap.

Casey takes the plastic cup of water on the desk. As he 
assists Eddy to drink, water spills onto Eddy’s face.

CASEY
Oops. Sorry.

Casey scouts the room, finally uses his own shirt to dry 
Eddy’s cheeks.

CASEY (CONT'D)
Here, I’ll open it for you.

Casey unwraps the drumsticks. Turning Eddy’s wheelchair to 
face the bed. Casey flops onto the bed.

He plays air drums, making matching sound effects. Going 
crazy. One stick flies from his grip, crashes against the 
opposite wall. 

MR SEEGER (CONT'D)
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Eddy laughs.

Casey goes after the drumstick and notices a picture of 
himself, Eddy and Mila, arms around each other in front of a 
band setup.

CASEY (CONT'D)
It was awesome to watch you play. 
You were real good.

Casey sits on the carpet before Eddy, crosses his legs. He 
reaches for the pouch on the bed, plays with it in his lap.

CASEY (CONT'D)
Gina’s dead. Sandy’s dead. She’s 
number two. She was Mila’s 
competition. Since they were kids. 
Everyone in Beaufort knows they 
weren’t getting along.

Eddy stares at Casey, no expression.

CASEY (CONT'D)
I’m doing better.

Casey puts his hands on one of Eddy’s feet, pulls it closer. 
He rubs Eddy’s feet.

CASEY (CONT'D)
I love my sister and I have to help 
her. Mila is going to be the best. 
Why didn’t you listen? 

Casey stops and darts a look.

CASEY (CONT'D)
Pamela? We’re cool. She teaches me 
how to bone... and other stuff like 
you taught me things. I guess she’s 
a friend and makes me feel good. 

Casey moves over to Eddy’s other foot. Pauses.

CASEY (CONT'D)
I see how the people close to the 
lake throw their pets in the river 
when they want to say goodbye. 
Cats. Dogs. Maybe the river will 
take them somewhere nice? 

Casey places back Eddy’s foot. Their eyes meet.
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CASEY (CONT'D)
Eddy’s much nicer now. He doesn’t 
talk back. He doesn’t curse or hurt 
me or Mila anymore. 

Casey gets up.

CASEY (CONT'D)
I hope Gina and Sandy are somewhere 
nice now? There was no reason for 
someone to teach them a lesson. I 
want Mila to be the best, don’t 
you? 

Casey’s eyes fill with tears. His face distorts. He flicks 
his fingers. Paces back and forth.

CASEY (CONT'D)
Why didn’t you get out? When the 
car hit the water the trunk opened 
up and you could get out. 

Casey becomes infuriated. His angry words can’t contain his 
spit. It spurts onto his chin.

CASEY (CONT'D)
You could’ve gotten out!

Casey wipes his face.

CASEY (CONT'D)
I’m sorry. I’m sorry. You want 
peace.  

Casey retrieves the iPod he snatched from Larkin, hands it to 
Eddy.

CASEY (CONT'D)
I’m trying to make better friends. 
You can’t choose my friends for me. 
Not anymore. I’m doing better, 
Eddy. Much better. I am. 

Plugs the EarPods into Eddy’s ears, presses play. 

Eddy closes his eyes, a tear rolls down his cheek.

INT. BEAUFORT MUSIC STORE - DAY

Mr Seeger thumbs through documents, pecks on a calculator at 
the counter. 
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In the back, Casey packs new stock onto the shelves and scans 
both ways down the aisles. His eyes lock on the piano at the 
back of the store. There’s a sign that reads: 

DON’T TOUCH THE INSTRUMENTS 

Casey returns his attention to rearranging the rack. 

All of a sudden, the sound of a beautiful sonata comes from 
the back of the store. Casey whips his head around. 

Larkin sits before the piano, runs his fingers across the 
keys, highly skilled.

Casey sneaks closer. 

The melody builds to its climax as Larkin’s hands jump up and 
down, climbing toward the higher notes. 

Casey stares at the piano keys as Larkin’s flexible fingers 
play the top octave. Casey wipes the sweat from his brows.

CLUNK! Suddenly the top octave gets stuck. Larkin tries 
again. CLUNK! Stuck again. CLUNK! CLINK!

Casey jumps closer, lifts the lid of the grand piano and 
takes out a black pouch. The keys work again. 

MR SEEGER (O.S.)
Casey?

Mr Seeger stampedes closer but his thumping softens when he 
sees Larkin.

LARKIN
I want it.

Larkin points to the piano.

Mr Seeger stares at Larkin then at Casey, puts on his 
figurative business hat and smiles. He steps in, shakes 
Larkin’s hand.

MR SEEGER
Sure, only the best for Beaufort’s 
number one music teacher. I’ll get 
the paperwork ready.

He darts a look at Casey.

MR SEEGER (CONT'D)
Casey! Get to your packing and stop 
bothering Mr...
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Larkin is quick.

LARKIN
Larkin! You may call me Larkin.

Mr Seeger and Larkin still hand-locked.

MR SEEGER
Casey. Go get us some coffees at 
the back.

Casey’s eyes ping-pong between the two men.

CASEY
Coffees from the back. Sure.

Casey marches to the 

KITCHENETTE

He hides the pouch in the top cupboard and prepares the 
coffee machine, places a paper cup at the spout. 

LARKIN (O.S.)
Why hide it in the piano?

Casey jumps, spills the entire coffee on the floor.

CASEY
Shit. 

Larkin snatches the mop in the corner, starts to sweep the 
floor. Smooth.

LARKIN
Didn’t know you worked here.

CASEY
I don’t think you can help Mila. 

Casey dunks the empty cup in the trash.

LARKIN
I know. I’m awkward sometimes when 
I’m in teaching mode. 

Casey reaches for another paper cup but Larkin leans in, 
already with one in his hand. He gives it to Casey.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Mila is talented. 

Casey stops what he is doing.
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CASEY
I don’t like you.

LARKIN
I understand. You don’t trust me. 
But your sister is going to need 
all the support she can get.

CASEY
I don’t like people who hurt my 
sister.

LARKIN
I’m not here to hurt Mila.

CASEY
Not here to hurt Mila. You won’t 
like me when that happens.

LARKIN
Promise. Cross my new piano and 
hope to die in it.

Casey pulls back his neck, crunches his nose.

Larkin sticks out his hand.

CASEY
You’re freakin’ weird, man.

LARKIN
Cool cats?

Casey looks to Larkin's feet, extends his hand. 

Larkin smirks. They shake. 

LARKIN (CONT'D)
I’m new in town and I’m going to 
need a buddy to show me around.

Casey hands Larkin his cup of coffee.

Larkin notices the pouch inside the open cupboard.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Hey, you wouldn’t know anything 
about a pickpocket in town? 

Casey shakes his head, heads for the exit.

Larkin narrows his eyes at Casey.
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LARKIN (CONT'D)
Casey. We should stand together. It 
seems like all the talented ones in 
this town, don’t last. It would be 
a pity if something should happen 
to Mila like those other girls. 

CASEY
Can you get my sister to Juilliard?

LARKIN
That’s just the beginning. With her 
talent... I can make her famous.

CASEY
No. That wouldn’t be necessary. 
Just Juilliard. 

Larkin’s voice drops in pitch. 

LARKIN
Deal.

CASEY
You jog?

LARKIN
Sometimes.

Casey nods his head, almost like those plastic puppies on the 
dash of an avid trucker. He slips out. 

CASEY
Let’s go. Must charge up.

INT. LARKIN'S APARTMENT, MINI BAR - NIGHT

Mila lingers before a grand display of alcoholic drinks on a 
glass shelf. It’s lit by an ultraviolet light. Her eyes catch 
a full bottle of transparent liquid with dead mice bundled at 
the bottom.

She whims a shiver. 

LARKIN (O.S.)
Baby mice wine.

Larkin hands Mila a glass of juice.

MILA
You have dead baby mice in wine?
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LARKIN
You know the song three-blind-mice?

MILA
Nope.

Larkin whistles the first few notes.

MILA (CONT'D)
Still nothing.

LARKIN
It tastes better than it sounds.

MILA
I have a curfew.

LARKIN
Right. This way madam.

Larkin steps over to the spanking new piano in the corner. 
Pulls out the stool. 

MILA
She’s beautiful.

Mila sits down, Larkin stands behind her. 

MILA (CONT'D)
Sheet music?

LARKIN
No my dear, Mila. You want to get 
into Juilliard. 

MILA
But...

LARKIN
These lessons don’t require flimsy 
onion skin. It only requires that 
you feel.

MILA
Feelings.

LARKIN
Music makes us feel. 

Larkin brushes down against her back, reaches for her hands 
pinched between her thighs. She jolts. His gentle touch calms 
her reaction. 
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LARKIN (CONT'D)
Life is one grand, sweet song, so 
start the music. Make me feel.

Larkin places her hands on the keys and leans in, cheek to 
cheek. He sinks his fingers between hers, spreads them apart. 

Mila breathes in. Nervously closes her eyes and feels 
Larkin’s stubble against the side of her face.

Mila plays a couple of notes.

Larkin whispers.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Three blind mice!

Mila bounces with fright, retracting her hands from the keys.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
What are you doing? 

She recovers to playing position - What the hell?

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Music is not for every single 
person that walks the planet.

Larkin squeezes his palms around Mila’s waist and presses his 
thumbs up against her spine. She sits up.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Sitting bones into the stool. Like 
tilting before thrusting. Slowly to 
get the juices flowing. Marvellous. 

Mila plays. Beautiful as she composes a masterpiece.

Larkin steps back. He takes out a device and presses the 
record button, then hides it between all the alcohol.    

He sits next to Mila, his back facing the keys. He tears up 
as Mila brings the composition to a slow pianissimo.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Casey.

Mila rolls her eyes.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
He’s different.

MILA
God. 
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LARKIN
Asperger's?

Glancing at her watch, Mila jumps up, rockets for the door. 

On her heels, Larkin grabs Mila’s arm moments before she 
exits the apartment. He plucks her to a halt in the open door 
looking out into the hallway. 

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Is he going to be a problem?

MILA
He’s my biggest fan and I’m not 
even famous.

LARKIN
Yet.

MILA
I’m only interested in getting 
to...

LARKIN
Julliard. I know. You two have that 
in common.

Larkin steps closer to Mila. Caressing her arms up and down. 
Then strokes her cheek with the back of his fingers.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Don’t let anyone hold you back.

One of the doors in the hallway opens and a curious NEIGHBOUR 
peaks around the corner. 

Larkin locks on the neighbour, shakes his head.

Neighbour grunts and slams his door.

MILA
Casey wants only what’s best for 
me. He can be a bit --

LARKIN
-- Weird --

MILA
-- Over-protective sometimes but I 
trust him more than anything. 

LARKIN
Do you trust me?
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Larkin, now brushing his lips against hers, kisses her. 
Again. Mila reciprocates. 

Larkin pulls back but stays close.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Good.

He closes the door in Mila’s face.

EXT. LARKIN’S APARTMENT, HALLWAY - NIGHT

Mila touches her lips and tips back her neck, wow.

INT. CASEY'S HOUSE, CORRIDOR - DAY

Oily wet hair, Casey wonders through the corridor. Sweat 
stains his jersey. 

Mila appears from her room.

MILA
You didn’t have to take him jogging 
around the lake.

CASEY
I didn’t know he was coming.  

MILA
So, now you’re buddies?

CASEY
Look, the one moment I’m alone, the 
next thing I see he’s next to me 
trying to keep up.

MILA
This is good, right?

CASEY
Yeah, and now he’s hanging out in 
my room.

Smirking, Casey passes his sister and into

CASEY’S ROOM

Without making a sound, Casey cups his pet hamster in his 
palms, leans against the door frame.

He watches Larkin rummaging the bedside table while drying 
his hair with a bathing towel, unaware of Casey lurking. 
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Casey engrosses himself in all the scars on Larkin’s torso.

CASEY (CONT'D)
On a treasure hunt?

Larkin jerks to a standstill. Thinks.

LARKIN
My shirt. Can’t find it.

Casey moves to a shirt, hanging over the back of his desk 
chair and flings it at Larkin.

Larkin catches it, points at the rodent in Casey’s hand.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
May I? May I hold it?

Casey hands Mrs Agnus to Larkin.

CASEY
Mrs Agnus won’t pee on you.

LARKIN
You weren’t joking before, about 
running. 

CASEY
I know. 

LARKIN
Yeah, well spending eighty five 
percent of your day sitting in 
front of a piano, has its perks. 

Holds his hand up in spirit fingers.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Did Mila tell you? We have another 
session.

CASEY
It went well then?

LARKIN
You can’t rush these things. 

Larkin gestures with his hand holding Mrs Agnus.

Casey clenches and unclenches his fists.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Where did you get that pouch?
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CASEY
Where did you get that pouch?

LARKIN
You know what I’m talking about. 
You had it at the music store. The 
one with all the gadgets?

Casey stares at Larkin, poker-faced.

CASEY
The room at your apartment. Why all 
the folders?

LARKIN
My friend, none of your business.

CASEY
So is the pouch. Not your business.

The two stare at each other.

LARKIN
Do you like Mrs. Agnus? 

Larkin strokes Mrs. Agnus’ head.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
She’s important to you, right?

CASEY
Yeah. She’s important to me.

LARKIN
And you’ll be mad if something 
happens to her?

Larkin pinches Mrs. Agnus’ skin at the back of her neck and 
dangles the hamster in mid-air. Squeaking.

CASEY
It’s nothing. I collect things.

LARKIN
Okay. And you haven’t collected a 
particular iPod by mistake?

Casey is quiet.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Casey. I like my iPod. It’s very 
important to me. 
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CASEY
I’ll keep my ears to the ground.

At that moment, Mila turns the corner and leans in. She is 
dressed to the nines, waves a document.

Casey jumps forward and grabs Mrs. Agnus from Larkin’s hands. 
She’s safe. Phew.

LARKIN
Gorgeous. 

MILA
(to Casey)

Will you help me fill this out? 

LARKIN
I’ll do it.

Casey darts a look at Larkin.

Mila hugs Casey and kisses him on the cheek. 

MILA
You’re the best. 

CASEY
You’re the best.

Casey probes as Mila pulls Larkin away. 

MILA (O.S.)
Now go to work! You don’t want to 
push Mr Seeger too far.

Casey lowers Mrs. Agnus. She scurries away and hides in the 
sawdust. He turns his hand. It’s wet.

CASEY
Argh! Mrs. Agnus! Seriously?

INT. CASEY’S HOUSE, MILA'S ROOM - DAY

Atop the desk against the wall, hangs a leather pouch and a 
whip, neatly from a mount. Next to it a couple of medals, 
mostly first place awards.

Larkin sits on the bed. He pages through the documents, 
vising the pen with his teeth. 

Mila sits close in adoration and makes sure her shoulder 
touches his. 
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Larkin’s eyes catch a picture on the bedside table. It’s a 
photograph of Mila laughing with Eddy, arms wrapped around 
each other.

Mila flips the picture face down and pretends as if 
everything’s okay. She sits closer to Larkin.

LARKIN
And here you go. All you need now 
is an audition piece.

He hands her the filled out papers. 

MILA
Thanks.

LARKIN
Don’t thank me yet.

MILA
No. I mean it. What you’re doing 
for Casey. 

LARKIN
Casey sure is different. 

Mila goes to the window and gazes out over the yard. 

MILA
Asperger's.

LARKIN
I didn’t mean to pry. 

Larkin moves to the exit, about to leave.

Loud sobs escape Mila, Larkin stops.

MILA
He hasn’t had a real friend in a 
while. Casey stole a car, he had 
beaten a boy half to death. Shoved 
him in the trunk and drove it into 
the river. 

She points to the prone picture on the bedside table.

MILA (CONT'D)
He was a friend. A drummer. 

LARKIN
He was beaten half to death?
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Mila goes to her docking station, presses play. A track comes 
on. She picks up the picture, glints at it.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Nice track.

MILA
He told me I was his muse. Silly.

LARKIN
Wait. Did you mean Casey --

MILA
-- Please, you cannot tell Casey I 
told you.

Larkin air-zips his lips.

MILA (CONT'D)
I don’t visit Eddy anymore.

LARKIN
Wait, Eddy Seeger, as in the son of 
Mr Seeger?

Larkin aghast.

MILA
It would've been better if Casey 
just killed him. 

LARKIN
Why do you say that?

Mila lowers her eyes - Well, it’s true.

MILA
Please Larkin, Mr Seeger doesn’t 
know. If he finds out... One can 
only imagine what he’ll do...

Larkin takes Mila’s hands in his.

LARKIN
He misses you, I’m sure. I’ll go 
with you, if you want. You know, to 
visit him. I think you should.

Mila sobs on his chest.

MILA
Seeing Eddy like that... Casey’s 
not a bad person. 

(MORE)
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He is getting treatment. He’s 
trying. I know it. It’s just -- 

LARKIN
-- You can say it.

MILA
He gets real angry sometimes.

She lifts her head, searches Larkin’s eyes.

MILA (CONT'D)
You’re the first person in a long 
time wanting to engage with him. I 
think that’s nice. Not like that 
tinder-bitch Pamela, he just met. 
She just wants to fuck his brains 
out. She could’ve been his mother.

LARKIN
And us? In the days they used real 
cactus needles in record players, I 
could’ve been your father.

Mila sits up, teases.

MILA
Oh, so there’s an ‘us’ now?

LARKIN
I never thought you’d ask.

Mila punches Larkin’s shoulder.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Ladies and gents, the punch of 
acceptance.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Casey pedals at a ponderous pace. The sound of teens laughing 
behind him, draws his attention. 

It’s the same neighbourhood teens following. They scheme and 
point at Casey. He pedals faster.

Casey stands up, harnesses all the power in his muscles and 
throws his chin back over his shoulder. 

The boys snicker, tease him and closes in at a rapid pace 
with their hill-crusher legs.

MILA (CONT'D)
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Casey faces the front and notices another BULLY waiting for 
him. SWOOSH! He swerves into an adjacent pathway leading to a 

FIELD

His bicycle rattles over the gravel down the hill. First a 
tree. Then a bush. 

A large GIRL swings a backpack at Casey speeding past. BAM! 
It smacks him hard in the face and sends him plunging to the 
ground. Casey eats dirt. Dizzy.

The rest close in with their bicycles and skid to a stop. 
Clouds of dust fly. 

Girl tackles Casey before he can get his senses straight. Her 
heavy weight winds him.

Like a pack of wild dogs the others prey over them while 
ransacking Casey’s bag, turning it’s insides out. 

BOY #1
I can’t find it!

BOY #2
Shit. Check the freak’s pockets.

The boys scour Casey’s pockets while they punch and kick his 
ribs. Another pulls at his hair.

BOY #1
He doesn’t have it. 

BOY #2
Fucking weirdo.

BOY #1
Swerve doe!

The girl kicks Casey in the gut then makes a break for it. 
The rest follow suit, run off with their bicycles.

Casey moans, clenching his teeth while holding his stomach.

INT. CASEY’S HOUSE, MILA’S ROOM - DAY

Mila shakes her head.

LARKIN
Put this into your piece. 

Mila’s face drops.
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LARKIN (CONT'D)
It’s the most stunning motivation. 
Think about it. Let this, these 
feelings about Pamela using Casey, 
speak through your music and awaken 
a new reality.

They stare at each other. 

A sudden SLAM! Echoes from the main entrance of the house.

MILA
Casey! Is that you?

Mila grabs at the papers, stuffs them into the leather pouch 
hanging with her whip. 

Larkin rushes out.

INT. CASEY’S HOUSE, KITCHEN - SAME TIME

Mila runs after Larkin.

MILA
Larkin, wait.

Larkin pauses at the back door.

MILA (CONT'D)
Tonight still on?

LARKIN
Of course. My place.

Larkin smiles. They kiss.

At that moment Casey turns the corner. He limps closer,  
pours himself a glass of tap water and gulps it down.

CASEY
Out with it. Are you fucking her?

Mila aghast at Casey’s comment and beaten up appearance, 
dunks her head in her hands and pulls on Larkin’s arm.

CASEY (CONT'D)
So she has an extraordinary gift 
for music. And you just want to 
netflix and chill... fuck her like 
James Valentine.

Casey pulls his shirt over his head, groans. 
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LARKIN
Yeah, I should go.

Mila eye-balls Casey.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Perhaps it’s better that we 
continue on our own.

CASEY
Well, don’t let me get in the way. 

MILA
Let it go, Casey.

CASEY
Let it go, Casey! Will he give up 
his neighbourhood rug rats?

LARKIN
Casey.

CASEY
Larkin. I knew you were a pussy but 
to get the entire cheerleading 
squad to fight your fucking battles 
for you.   

MILA
(to Casey)

Enough! I don’t need your help 
anymore. No more favors. It’s 
fucking over!

CASEY
Fuck you... a lot. 

LARKIN
Nothing personal, you understand?

Mila grabs Larkin’s arm, pulls him away. 

Casey howls like a wolf.

CASEY
Nothing’s ever personal, fuckface.

INT. CASEY’S HOUSE, CASEY’S ROOM - DAY

Casey stares down at the screen of his phone and scrolls 
through his contacts. He pauses at a couple of names then 
stops at Pamela’s profile. 
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He starts a cyber-slang conversation. 

ON THE PHONE SCREEN: “CAN WE MEET?”

He waits. Impatient. Pamela finally responds.

ON THE PHONE SCREEN: “SUP?”

Casey uses his thumbs like an expert.

ON THE PHONE SCREEN: “JUST WANNA HANGOUT. THINGS ARE DEADASS 
FUCKED UP.”

Pamela answers.

ON THE PHONE SCREEN: “TOUGH SHIT.” 

Casey wavers. Then replies.

ON THE PHONE SCREEN: “MONKEY’S HUNGRY. HOW ABOUT THAT 
SURPRISE?”

An instant response from Pamela.

ON THE PHONE SCREEN: “GUCCI.” 

Casey breathes in and grins. Jumps up, squeezes the last bit 
of deodorant into his armpits. Then, squirts cologne down the 
front of his pants. 

He leaves the room then enters again, grabbing lubricant from 
his bedside table drawer and darts out. 

INT. LARKIN'S APARTMENT, LARKIN'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

The essence of every teen's idea of what it is to be a rock 
star. A large open window looks out over a couple of lonely 
city lights.

Old LP’s are mounted on the wall atop the head of the massive 
double king sized bed.

Naked, Mila lies close to Larkin, she doodles her finger over 
the healed scars on his torso.

MILA
Must have been awful.

LARKIN
Are you kidding? Felt amazing.

Mila smiles but then the joy drains from her face.
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LARKIN (CONT'D)
What’s wrong?

MILA
Nothing.

LARKIN
Don’t you trust me?

MILA
It’s just... I trusted someone 
before and they distracted me from 
what I wanted.

Mila takes a deep cleansing breath. Her eyes light up.

MILA (CONT'D)
Tell me about that day. 

Larkin leans toward her, smiles. 

LARKIN
It was always between the two of 
us. You know, little brother 
innocently challenging big brother. 
Chasing each other around the 
house. So, one day he tripped. I 
caught up. For the first time I was 
going to be first but he got up and 
pushed me... Real hard. We didn’t 
know about the door until it 
shattered as I went through it. 

Mila sits up covers herself with the sheet.

MILA
How awful?

LARKIN
There was blood everywhere. It 
wasn’t until I saw him on the 
ground before me with a piece of 
glass in his neck that I realized 
the blood was his. I just stood 
there. 

Mila places her hand on Larkin’s hand.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
He was the best at everything and I 
wouldn’t accept that. Then suddenly 
in a split second, I was. 

Both silent.
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MILA
I was the best. Thanks to Casey.

LARKIN
Casey?

MILA
No one else can crack a whip like 
him. We made a good team. But he 
doesn’t like crowds so he became my 
trainer. I remember every time 
standing in the middle of the barn. 
Everybody’s eyes on me, waiting for 
me to swing. My cracks were so loud 
and precise. I cut a full can of 
coke in half once. 

LARKIN
Impressive.

MILA
From a guys head. 

LARKIN
Double impressive.

MILA
I was unbeatable. 

LARKIN
Careful my apartment is only big 
enough for one trumpeter.

Mila pushes at Larkin.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
I wondered about those medals and 
trophies in your room.

MILA
It was something I was good at. No 
one doubted me. 

LARKIN
Like yourself?

MILA
Well, until I met Eddy.

LARKIN
But you were his muse.
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MILA
I got distracted. His music 
distracted me.

Larkin rolls over, jumps out of bed and slips into his 
boxers, runs to a 

PRIVATE ROOM

MILA (O.S.) (CONT'D)
Okay, good to know. You do kiss and 
diss. I’ll just slide you a DM if I 
want to talk!  

Larkin grabs a whip from a shelf. Stops when he sees a speck 
of crimson on the tip. He licks at it, rubs it clean.

He rushes out to 

BEDROOM

Mila stands at the entrance. Dressed in only a shoestring top 
and boy-shorts.

MILA (CONT'D)
What’s that smell?

LARKIN
Kitty litter. 

MILA
You have a cat?

Mila notices the whip in Larkin’s hand.

LARKIN
Teach me.

MILA
What? No.

Larkin does a little wave of a broken wrist, mocks. 

LARKIN
Come on! Show me how to whip it.

Mila grabs the whip.

MILA
If we hadn’t just banged each 
other’s brains out I would say 
you’re whipping for the other team.
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Larkin runs to the bedside table, pulls out a rolled joint 
from the drawer and places it between his lips.

MILA (CONT'D)
You’re shitting me! 

Larkin gestures and mumbles.

LARKIN
Come on! Come on! Do it!

Mila steadies herself, releases the whip. Focuses. KER-SHACK!

The whip obliterates the joint in half.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Whoa!! That’s incredible! Show me.

MILA
I can’t just show you. Didn’t know 
I could still do that myself.

Larkin strolls closer to Mila. Kisses her. Stares into her 
eyes - challenging.

MILA (CONT'D)
Okay. Okay. 

Mila places the whip in Larkin’s hand, moves around him. She 
guides his arm up, then down.

MILA (CONT'D)
Think of the whip to be an 
extension of your arm. It’s part of 
you. Flick your wrist when you feel 
the tip reach the end of the lash.

LARKIN
And she’s fluent in gibberish.

Mila slaps his shoulder, moves out of the way.

MILA
Okay, you try it.

Larkin steadies himself, inhales and focusses. KER-SHACK! 
Once. Twice. KER-SHACK! 

MILA (CONT'D)
Aaah! Fuck!

Mila grabs her arm, bends over. 
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LARKIN
Shit! I’m so sorry. Did I hit you?

Larkin is quick to comfort.

MILA
No! I like bending over and 
shouting fuck.

She clenches her teeth in pain. A small gash oozes blood from 
her deltoid.

LARKIN
I’m so sorry.

Larkin snatches a tissue from the bedside table, aims to dab 
at Mila’s wound but Mila stops him.

Their eyes meet. Mila pushes her wounded shoulder forward.

Larkin puts his lips around the wound, lightly sucks.

Mila exudes body language to show that she wants this. 

MILA
Maybe that’s what you should do.

LARKIN
What do you mean?

MILA
Maybe then I’ll feel something to 
be able to compose something 
worthwhile.

Larkin stares at her, caught up in his own thoughts. All of a 
sudden, Mila grabs his hand and pulls Larkin to the 

OPEN AREA

MILA (CONT'D)
Time is running out, Larkin. I 
still have nothing to submit.

Nodding, Larkin retrieves a recording device from the mini 
bar and presses record. He pulls Mila to the piano. 

LARKIN
I have an idea.

Yanks off his boxers and sits on the stool, his back facing 
the keyboard.
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LARKIN (CONT'D)
I said I will get you into 
Juilliard and I will, but you have 
to trust me. 

He slides his hands up Mila’s toned thighs and hooks her 
underwear with his thumbs. Drifting down her legs until her 
undies freely slip to floor. 

Larkin grips Mila’s glutes, brings her down to straddle him. 
He kisses her, then whispers.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Think of it as an extension of you. 
You have to hear the sound first. 
Then, feel how it makes you feel. 

Mila places her hands on the keys. 

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Triumph over tremble.

Mila exhales. 

The rhythm of Mila's passion for music and their passionate 
cadence of sex, intertwine.

INT. BEAUFORT MUSIC STORE - DAY

Casey slings his bag over his shoulder, strolls to the exit 
and checks his phone for messages. Nothing.

MR SEEGER
You know what an open door is? 

CASEY
An opportunity?

MR SEEGER
Sure. A golden opportunity for 
shoplifters. Last time I checked, 
the back door was still open. 

Casey’s shoulders slouch.

MR SEEGER (CONT'D)
Come on, Casey! This is your 
responsibility. 

Casey drops his bag to the floor.

MR SEEGER (CONT'D)
I’ll be outside.
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Casey makes his way to the 

BACK OF THE STORE

Casey unhinges the locks, rolls down the security gate. Next 
to him is a round table with a massive vase, holding a couple 
of long stemmed flowers. The water brown and dirty.

LARKIN (O.S.)
Why so down in the mouth?

Casey jerks in fright.

CASEY
Shit! 

He leans against the wall.

LARKIN
Brave thing you did yesterday. 
Allowing Mila to go out on her own. 

Larkin hides one hand behind his back.

Casey continues locking up. Irritated with the faulty door.

CASEY
Brave thing you did yesterday?

LARKIN
I waited for you at the lake.

CASEY
I run alone.

LARKIN
You’re a good brother Casey. 
Sometimes our siblings just need 
some time. And sometimes we need to 
give them that push.

Casey finishes lock-up.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Come on, I can see something’s up.

Casey pauses, searches Larkin’s eyes.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
It’s Pamela, isn’t it? She’s not 
answering your calls.

CASEY
How do you know?
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Larkin reveals a hamster from his back. 

Casey’s eyes light up. Smiles.

LARKIN
I heard Mr Niggles didn’t make it.

Larkin cuddles the rodent.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
I know it was you Casey.

Larkin locks eyes on Casey.

Casey freezes.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
The other night. You ran into this 
store. The cash register fell on 
your leg. 

CASEY
I knew it. Must be awesome being 
captain of the cheerleading squad 
and have them do your shit-work for 
you.

LARKIN
And Eddy?

CASEY
And Eddy? What about him?

LARKIN
Anger is a terrible thing. The next 
thing you know, you’re stealing 
your mom’s car and driving it into 
the river. Luckily no one got hurt.

CASEY
You don’t know anything.

LARKIN
But I don’t care about Eddy. It’s 
you I’m interested in. 

CASEY
I didn’t take your freakin’ iPod.

Larkin drops the hamster in the vase. It squirms for dear 
life. Casey paces up and down. Flicking his fingers.

LARKIN
But wait, Eddy, he did get hurt. 
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Larkin looks back over his shoulder.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Mr Seeger doesn’t know you crippled 
his son. Something big to hide from 
someone, especially your boss. One 
can only imagine what he’d do if he 
finds out who’s responsible.

Casey plucks the long stemmed flowers from the vase and dunks 
his hand into the jug, saves the hamster.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Don’t worry your secret is safe, 
for now. You don’t have to be angry 
anymore Casey. I can help you get 
over all that.

CASEY
You’re sick.

LARKIN
Follow me.

Larkin whistles the melody to THREE BLIND MICE while mincing 
over to a piano.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Sit.

Casey gives in, sits down onto the stool.

Larkin takes the hamster, puts it in Casey’s shirt pocket. 

LARKIN (CONT'D)
You know three blind mice?

CASEY
You know three blind mice?

LARKIN
Relax and listen.

Larkin plays an intricate arrangement of ‘Three Blind Mice’ 
on the piano. 

Casey relaxes, closes his eyes and listens intently.

Larkin finishes the piece. Casey stares at him.

Suddenly, Larkin pats Casey unusually hard on his shoulder. 

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Your turn.
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Larkin puts his hands over Casey’s wrists, lifting them onto 
the keys.

Casey stares at Larkin then back at his hands.

CASEY
I can’t.

At the crack of a whip, Larkin brings the fall board down 
onto Casey’s hands and sits on it.

CASEY (CONT'D)
Aah!

Larkin slaps his hand onto Casey’s mouth, damping his scream.

MR SEEGER (O.S.)
Casey!

LARKIN
Where are you hiding it?

Larkin leans in until his nose touches Casey’s ear.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Tell me, lover boy. Is it true what 
they say about twins? Huh? Can they 
feel when the other one hurts even 
though they’re apart? 

MR SEEGER (O.S.)
Casey! What’s keeping you? Come on, 
boy, let’s go!

LARKIN
You have until tomorrow. 

Larkin slips away and stealths out.

Casey contains his painful strain. 

MR SEEGER (O.S.)
Casey! Let’s go!

CASEY
Coming Mr Seeger!

Casey folds his banged up hands into his stomach.

INT. LARKIN'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Mila works herself up at the piano, stares at Pamela as she 
spreads herself on the couch.
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LARKIN (O.S.)
These lessons will be all worth it 
in the end. 

Larkin rearranges the piano’s position, takes out the 
recording device.

Pamela laughs out loud, interrupted by a grunt to allow her a 
breath every now and then. Smudged mascara accentuates her 
raccoon eyes as she gulps wine from a glass. 

PAMELA
Ha! Ha! Hehehee!

Mila rolls her eyes at Pamela. 

LARKIN
This is me helping you, Mila.

Larkin presses record, places the device on the piano and 
kisses Mila on the lips. 

MILA
I don’t understand why she has to 
be here.

LARKIN
Good.

MILA
This is bizarre.

LARKIN
Relax. 

MILA
You’re scaring me, Larkin.

LARKIN
Remember, see it. Feel it. Create.

Larkin places Mila’s hands on the keys of the piano.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Now, play.

Mila plays a slow and hesitant introduction. 

Larkin draws back and unbuttons his designer shirt, teasing 
Mila with his eyes. He unties his pants. Mila pauses.

Larkin sits next to Pamela, slaps her face. She focuses.
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PAMELA
What? Oh, hi Mr. Straight Fire.

Mila witnesses the half naked Larkin next to Pamela on the 
couch. Kissing. Hands all over each other. 

She bangs on the piano keys and rushes to the exit. 

Larkin darts from the couch and grabs Mila by the hair before 
she gets to the door. He pulls her head back hard. Whispers.

LARKIN
Don’t spoil this. 

MILA
Let go of me!

Larkin jerks at her hair again.

LARKIN
What about Juilliard?

MILA
I don’t care!

LARKIN
There are no exits! You’re on the 
wagon now.

Wildly yanks at her hair.

MILA
I... don’t care.

But before she can finish her cry out, Larkin clutches her 
throat and pulls her back to the piano.

LARKIN
I do.

Mila pounds at Larkin. He pushes her to the ground.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Now sit down and give me what I 
want.

Mila crawls up the piano stool and steadies herself. Her 
hands shake as she moves them over the keys. 

LARKIN (CONT'D)
That’s my girl.

Larkin gently brushes back her hair and dries her eyes then 
saunters back to the couch where Pamela waits.  
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He slips his hands under Pamela’s skirt and tears her undies 
away. Larkin forces her onto him.

Mila’s composition takes on a jealous tone. Faster. Louder.

Larkin and Pamela rub pelvises together. Pamela throws her 
head back and gasps.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
To create, you need to feel.

Mila’s face turns red and her fingers bash the keys while she 
watches Larkin and Pamela have sex. 

Mila drops her eyeline and stops. 

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Look at me! Look at me!

Mila lifts her chin. Eyes on Larkin.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
How badly do you want it?

Larkin pushes Pamela off of him and manipulates her into 
another position. He glares at Mila. 

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Play. Play!

Mila continues a brilliant composition. Tears stream down her 
cheeks. Her fingers bounce over the keys like never before.

INT. CASEY'S HOUSE - NIGHT

Casey runs his hands up and down the keys at the piano. He 
plays the exact arrangement Larkin played in the store. His 
hands are bruised.

The front door creeks open.

MILA (O.S.)
Where did you learn to do that? 

Mila moves closer, stops behind Casey. 

MILA (CONT'D)
Three blind mice.

He fixates on getting it right.

MILA (CONT'D)
Your hands. What happened?
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CASEY
You don’t talk about her. 

MILA
Who?

CASEY
You and Sandy were friends. 

Mila shrugs her shoulders. Poker face.

MILA
Sandy was into whack stuff. Things 
I’ll never do.

CASEY
You say she deserved what happened 
to her?

Mila sits next to Casey.

MILA
What’s up?

Casey finishes ‘Three Blind Mice’ like a maestro.

MILA (CONT'D)
You can do better. You should 
forget about Pamela.

CASEY
Like you forgot about Eddy?

Mila stiffens.

MILA
Sandy was always a step ahead and 
she never tried to hide it. 

CASEY
You are better than she ever was.

MILA
Yeah. Still, feels good to know now 
that the competition is gone. Am I 
a bad person for saying that?

Casey shakes his head - smiles and notices the lashing scar 
on Mila’s arm.

Mila covers her shoulder.

CASEY
That’s new?
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MILA
Casey, I can take care of myself.

CASEY
I can take care of myself. I don’t 
trust him. You always ignore the 
red flags.

MILA
Why is Larkin your default jerk?

CASEY
Why is he your default fuck buddy?
I think you should stop seeing him. 
I can get you another teacher. 

MILA
Stop! Just stop it, okay!

Mila jumps up.

CASEY
He might be good-looking but he’s 
dangerous. I know it.

MILA
You are dangerous Casey. 

CASEY
I mean really, what do you see in 
this guy?

MILA
Are you going to freak out on me 
again and do something stupid? 

CASEY
No!

MILA
I told you to stay out of this. 
Larkin is my teacher. 

Mila bursts into a sob.

MILA (CONT'D)
And he’s fucking good at it.

Casey leans in, ready to hug Mila but she pushes him back.

MILA (CONT'D)
No! 

She slaps Casey in the face.
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Casey holds back his anger.

CASEY
We can get you another teacher.

MILA
You know what? You are a freak. I 
don’t want your help anymore. Get 
it in your thick autistic skull. 

CASEY
You have to trust me!

MILA
This was your fucking idea. 

She swings her palm at him again. Casey takes a hit. Hard.

MILA (CONT'D)
It’s your fault. All your fault!

Mila storms out.

Casey grabs his head. Paces around then bashes his palms onto 
the keys of the piano. He goes wild. 

A cacophony of discordant noise echoes through the house.

INT. PAMELA’S APARTMENT, BEDROOM - NIGHT

Casey takes off his shirt, slips off his shoes.

Pamela places a hand camera on the desk. Aims it at Casey and 
presses the record button. Then she takes a stance with her 
feet apart and whacks a rattan into her palm.

PAMELA
You know I hate it when you keep 
them on.

She points down at Casey, still wearing socks.

Casey rips off his socks one by one.

CASEY
Okay, I’m ready. What’s the 
surprise this time? 

Pamela smirks, brings down the rattan onto Casey.

He drops to the floor, ducking and diving, to escape Pamela’s 
beating, raining down on him.
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INT. LARKIN’S APARTMENT BUILDING, LOBBY - NIGHT

Casey slips through the entrance. He wears a bandana. Keeping 
his eye line down, he sneaks past the reception to the 

STAIRCASE

He runs up the steps. First level. Second Level. Third...

Casey bashes through the door leading into the 

CORRIDOR

Decorated with a dated small town casino pattern design. 
Vintage gone wrong. 

Casey snaps up a master room key from a loaded room service 
trolley. He moseys to the end of the hallway and stops at 
Larkin’s door. He knocks, peeks over his shoulder to the 
empty passage. No answer.

Knocks again. Still no answer. Finally, he swipes the key.

INT. LARKIN'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Casey slips in and closes the door behind him. Neon strips of 
fluorescent lights dim the corners of the room. 

Casey sneaks directly to the 

PRIVATE ROOM

He tries the handle. It’s locked.

CASEY
Shit.

Casey continues toward the 

BEDROOM

And kneels at the bedside table. Opens the drawer when Larkin 
turns around on the bed, asleep. Casey holds his breath.

He opens the drawer. 

Inside, he finds a couple of pill canisters, gay porn 
magazines and a passport.

One label on a canister reads PIMOZIDE, another HALOPERIDOL. 
He retrieves his cell phone then taps the camera app and aims 
the device at the canisters. Taps the screen. A loud CHUNK!
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Casey cringes at the sound of his phone’s camera shutter, 
darts a look at Larkin. No movement - PHEW!

Casey sits back against the bed, opens the passport. He 
thumbs to the photo of Larkin. Gasps. The passport belongs to 
a DEVIN LIVINGSTONE.

Larkin’s hand drops onto Casey’s shoulder. Casey pinches his 
eyes closed, holds his breath.

Casey slides out from under Larkin’s hand, returns the 
passport to the drawer and crawls out at a snail’s pace. 

At last, Casey reaches the doorway. His cell phone lights up 
with a ringtone piercing through the silence! 

CASEY (CONT'D)
Pamela.

He jumps up, fiddles with his phone and jets to the entrance.

Larkin opens his eyes and stares at the door. Smirks. Closes 
his eyes again.

INT. MILA'S ROOM - NIGHT

Mila lies in bed. The dreams she’s having must be nightmares. 
Her forehead is covered in sweat. Jerking. Eyes twitching.

The door handle moves down, creeps ajar. 

A hand, holding a cell phone appears through the opening. It 
throws a beam of light into the dark room. 

Casey sneaks through and shuts the door behind.

He shines the cell phone’s light at Mila’s face. Her 
nightmare reaches its climax.

CASEY
Mila... Mila.

He sneaks closer and reaches for Mila’s shoulder. 

Mila jerks upright, wields and swings her arms. 

Casey takes hold of her and pulls her from her bad dream. 

MILA
Fuck. Casey!
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CASEY
Just hear me out. You know how in 
music sometimes a melody doesn’t 
make sense? Well...

He hands Mila his phone. It shows a mug shot of Larkin.

CASEY (CONT'D)
He has a past. 

MILA
So do you.

CASEY
He is not who he says he is.

Mila rubs her eyes.

MILA
Is this a joke? Get out.

CASEY
His name. Look at the name.

Casey grabs the phone and swipes at the screen. He gives it 
back to Mila. This time a picture appears of Larkin with 
numerous cuts and lesions on his torso.

CASEY (CONT'D)
Does he have cuts like these?

Mila quiet.

CASEY (CONT'D)
He has pills. Pills only crazy 
people take. I looked it up.

MILA
His brother pushed him. 

CASEY
Did his brother pushed him onto a 
barbed-wire fence while he was 
trying to escape from some nut-hut?

MILA
This is a mistake.

CASEY
No Mila. Larkin is a crazy freak. 
Larkin is Devin Livingstone. 

Mila exhales and closes her eyes. Sad.
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CASEY (CONT'D)
You know what this means, right?

MILA
No Casey, I don’t.

CASEY
It means Lark... Devin must have 
something to do with what happened-- 

MILA
-- Stop -- 

CASEY
-- With Sandy.

MILA
Casey!

Stimming, Casey goes on a tangent.

CASEY
Stop Casey. You have to stop seeing 
him. I’ve saved enough money. If we 
have to search the entire planet 
we’ll find someone else to teach 
you. I promise. You cannot go back 
to this guy. You cannot see him 
again. Or something terrible --

Mila sighs, hands Casey back his phone.

MILA
-- Give it a break!

CASEY
But what if something terrible 
happens to you?

Mila falls back onto her pillow, turns away from Casey.

MILA
Go to bed.

Casey totally deflated.

MILA (CONT'D)
We’ll talk tomorrow.

CASEY
But Mila.

MILA
Fucking go to sleep Casey.
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Casey goes for the door.

CASEY
You’re better than everybody in 
this pigeonhole of a town.

MILA
Will you promise me one thing?

Casey swallows.

MILA (CONT'D)
Promise me, you’ll let it go. Stay 
away from him.

CASEY
Why? He has to pay. He’s a wanted 
psychopath and who knows what he’ll 
do next.

MILA
Remember Eddy?

Casey nods on the verge of tears.

MILA (CONT'D)
I cannot have you destroy someone 
else I love, again. 

CASEY
So, you are still mad at me.

Tears stream down Mila’s face.

MILA
Mad? That’s the problem with you 
brother. You have zero capacity to 
feel. And I feel everything. I hate 
you for being different. I pity 
myself and I hate it. I despise 
your autism.

Casey slumps. 

MILA (CONT'D)
I will go to Juilliard. Larkin -- 

CASEY
-- Devin --

MILA
-- Will help me. And you will 
accept that. 

(MORE)
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No one will ever think of me as 
someone who cannot see things 
through.

CASEY
You’re asking me --  

MILA
-- I’m telling you.

CASEY
Still, it doesn’t make sense. It’s 
like expecting harmony between two 
notes and all you hear is discord. 

MILA
Everybody hits a sour note from 
time to time. You’ll figure it out.

CASEY
Monkey.

MILA
I’m over it. Close the door behind 
you. Go to sleep.

CASEY
Mila...

Mila unresponsive.

CASEY (CONT'D)
Mila?

Still nothing, Mila pinches her eyes closed.

Casey drops his chin, glares at Larkin’s mug shot on his 
phone and opens the door. 

INT. CASEY’S HOUSE, KITCHEN - DAY

The nook is adorned with juice, toast and scrambled eggs. A 
typical farm style breakfast.

Casey sits upright at the table behind the food display and 
stares at the entrance. Alone. 

Mila zombies in, scratches her head. She stops at the table 
when she sees Casey. 

He smiles at her. 

MILA (CONT'D)
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Without delay Mila turns and pours herself a glass of water 
at the sink.

She leaves.

Casey swallows his smile.

INT. BEAUFORT MUSIC STORE - DAY

Casey wanders through the aisles. 

The flat screen televisions atop switch to broadcasts of a 
video of a naked female hitting a younger crying male. WAIT! 
The female looks exactly like Pamela... and the guy crying 
looks like... NO! 

INSERT - TELEVISION SCREEN, which shows: “CASEY CRAWLS AWAY 
FROM PAMELA WHO LASHES AT HIM WITH A LEATHER BELT.” 

On the screen, Casey howls a repetitive line... 

ON THE TELEVISION SCREEN: “I WANT MY IPOD, PLEASE! I WANT MY 
IPOD, PLEASE!”

BACK TO SCENE

CUSTOMERS snicker and point at the TV’s, except a frantic Mr. 
Seeger, who tries different remotes.

Casey catches one of the Customer’s eyes.

CUSTOMER
Hey, movie star! Got some serious 
talent I tell’ya.

CASEY
Shut your flytrap, leperporn. 

Customer laughs.

Casey storms out.

EXT. BEAUFORT RIVER, BANK - DAY

The water sparkles in some spots. Organic debris float on the 
current and get stuck between the reeds close to the edge. 

Casey sits under the leaf-dappled sunlight watching the 
dragonflies whirling through the reeds. 

PING! He reaches for his cell phone. A notification lights up 
the screen. He is tagged in a video post. 
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Casey hesitates but finally swipes the notification.

I WANT MY IPOD, PLEASE! I WANT MY IPOD, PLEASE!

The same video as in the store!

CASEY
What the fuck?

He scrolls through. 

CASEY (CONT'D)
Un-tag! Un-tag! You asshole!

Casey tosses his phone into the water. PLOP! It sinks.

CASEY (CONT'D)
Shit.

INT. BEAUFORT MUSIC STORE - NIGHT

Casey plunks at the piano in the quiet store. 

Mr. Seeger waddles closer, sits next to him. 

CASEY
One day I’ll have my own music 
store. Just like you, Mr Seeger.  

MR SEEGER
Well, if you remember to lock the 
back door... Now that would be a 
good start.

Casey wipes the tears from his face.

MR SEEGER (CONT'D)
You know, Casey... sometimes life 
just happens. You have to choose to 
stay at peace and not allow 
whatever life throws at you to 
steal your joy. We all make 
mistakes. We all get lashed at from 
all different directions, but you 
have to keep your eyes on the ball. 

Casey’s shoulders hang forward. He cleans his nails.

CASEY
Like Eddy.

Casey looks up at the hairy man’s soft eyes. 
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MR SEEGER
The day we dragged him out of the 
river, I thought he was dead. I’ve 
never seen his lips so blue and his 
skin so pale. My boy was dead. I 
would do anything to see his smile 
again. Hear him play. But when the 
paramedic got a pulse I didn’t even 
get excited. I mean Eddy was still 
alive, right? 

Casey nods.

MR SEEGER (CONT'D)
Wrong. I knew whoever they revived 
that day was not my boy anymore. 

CASEY
What do you mean?

MR SEEGER
I just knew. No living thing can 
withstand that kind of cold and no 
oxygen for that long. They revived 
a monster that day. An ugly mishap. 

Tears run freely, disappear in his beard.

MR SEEGER (CONT'D)
Eddy was no longer my boy. Life 
happened and I chose to shove a big 
old middle finger up its ass. I 
didn’t allow what happened to Eddy 
to steal my joy. He made a mistake 
by stealing your mom’s car. He made 
a mistake by driving it into the 
river. He lost sight of his dream. 
And life took it from him... don’t 
let life take yours too. 

Casey shakes his head.

CASEY
Mr Seeger?

MR SEEGER
Life is too... Staccato.

Mr. Seeger gives a private chuckle.

CASEY
I have to tell you something.
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MR SEEGER
What is it, boy?

CASEY
When Eddy drove into the river...

Mr. Seeger takes a deep breath then exhales.

CASEY (CONT'D)
He wasn’t driving.

Mr. Seeger smiles, stands up.

MR SEEGER
What do you know... Casey?

Mr. Seeger stares at a rack of drumsticks. 

MR SEEGER (CONT'D)
I’m afraid, I have to let you go.

CASEY
You’re firing me?

MR SEEGER
With immediate effect.

CASEY
Mr. Seeger if you allow me to 
explain I can --

Mr. Seeger runs his fingers through Casey’s hair.

MR SEEGER
-- Business is not doing well --

CASEY
-- You can’t let me go --

MR SEEGER
-- Casey, I can’t afford you 
anymore --

CASEY
-- But Mr. Seeger I love it here.

MR SEEGER
-- Besides, I think it’s better 
that you first put back the worms 
in that sex-can you opened. 

Mr Seeger points at the screens on the wall.
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CASEY
-- I depend on the money --

MR SEEGER
-- Look, let me be straight 
forward. Whatever your sexual 
nature, I’m okay with that. I can’t 
have Beaufort’s new sex-sensation 
work here. It’s not good for 
business. 

CASEY
But Mr. Seeger, please. I have to 
get Mila to Juilliard. 

MR SEEGER
Nothing’s too problematic for an 
aspie. Figure it out.

Mr. Seeger retrieves an envelope from his pocket and hands it 
to Casey.

MR SEEGER (CONT'D)
Use it wisely.

Mr. Seeger gets up, pats Casey’s shoulder and steps away. 

Casey jumps up. He takes the piano stool and tosses it 
against the shelves. Runs out.

INT. LARKIN’S APARTMENT, PRIVATE ROOM - NIGHT

On the darker side of the wall, a hanging whip and an iPod 
station.

Larkin writes Mila's name onto the back of a folder and 
slides it in between the rest of the collection of folders. 

Larkin switches the iPod on the station and searches the 
iTunes Store for ED SHEEHAN. The window pops up - 

INSERT - IPOD SCREEN, which reads: “NEW ALBUM TO BE RELEASED 
SOON”

BACK TO SCENE

He cannot contain his smile.

Larkin approaches Sandy’s folder. 

LARKIN
Oh, Sandy. The pain you suffered 
just to get it produced. 

(MORE)
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Your music is too wonderful not to 
be heard. And it will be heard... 
What is life without a bit of fun?

Larkin taps on the iPod. His previous album comes up. He 
presses play.

The sound of a beautiful piano number fills the room. Larkin 
closes his eyes, leans his head back and hums along.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL, EDDY’S ROOM - DAY

EarPods in his ears and staring out the window, Eddy listens 
to the music, gazes at the sky. Serene. 

Sitting on the bed, Casey stares at Eddy. 

Reaching over, Casey pulls one EarPod out of Eddy’s ear. 

CASEY
It’s time. I have to take it back. 
I’m sorry.

Eddy eyes Casey. 

Casey flicks his fingers. Nervous.

CASEY (CONT'D)
It’s like there’s some sort of code 
no one filled me in on. When I 
visit with you, I don’t feel like 
I’m wasting away. Are you 
uncomfortable? I generally don’t do 
good in groups. I’ve always been 
this way. I mean, generally my 
friends would just stop being my 
friends. Or they’d move because I’m 
too weird. A loser.

Casey retrieves two brand new drumsticks from underneath 
Eddy’s pillow. Starts to beat at his knee.

CASEY (CONT'D)
Me, I get scared and nervous. Odd 
man out. There but not. Unfamiliar.

Eddy tries to turn his head toward the entrance as if he 
heard something.

CASEY (CONT'D)
Uhm, Mila is a familiarity to me. 
Generally I’m interested in what 
she does or where she’s going. 

LARKIN (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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Her friends. But that day when you 
hurt her... What you did really 
cheesed me off. I told you to stop. 

Eddy’s eyes ping-pong between the entrance and Casey.

CASEY (CONT'D)
I blacked out. I froze up and got 
all awkward and angry. I didn’t 
mean to freak out on you like that 
and put you in that useless body. 

Casey stops his drumming.

CASEY (CONT'D)
What was I supposed to do? You just 
lay there. Like you were dead or 
something. I wanted to teach you a 
lesson, that’s all. But the pills 
made me do it. They did. Mila says 
the pills let me put you in the 
trunk of Mom’s car. 

Casey hides the drumsticks where he found them.

CASEY (CONT'D)
And now, I’ll always grovel for 
Mila’s forgiveness!

Casey stares at Eddy.

CASEY (CONT'D)
But look at the bright side. We can 
now be the same. Both weird. Both 
outcasts.  

Casey’s look softens.

CASEY (CONT'D)
Will it be okay if I take back the 
iPod now?

Larkin appears around the door frame. Slow clapping. 

Eddy jerks uncontrollably. Mumbles.

LARKIN
Such a heartfelt tale.

(to Eddy)
Hi Eddy. Didn’t know you had 
visitors.

CASEY (CONT'D)
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CASEY
I see you found your way home, 
Larkin. Or should I call you Devin?

LARKIN
Smart. But, will you ever learn to 
apply yourself?

Larkin eyes the iPod in Eddy’s hands. So does Casey. It’s 
like a bone of contention between them.

Casey flicks his fingers. Wired, he stares at Larkin. 

Eddy freaks out, makes a big noise.

Larkin jumps forward, cups his hand over Eddy’s mouth and 
grabs the device. 

Casey rams into Larkin but is flung to the side.

Eddy sinks his teeth into Larkin’s palm and chucks the device 
toward Casey.

Casey snaps the device out of the air, dogs it. 

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Help. Someone, help!

Larkin shoves Eddy against the wall, makes a break in pursuit 
of Casey and shakes his hand.

EXT. PARK - DAY

As fast as he can pedal, Casey speeds past covered pavilions 
with picnic tables. He weaves through RUNNERS and CYCLISTS on 
the windy pathway system.

INT. CASEY'S HOUSE, KITCHEN - DAY

Casey rushes in, bumps into Mila. She spills her entire mug 
of hot chocolate onto her blouse.

MILA
What... Look where you’re going! 

CASEY
Look where you’re going. He’s 
coming. Get out. Now!

Mila pulls the blouse from her chest.
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MILA
This is a new blouse.

She rolls her eyes at Casey as he continues through. 

Mila pulls the blouse over her head, rinses it under the 
faucet at the sink.

MILA (CONT'D)
Seriously, asswipe?

Wringing out the water and somewhat worried, Mila stares back 
after Casey.

INT. CASEY’S HOUSE, CASEY'S ROOM - DAY

Casey pulls Mrs. Agnus from the cage, arranges a small camp 
with pillows on the bed and puts her between them. 

He lifts the grate at the bottom of the cage, retrieves the 
black pouch and puts the iPod in it. 

A music track plays.

He pauses, retrieves the iPod again. Casey swipes across the 
display, studies the first page’s apps, stops the track then 
launches the voice note app.

Sandy’s name appears at the top - the most recent recording. 
Casey pecks the screen, it plays.

LARKIN (O.S.)
Is Casey home?

Casey holds the ipod to his ear. A beautiful piano piece 
begins and then sudden crack of a whip drowns out the piano.

LARKIN (O.S.) (CONT'D)
You wanna go change?

On the recorded track, a female utters a painful yelp.

MILA (O.S.)
I’m chill.

Casey jerks his head away. Eyes big. He swallows a gulp.

INT. CASEY'S HOUSE, CORRIDOR ADJACENT TO KITCHEN - DAY

Rushing through, Casey about to turn the corner, sees Mila 
standing in her bra. 
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Casey freezes behind the kitchen wall, closes his eyes.

LARKIN (O.S.)
I’ll come with you.

Mila spots Casey hiding.

MILA (O.S.)
I said I’m fine.

LARKIN (O.S.)
Mmmm... Maybe you should spill hot 
chocolate more often.

Casey witnesses them kiss. He sees Larkin’s hands slide down 
Mila’s back, groping her butt cheeks.

LARKIN (O.S.) (CONT'D)
Can you come over tonight?

There is a hesitation in Mila’s voice as she swivels their 
embrace around so that Larkin’s back faces Casey.

MILA (O.S.)
Why? You freaked out last night.

LARKIN (O.S.)
Mila, I wanted to know how badly 
you want it.

MILA (O.S.)
You still care?

LARKIN (O.S.)
Ambitious little foxy, you are. It 
might be too soon but I might just 
have the right inspiration.

MILA (O.S.)
Sounds riveting.

LARKIN (O.S.)
You have no idea. 

Mila leads Larkin to the door, kisses him one last time.

LARKIN (O.S.) (CONT'D)
Oh, tell Casey I won’t make running 
tomorrow. Pick you up at seven.

A slight tremor in Mila’s voice.

MILA (O.S.)
Sure.
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Casey exhales in relief. He drifts down the wall and ends in 
a low squat, resting his head back against the wall.

Mila brushes past him. Silent. 

CASEY
Don’t go. 

Mila runs to her room, slams the door.

***Something that Casey puts into action...

EXT. LARKIN'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Larkin inserts the key into the door lock. He wiggles the 
keys and opens the door. Mila flanks him.

LARKIN
Ready?

Mila shrugs and cocks her head - Sure.

INT. LARKIN’S APARTMENT 

Larkin leads Mila in. She grinds to a halt. Her eyes grow 
large as she gasps at Eddy facing the wall and only wearing a 
pair of boxers.

With arms stretched out, Eddy’s hands are cuffed to the wall.

Mila rushes closer to Eddy. Searching for a way to free him.

MILA
What is this?

Larkin slams the door behind her.

MILA (CONT'D)
Are you okay? Did he hurt you?

Eddy groans. Tears run down his cheeks.

MILA (CONT'D)
Let him go, Larkin... Devin! 
Whatever your name is. I should’ve 
just listened to Casey. 

LARKIN
Your brother filled you in?
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MILA
It’s amazing what lie you’ll come 
up with just to get someone off 
your back. 

LARKIN
See, you have what it takes and now 
you’re going to show me.

MILA
Show you what? 

LARKIN
Don’t you wish your mom was here?

MILA
This is one huge mistake, okay.

LARKIN
Yeah, I know! Thanks to Casey. 

Mila runs to the couch, yanks the throw from the back 
pillows. She immediately covers Eddy’s skinny body with it.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Your love for Eddy still exists. 
And tonight you’ll have the chance 
to give him that honor. To show him 
how you feel.

Larkin moves into the private room.

LARKIN  (O.S.) (CONT'D)
I’ve turned the piano around so you 
can see him while you play.

Larkin returns with a whip in his hands. He releases it. 

The whip trails behind Larkin as he saunters closer.

MILA
What are you doing?

Larkin swings up his arm, cracks the whip at her handbag 
around her shoulder, it falls to the ground. The strap split 
in two.

LARKIN
Oops! Didn’t mean to do that. I 
aimed for your face.

MILA
Devin.
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LARKIN
Mila. Move! To the piano.

Mila locks on Eddy’s bewildered eyes.

KER-SHACK! The whip snaps the throw from Eddy’s back.

Mila jumps with fright and does as Larkin instructed, sits 
down at the piano.

Larkin glides over to Eddy, slithers his hand down Eddy’s 
back and stops over his glutes. He massages his cheeks.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Mmmm. I know now why Mila was 
distracted. Impeccable. Nothing to 
do with your music.

Mila sits at the piano, her tears drip onto the keys. 

LARKIN (CONT'D)
I don’t want you to take your eyes 
off Eddy. 

Larkin retrieves a recording device from a drawer. He presses 
record and places it next to Mila.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
This is it.  

Larkin steps into place behind Eddy. KER-SHACK! Eddy yelps. 

The whip lands a gash on Eddy’s bare back.

MILA
Aah! Oh my god! Oh my god! What the 
fuck are you doing?

LARKIN
Now play for me. Compose!

Mila places her hands onto the keys. Shaking. Unsure.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Find your inspiration. Find that 
love you buried away so deeply from 
the rest of the world. 

KER-SHACK! KER-SHACK! Eddy cries out in pain. His eyes meet 
Mila’s behind the piano. She quivers at each lash. 

Turned cold, Mila creates a sad minor piece.
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LARKIN (CONT'D)
You see I’m not the cruel one Mila, 
you are! Poor Eddy has to now pay 
the price for your inability to 
accept him for what he is.

KER-SHACK! Another lash at Eddy. 

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Now let him inspire you for what he 
is... for what your brother did to 
him... That anger. That resentment. 
That judgment.

KER-SHACK! Like a professional he cracks his whip onto Eddy's 
bare back. 

The blood runs down Eddy’s legs and mixes with his urine at 
his ankles.

Mila bursts into hysteria and charges toward Larkin. She 
tackles him to the floor. Rolling around, she pounds her 
fists at Larkin, out of control.

Larkin bashes her head against the coffee table. 

Like a rag doll, Mila drops to the ground.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL, HALLWAY - NIGHT

Casey rushes through the passageway. He notices a POLICE 
OFFICER flipping through a note pad in front of Eddy’s room.

An anxious STAFF MEMBER gestures frantically as she tells the 
story to the Police Officer.

STAFF MEMBER
It was routine. I came to feed and 
tuck him in and --

POLICE OFFICER
-- At what time does this routine 
normally happen?

STAFF MEMBER
At six pm. I was here at six. Eddy 
wasn’t here.

Casey casually passes by.
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EXT. BEAUFORT MUSIC STORE - NIGHT

PEOPLE crowd the entrance. Cars are parked at odd angles as 
the lights of a police vehicle and ambulance strobe around. 

Rushing closer, Casey becomes aware of yellow tape banding 
the entrance to the store which keeps the onlookers out.

The ambulance’s flashing lights hurt Casey’s eyes. 

He stays a safe distance from the commotion and watches the 
Police OFFICERS bark orders at the crowd to leave the scene. 

Sobbing, Mr. Seeger huddles on a bench outside, a blanket 
over his shoulders. 

Two PARAMEDICS push out a body bag on a gurney. They load it 
into the back of the ambulance. They close the doors and move 
away to join the Officers where Mr. Seeger mourns.

Casey sneaks into the 

BACK OF THE AMBULANCE

He steps closer and reaches for the zipper of the body bag. 
Zips it down to reveal the face of the victim.

Casey jerks back with a fright and knocks his head against an 
iron shelf. Blood flows from the open gash. Casey finds some 
gauze and presses it against the cut. 

He drops over the body bag and hugs it. A lifetime of tears 
fill his eyes.

CASEY
Eddy. Eddy. My Eddy.

The doors in the front of the vehicle slam as the two 
paramedics get in.

Casey slips out of the Ambulance onto the

SIDE WALK

And runs away into the night.

INT. LARKIN'S APARTMENT BUILDING, STAIRCASE - NIGHT

Casey rockets up the flight of stairs. First level. Second 
Level. Third...

He hammers through the door into the vintage-gone-wrong
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CORRIDOR

Snaps up a master room key from the trolley and rushes to the 
end of the hallway.

EXT. LARKIN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Casey paces up and down. He flicks his fingers. He needs to 
psych himself up.

Finally he swipes the key.

INT. LARKIN'S APARTMENT, PRIVATE ROOM - NIGHT

Loud pounding resounds. A CRACK, then a foot bursts through 
the wooden door. Another kick ruins the door and leaves it 
hanging askew on it’s hinges.

Casey worms his way through, stands before hundreds of 
folders neatly packed in alphabetical order. 

Casey notices a folder with Mila’s name on the back. It has 
the recording device he gave to Larkin, taped to it. He tears 
it from the folder. 

CASEY
A lot of folders for one psycho.

Sandy's folder is the only one without a recording device? 

Casey moves over to the shrine and swipes the iPod on the 
docking station. ED SHEEHAN lights up the display.

CASEY (CONT'D)
At least you have good taste in 
music. 

He focuses on Mila’s device.

CASEY (CONT'D)
What are you hiding, Psycho? How do 
you know E.S...?

Casey’s eyes widen, quickly moves the docking station around. 
He studies it, grins and places the device into a socket.

He selects a file on the docking station. It blasts full 
volume. A sad minor piece plays over the system. 

In the back Eddy yelps at the cracking of a whip piercing 
through the music.
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Casey turns down the volume and finally presses stop. He 
pulls the device out of the docking station.

CASEY (CONT'D)
Eddy?

Casey scrolls to ED SHEEHAN on the iPod, presses play.

INSERT - SONG TITLE, which reads: “DISTRACTION”

He browses the folders in the shelves. Casey stops. His eyes 
land on the same title ‘Distraction’ written on the back of 
one of the binders. Casey lifts his eyebrows - NO WAY!

In a hot flash, Larkin hooks a whip around Casey’s neck, 
squeezing. Casey struggles to breathe and slips the device 
down the front of his pants. 

LARKIN
I often wonder. Who ties your 
shoelaces for you? 

Casey hurricanes into the shelves trying to get rid of 
Larkin’s grip. Folders flying, Casey pushes back. They trip 
and land on their backs. 

Larkin pulls hard, wringing the air from Casey’s lungs. 

Casey’s lips turn blue. His eyes turn glassy, twitching. 
Veins on his temples pop until he loses the battle. 

Casey loses consciousness. 

Larkin gives an exhausted exhale and rolls Casey off his 
chest. It takes time to recover his strength. 

He uses the wall to pull himself up, smiles at Casey passed 
out on the floor, and fixes his fringe. 

Hands around Casey’s ankles, Larkin tows him out. 

INT. DECAYING CHAMBER - NIGHT

The lights are dimmed and the corners of the room are dark. 

DUSH! A large LED light flicks on. Their bright lights 
reflect on a pristine grand piano, close to one of the damp 
walls. Grouting crumbled. 

Mila sits on a chair, her hands tied behind her back. Her 
mascara runs dry over a dirty piece of cloth in her mouth, 
and strapped around her head.
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Blood trickles from the long gash on the side of her cheek.

Someone whistles the melody to ‘Three blind Mice’ while re-
aligning cabling running around the room.

SLAP-SLAP-SLAP. Larkin grabs Mila’s face, wiggles her head.

LARKIN
Want some hot chocolate?

Mila strains her eyes open, jumps with fright, but she’s tied 
up and can’t move.

Larkin holds a mug of hot chocolate. His silhouette lurks 
dead and dark against the blasting LED.  

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Just wanted to make sure kitty-kat 
stays in her litter box.

He pulls the cloth from her mouth, feeds Mila some hot 
chocolate from the mug.

Mila’s eyes bulge as she swallows the warm beverage. She 
spits hot chocolate at Larkin’s face. 

Wiping at his drenched face, Larkin waves Mila’s Juilliard 
application at her.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
We had a deal.

MILA
Burn it.

LARKIN
Not the Mila I know.

MILA
Yeah, well you’re not the person I 
thought you were either. 

LARKIN
You freaked before the climax. 
Don’t worry, the invalid is safe 
and sound. Back in his cage. 

Mila’s eyes fire daggers at Larkin.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
One final session with me and 
you’ll never have to see me again.
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MILA
Fuck off.

Larkin lifts the mug, sips from it.

LARKIN
Mmm. This hot chocolate is good. 
We’ve got a long night ahead of us.

MILA
Fucking monster.

LARKIN
That’s exactly what people say when 
they realize you’ll do anything to 
get to your final destination.

MILA
And you’re living the truth?

LARKIN
You said it. Yes, I remember... It 
would’ve been better if Casey just 
killed him...

MILA
Where am I?

LARKIN
It was what you wanted, right?

MILA
How can you say that?

LARKIN
So, you want to forget about Eddy? 

MILA
What the fuck is this place?

LARKIN
You did so well. But I want you to 
do better. I believe there’s more 
in you that needs quarrying.

Sipping, he raises his eyebrows and shrugs. 

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Are you ready to do what it takes?

MILA
Sandy. Eddy and Gina...
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Larkin scurries like a rat from one corner to the next 
setting the stage. He continues to shift microphone stands, 
dipping them into the body of the piano. 

He adjusts a computer screen, turns knobs on the panel of an 
audio interface.

LARKIN
Funny how you know about all these, 
others. I mean, you are an 
ambitious little foxy. Still 
feeling like you’re always number 
two? Desperately wanting to get 
away from this place and into 
Juilliard. Uhm? Seems like a solid 
motivation to strike out your 
competition and assist me in my 
endeavours to lash out their award-
winning compositions. 

A high pitched feedback pierces through the room but Larkin 
manages to settle the screech. He clicks the record button.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
We’re exactly the same Mila. You 
and me. We’ll do anything to get 
what we want.

Mila shudders with fear.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Poor Eddy. It was a struggle to get 
him to fit in that darn instrument.

He gulps down the steaming hot chocolate, slithers into 
enough light for Mila to see his T-Shirt. There’s a quote 
printed on the front.

“KEEP CALM AND HUG AN ASPIE”

Mila stares at Larkin. Her eyes fill with tears and her lips  
begin to tremble. 

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Mila. Mila. Mila. It’s okay. 
Juilliard is going to love you.

Larkin saunters to the shadows. Kicks something. Kicks again. 

Casey groans from the shadows. Coughs. 

Larkin drags Casey under the armpits into the light. 

Casey’s eyes open but it’s hard to focus. 
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Larkin unhooks a whip from the wall and kneels to Casey’s 
level. Slaps him in the face. Harder. Then vices Casey’s 
cheeks between his thumb and fingers, lips pouting.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Waky, Waky. Sunshine! Look at me. 
Look at me! Want to help your sis 
pursue her dream?

Larkin steps to Mila.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
No freaking out this time.

Mila swallows.

Larkin unties Mila, grabs her by the hair. She kicks and 
screams like a lunatic all the way to the piano. 

Casey reaches out to her but he’s too weak.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
(to Mila)

Sit up.

Mila sobs, doesn’t move.

Larkin kicks her in the ribs.

CASEY
No!

Casey pushes himself up.

LARKIN
I said... SIT!

Mila jerks and fights for air as Larkin picks her up and 
tosses her onto the piano stool. She struggles upright, 
clutching her side.

Larkin sniffs into Mila’s ear.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Play, foxy lady.

She refuses.

Larkin releases his whip and Casey, KER-SHACK! receives a 
lash. Casey twitches from the pain, flicks his fingers. 

MILA
Stop! Stop, please okay I’ll play 
just leave him alone...
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Mila bashes the piano, plays an angry allegro.

Larkin rushes over to Mila and rips the back of her shirt 
open. Plucks Casey from the ground and shoves the whip into 
his hands. Dragging him a couple of feet behind, in line with 
Mila at the piano.

LARKIN
Casey, music is a deep emotional 
experience. Are you willing to kill 
again so Mila may reach the 
paramount point of creative 
expression? 

Larkin takes out a knife, holds it against Casey's throat. 

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Now. I like beautiful melodies 
telling me terrible things.

Casey’s eyes ping-pong back and forth.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
You’re so predictable aspie. What? 
You think you just happened to 
snatch my iPod? And I conveniently 
happened to be where you were that 
night? You and Pamela should text 
more often.

Mila closes her eyes, crunches her forehead.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Your turn to commit to the ritual 
for the evening.

Larkin deepens his knife’s blade, drawing a little blood from 
Casey’s neck.

Casey lashes cautiously at Mila. Misses. Misses again.

LARKIN (CONT'D)
Harder! Come on put some elbow into 
it, champ!

Larkin jabs the knife into Casey’s back and flings him to the 
ground. Larkin takes over the lashing. KER-SHACK! KER-SHACK! 

Mila flinches from pain but continues. 

Casey is in agony. His lips tremble. Spit froths from his 
mouth as he reaches for the knife in his back. Pulls it out. 
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Larkin prepares for another beating, when Casey bursts into a 
rage and jumps in line of the lashing. 

He catches the whip with his lower arm, charges at Larkin. 

CASEY
Aah!

Casey gives a high pitch squeal, plunges Larkin onto the 
piano. Hard. 

Larkin releases shrill laughter.

Casey lifts Larkin again, drills him back down, this time the 
dunk crushes the instrument.

Casey curls the whip around Larkin’s throat, pulls hard. 
Hysteria takes over as spit bubbles from his mouth.

Jaws clenching, Casey pulls with the might of a thousand men.

Larkin turns red, eyes roll back into his skull.

Chest bouncing, Casey breathes and huffs like a dragon.

Mila grabs his arm...

MILA
Casey!

Suffocating, Larkin wheezes his last breath. 

Casey stares at Mila, slowly lets go of Larkin.

Silence hangs. 

Mila sits and shivers, hides her chest with her arms. Her 
back is full of bleeding lesions.

Casey pulls the shirt from Larkin. 

He crawls to his sister and guides her arms through the 
shirt. Careful not to hurt her injured back, Casey picks her 
up, moves toward the lit corridor.

MR SEEGER (O.S.)
You should’ve killed him!

Casey stops in his tracks, stares at Mila’s begging glare. 
She clings to his neck with all the strength she’s got left.

MILA
No Casey. Please.
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Casey attempts another step toward the exit but drops to the 
ground, when one of the piano legs explodes against his knee. 

MR SEEGER (O.S.)
Where is your anger now, boy?

Casey shivers with pain, grits his teeth. His teary eyes lock 
on Mila.

Mila shakes her head. 

They both scrabble through the broken piano pieces to get 
away from the danger. Casey releases Mila onto the ground.

A Dark Figure scoops up a piece of shattered instrument, 
while bulldozing at them into the light.

CASEY
Mr. Seeger?! 

MR SEEGER
Halleloo! Don’t act so surprised 
you stupid freak!

Mr. Seeger’s hairy frame, clearly visible.

CASEY
Please, help us.

MR SEEGER
Like you helped Eddy? Like the Judy 
you are... I let you work for me 
and because I felt sorry for your 
slut of a sister.

CASEY
Mr Seeger, I never wanted to hurt 
Eddy. It was an accident.

MR SEEGER
Eddy was never going to be the 
musician he set out to be one 
day... because you crippled him!

Casey remains silent.

MR SEEGER (CONT'D)
Yes! I have my means of getting the 
tea. Straight and honest. Devin 
baby. Wake up. Wake up!

CASEY
Devin baby! You’re an item now?
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MR SEEGER
After the accident. Seeing Eddy 
like that, broke my heart. I needed 
someone to take his place. He was 
so talented. What a waste. Since 
Eddy’s talents got taken away I 
wanted to honour him by borrowing 
from others. 

Mr. Seeger swings his arm, swats a blow at Casey. Splinters 
penetrate his skin.

MR SEEGER (CONT'D)
You got in the way! Thinking you’re 
a pick-a-pocket-or-two!

Then at Mila. Casey leans in to take the batting. The blood 
seeps through Casey’s shirt.

CASEY
You had him steal other talented 
musicians’ music and then kill 
them.

MR SEEGER
You’re over-reacting. So sensitive.

CASEY
Devin is no musician. You had a 
psycho hide behind a pseudonym to 
keep the Feds running in circles.

Mr. Seeger raises his piano-leg-club.

MR SEEGER
My Eddy died a long time ago but 
his legacy will live on.

Casey tenses his lips, begs Mila with his Let-me-tear-him-to-
pieces glare.

MR SEEGER (CONT'D)
Beaufort will be better off without 
you two dysfunctional miss-breeds.

Mila shuts her eyes. She jolts up and dives onto Larkin. Her 
hands are quick and they unwind the whip from Larkin’s 
throat. She rolls onto her feet and starts cracking at Mr. 
Seeger, she hits him. KER-SHACK! Again and again. KER-SHACK! 
Like a true champion. 

The tip of the whip cuts through Mr. Seeger’s skin a few 
times before he falls to the ground, paralysed with paroxysm. 
Convulsing. Bleeding.
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Casey rushes over to an exhausted Mila. He holds her. They 
drop to their knees. For a moment, everything is silent.

Then, Larkin jolts back up. Arms stretched out, he rockets 
towards Mila but Casey snaps up a broken piano-hammer and 
jabs it into Larkin’s eye.

Back to silence.

Bug-eyed, Casey cannot seem to release his grip. For a 
moment, Casey stares into Larkin’s other eye.

Whimpering, Larkin gives a smile while his eye turns dark.

CASEY
Told you. No one hurts my sister.

Mila rests her hand onto Casey’s arm, he releases his grip, 
she kisses his head.

INT. BEAUFORT COURIER SERVICES - DAY

Casey bounces his head to the beat of the headphones pounding 
music into his ears. His one arm in a sling around his neck. 

He slides a USB drive into an envelope, followed by Mila's 
Juilliard application. 

PING! PING! His mobile lights up. Pamela's number blinks on 
the display. Casey kills the call. Breathes in through his 
nose and releases a heavy sigh.

Casey witnesses a CUSTOMER forgetting her device on the 
counter. He stares at it. His fingers flicking. Then, eyes 
the oblivious customer heading out, back to the device. 

Casey bites his lip. 

CASHIER (O.S.)
Your change, Casey.

Casey eyes the CASHIER, 30’s, without a blink.

CASHIER (CONT'D)
You’re holding up the line.

Casey whips his head over his shoulder, checks the people 
behind him.

CASEY
No more sex with her. 

Cashier’s face drops, embarrassed for the other customers.
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Casey snatches the device from the counter and heads for the 
exit, taps Customer on the shoulder.

Customer swivels on her high heels.

CASEY (CONT'D)
You should be careful where you put 
your things. I don’t know much, but 
I know Beaufort has a lot of freaks 
running around.

He hands back her device and leaves.

INT. BEAUFORT MUSIC STORE - DAY

The entire store is different. There is a definite younger 
vibe going on. 

Super: ‘Six Weeks Later’

Casey stands behind the counter, lowers a hamster into a cage 
on the table top in the back. 

CASEY
There you go, Eddy. Right at home.

He fixes the collar of his shirt. The words EDDY’S MUSE and 
an image of a hamster are embroidered on the chest pocket.

Casey bends forward and taps on the bars of the cage. He 
turns his head, smiles at several other cages also filled 
with hamsters.

Mila rockets in, pins Casey against the counter and slaps his 
face. Furious.

Casey tries to duck and defend himself. 

CASEY (CONT'D)
Mila, what the effer?

MILA
Did you do this? Huh?

She hits him with a letter from Juilliard. Again.

MILA (CONT'D)
Did you do this!

CASEY
Did you do this? 

100.



101.

MILA
Stop stimming.

CASEY
I wanted to help, okay. That’s all. 
I wanted you...

MILA
You wanted what?

Their eyes meet. 

Mila ends her torment. Out of breath, she stares at Casey, 
then throws her arms around him. She hugs him tight.

Wondering customers stare aghast.

MILA (CONT'D)
Thank you.

Holding onto him, she jumps up and finger-flicks the new logo 
on Casey’s shirt pocket.

MILA (CONT'D)
I dig the new name. Eddy’s Muse. 
It’s got a nice ring to it.

CASEY
You’re still okay for this 
afternoon?

Casey slides a piece of paper over to Mila. The heading in 
big bold letters reads:

SUBPOENA IN A CIVIL CASE...

MILA
It’s today?

CASEY
It’s today.

MILA
Casey, I can’t I...

CASEY
You promised.

Mila spots the grand piano in the back.

MILA
Okay, but only if you allow me to 
play the piano?
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CUSTOMER (O.S.)
Background music would be fab.

Mila bounces from foot to foot, runs to the piano.

Casey hides the subpoena, saunters to the cash register and 
smiles at the waiting CUSTOMER.

CASEY
My sister. Will this be all?

Customer nods.

Smiling, Casey completes the transaction and hands Customer 
the change.

CASEY (CONT'D)
Thank you. Come and visit again.

Casey retrieves two drumsticks from below the counter. 

His mobile buzzes, a text from Pamela:  

ON THE PHONE SCREEN: “CU46?”  

Casey types 

ON THE PHONE SCREEN: “????” 

Pamela replies with a red-faced emoticon 

ON THE PHONE SCREEN: “MUSM... NETFLIX ‘N CHILL?” 

He types a reply  

ON THE PHONE SCREEN: “HUNDO P”  

Thinks, then deletes it. Thinks. Types again  

ON THE PHONE SCREEN: “C.U.R.V.E. I WANT BETTER FRIENDS”  

He starts playing air-drums, makes sounds with his mouth.

FADE OUT.
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