Here’s the pilot “episode” for a new series I’m writing about which is basically about a pair of police detectives in a gothic city called Eden (hence the title of the series, which I also stole from a videogame) where they are set against horror icons like vampires and werewolves.  Yeah, I know it sounds kind of weird and trite but I think it will make for some interesting stories.  So anyway, don’t forget to tell me your opinion on it after you’re done! (it’s only about 20 pages)  And if I get enough good responses, I’ll send in monthly episodes.  Also, look for previews for next month’s episode on the message board and thanks again!





PROJECT EDEN


EPISODE 1.1





EDEN-


October 3


9:30 pm





We look out over a vast dark city of skyscrapers under a foreboding moon, then move downward past the windows of a high-class apartment complex.  In one a couple is making out in front of a roaring fireplace.  In another a lonely man guzzles down a bottle of expensive wine.  We finally stop at a dark window.





A slit of light crosses the carpet as the door opens and a youthful woman enters.  She shuts the door behind her, locking it.  She methodically drops her purse on the kitchen counter, kicks off her shoes, and slumps down in a comfortable black leather chair.





The woman glances at the answering machine on a nearby table and hits a button on it.  A bitchy female voice comes on.





FEMALE VOICE


Madeline?  I should have known you wouldn’t be home, you insipid slut…probably off screwing your way to the top of the firm.  I thought you might like to know that my cleaning lady found your missing earring while she was changing the bed sheets.  I can’t believe you would do this to me.  I thought you were my friend-





Madeline punches another button on her machine and sinks back into the chair.  A male’s voice comes on.





MALE VOICE


Madeline, it’s me.  I was wondering if you found that earring yet because it’s not here.  Diane would have a fit if she found out about us.  Call me A.S.A.P.





Madeline laughs quietly to herself, waiting for the next message.  It’s her partner at the law firm.





MALE VOICE 


Hey, it’s Bruce.  I guess I just missed you.  Listen, Mad, we’re gonna need to double our defense team if we want to meet the deadline.  I’m leaning toward Paula Jackson and Drew Lancaster.  Let me know what you think, all right?





Shutting the machine off, Madeline wearily walks into the kitchen and picks an apple out of a bowl of fruit.  She leans against the counter and sinks her teeth into it.  After a few more bites, Madeline tosses the half-eaten apple in the garbage and walks back across the apartment to her bedroom.





Madeline lies back on the bed, not bothering to pull away the sheets.  After a few moments, the wind blows in, ruffling the long curtains.  Madeline doesn’t seem to notice, falling into a deep sleep.  The wind picks up, starting to blow papers off the dresser top.  A vase of fresh flowers suddenly falls off the dresser and smash on the floor below.





Madeline opens her eyes and gasps as a pale hand clasps over her mouth.  A man’s face slowly inches over her own.  He has long black hair that contrasts with his ghost white skin.  His crystal-like eyes stare into Madeline’s, a slight smile forming on his thin red lips.





PALE MAN


Madeline…





He inhales the scent of her auburn hair and Madeline cringes in dread.





PALE MAN


I could smell your sweet aroma miles away…I can almost taste you now…





Without warning he pushes her head sideways and delves into her neck with two pointed fangs, causing her body to jolt and tremble.  Blood begins to trickle down Madeline’s neck, staining her bed crimson.





The man releases his skeletal hand from her mouth and a blood-curdling screams escapes her lips.





October 5


7:10 am





Angela Bauer makes her way down a street of a rundown neighborhood.  She walks past a homeless man and some youths, showing their approval by whistling as she goes by.  Angela reaches her destination, an uninviting police department wedged between an antique store and a deteriorating apartment building.





An older black man is sitting on the steps.  He suddenly speaks up as Angela passes him.





MAN


You’re led under false pretences…





Angela turns back and looks down on him.





ANGELA


I’m sorry?





MAN


Motives even deceptive to them…





He looks up at Angela with tired blue eyes.





MAN


Good day, ma’am.





Angela forces a smile on her puzzled face and continues on up the stairs.  As she reaches the double doors she looks back.  The old man is watching traffic go by, not paying any attention to her.  She enters the building.





Even for the early morning the department is bustling.  Hookers, drug addicts, and other criminals are teeming the building, all trying to get back to their usual agendas outside.  Angela approaches the receptionist’s desk.





RECEPTIONIST


Can I help you?





ANGELA


I’m Angela Bauer.  I was transferred here from Santa Mira.





RECEPTIONIST


Bauer…Yeah, you should go see Mr. Osborne, the chief detective.  His office is over there past the guy with green hair.  He’ll let you know what do to.





ANGELA


Thanks.





She passes through a maze of people to the office, knocking on the door.  A gruff voice comes from the other side.





MR. OSBORNE


Yeah?  Come in.





Angela enters the office and shuts the door behind her.  She extends a hand that Mr. Osborne shakes firmly.





ANGELA


I’m Angela Bauer.  I was transferred here from-





MR. OSBORNE


Santa Mira, I know.  I’ve been reading your file.





He nods to a folder on his desktop.





MR. OSBORNE


Impressive résumé, although I was a little bothered by the latest entry…Assault of a higher-ranking colleague?





ANGELA


That was a personal issue.  It had nothing to do with my work.  That’s why I was only transferred.





MR. OSBORNE


Personal or not, I guess I’ll have to watch my back.





Angela rolls her eyes at the stale joke, taking a seat in front of the desk.





MR. OSBORNE


Well under regular circumstances I would like to ask you a few more questions, but as you know, our department is under a lot of pressure right now.  Your office is upstairs, third door on the right.  Unfortunately, in our shortage of staff, you won’t have a partner for a while.  Is that all right?





ANGELA


Yeah, it’s fine.





MR. OSBORNE


Good.  You’ll find your first assignment on your computer.  It’s quite a case, given the conditions.  But with your experience I’m sure you’ll get along fine.  Any last questions?





ANGELA


Where’s the closest place for lunch?





MR. OSBORNE


There’s a good deli three blocks north of here.  You can have Mattie order a sandwich for you if you don’t want to walk there.





ANGELA


Mattie?





MR. OSBORNE


The receptionist.





Angela stands.





ANGELA


Thank you, sir.





Mr. Osborne nods, watching her go back into the chaotic lobby.





9:25 am





Angela sits in an uncomfortable chair in the Carter Hospital waiting room, watching two children play with plastic soldiers while their mother tries to quiet her crying infant.  She looks up as a man in a white coat enters through a nearby door.  His nametag reads: Dr. Fielding.





DR. FIELDING


Miss Bauer?





ANGELA


Mrs., actually.





DR. FIELDING


Oh, I’m sorry.  You wanted to know about the corpses brought in with the neck wounds, right?





ANGELA


Yeah.





DR. FIELDING


Follow me.





Angela obeys, walking back through the door down a long white corridor with the doctor.





ANGELA


There are three bodies?





DR. FIELDING


Yeah, one male and two females.  They were all brought in within a few days of each other.





They both enter the cold metallic morgue.  Dr. Fielding leads Angela past an occupied stretcher to the wall of cells.  He takes the handle on one of them and slides it open.





Angela stares down at the black body bag.





DR. FIELDING


This is Henry Wexler.  He was brought in first.





He hands Angela a pair of latex gloves and slowly unzips the bag.  Wexler’s dead bloated face stares up at them.





ANGELA


Why is the face all swollen?





DR. FIELDING


The body was found in the river.  It was in the water for a good three days.





Angela notes the two circular wounds on Wexler’s neck.





DR. FIELDING


What do you suppose did that?





ANGELA


Maybe some kind of tool, like an ice pick or something.  I can’t imagine the logic behind it though…May I see the next body?





Dr. Fielding nods and opens the compartment next to Wexler’s and pulls down the zipper.





DR. FIELDING


Madeline Crane.  





ANGELA


She was a successful lawyer.  And apparently she made a lot of enemies in the company on her way up.





DR. FIELDING


Did Wexler have enemies?





ANGELA


Not necessarily.  In fact the only connection I could find between all three victims was that they all lived in the west district.  They were all wealthy.





DR. FIELDING


Would you like to see the last corpse?





Angela nods, watching him move on to the final cell.  He pulls it open to show an empty stretcher.





ANGELA


Where’s the body?





DR. FIELDING


I don’t know…Maybe it was moved.





He heads back toward the exit.





DR. FIELDING


I’ll be right back.





Angela watches him go, then turns back to examine the bodies.  She looks up to the sound of deep voice.  A man is standing over a stretcher across the room, his back to Angela.





MAN


You looking for E. Franklin, ma’am?





ANGELA


Yes.  Is that her body?





The man nods without looking at her.  She walks across the room, approaching the man.  He appears to be the same black man she had seen at the police department.





MAN


You’re just in time for the autopsy.





ANGELA


Do I know you from somewhere?





The man glances over at her, then back to his work.  He picks up a shiny pointed blade.





MAN


I don’t believe so.





ANGELA


No…The 6th Street police department.  You were sitting on the steps, and you talked to me?





MAN


I don’t recall that, ma’am.





ANGELA


Oh…





She observes as he slices open the flesh of the woman’s neck below the wounds.





ANGELA


Where do you suppose those came from?





MAN


See how there’s very little blood?





Angela tilts her head sideways to see what he’s talking about and nods.





MAN


Well it appears it was extracted through these cuts.





Angela smiles, repressing a laugh.





ANGELA


What do you mean?  Like a vampire?





MAN


Maybe the killer wants it to seem as if he was a vampire.





ANGELA


That’s possible…





She spins around as Dr. Fielding reenters the morgue reading from a clipboard.  A heavyset man with a thick gray beard is with him, wearing an identical white coat.





DR. FIELDING


Ellen Franklin’s autopsy was scheduled for today.  Sorry for the misunderstanding.





ANGELA


That’s all right.  I found her.





DR. FIELDING


This is Mr. Windsor, the mortician.





ANGELA


Oh…I thought…





She turns back to where the black man was standing, but he’s left.





12:45 pm





We pan down from the sun shining in through the glass roof of a conservatory to the thriving green vegetation within.  Angela is sitting on one end of a relaxing couch, waiting.  She stands up as her father, Elijah Bauer, enters the room.  Angela reluctantly hugs him.





ANGELA


Hi, Dad.





The aging man pulls away to look at his daughter’s face.





ELIJAH


I’m so glad you’ve finally decided to come see me.  It’s been too long.





ANGELA


You’ve got a nice place here.  Is it just you?





ELIJAH


Most of the time.  Camille drops by once and a while.





ANGELA


Camille?





ELIJAH


She’s a model.  Just signed a deal with a big lingerie company.





ANGELA


Isn’t she a little out of your league?





ELIJAH


I think I’m deserving of a little something after what I’ve been through.





ANGELA


You mean Mom.





ELIJAH


Don’t defend her, Angie.  That woman was a cold-blooded manipulative bitch.  She took everything I had and it took years for me to recover.





ANGELA


But when it was all over and she was sorry-





ELIJAH


I wouldn’t listen to her.





ANGELA


Yeah, and she died miserably, rejected.





ELIJAH


Listen, Angie, I don’t want to fight with you.  It’s time we put all this behind us, now that you’re here.





Angela stares at her father’s pleading face.  Her cell phone starts ringing.





ANGELA


Excuse me for a second.





She waits for her father to leave before answering the call.





ANGELA


Hello?





It’s her boss.





MR. OSBORNE


Where are you, Bauer?





ANGELA


I’m leaving the hospital right now.





MR. OSBORNE


Did you get anything?





ANGELA


I think so.





MR. OSBORNE


You think so?  I need you to know so.  Either way, get back to the department.  We’ve got a situation.





We cut to Angela leaving the conservatory, shoving the cell phone back in her purse.  Her father steps in her path.





ELIJAH


Is everything all right?





ANGELA


Um, yeah.  I just need to get back to work.





She gives him a quick hug.





ANGELA


I’ll talk to you another time, okay?





ELIJAH


How about tonight?  There’s going to be a banquet downtown and I’d like you to meet Camille.





ANGELA


What’s it for?





ELIJAH


Some annual art exhibit.  Camille says anybody who’s somebody will be there.  Will you go?





ANGELA


I guess I could drop by.





8:00 pm





A star-filled sky is interrupted by searchlights, and we pan down past a building roof where workers are operating them to the street where black limousines are systematically dropping of the affluent citizens of Eden.





Angela, wearing a sleek black evening dress and dark hair topped on her head, smiles at two doormen as she enters the art museum.





The interior of the building is impressively decorated for the occasion, a giant light fixture in the center of the ballroom.  Angela spots her father coming toward her, a barely clad blonde securely latched onto his arm.





ELIJAH


Angie, I’m so glad you made it.





ANGELA


Hi, Dad.





She glances at the woman to his side, who appears to be his age.





ELIJAH


This is Camille Vaughn.





CAMILLE


You were on the cover of Time last year…It’s very remarkable.  Your father has it framed in his office.





Angela looks at Elijah, somewhat surprised.





ANGELA


Really?





ELIJAH


Of course.  I was very proud of you.





CAMILLE


He’s always talking about you, Angela.





ANGELA


I had no idea.





CAMILLE


Could you take me to sit down, Elijah?





ELIJAH


Are you okay?





CAMILLE


I will be.  I just need to rest for a moment.





Elijah takes her by the waist and leads her away into an empty room.  He sits her down on a bench and kneels down next to her face.





ELIJAH


Will you be all right?





CAMILLE


Yeah.  Now go back to your daughter.





Elijah obeys, leaving her alone.  He approaches the confused Angela.





ANGELA


What’s wrong?





ELIJAH


We’ve been having trouble with the pregnancy.





ANGELA


She’s pregnant?  Are you serious?





ELIJAH


Nearly two months along now.





ANGELA


Are you marrying her?





Elijah shrugs.





ELIJAH


We haven’t discussed it much.





Behind them, a strong breeze comes through the open windows and knocks over a sculpture.  People gasp as it smashes on the marble floor.





ELIJAH


I’ll bet that was expensive.





Angela laughs.





ANGELA


You still have a sense of humor.  I was beginning to think you had lost it.





Both heads turn as a chilling scream erupts from the room where Camille was left alone.





ELIJAH


It’s Camille…





They both run to the room in time to see Camille’s body stretched out across the bench, her arms dangling at her sides as a hooded man appears to be kissing her.





ELIJAH


Get off of her!





He runs at the man and shoves him away, revealing Camille’s blood-splattered neck.





ELIJAH


What have you done to her?!





He slams the pale man into the wall, causing a painting to fall down.  The man, smiling, grabs the old man by the neck and heaves him across the room.  Angela screams as her father’s body impacts a statue of an ancient soldier, impaled on it’s stone sword.





The man glances at Angela for a moment, just long enough for her to see two long fangs, and jumps through a window, shattering it to pieces.





Angela runs to her father, holding his face in her hand.  He’s barely alive.





ANGELA


Dad…





ELIJAH


Is Camille all right?





Angela looks back to the bench where people are circling.  Camille is obviously dead.





ELIJAH


Angie…Is she all right?





Angela shakes her head.





ANGELA


Just hold on, okay?  They’ll get an ambulance.





ELIJAH


Angie, I’m glad I got to see you again.





ANGELA


What?  No, Dad, don’t say that.





ELIJAH


It was better that we made amends.





ANGELA


Daddy…please…





She watches as his body goes limp on the statue, dead.  Angela breaks down into a sob and falls to her knees.





10:50 pm





Angela stands in front of a crowd of curious onlookers at the second covered stretcher being lifted into an ambulance.  A face catches her eye across the way.  It’s a man with long black hair and eyes, dressed in a dark trench coat.  He winks at Angela, turns, and leaves the scene.





Angela follows him, pushing through the people to keep up.  She sees him glance back again, smiling.  Angela stares into his crystal-like eyes for a moment before quickly looking away.  She continues following him, out of the vicinity of the museum, away from other pedestrians.





The strange man turns into an alley, and Angela still follows.  As she turns the corner, she catches a glimpse of him entering an unkempt storehouse.  Angela grasps her handgun at her side as she creeps into the building, walking down a long hallway to another door.  As she passes through it, we pan up to the ceiling where the man is lying against it, grinning down at us.





October 6


5:20 pm





A secretary looks up from her work as Angela enters the office and approaches the desk.





ANGELA


I’m Angela, Mr. Bauer’s daughter.





Her father’s secretary nods sorrowfully.





SECRETARY


Yes, of course, dear.  What can I do for you?





ANGELA


I wanted to take a look at his office, if it’s all right.





SECRETARY


Go right ahead, dear.





ANGELA


Thanks.





She walks past her into her father’s office, hearing the metallic click as she locks it behind her.  She quickly searches through the desk drawers, stopping as she sees the framed magazine featuring her hanging on the wall.





Angela stands and takes the frame off the wall, smiling at her father’s thoughtfulness.  She gasps as something pierces her hand.  Angela turns the frame over.  One of the corners is torn open, and a paper is hidden inside.  A red symbol is printed on it, one Angela doesn’t recognize.





Angela quickly takes off the rest of the backing and scans the document.





7:35 pm





Angela walks across a floor past old crates and boxes.  She looks up at the moonlight shining in through a ceiling window.  The light is shining down on the floor, and Angela realizes that the giant red symbol is printed on it.





A shadow suddenly cuts off the light and Angela looks up just in time to see a body swooping down at her.  The pale man she had seen kicks her in the stomach, sending her across the room into a pile of boxes.





She grabs her gun and aims it at him.  A shot rings out and Angela is stunned as the man seems to dodge the bullet.  She shoots at him again and again but he keeps moving out of the path.  He finally reaches her and hits the gun out of her hand, grabbing her by the neck.





Angela reaches into her pocket, grasping her keys, and slashes them across the man’s face.  Instead of letting go, his grip on her throat tightens.  Angela gasps as two long white fangs become visible in his mouth and he begins to dive down toward her throat.





As his head gets closer, she bites into his ear and tears the flesh away.  The man cries out in pain and stumbles backward, leaving Angela there with blood gushing down her front.





MAN


Bitch!





He recovers and starts at her again, but Angela already has her can of mase out and sprays him in the face.  He falls back again, holding his eyes.  Angela runs from the scene back to the taxi and it speeds away down the road.





8:00 pm





Angela bursts through Mr. Osborne’s door and hands him the paper.





MR. OSBORNE


What’s this?





ANGELA


Some kind of agreement or contract for an underground counterfeit money ring.  I found it in my dad’s office.





MR. OSBORNE


You think he was involved in it?





ANGELA


Of course I do.  But here’s the connection: It took a little time but I found the same documents in the other four victims’ homes or workplace.





MR. OSBORNE


Your father wasn’t the original target that night though…





ANGELA


I’m sure he would have been soon…You’ll find the ring’s meeting places in there too.





Mr. Osborne smiles and nods, satisfied.





MR. OSBORNE


Good work, Bauer.  You’re already living up to your name.





ANGELA


Thank you, sir.





MR. OSBORNE


What the hell happened to you?  You’ve got blood all over your shirt.





ANGELA


I was attacked…I went to check out the meeting place before I came back here.





MR. OSBORNE


You shouldn’t have done that.





ANGELA


I know.





MR. OSBORNE


Are you okay?





ANGELA


Yeah, but the guy got away.  I think it was the same one that killed my father.





MR. OSBORNE


Well do you think you could make a quick sketch of him?  Did he have any features that stood out?





ANGELA


He was really pale with long black hair…





MR. OSBORNE


Anything else?





ANGELA


His teeth.  I think that’s how he killed the others.





MR. OSBORNE


What?  By biting them?





ANGELA


They were like fangs.  Like a vampire.





Mr. Osborne looks doubtful.





MR. OSBORNE


A vampire…?  Okay, I’ll see what I can do.  You just go home now, all right?





Angela nods and turns to leave, but stops.





ANGELA


Mr. Osborne?





MR. OSBORNE


Yeah?





ANGELA


Am I supposed to believe that it was totally coincidence that my first case involved my father?





MR. OSBORNE


…I guess that is one hell of a coincidence, isn’t it?





ANGELA


Yeah…You assigned it to me, right?





MR. OSBORNE


Actually, no.  The cases are randomly assigned on the computers.





ANGELA


Oh…





MR. OSBORNE


Goodnight, Bauer.





ANGELA


Goodnight.





Mr. Osborne watches her leave the office, then looks down at the file and begins to read it.



































