
 
Riker’s Town is both episodic and serialized. Episodic, because each case will be different 

in every story. Serialized, because the cyborg story has a clear arc: from a low hum in the 

background to mainstream.  

 

EPISODE 1: JANE’S TOWN 
Watch the pilot here: http://www.undergroundvoices.com/RikersTownFilm.htm 

 

Detective work is like chess. Sometimes, you have to make a move. And sometimes, 

you have to just sit around, sucking air. 

 

Meet HARRY RIKER — a hard-boiled detective who occasionally solves cases, but 

mostly flops around drinking and “sucking air.”  

 

That is until a JOSEPH MAWERY teeters into Riker’s office, in his powder pink 

suit, exhaling and claiming he’s being followed. The man is a nut job, thinks Riker.  

But thinking isn’t Riker’s strong suit, so he gets to asking hard questions.  
 

It’s a bold claim, but Riker does some digging and wouldn’t you know it – Mawery 

is being tailed and by none other than Rikers old colleague AGENT JOHNSON, a 

gimp, who works for the government.  

 

On the meet up Johnson is in Rikers ear, “You don’t want to be mixed up in this 

shit.” But shit is one thing Riker has spent his career mixed up in. 

 

It’s a simple enough case to solve: Have Mawery and Johnson meet - in a snazzy 

bar naturally, sit back and order a few cocktails, blow out a few plumes of cigar 

smoke and let them hash it out like two respectable gentlemen.  

 

But meetings never run the way you expect them to. A plate smashes, then there’s 

scream and a BANG BANG! And Mawery goes down – Hard.  

 

Riker draws the Glock, pops off a few wayward rounds, in the direction, likely 

hitting a lamp shade. But the chase is on.  

 

Hours later, there’s a banging on Riker’s office door. Some motherfucker 

attempting to unsheathe the hinges. It’s the law. Riker knows the knock. They 

http://www.undergroundvoices.com/RikersTownFilm.htm


need to question him about the shooting. Two clean-faced rookies. But there are 

others … In suits … 

 

They drag Riker down to a building, throw him in a room. A door opens and in 

walks Riker’s old boss, FRANK HARNESON. But Riker’s not being picked up, its 

worse than that. He’s being hired by the FBI to work a case.  

 

The shooter was a CYBORG – a goddamn CYBORG. And they’re all led by a woman 

called JANE. Cyborgs, Frank believes, need human organs to survive. And Jane is 

running a black market operation. Find Jane and kill her are the orders.  

 

All this “cyborg” talk is ludicrous, but a gig is a gig, and the FBI are fitting the bill.  

 

Riker can’t seem to get moving. Jane is out of his reach. The walls are closing in. 

Failure is looming.  

 

But then, as if by magic, she appears. At his office. And she wants Riker to work 

with her, to find FREDRICK. This is the guy that the government is really after, she 

claims.  

 

Now Riker has a real dilemma. Work with the government or go against them and 

trust Jane. It’s a coin toss. And he doesn’t have any coins.  

 

 





 
EPISODE 2-3: PRINCESS 

These stories will unfold over two episodes, like a movie 

 

Carlos Jiminez. The Moron as his wife, Sonja calls him. Carlos has a thing for 

animals. Seven dogs and an alligator that he keeps chained up in the yard. Carlos 

has one eye and wears oversized Raybans to cover the hole. He’s got tattoos up 

and down his neck and his knuckles are stamped with the words Born and Live. 

Naturally, he moves drugs – has a small-time crew that run bits around the 

neighborhood. And in the evenings, he can be found in Chachees bar, where he’s 

an avid karaoke singer.  

Sonja could just about tolerate all that, but when she found out that Carlos had 

eaten the neighbor’s pig, Princess, she called Riker. She was done with the Moron. 

She wanted to know all the other illegal shit he had been up to so she could turn 

him in. 

Riker gets on to the neighbors, the Martinez family. Their story held up. They had 

a pig, a beautiful little Hampshire cross breed thing, that they treated like one of 

their own children. It even had a little kennel filled with hay where it slept. The 

pig would run around the yard shaking its little tail, dropping little perfect turds 

on the lawn.  

Then one day the pig was gone. All that was left was a hole in the fence that led to 

Carlos’ yard.  

Next evening Carlos was spotted in his oversized sun hat, wearing only his swim 

trunks and holding a spatula. The barbeque was fired up and the scent was 

everywhere. Bacon. The next night it was ribs, BBQ ribs. On Friday the Martinez 

family could see Carlos in his back yard slicing into a pork chop. They were 

horrified. Poor princess.  

Riker begins the tail. Carlos is certainly into some heavy shit. Bare knuckle fight 

rings, pushes Meth and Blow, and has a side-line in illegal vape oil.  

Riker debriefs with Sonja. She likes what she hears and there’s some good 

pictorial evidence to back it.  

But she wants more. She pays Riker and sends him back after her husband, the 

Moron.  



Riker gets in at one of the bare-knuckle fights and spots a woman on Carlos’s 

knee. She’s a straight ten. Legs, lips, arms, pulse, heartbeat. Well, she’s a ten in 

Rikers book, but that book was pretty damned empty. Some ungodly ugly fellow 

says, “Eyyy essee, that’s Carlos laydeee mayn …. Don’t let the boss see you 

looking.” 

So, if that’s the wife, then who the hell is Sonja?  

Has Riker been sent on a wild goose chase?  

It was time to turn the tables on Sonja….  





 
EPISODE 4-5: JIGGLES! 

 

What we had was a sultry day and an old man in a coma.  

 

It was a helluva morning, and the bucket in Riker’s office was filling with water 

from a busted pipe.  

 

In walked a man. Well, he had all the parts that made a man, but he lacked drive 

and desire. He was a nervous man. Something salty about him. Riker took a 

disliking to him, but a case was a case, and Riker was the best dick in L.A. Yeah, 

business was a little slow, but a man could only be judged by what was put in front 

of him and the cases hadn’t been there. Well, here was one that just walked its way 

through the door. What the hell was Riker to do, but solve the damned thing?  

 

The nervy guy, Bret Monkhouse, sat down and went on to reveal his story.  

 

His old man, Hank Monkhouse, was on his way back from the titty bar. He had 

been drinking – top shelf booze, and he had had pushed many notes down thongs. 

He had even got a little lap dance from a young thing named Floss in the V.I.P 

lounge. The old man was way over the limit, but he jumped into his Mercedes and 

made his way home, keeping it a steady 40 mph, regularly checking the rear-view 

mirror for blue flashing lights.  

 

The car started jerking up and Hank pulled over. Engine management problem. As 

he got out the cell phone to call for help, he must have heard a noise. Or no noise 

at all because Hank never opened his eyes again. He had been shot – point blank 

range!  

 

Next, he was in a hospital bed, with drips in his arms and oxygen being forced into 

his lungs. The machine he was attached to went beep beep beeep ... Around his 

bed sat concerned faces. The boy Bret and his mother, Hanks’s wife Julia.  

 

Julia was a well made-up woman, with many bracelets on her wrists and reems of 

necklaces around her neck. Her eyes were wide and wet, but there were no tears.  

 

Bret wanted to know who had attempted to kill his father. The case was on. 

 



But first Riker needed a drink. Two drinks. He also needed lunch, but lunch could 

wait. There were more pressing matters … He poured another drink.  

 

Hank Monkhouse had built his own company from scratch. He was a ruthless 

man, who had made many enemies. He left a trail of bitter business partners in 

his shadow as he rose to the top. He had acquired other companies, but at his ripe 

old age, he was just a name on a building. He had little to do with the day-to-day 

running of things.  

 

That was left to his eldest son Jefferson. Jefferson was a college drop out. He 

played tennis and golf and went to illegal dog fights. Jefferson had a taste for blow 

and on Fridays, he fucked transexuals at the Raah Raah lounge, where he had a 

room on retainer. He was married to a blonde named Minni and had two children 

– Twins.  

 

Riker begins busting open doors and asking questions. He discovers that Hank 

hadn’t just been a name on a building. Other owners were trying to get him out. 

He had been burning money for years and it had been discovered that he was 

stealing. Big bucks. Millions. Money transfers and illegal hedge funds. Hank was 

in deep. He had pissed off a lot of people, and evidently the wrong person.  

 

Evidently, Riker liked that word. He didn’t even realize he was capable of such 

exemplary English.  

 

And there was the wife, Julia. Two face lifts, and monthly biotin injections. Raised 

on a farm in Wyoming but left at 14 to travel to L.A to become an actress. Couldn’t 

cut a break, so joined a traveling circus, then finally found her way to New York, 

where she danced in a prestigious, lap dance night spot – Jiggles. She drank nine 

frozen cocktails per day and fucked the yoga boy, Bruno, who was eighteen but 

built like a linebacker.  

 

Hank and Julia were to be divorced. Was she about to lose everything? Was she 

about to lose the money to pay for another face, to pay for her drinks … Possibly! 

 

Then there was the life insurance policy Hank has taken out a few months prior to 

the shooting.  

 

His son, Bret was to earn 15 million big ones. That’s motive enough, isn’t it?  

 

 



What Riker had before him was an old horny gentleman who was hauled up in a 

hospital bed attached to a machine. A bitter, soon to be ex-wife, who couldn’t 

muster up fake tears if she tried. Two sons with wealth to inherit and gain in pop’s 

demise, and finally a strip joint named Jiggles.  … That was first on Rikers to do 

list.  

 

The case was on.  

 





 
EPISODE 6-7: THE WHISTLEBLOWER 

 

Riker would often spend time staring at walls or staring at nothing. Nothing was 

even better than staring at walls. Sometimes, he’d sit there looking at the phone, 

wondering who invented such a crass form of communication. Then occasionally 

the phone would  

 

Ring …  

 

There was a voice at the other end, but the line was distorted … Was it the phone 

or was the voice trying to hide its identity…  

 

The voice on the phone started up … A body, murdered. A scientist. A brilliant 

man. A horrible death. Gruesome … Eyeballs had been removed and orifices 

fiddled with. Orifices north and south of the body …  

 

The voice, the Whistleblower, now sounding like a throat cancer victim, went on … 

the coroner’s office concluded a heart attack, natural cause.  

 

But the Whistleblower on the other end of the phone knew otherwise. The 

coroner’s office had been paid off and it wasn’t a heart attack, it was … Murder. 

Poisoned. And the body messed with. And worse, the coroner paid to keep his 

mouth shut.  

 

If Riker could prove murder, the Whistleblower would tell Riker who did it.   

 

Riker stares at the wall ...gathering thoughts, if that was even possible, for him … 

Others would be involved: Cops in the cover up, maybe even higher up, maybe his 

old colleagues at the government …. But why?  



Riker leaps into the busted-down Ford and heads to the coroner’s office, and yes 

something isn’t right. A frustrating tug-of-war investigation leads to a secret 

autopsy done, with different results. Murder ….  

 

Then there’s a bar, and it’s dark, and everyone inside is depressed, and no one 

more so than Riker. But to his left … is the Whistleblower. No face, just the 

Whistleblower. A body hidden in the shadow …  

 

The Whistleblower now is a wretched pain in Riker’s mind, and he wants Riker to 
go the media, blow the whole damned thing up. He wants it leaked online. He 
wants the world to know.  
 
More curious, the Whistleblower says a phrase … A phrase that Riker had heard 
him say over the phone … a phrase that has been repeated three or four times …. 
It’s for the good of the world …For the good of the world… 
 
What the hell does that mean?  
 
The Whistleblower’s backstory. 30 years on the job and what did he get? Nothing. 
No promotion, no executive position, no fine little secretary running in and out of 
his office on heels, no increase in salary, nothing. Not even a birthday card once 
per year. And now he’s a bitter man, a man who wants revenge, a man who wants 
change …  For the good of the world. 
 
Then there’s the name the Whistleblower mentioned, a name Riker knows all too 
well … Jane. She had pushed him to go and see Riker. But why? She wants 
something the Whistleblower knows … some info that the dead scientist had 
discovered.  
 
A tangled web!  
 
The Dead Scientist story. Years and years of research, and the government had 
found out that the only thing that kills Cyborgs is Cyanide – a deadly chemical 
compound. But more than that, it was a new variant of Cyanide, one that the 
scientist had formulated himself.  
 
But in whose hands did the variant land in?  
 
 
 

 

 





 
EPISODE 8-9: When there’s thunder there’s lightning 

 

You get these months in L.A when it’s just wash after wash. Relentless downpour 

for seventeen minutes, then steam rising from the streets as the sun belts down. It 

always felt as if the umbrella had holes in it. It was one of those days in February 

when the phone rang. It was three in the AM and Riker was half into a bottle of 

scotch and depressed. But he grabbed his cellphone and yelled. 

 

“Janice, I told you, were done.” 

 

But it wasn’t Janice. It was breathing. A man’s breathing …  

 

“You know what time this is?” asked Riker 

 

“It’s after three in the morning.” 

 

“Thank you, my watch is broken. Now do me a favor and call back at nine, when 

we open.” 

 

“Crime doesn’t wait,” said the voice.  

 

“True,” said Riker, pressing a button and putting the voice on hold. Elevator music 

played on the other end of the line.  

 

Riker stood up, poured another, drained it, sparked up a cigar and went back to 

the phone, releasing the gentleman from hold.  

 

“God dammit,” the voice snapped, “I said crime doesn’t—” 

 

“Yeah, yeah, I heard. I have ears. And other body parts. I’m known around this 

town for having the largest—” 

 

“…Theres been a murder.” 

 

That got Riker’s attention, and the story began to unfold before him …  The guy on 

the other end of the phone was a Heinrich Mustaffen. A mortician. Been dressing 

up and burying dead bodies for over twenty years. Could say he was born into the 



funeral business. Father passed down the funeral home when he kicked the 

bucket. The son, Heinrich even dolled up his own dead dad, rouged his cheeks, 

put little balls of wool in his mouth, slid him into a two-piece suit, and applied 

lipstick and then finally buried him.  

 

Heinrich had a body at the funeral parlor and wanted Riker to take a look. He was 

too scared to go to the cops and any other official, he didn’t trust. He was a man 

with trust issues. His mommy had left him when he was three and he now spent 

his days alone or with dead bodies. A glorious life.  

 

At the mortuary, Riker was disgusted by what he saw. There was a body alright, 

but the jaw was missing. Well, it was there, just not attached to the face like it 

should have been. It was in a petri dish on a table. No obvious struggle in the 

removal of it. Looked as if the jaw had just been slotted out. Easily.  

 

The cause of death is “traces of cyanide.” Seemed like an open and shut case, 

thought Riker. Murder.  

 

But Heinrich thinks differently. He doesn’t think the cops would be interested 

because the body is, “Transhuman.”  

 

“Cyborg,” says Riker.  

 

“That’s not what you’re supposed to call them, have some respect.” 

 

“Respect, pal, is only the name of the song from the past. Now I suggest you speak 

up before you end up with a jaw like our friend here ….. the Cyborg!” 

 

“It seems that cyanide kills these… transhumans.” 

 

Heinrich is intrigued. He wants Riker to find out who did this.  

 

Heinrich continues with his story. He had received a phone call from a homeless 

man living on skid row. The man said there was a body to be picked up, and that’s 

how the transhuman ended up on his table.  

 

Riker starts poking around skid row for the homeless man. He questions needle 

freaks, whores, pill heads, winos, and the mental retards. He questions all groups. 

Never let it be said Riker treated people unequally. The whores he even spoke to a 

little longer than the others.  

 



Riker was coming up short, until there was another phone call made to Heinrich. 

There’s another body. This one dumped again. Skid Row. And this time Riker 

tagged along with Heinrich for the ride…  

 

The cops had made the scene already. Long lines of sticky tape cornered off the 

area and parts of the streets. Cops drinking from cellophane cups and generators 

lighting up the whole area. It was crawling with pigs.  

 

Riker spots who he’s looking for. A skittish homeless man watching from across 

the street. Riker gets to work on the man, using his expert interrogation skills 

that he mostly learned from television. The homeless guy gives up some info. The 

bodies, both of them, came from the abandoned watch factory. A man with glasses 

pulled up in a van and dumped the bodies on the street.  

 

Nights pass, and Riker finds himself coming up empty on clues. 

 

Then he’s in front of the watch factory. Its late – or early in the morning.  

 

It’s raining, then a crack of thunder. A cat scurries past his feet and another crack 

from the skies. 

 

Lightning lights up the factory building for a few seconds. In the light, Riker sees a 

figure of a woman in the factory, standing by the window, watching him. Seems 

like she’s been there a while. 

 

Dark skies again. 

 

Lightning lights up the factory a second time. This time the figure is holding up a 

sign.  

 

HELP 

 

END OF SEASON 1 
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