
H E X A G O N

Ep 1-01: “The Beast Shall Rise Next Tuesday”

TEASER

BEADS OF SWEAT

tremble on a YOUNG GIRL’s clammy forehead.

THE GIRL’S EYELIDS

flutter in the flicker of CANDLELIGHT.

FINGERS ON A ROSARY

move from bead to bead with manic intensity.

PRIEST (O.C.)
Holy Mary, mother of god...

This is:

INT. GIRL’S BEDROOM-DAY

Red curtains block daylight. CANDLES flicker from every 
corner. An enormous CRUCIFIX hangs above a bed. 

MEGAN ABERNATHY (11) lies under quilted blankets, WRITHING. 

A PRIEST (23), young enough he’s still got pimples, kneels 
over her, praying his rosary.

PRIEST
glorybetothefatherandtotheson...

MR. & MRS. ABERNATHY, a well-off couple in their 40s, watch 
from the doorway, concerned. The priest lifts his hands...

PRIEST (CONT’D)
I cast thee out!

The girl JERKS and TWITCHES.

PRIEST (CONT’D)
Back, Satan!

She goes still. The priest creeps forward, examining her... 

Her eyes SNAP OPEN -- two BOTTOMLESS BLACK ORBS. Her face 
TWISTS UP into a demonic grimace. She SHRIEKS, inhuman.

The priest recoils, points a crucifix straight at her.



DING DONG. The doorbell. Everyone freezes.

MRS. ABERNATHY
Um. Er. Let me just, uh, go get 
that.

Mrs. Abernathy steps into the hall. The priest stays poised 
with his crucifix. 

GABE (O.S.)
(from the hall)

Okay, let’s see what we got here.

Mrs. Abernathy returns with GABE CORCORAN, 30, in tow. Gabe 
is chubby, in a short-sleeved dress shirt and tie. He carries 
a black, standard briefcase. He surveys the scene.

GABE (CONT’D)
Oh, no. No no no no.

He blows out candles, throws open the curtains.

GABE (CONT’D)
All this is doing is just making it 
worse. They love all this -- this 
weird stuff. The theatre of it.

PRIEST
Excuse me?

GABE
No offense, holy father. But please 
leave this to the professionals.

Gabe displays the logo on his briefcase: “HEXAGON OCCULT 
SERVICES. We make the weird normal!”

GABE (CONT’D)
Gabe Corcoran. Occult Service 
Technician.

The priest looks at the Abernathys, aghast.

PRIEST
You called someone else.

MR. ABERNATHY
You just weren’t getting it done, 
son.

MRS. ABERNATHY
He came very highly recommended.

Gabe brushes the priest aside and kneels by the bed.
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GABE
Not to rush things but I’ve got a 
really important 11 o’clock so...

The girl TWISTS around... SITS STRAIGHT UP...

MEGAN
(deep demonic voice)

GET OUT GET OUT BEFORE I REND YOUR 
SPINE FROM YOUR ENTRAILS!

Gabe rolls his eyes and CRACKS OPEN his briefcase.

GABE
It’s your classic six-eighty-three.

Inside the unassuming briefcase: OCCULT ARCANA... Pentagrams. 
Bags of mystical substances. Other assorted strangeness.

GABE (CONT’D)
Simple incantation should do the 
job.

With a flourish that suggests a deadly weapon, he whips 
out... a nub of chalk. He uses it to draw an ENORMOUS CIRCLE 
around the girl’s bed. He doodles arcane RUNES around it...

MEGAN
STOP IT!

GABE
Ashok! Mahanti! Grabat!

The girl sits straight up. Rears back her head.

Sneezes.

BLACK SMOKE erupts from her eyes, nostrils, ears... The smoke 
COALESCES into a TERRIFYING DEMON that hangs in the air over 
the bed...

GABE (CONT’D)
(to the Abernathys)

You’re probably going to want to 
run about now.

They dash from the room. The demon REARS UP--

GABE (CONT’D)
ASHOK! MAHANTI! GRABAT!

As the demon SURROUNDS HIM... and starts to SWALLOW HIM UP... 
we SLAM TO MAIN TITLES.
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