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​The Diesel Demons

​SCENE 1
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​EXT INDUSTRIAL BELTSCRAP YARDNIGHT

​The screen is pitch black The first thing we hear isnt music but the heavy rhythmic THUD of a metal hydraulic press

​CUT TO

​A wide sweeping shot of a rusted wasteland Skeletal remains of abandoned factories loom like giants against a smogchoked moonlight This is the Industrial Belt—a place where the air tastes like rust and old grease

​CLOSE UP

A drop of thick black diesel drips from a leaking pipe hitting a puddle of stagnant water The oil swirls like a dark omen

​MOVING CAMERA

We glide past mountains of jagged copper and twisted brass In the center of this metallic graveyard stands a massive shipment several rusted tankers camouflaged under heavy industrial tarps and scrap metal

​THE TRIO ENTERS

​IQBAL walks in the center He doesnt look at the ground he owns it He stops by a tanker his hand—stained with permanent grease—sliding over the cold steel

​To his left NOORA He is leaner twitchy eyes scanning the shadows like a predator looking for a reason to strike He carries a heavy iron rod like a walking stick

​To the right SADIQ A mountain of a man His silence is more terrifying than a scream

​THE LABORERS

A group of weary workers is frozen in place One laborer midaction stops moving A bead of sweat rolls down his forehead He keeps his gaze fixed firmly on his own boots

​IQBAL

Voice low gravelly

Is the copper shielding the scent

​A SUPERVISOR steps forward trembling He tries to speak but his voice cracks He cant bring himself to look Iqbal in the eye

​SUPERVISOR

Whispering

Yes boss Five thousand liters Hidden deep Even the crows wont find it

​Iqbal pulls a small glass vial of the fuel from a valve He holds it up to the moonlight Its not just oil to him its liquid gold

​NOORA

A sharp jagged smile

One leak and Ill burn this entire district with them inside

​Noora taps his iron rod against a copper pile The CLANG echoes through the silence like a gunshot Every laborer flinches One man drops a small brass pipe by accident

​The sound of the pipe hitting the floor is deafening

​SADIQ turns his head slowly toward the man The mans breath hitches He looks like hes already dead

​Iqbal doesnt even look at the man He just pockets the vial and starts walking toward his jeep

​IQBAL

Coldly

If a single drop goes missing dont bother running There is no shade in my kingdom for thieves

​The trio disappears into the shadows of the rusted machinery leaving behind a silence so heavy it feels like its crushing the lungs of everyone left standing
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​EXT SECLUDED SCRAPYARDPREDAWN

​The sky is a bruised purple the color of a fresh internal hemorrhage The only sound is the low rhythmic HUM of hightension power lines vibrating overhead

​WIDE SHOT

A desolate graveyard of crushed cars In the center a diesel truck sits idling its engine growling like a trapped beast

​KASIM The Rival Gang Leader is on his knees His face is a roadmap of broken skin and dark bruises His two associates are bound nearby their mouths taped shut eyes bulging with a primal liquid terror

​THE APPROACH

IQBAL walks toward Kasim stepping over rusted pistons He isnt rushing He carries the calm of a man who has already decided the future

​NOORA follows dragging a thick industrialgrade steel cable across the gravel The sound—SHHHHHCLINK—grates against the nerves

​SADIQ stands like a stone monolith behind Kasim his massive shadow swallowing the smaller man whole

​KASIM

Choking on blood

Iqbal listen it was just a mistake A business move

​IQBAL

Voice like dry leather

Business is built on trust Kasim You traded yours for a truckload of oil

​Iqbal nods to Noora Noora doesnt smile this time his expression is clinical almost bored He tosses the loop of the steel cable over a rusted crossbeam of the massive ELECTRICAL TOWER looming above them

​NOORA

Whispering in Kasims ear

Do you feel the air Kasim Thats 400000 volts screaming for a host

​THE EXECUTION

Sadiq grabs Kasim by the collar of his jacket and hoists him up with terrifying effortless strength The steel cable is cinched around Kasims waist and chest

​CLOSE UPTHE PULLEY

A motorized winch on the back of a jeep clicks into gear WHIRRRRR Kasim is jerked upward He kicks frantically his boots scraping against the jagged steel of the tower He is being raised toward the highvoltage lines

​INTENSIFYING SOUND

The BZZZZT of the electricity grows louder sharper The air smells of OZONE—sharp and metallic

​IQBAL

To the associates

Watch Dont blink If you blink you miss the lesson

​THE CLIMAX

Kasims hand flailing in agony brushes against a live insulator

​SFX A VIOLENT CRACKLE A BLINDING BLUE FLASH

​The screen whiteouts for a microsecond

​REVERSE ANGLE

We see the silhouette of Kasim hanging from the tower His body jerks in a violent spasmic dance Smoke begins to rise from his clothes The smell of BURNING FLESH hits the air—heavy sweet and sickening

​IQBAL lights a cigarette the flame of his lighter steady unaffected by the wind or the horror above him He looks at the associates

​IQBAL

Quietly

Go back Tell the city the price of diesel just went up

​EXTREME WIDE SHOT

The massive electrical tower stands against the rising sun A scorched body hangs limp from the iron structure a black mark against the sky The hum of the wires continues indifferent
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​EXT ABANDONED REFINERYLOADING DOCKDAY

​The sun is a harsh blinding disc turning the rusted corrugated metal into a shimmering furnace Heat waves warp the horizon

​CLOSE UP

A rhythmic metallic SCRAPE SCRAPE SCRAPE

NOORA sits perched atop a dented 55gallon oil drum His sleeves are rolled up revealing veins that look like coiled wires In his hands is a custombuilt heavyduty METALLIC SLINGSHOT—forged from industrial rebar its surgicalgrade rubber bands thick and menacing

​He is meticulously polishing a jagged shard of REINFORCED GLASS Its thick greentinted and sharpened to a razor edge He holds it up to the sun the light refracting off the glass casts a predatory glint across his eyes

​LONG SHOT

A desert crow lands on a distant rusted crane Nooras eyes track it with the cold precision of a radar He doesnt shoot The bird isnt the point

​REVERSE ANGLE

Twenty feet away a TRAITOR is ducttaped to a heavy iron chair His face is a mask of sweat and tears Hes trying to scream through the tape but only a pathetic muffled whimpering emerges

​IQBAL and SADIQ stand in the shadows of the loading dock their arms crossed They arent watching the traitor they are watching Noora

​NOORA

Voice a soft lethal whisper

You know why I like glass brother Lead is predictable Lead stays in the body But glass glass likes to dance through the bone

​THE ACTION

Noora slowly stands up He fits the jagged glass into the leather pouch He draws the rubber bands back The tension is audible—a highpitched CREAK of stretching latex

​The Traitors eyes go wide He begins to shake the chair violently

​NOORAS POV THROUGH THE SLINGSHOT

The world slows down The sound of the wind dies out The only sound is the Traitors frantic ragged breathing The focus shifts from the Traitors eyes to the exact center of his forehead

​NOORA

Breathing out

Goodbye shadow

​SNAP

​The sound isnt a bang Its a WHISTLE—a sharp demonic hiss as the glass cuts the air

​EXTREME CLOSE UPSLOW MOTION

The glass shard spins vertically a blurred diamond of death It strikes

​SFX THE SOUND OF A LIGHTBULB SHATTERING INSIDE A WATERMELON

​The force is catastrophic The glass doesnt just cut it explodes inward A clean jagged entry hole appears in the center of the forehead followed by a spray of crimson against the rusted wall behind him The Traitors head snaps back with the force of a highcaliber round The chair stops shaking

​SILENCE

​Noora calmly lets the slingshot hang by his side He reaches into his pocket pulls out another shard and begins to polish it

​IQBAL

Nodding slowly

Clean

​SADIQ

A low rumble

Too fast for him He didnt even feel the soul leave

​Iqbal turns and walks back into the darkness of the warehouse Sadiq follows Noora remains on his perch his eyes already searching the horizon for the next thing to break
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​EXT NARROW ALLEYWAYINDUSTRIAL DISTRICTDUSK

​The sun is sinking casting long jagged shadows that look like teeth across the brick walls The alley is a dead end—choked with overflowing dumpsters and the smell of rotting waste

​WIDE SHOT

Five LOCAL THUGS are backed against a corrugated iron gate They are armed with rusted pipes and switchblades their knuckles white their breathing shallow and panicked

​At the mouth of the alley stands a wall of a man SADIQ

​He isnt holding a gun He isnt holding a blade He is slowly reaching into a pile of construction debris—heavy jagged GRANITE STONES the size of human hearts

​CLOSE UP

Sadiqs hand Its massive calloused and stained with the grey dust of a thousand crushed rocks He picks up a stone weighing it feeling its balance He looks at it with a strange terrifying appreciation

​THUG LEADER

Voice trembling waving a knife

Stay back big man We we aint paying The tax is too high Well gut you

​Sadiq doesnt speak He doesnt even change his expression He just shifts his weight

​THE ACTION

Sadiqs arm blurs Its not a throw its a LAUNCH

​SFX A SONIC CRACK

​The stone whistles through the air like a cannonball

​CLOSE UPSLOW MOTION

The granite projectile strikes the Thug Leader square in the STERNUM

​SFX THE CRUNCH OF A DRY BRANCH SNAPPING

​The impact is so violent it literally lifts the man off his feet and slams him against the iron gate He falls in
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