SCENE ONE:
FADE IN:
EXT. WATER KINGDOM – NIGHT
A heavy, fractured moon hangs low, distorted through a haze of dust.
The Water Kingdom stretches, miles below, dry earth cracked and glowing dimly in the cold light.
The wind howls across the plain, carrying the smell of decay.
The camera moves slowly across fallen mud huts, rusted pipes, and dry wells.
Children with hollow eyes crouch beside a broken water drum.
A mother hippo hums a lullaby, her voice dry as her lips.
SFX: A faint buzz of flies. A wheeze. The flicker of dying firelight.
Further on, two hippo children fight weakly over a banana peel.

A few huts flicker dimly with yellow light-most are black, empty, lifeless.
Then - a transistor radio crackles through the silence.
The voice that comes through is smooth, confident, and detached-almost rehearsed.
RADIO ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
“Good evening, my fellow subjects of the Water Kingdom.

initiated the Grand Waterway Project —
a symbol of prosperity, unity, and eternal peace.”
"Under the wisdom of our dearly beloved council,

Clean rivers, and full stomachs.
We praise our leaders for their unparalleled vision!
SFX: Static hum.
The radio sits on a wooden crate beside an old hippo man.
He doesn't react, just stares at the dust, unmoved.
Silence again.
The camera lingers on a hippo's face - hollow, still, almost expressionless.


EXT. HIPPO CAMP – CONTINUOUS
The smoke drifts, mingling with other faint plumes from fires nearby.
The camera follows one trail down into a crowded camp of hippos huddled around a BONFIRE — the only true light in the dark.
Huts of mud lean against each other, as would tired shoulders.
Cables snake from hut to hut, carrying no power.
The flames dance across faces lined with fatigue-but something deeper, too: endurance.
TRUMP, an unshaven, sharp-witted man in his 40s, sits closest to the fire, pouring tea from a battered kettle into a cracked gourd.
He passes it to ZUBEDA, 30s, coder, mother, sharp eyes and sharper tongue.
Around them, half a dozen hippos listen, tired but alert.

Prices continue to rise.
No jobs. No power.
But they say we're blessed.
Muted laughter ripples through the group.
ZUBEDA
They also say that women talk too much.
That's why the Crocs banned us from the council.
TRUMP
Yet you somehow fix their systems when they crash.
ZUBEDA: (snorts)
Crocs can't even read half the code they claim to write.

They only sign their names and smile for the cameras.
TRUMP
Same story each season.
They wear gold for solving problems we already fixed.
ZUBEDA
And the worst part?
They call it charity when they pay us late.
A few low chuckles.
The air feels a little lighter.
TRUMP: (smiling)
Power's the only language they know.
Doesn't matter if they can't code a line - they own the servers.

Then maybe it's time the builders owned the building.
A beat of silence.
The camera adjusts slightly to frame SIMIMI, late 20s, sitting just behind the firelight.
He's quiet - thoughtful - eyes fixed on the flames.
SIMIMI
What if we stopped waiting?

Everyone turns.

For wages.
For water.
For permission to live.

TRUMP
(raises an eyebrow)
Are you organizing a riot, philosopher?

Not a riot.
A fork.

A what?
SIMIMI

A new chain they can't control.

Just us. Builders. Dreamers.
He holds up his old tablet, cracked but with a faint glow.
A slow scroll of code across the screen, lines of light dancing on his face.
TRUMP: (teasing)

SIMIMI: pppfffttt.

And code doesn’t lie — people do.
The fire CRACKLES loudly. Sparks rise into the night -- glowing, swirling.

ZUBEDA: softly
And who leads this "fork"?
SIMIMI
Nobody.
Or anyone.
Just not them.
CUT TO:
Far off, the CROCODILE PALACES shimmer-tall, gold-plated, and hollow.
The contrast is unbearable.



FADE OUT.
MONTAGE – THE KINGDOM ABOVE THE WATERLINE
FEMALE NARRATOR (V.O.):
begins, her tone calm — not surprised, not outraged.

NARRATOR (V.O.)

It was born from drought, ruled by greed.
and raised on the idea that Crocodiles were gods.
They said the hippos were too slow to lead,
too emotional to think,
too simple to dream.
So we labored. We built. We obeyed.
Generation after generation - heads low, hearts heavy.
It became our nature to be beneath them.



Hippos pulling large wagons labeled “Council Projects.”


Crocodile officials counting coins.


Children saluting crocodile flags.
NARRATOR (V.O.)
Nobody recalled what it was to feel equal.
Corruption wasn't the disease, it was the culture.






Crocs laugh over feasts.


Servants fan them with wilted leaves.

NARRATOR (V.O.)



THE CHORUS of animals — frogs, donkeys, hippos, and zebras — all chant for justice:
They hold hand-painted signs: "Water is Life," "Hear Our Voice."
Crocodile guards sneer.
From a balcony above, a CROCODILE ELDER waves lazily — chewing roasted tilapia.
NARRATOR (V.O.)
We cried out, not for war, not for power —
just to be heard.
Just to be seen.

But the Crocodiles had turned away.

and humans to negotiate with.
INT. CROCODILE PALACE – CONTINUOUS
Golden chandeliers blaze.

A silk napkin wipes a snout — embroidered with the DAO symbol, upside down.
NARRATOR (V.O.)

While the kingdom cracked.

CAMERA pulls back from their gold feast to the cracked horizon beyond.

EXT. HUMAN BORDER WALL – EVENING
Massive concrete dams rise high — in helmets, humans adjust valves and laugh.


The humans dammed our rivers.

but the Crocs dammed our spirits.
And so we stopped asking.
We stopped trusting.

EXT. ANIMAL STREETS – MIDDAY A teenaged zebra is dragged from a stall by Crocodile guards for “unauthorized coding (abduction).” A female hippo is turned away at a health tent — “priority reserved for those with tails.” FEMALE NARRATOR (V.O.) Justice tilted toward scales. Voice tilted toward males.
EXT. BACK TO THE BONFIRE – NIGHT
The fire burns low.
Simimi stands with his back to us, staring into the embers.
NARRATOR (V.O.)
The whispers turned into a map.


Then a cause.
Not all revolutions roar.
Some start with silence, shared keys,
And fire without warning.
FADE OUT.
???? SCENE 3 — THE PALACE AND THE DEAL
FADE IN:
EXT. CROCODILE PALACE – MORNING
The sun rises red, not beautiful, but harsh.
Its light glints off of gold-tipped towers rising above the cracked kingdom below.
A holographic billboard flickers near the gates:
"THE WATER KINGDOM PROSPERS UNDER COUNCIL GUIDANCE."
"OBEY THE CURRENT. TRUST THE SCALE."


They hold empty buckets, old tools, and broken hopes.
CROCODILE GUARDS patrol the line, snapping jaws at anyone who steps forward.
OLD GOAT: calling out
Please! The wells are dry once more! We need clean water for our young!
A Crocodile guard pushes him aside.
No one protests; they have learned better.
INT. CROCODILE PALACE – CONTINUOUS
In comparison, the interior is extreme.

CROCODILE COUNCIL members recline in shallow pools filled with clean, clear water — wasting what the kingdom thirsts for.
Seated at the head of the pool is the large, smug CHIEF NJALA crowned with coral and beads.
Standing beside him are a group of HUMAN DIPLOMATS — clean suits, reflective glasses, polite smiles.

HUMAN ADVISOR
This new dam, once complete, will store thirty percent more water.


(leaning forward)
And how long will this "maintenance" last?
HUMAN ADVISOR

Just until the dry season ends, of course. You will still get paid-in trade credits. A broad smile reveals Njala's sharp, yellowed teeth. CHIEF NJALA Trade credits.  We do not drink credits, but we eat them nicely when they become gold. He laughs. The humans exchange uneasy smiles.
 

CUT TO:
EXT. PALACE SERVICE CORRIDOR – SAME TIME
Behind glistening halls, hippo and antelope workers scrub marble floors and carry food trays.
ZUBEDA passes through, eyes low, holding a tray of data pads.
She hesitates for a while as muffled laughter from the council chamber-the sound of excess she'll never touch-reaches her ears.
She clenches her jaw and moves on.

INT. PALACE POOL ROOM – CONTINUOUS
The discussion between Crocs and Humans gets darker.
HUMAN ADVISOR
If the people complain, use the new "Prosperity Broadcast" system.
Show them the progress, not the pipes.
CHIEF NJALA
(smiling)
We already do.
They drink words when the water runs out.
Everyone laughs.
Glasses clink.
Music swells.
Behind them, a giant map of the Water Kingdom glows — dotted with red lights marking the restricted water zones.

Each light corresponds to a new dam or a trade route owned jointly by Crocs and Humans.
CUT TO:
EXT. OUTSIDE THE PALACE – LATER
ZUBEDA exits, wiping sweat from her brow.
Far off, the sun is burning the camps where her people are dwelling.
A single tear traces its way down her cheek, not from sadness, but fury.
She looks back toward the golden towers.

ZUBEDA: quietly
They'll choke us to death and call it governance.
CUT TO:
EXT. BONFIRE CAMP – EVENING
Simimi sits alone by the fire, the tablet open-lines of code glowing on the screen.
Trump approaches with a half-full water gourd.
TRUMP:
You never came to work today; are you hiding or planning something?
SIMIMI
(without looking up)
Maybe both.
TRUMP
The Council's building another dam, I hear from the palace cooks.
The Crocs are selling our rivers to humans.
Simimi's hands freeze.
SIMIMI
Then the drought is no accident.
He looks up, determination now burning where hope once was.
SIMIMI (CONT'D)
We'll make our own stream.
Our own flow.
Trump frowns.
TRUMP:
What does that even mean?
SIMIMI
It means. we stop asking.
We start creating.
The fire crackles.
Zubeda returns from the palace, her face hard.
ZUBEDA
Count me in.
I have seen what they call progress.

It’s time we wrote our own version.
Simimi nods. Not smiling, but ready.
It acts as an outstanding adhesive, providing excellent adhesion to glass and other substrates.
FADE OUT.
NARRATOR (V.O.)

And so as the dams rose and the rivers fell,
a new kind of current began to move —
quiet, unseen, unstoppable.
???? SCENE 4 — “THE FIRST FORK”
FADE IN:
EXT. WATER KINGDOM – OLD FACTORY DISTRICT – NIGHT
The moonlight reveals the skeleton of an old water refinery, long abandoned.
The pipes hang open, like broken veins.
Rust drips, like blood.
Inside - a faint glow.
A circle of Hippos huddles around scavenged tech -- cracked screens, scavenged batteries, a car engine rigged into a generator.
ZUBEDA furiously types away on her recovered laptop. Sparks fly.
TRUMP adjusts cables and mutters to himself.
SIMIMI stands at the center, silent but alive with a purpose.
SIMIMI
Careful with the power.

TRUMP
Then we'll fix it. Again.

That's what we do: fix what they break.

ZUBEDA

Not this time.
This time, we build.
CUT TO: CLOSE-UP — SCREEN
Lines of code flicker across the display:
“KIBOKO DAO: Genesis Block — Initializing.”
The sound of typing fills the room; it's rhythmic, like drums of war.
INT. OLD FACTORY – CONTINUOUS
ZUBEDA
-focused
Source code for the ledger is open-source.
No signatures. No hierarchy.
Anyone can build.
SIMIMI
Good.
If one of us falls, the code must live on.
TRUMP
And what happens once the Crocs find out?
ZUBEDA

They won't understand it.
To them, it's just numbers.
They can't fight what they can't read.
Simimi's eyes gleam.
SIMIMI
That's the beauty of it.

CUT TO:
EXT. KINGDOM STREETS – SAME TIME
The city sleeps.
But the small signals pass quietly: handshakes, coins marked with hidden symbols, coded whispers.
A movement is forming, unseen beneath the system.

A hippo teacher hides a data chip under a chalkboard.
A young gazelle delivers sealed notes in fruit baskets.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
They called it treason.
But to us, it was survival.
For every law broken, a new line of code was written.
For every dry mouth, a new idea flowed.
INT. OLD FACTORY – LATER
Hours have passed.

Before them, in Simimi's hands, is the glowing tablet displaying the first complete digital ledger block.
ZUBEDA
That’s it.
The first block's status is live.
TRUMP
(half-grinning)
So what now? We just… wait?
SIMIMI
No.
We built the second.
And the third one is

Until the current flows through everyone — and the council can’t stop it.
The room falls silent; a mixture of awe and fear.
ZUBEDA: softly
Do you honestly think this will make a difference?
SIMIMI
Not believing.
Know.
Because this time, the truth doesn’t need permission.
He puts the tablet down in the center — the symbol of a new era.
CUT TO:
MONTAGE – “THE RISING CURRENT”

Hippos teaching coding by candlelight at night.
Frogs drawing DAO symbols on walls.
She secretly uploads code from an old transmitter.

Oblivious, patrolling crocodile guards.

NARRATOR (V.O.)

And so, it began.
Not with banners or blood…
but with whispers and code.
A revolution that didn't roar -- it rippled.
FADE OUT.
NARRATOR (V.O.) (CONT’D)
For the first time in generations…
The Water Kingdom was not waiting for rescue.
It was writing its own.
Overview.
???? SCENE 5 — “THE BOY AND THE FIRE (REVISED)”

EXT. WATER KINGDOM – MIDNIGHT
The night is restless.
Heavy wind sweeps dust through empty streets.
Billboards flash propaganda slogans:

“Order Brings Peace.”
“Trust the Scales.”
“Questioning is treason.”
A low hum grows louder — armored Crocodile patrol vehicles glide through the slums.
Each bears the emblem of the Council of Scales.
The streets clear in seconds.

Every creature hides — hippos, cranes, goats, all peering from the dark.
NARRATOR (V.O.)
Nights in the Water Kingdom weren't for dreaming.

They were for concealing.
Because when the Crocs came… someone never came back.


He's dusty, exhausted, terrified.
The drone flickers faintly; it replays footage of Crocodile officers beating a hippo protester.
He ducks behind trash bins as a Croc Security Van rolls past-inside, two officers talk through comms.
CROC OFFICER 1 (V.O.)
The Council said he filmed the arrests.
Human male, rogue journalist. Bring him in.
CROC OFFICER 2 (V.O.)
Orders by Njala himself. No witnesses.
Motomoto grips his drone tighter, shaking.


Lights flash behind him.
A Croc drone locks on target.

He stumbles, rolls down a slope, hitting the mud hard.

The Croc officers close in: huge, armored, cold.
CROC COMMANDER
There you are.
Courageous little truth-teller.
He grabs Motomoto by the collar and easily lifts him.
CROC COMMANDER (CONT'D)


MOTOMOTO
You can hide your crimes, but not forever—
The Croc slams him down, the tail sweeping mud and dust.
CROC COMMANDER
Forever's long enough for us.
He raises his baton — but suddenly—

CUT TO: A DISTANT HILL – SAME TIME
SIMIMI, ZUBEDA, and TRUMP are crossing the outskirts surveying fiber tunnels for their network.

ZUBEDA
That’s a patrol, but they’re off route.
Through binoculars, Simimi spots the scene — Croc officers, a human boy, and violence.
SIMIMI: Ironically,
Another abduction.

TRUMP
Let it go, Simimi. They will kill you too.
SIMIMI
Then let them.


But not him.


EXT. UNDER THE BRIDGE – CONTINUOUS
The Croc Commander raises his baton again —
when a shadow crashes into him.
Simimi charges, slamming the Croc backward.
Zubeda follows, using a pulse jammer to fry the patrol drones.
Trump tackles the second officer, yanking away his comm radio.
A short, violent tussle — claws, mud, static, shouts.


MOTOMOTO
You. you're—
SIMIMI
A Kiboko.

He reaches down, pulls Motomoto up.
EXT. SAME – MOMENTS LATER
They retreat underneath the shadow of the bridge.
Behind them, the Croc van burns faintly.
Motomoto clutches his broken drone.
MOTOMOTO
I was trying to show the truth.
About what they do to your kind…
But they caught me before I could upload it.
ZUBEDA

Then you've seen what we've lived.
You're one of us now.

I can't go back.
My family's gone - sold to the dam project.
They said it was "development."
Simimi places a hand on his shoulder.


Drought for everyone else.
Stay with us. You'll be safe.


Safe?

SIMIMI: softly
No. Against myths.

MONTAGE – “THE RISE OF KIBOKO DAO”
???? Drums and rising chorus.
Motomoto learns from Zubeda, coding beside her under dim lamps.
Simimi teaches him the ideals of the DAO: fairness, transparency, freedom.
Trump builds field antennas connecting remote villages.

Croc propaganda flickers as Kiboko signals spread across the kingdom.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
The water current became much stronger.
From whispers to code, from code to courage.
For the first time, the Crocs felt something new —

INT. CROCODILE PALACE - NIGHT
The council chambers erupt into an uproar.

CHIEF NJALA
Find the leak.
Find the coders.
Find the Man
CROC MINISTER


They've built their own chain!


Then break it.

Starve them if we must.

The rebels gather, hundreds strong now.


They built their power on silence.
But we — we build ours on truth.
We are not their subjects.

We are the current.
We are Kiboko.

The bonfires flare brighter-their light against the kingdom's darkness.

And that night, everything in the Water Kingdom changed.
The Crocs ruled the rivers.

FADE OUT.
ACT II IN:
EXT. WATER KINGDOM – SUNRISE
A faint light breaks over the horizon, spilling gold over this cracked earth.




Not war. Not chaos.
But a revolution of hope.
FAST FORWARD SEQUENCE:
The camera then sweeps through time-lapse shots:


Seasons passed.

One hippo's dream turned into a fate for many.

INT. KIBOKO CENTRAL HUB – DAY


Animals of all tribes work together: elephants, cranes, goats, hippos — even a few reformed crocs.
At the centre is SIMIMI: respected, a humble leader now.

Behind him - MOTOMOTO, his confidant, his assistant, and his public liaison; charming and sharp-dressed.

You've built a miracle, Simimi.
SIMIMI
We built it.
Together.

Yeah, but you still get all the interviews.

SIMIMI


MOTOMOTO
(with a subtle smirk)
And the more they see you… the more they'll expect you to lead - not just build.

EXT. SIMIMI'S GARDEN - NIGHT
Simimi sits by a small pond, reflecting.
Motomoto joins him, carrying two cups of herbal tea.
MOTOMOTO
The kingdom's changing fast.
You did what everyone thought was impossible.




MOTOMOTO




SIMIMI
Maintenance.

They share a laugh — but Motomoto’s smile fades a beat too slowly.
SIMIMI
There will be an event next week, and I would love you to represent us since I won't manage to attend; just remember to uphold the DAO's name.


CUT TO:
EXT. SAFARI EVENT – DAY
A huge festival for "The Year of Freedom."

Animals from the entire Water Kingdom come to dance, trade, and perform.
Motomoto walks through the crowd like a celebrity; a bank of camera drones follow him.
He then stops before a luxury booth, surrounded by foreign traders and young fans.


From his pocket, he discreetly hands out small capsules to those in the shadows-a handshake here, a quiet deal there.
TRADER (in a low tone )
You sure it's safe?

(smirking)

Safer than poverty.
He pockets a small pouch of gold chips, the camera lingers just a second too long on his hand.
EXT. RIVERSIDE – LATER THAT NIGHT



He splashes, dizzy, giggling to himself-the water swirling around his hooves.


He stumbles deeper.
The current catches him.




No one hears the splash.
Only the soft ripple of water swallowing a life.

EXT. SAFARI FIELD – DAWN
Morning light creeps across the empty festival grounds.
Guards find the zebra’s lifeless body caught between reeds.
His hoof still clutches a small, empty capsule.

Nobody knows where it came from.


Simimi stands at a press conference mourning the passing of "a young citizen gone too soon."
He speaks with sincerity, being ignorant of the truth.
Behind him, Motomoto stares straight ahead — stone-faced, expression unreadable.



Others are whispered through guilt.
But the worst kind — are buried under silence.



Zubeda playfully throws a data cable at him.

You always taking pictures or you ever gonna code something?
MOTOMOTO (grinning)
Someone's gotta make you all look good.
Simimi enters with two mugs of herbal tea.
SIMIMI

TRUMP: laughing.


EXT. TRAINING YARD – DAY
Motomoto notices simimi staring at Tamara whom hes been admiring for long

Brotherly, why don't you just tell her how you feel?

Feel what.
MOTOMOTO (smiling)
Have been noticing the way you look at her; somebody's in love!

SIMIMI

MOTOMOTO

SIMIMI
Hush! Shutting motomoto Shut it.     TRUMP Yeah… he finally found someone who could handle his madness.  A rainstorm taps against the windows. Inside, Motomoto and Simimi work late into the night, surrounded by glowing tablets and maps of new irrigation routes.  You really think they're gonna stick to this? SIMIMI They don’t have to believe me — they just have to see the results. A beat of silence. MOTOMOTO (softly)   And you don’t trust at all. That’s why we balance each other.  EXT. RIVERBANK – NIGHT    MOTOMOTO Guess I forgot how to leave.
 
They stand quietly and watch the running water. The moon's reflection trembles between them, a bright and a dark silhouette.
ACT III
“CRACKS IN THE CHAIN”

INT. KIBOKO DAO HUB – DAY

Bright posters line the walls: “YOUTH MONTH – BUILDING TOMORROW, TOGETHER!”

Simimi steps in, adjusting his worn tablet, smiling at the commotion.



Almost, just waiting for the greenlight by Trump on the treasury.
Trump walks in, his face tense, holding a data-pad.


Everyone freezes.
ZUBEDA
How? We've logged every expense since the DAO launch!
TRUMP:



Sync might be the issue, or a glitch. Chill, that happens.
TRUMP:
This is no glitch, Moto. The numbers don't lie.
A long silence.
Simi mi looks around, thoughtful, steady. Silence. Everybody freezes.



Unless someone didn't log the expense right. Could be some syncing issue.

TRUMP
It's not a sync problem. The money is gone.






He turns and unlocks his old safe, inside of which are gold tokens, his personal savings.
He hands them over to Zubeda.
SIMIMI

She hesitates.
ZUBEDA
Simimi, that’s your family fund—

The kingdom is my family.


We'll make this work. But it needs professional coverage to get traction.


That is not the plan Moto, this is for the youths and not for show.

If we don't show it, nobody is going to see it.


SIMIMI






– Music, pizza, coding contests, speeches all slick, loud, colourful.

- Simimi watches, proud but slightly distant.
INT. DAO HUB – A WEEK LATER


Mototo introduces the new members he's on-boarded to the team, vouching how they would come in handy for the Dao. Around the table are ZUBEDA, SIMIMI, MOTOMOTO, and four new faces-the recruits:


BADA: a heavyset Flamingo, with calm eyes.
LULU, a quick, sharp-witted OXPECKER perched on his horn.

Trump bursts into the meeting room, waving a holo-report.
TRUMP

Gasps around the room.
The recruits look at each other uneasily.
ZUBEDA
What? All the money Simimi gave us was used. Every receipt—
TRUMP
Doesn't add up.
He slams the tablet down onto the table.
TRUMP (CONT'D)

All eyes are on Motomoto.
He remains composed, leaning back into his chair.
MOTOMOTO

ZUBEDA
You hired them, Moto. You vouched for them.

And I'll fix it.
Simimi exhales slowly before nodding.
SIMIMI
Handle it quietly, the people don't need panic.
INT. DAO HUB – LATER THAT NIGHT
Trump summons Zubeda, the recruits, and Simimi.
TRUMP:
I stayed back to audit. Found the culprit.
The treasurer has been transferring big amounts to his personal account.
The new recruits exchange glances.
BADA (Buffalo)
You sure? Maybe it's a system glitch—
TRUMP (company)
No. It's theft.
Simimi stiffens his jaw.
SIMIMI
Bring him in. We'll question him together.
Before anyone can move, Motomoto steps forward.
MOTOMOTO

I'll handle it. We don't need the whole council there.
It will just humiliate us further.

INT. SIDE OFFICE – CONTINUOUS
Through the frosted glass, we see movement — shadows, raised voices, then silence.
Motomoto exits, alone, composed, adjusting his collar.
MOTOMOTO
He admitted it, said he's been using the money to purchase narcotics.
He's retiring for good.
TRUMP: (angrily)
You decided that without us?!

Someone had to make a decision.
The recruits nod, still silent — already on his side.



Motomoto nods slightly, his expression unreadable.
FEMALE NARRATOR (V.O.)
And so, the chain that once bound them began to rattle —

INT. MOTOMOTO'S QUARTERS - NIGHT
Motomoto scrolls through his device.
A message flashes across the screen, anonymous, glitching like static.

"Your days are numbered."

For the first time, his confidence cracks, replaced with fear.

FADE IN:
EXT. WATER KINGDOM – MARKETPLACE – DAY


Voices rise, not in celebration, but in whispers.
GOAT MERCHANT: (whispering)

FROG SHOPKEEPER
They say it was an inside job; someone close to Simimi.


FEMALE NARRATOR (V.O.)
Whispers travel faster than light —
and truth, slower than mud.

The energy is different.
No laughter, no music.

ZUBEDA


TRUMP:
Typical: we build one bridge, they torch it for headlines.
Simimi enters in a quiet manner. He looks older-exhausted.

We'll fix it. We've done harder things before.
ZUBEDA: (hesitating)
People are starting to question your leadership, Simimi.

Simimi freezes.

Motomoto? Who said that?
ZUBEDA





MOTOMOTO

We are still the future, and we will not drown in politics!


Photographers take pictures.
Behind the lens, the Crocodile news crew smiles.
FEMALE NARRATOR (V.O.)

or burn them as by fire.


The holo-screen flickers, showing Motomoto’s speech replayed on multiple networks.



He's giving them hope, Trump. Maybe we need that.

Simimi keeps quiet, her eyes fixed on the screen.
SIMIMI: (softly)

The screen displays Motomoto embracing a group of young animals and smiling toward the camera.


EXT. RIVERSIDE – LATE NIGHT
Motomoto walks alone by the glowing riverbanks, phone in hand.




FEMALE NARRATOR (V.O.)



For one instant, his face is divided-there is half of it aglow gold, half swallowed by shadow.
FADE OUT.




Simimi sits behind his desk, looking worn but composed.




Even after everything… life still finds a way to smile.
He leans closer to the glass — she notices him, waves shyly.
He chuckles and waves back, embarrassed, like a teen again.






You didn't. Just admiring what we're rebuilding.




A pause. Then his tone shifts - softer, persuasive.



Simimi turns and faces him.
SIMIMI
For me? Or for you?

MOTOMOTO






MOTOMOTO(quietly)



You're too visible, too trusted. That makes you a target.


Simimi looks down, torn and tired, but touched.



You didn't have to. That's what brothers do.
Motomoto gently claps him on the shoulder.
MOTOMOTO (CONT'D)
Just lay low for a while and let me handle the chaos.


SIMIMI
Alright, Moto. I trust you.
MOTOMOTO (grinning)

Motomoto exits, his figure silhouetted at the setting of the sun.
Simimi turns back to the window.
Outside, Tamara looks up again — smiling softly.




Soft twilight wraps the city in muted golds and purples.



Children laugh beside her as they pass her brushes and splash paint playfully.



She paints, and he watches her through the tall window; that smile still lingers on his face.
We see her reflection dancing across the glass as Motomoto leaves — his presence replaced by the echo of her song.
EXT. COURTYARD – CONTINUOUS


She looks up toward the office window and notices Simimi watching.


But as she raises her brush again, her expression fades.






And although Tamara never spoke much,



The DAO offices are all but vacant.
She passes Simimi's door — slightly open.



Motomoto's cup.

A chill runs through her eyes, not fear, just knowing.
Gently, she closes the door behind her.
SCENE: BRIDGES AND DAMS


TRUMP
You know, if someone had told me a few seasons ago that we'd have working lights, running water, and a functioning council… I'd have laughed in their face.




Yeah, well. I thought you were dreaming too big.
Turns out, I was dreaming too small.
They both laugh — but it doesn't last.


You see that ridge?

Now it's just smoke and stumps.


Humans again?


Im all ears
SIMIMI

Every time we rise, someone's silenced.


TRUMP




What they fear most—and need most.
Blockchain.


Each drop, each coin accounted for, belonged to everybody.


TRUMP

A river for a revolution.

(chuckles softly)
Something like that, anyway.

Maybe then, we'll stop surviving apart and start living together.












A panoramic shot of two worlds colliding.


Its skyline hums with clean energy, water canals, and floating light pods — proof of what fair governance can build.

It's a Mad Max–style scrapyard civilization, loud, smoky, and desperate.







And at the end, Motomoto with his camera in hand, beaming with pride as he takes a photo of this historic meeting.
His badge reads: Media & Strategy Advisor, Kiboko DAO.
SIMIMI


TRUMP:

They exchange a hopeful nod.

(standing, smiling)



And we… we are impressed.


We believe in shared water, shared progress.









ZUBEDA





TRUMP:
Then maybe you've never known peace.

Motomoto shifts uncomfortably. His hand tightens on his camera.




We can teach your engineers about decentralized water management.


The air changes.
HUMAN REPRESENTATIVE








 Power belongs to the community, not the crown. The Crocodiles shift uneasily-this is treason in their language.    Perhaps even inviting rebellion.   Tradition without justice is tyranny. CUT TO:  His jaw tightens. He's whispering something to one of his Human aides, unseen by others.   
 
EXT. SAFARI SUMMIT DOME – LATER
The meeting ends with forced politeness.
Hands shake. Cameras flash.
Nevertheless, something is off.
EXT. THE BRIDGE – CONTINUOUS
Simimi's convoy crosses the bridge: royal guards, the DAO insignia gleaming in purple light.
Behind him, Trump, MOTOMOTO and Zubeda watch the horizon, alert but hopeful.
A CROCODILE DELEGATE waves from the other side, flanked by HUMAN SOLDIERS with metallic visors.
The air feels… wrong.
Too quiet.

TRUMP
(nervously)
Why are the Crocs armed? This was supposed to be symbolic…
SIMIMI
Maybe their peace looks different from ours.

As they start to open, a faint crackle interrupts the hum; a hacked code sequence flashes red on the digital panels.
ZUBEDA (O.S.)
Simimi… the system! It's been breached!
Before anyone reacts—

BOOM.

A chain of EXPLOSIONS ripple across the city walls.
Purple light turns to flame.
The skyline collapses in waves of dust and fire.
EXT. WATER KINGDOM – CONTINUOUS
Utter massacre.

Crocodile airships fire on the streets below.
CLOSE-UP:
A baby hippo cries while its mother protects it from the rubble.

A zebra coder clasps his glowing tablet as he gets swallowed by smoke.
The city, once teeming with life, now burns like a dying god.
INT. DESTROYED CARRIAGE – MOMENTS LATER
Simimi wakes up, blood on his forehead, his ears ringing.
He looks around; blurred vision.
Bodies everywhere.
Trump, half-asleep beside him, coughs.
TRUMP:
(weakly)
They… hacked the gates… turned our code against us…
Simimi staggers out of the wreckage — the camera follows from behind as his silhouette cuts through the smoke and fire.

until their screams became a distant hum.

Time stretches.
He watches as flames engulf his dream —
The flags of the DAO fall into the ash one by one.
CLOSE-UP ON SIMIMI'S FACE:
His eyes widen with disbelief.
Horror.
A tear cuts through the soot on his cheek.
Then - a shadow approaches.

A human soldier rears up behind him, spear raised.
Simimi turns, is frozen.
Just before the spear strikes—
Motomoto appears, snatching the weapon from mid-air.
MOTOMOTO
(gritting his teeth)
Not him. Not now.
For a moment — relief.
Simimi exhales, whispering—
SIMIMI

Motomoto… thank you.
But the gratitude dies in his throat.
Motomoto's expression darkens.
He slowly turns the spear -
and plunges it straight into Simimi’s chest.
SLOW MOTION:
Simimi gasps, eyes wide.
Purple meets red as his robe drips with blood.
The world stills.
CLOSE-UP: Motomoto’s trembling hands. His face — emotionless, eyes glazed.

For an instant, the firefight reveals him as less than human.
SIMIMI
(hoarse whisper)
Why…?
Motomoto says nothing.
He steps back as Simimi stumbles - and falls from the shattered bridge into the river below.
EXT. UNDER THE BRIDGE – CONTINUOUS

The current sweeps Simimi's limp body away --
downstream, past burning debris and fallen banners.
His eyes close.
FEMALE NARRATOR (V.O.)
And thus, the water forgot its reflection…
The kingdom lost its keeper…
and trust was drowned with him.
CUT TO BLACK.

The sound of water still running-life refusing to end.
FADE OUT.
ACT 4 – SCENE 1: THE ASHES AND THE AFTERMATH (ENHANCED VERSION)
EXT. WATER KINGDOM – DAWN
The sun rises pale over the ruins.
Smoke coils through the city like ghosts of what once was hope.
Collapsed towers reflect in pools of oily water.
Here and there, the royal purple glow of the Kiboko banners flickers weakly — their light struggling for life.
The streets are littered with the wounded.
The automated drones, hijacked by the Crocs, sweep low, scanning survivors. Their soft hum mingles with the groans of the injured.
The camera follows Zubeda and Tamara as they push their way through, faces smeared with dust and ash.
They pull a trapped gazelle from rubble, wrap its wounds with smart fabric that seals automatically.
Tamara shouts orders at a group of surviving medics.
TAMARA
The river's running red, Zubeda. Too many are gone.
If Simimi's really…

ZUBEDA
Don't finish that sentence. He's not gone. Not until I see his body.
Trump approaches with exhaustion in his eyes, but, somehow, determination in his stance.
TRUMP
The Council's in hiding. We've got no upper command.

It opens of its own accord-smooth, obedient-for the enemy. 

Igbo Tradition

They move with mechanical precision, guided by satellite drones above.
FADE OUT.

EXT. CITY PLAZA – MORNING
Once an arena of laughter and music, Water Kingdom Plaza has now become a conquest stage.
With their black chrome armor, the troops marched in formation, banners replaced with a new emblem:
A Crocodile fang crossing a Human gear.
Hover-cameras broadcast the invasion live.
Motomoto's face flashes on every holographic screen across town - calm, proud, immaculate in a silver jacket.
Zubeda, with blood on her arm, looks up at one of the screens.
Tamara, supporting an injured hippo soldier, freezes beside her.
ZUBEDA (whispering)
He's alive.
TAMARA: (bitterly)
And crowned himself king.
Motomoto's Speech
INT. CENTRAL PLAZA – CONTINUOUS
Motomoto stands on a raised platform surrounded by Croc generals and Human ministers.

Clothed now in shiny black uniforms, they are the very symbols of the “new order.”
The crowds have to assemble under watch from armed patrols.
Drones hover overhead, projecting Motomoto's speech in every district.
MOTOMOTO
My brothers and sisters…

A leader who said he fought for you but lived for himself.
Simimi was a dreamer, but dreams cannot feed the hungry.
His council wasted your efforts, your lives, your loyalty.
But I am not here to condemn him.
I'm here to correct him.
Build something real, build something powerful.
Together with our new allies — the Crocodile Council and the Human Union —
We will restore order, wealth, and respect.
The Humans applaud politely.
Crocodiles hiss in approval.
The people of Vibokos remain silent — their silence a collective grief.
ACT 4 – SCENE 3: SHADOWS IN THE SYSTEM
FADE IN:
INT.kiboko daos offices  – NIGHT

rust and glass towers, steam-leaking pipes, holograms glitching between propaganda ads.

Corridors are shared by crocodiles in tailored suits and Humans in dust-coated armor.
Every screen hums the same slogan:
"Order. Profit. Control."
A private elevator opens.
MOTOMOTO steps out - sleek trench coat, dark glasses reflecting data streams.
His once-humble camera now replaced with a multi-lens scanner strapped to his shoulder.
He is flanked by two new recruits: KALO, a buffalo, huge but silent; PIX, an oxpecker, twitchy, fast-talking.
They are his shadows, his spies.
INT. STRATEGIC CHAMBER – CONTINUOUS
A large, circular room glows red and gold.

a shimmering 3-D map on which purple DAO zones pulse like targets.
Motomoto bows slightly.
MOTOMOTO
The breach worked: the gates fell, their leader vanished.
The DAO runs on fumes.

CROC COMMANDER
Yet the current still flows.
They rebuild faster than was expected.
You promised us collapse, photographer.

MOTOMOTO
Collapse takes time. Corruption takes patience.

A Human minister leans forward, eyes shining behind thin lenses.
HUMAN MINISTER
We don't want to drain it, Motomoto.
We want to own it.
That chain is power —
transparent ledgers, decentralized control…

it's the future of money. And the future must serve us.
He gestures - the hologram zooms in, showing lines of DAO code flickering like veins.
HUMAN MINISTER (CONT'D)
You will teach us their system.

Replace "We are Kiboko" with "We are Empire".
Motomoto nods slowly — but his eyes flicker with a faint hesitation.
He glances at a small hologram of Simimi's face, hidden inside his wrist device — the ghost of the man who trusted him.
He turns it off.

A cavernous room filled with servers and water pipes — old tech merging with new.
Motomoto moves between them, inserting a DAO data shard into the main terminal.
Lines of Kiboko code spill across the screen living, luminous, unbreakable.
PIX watches nervously.
PIX

Feels like it's… looking back.

It doesn't look; it remembers.
That's what makes it dangerous.
Behind them, KALO guards the door; mechanical breathing echoes like thunder.
Motomoto uploads the final sequence.
A purple wave spreads through the red system —
Kiboko tech merging with Human Firewalls.
The whole facility shakes for a second —



Integration complete.
DAO core replicated, with subject: Human Council.
The Crocs and Humans cheer in the control bay above —
and finally believing they've stolen the secret.

He mutters under his breath:
MOTOMOTO

CUT TO:
Scene 4: Forced Loyalty
EXT. CITY PLAZA – CONTINUOUS
The speech is over. The mechanical voice from the drones orders:

All citizens of the Water Kingdom are to declare loyalty to the new Alliance.
Those who refuse will be detained for re-education.
Lines form.
Fear spreads faster than sound.
Zubeda stands and watches helplessly as people — old and young — are forced to their knees, touching the Alliance Emblem projected on the ground.

ZUBEDA (to Tamara)
Don't. We need to stay invisible.
Help the injured — the others will follow us later.
Tamara nods and, still clutching a wounded calf by the hand, pulls them away into the crowd.
But soldiers spot them.

SOLDIER
You, there! Come forward!
Tamara’s heart races.
Zubeda tightens her grip on her hand.
Before they can move, Trump appears from the other side, limping but fierce.
TRUMP

Let them pass!
The soldiers scan him, then nod.
It works - barely.

EXT. water kingdom CITY – NIGHT
Skylines flicker as new digital banners roll out:
"HUMAN-TECH ERA BEGINS"
Beneath them, mechanical drones patrol the streets; Croc soldiers guard the borders.

PIX settles in next to him.
PIX
They think they've won.
You think they're right?
Motomoto smirks, lighting a thin cigar that glows blue.


until the code wakes up.
FADE OUT.
Subjugation
INT. DAO HEADQUARTERS (NOW COMMAND CENTER) – LATER
Once vibrant halls are now cold and sterile at the Kiboko DAO.
Side by side, the Crocs and Humans set up terminals, issue orders, analyse data streams.
Holographic screens display the surveillance footage of every neighborhood.
Zubeda and the few engineers have been conscripted — collars around their necks track their position.
They work silently, knowing resistance means death.

MOTOMOTO
You are the brightest minds in the land.
You built this world once. Now you will rebuild it, the right way.
Cooperation will be rewarded.
Defiance… will be corrected.

She types on her console, masking her disgust.
Behind her, Tamara sweeps the floor of the same hall, demoted to servitude, carrying trays of data chips for the new council.

FADE IN:
INT. LOWER CITY – NIGHT
Rain hisses over the glass walkways. Beneath the neon glare, ZUBEDA moves through the workers' quarters with two aides. She carries a tray of parts, passes security drones with a practiced smile.
The door slides shut inside the derelict substation; the mask drops.


Among them stands Tamara, her eyes hollow but alive.
ZUBEDA

We're really rebuilding each other.
Every ration we save, every line of code we hide-it's one more day they don't own.
Trump nods, gaunt but yet a pillar.
TRUMP
Keep the repairs slow. Let them think the systems are fragile. When they start fighting, we disappear between them.
Zubeda glances over at a flickering monitor showing the city’s upper decks: gala lights, waste spilling from airborne villas.
ZUBEDA: softly
They feast while our children starve. Let their gluttony do our work for us.
INT. ALLIANCE COUNCIL CHAMBER – DAY
The jarring contrast of glass walls and waterfalls, synthetically calm.

On his left, CROC COMMANDER VOR'KAL lounges, rings gleaming; on his right, HUMAN MINISTER AVELINE, crisp and cold.
Behind them, the four recruits monitor glowing dashboards that track production quotas and “loyalty metrics.”

Output from the lower city is down twenty percent. The workers are lazy or starving-either way, inefficient.


AVELINE: (snapping)
Your patrols bite more than they guard. This is no swamp; this is an economy.

VOR’KAL (hissing)
And economies bleed before they thrive.
Motomoto raises a hand, smiling thinly.

Enough. What we need is unity, not insults. Otherwise, we will break the kingdom.
VOR’KAL
It already broke, photographer. We're just deciding who keeps the pieces.

Aveline leans forward.
AVELINE

VOR’KAL
And you don't want order, you want monopoly.

INT. WORK DEPOT – SAME TIME
Zubeda walks the rows of exhausted workers: Vibokos, bent over conveyor belts, assembling machines they no longer understand. The air smells of oil and decay. A young worker collapses; no one stops. Guards watch with bored eyes.

TAMARA




Take her to the clinic tonight. We'll hide her in the laundry carts.

INT. ALLIANCE BANQUET HALL – NIGHT
The Crocs and Humans toast beneath chandeliers made from recycled technology. Mountains of food glisten on silver.
Outside, a procession of starving citizens is turned away by guards.

Vor'kal watches Motomoto.
VOR’KAL
You're feeding your allies well. When do you feed your people?
MOTOMOTO (flat)
Stability first. Gratitude later.
AVELINE
Your "people" are dying. When production stops, so does the profit. Don't tell me stability tastes better than gold.
A hush. They drink in silence. Each thinking the same thought: Why share power when it could all be mine?
SCENE 3: SHADOWS IN THE SYSTEM EXT
FADE IN:
INT. NIGHT
Within the central spire, the Alliance Summit Chamber hums with power.
The round table projects a holographic image of the Water Kingdom: each district pulsates as if it were a heartbeat.

At one side, seated, are the HUMAN COUNCIL - bureaucrats in steel collars with eyes glowing from optic implants.
Opposite them are the CROC ELDERS – scaled, jewelled, dangerous.
And between them, in a suit of matte black synth-fiber, stands MOTOMOTO.
Council Briefing

The experiment succeeded: the DAO core is integrated.
Their transparent economy is now ours.
The table flickers, the flow of digital wealth being rerouted from the Water Kingdom into Human accounts.
CROC COMMANDER VOR’KAL (smiling thinly)
A fine trick… yet a fragile one.


The Human minister chuckles, never looking up.
HUMAN MINISTER

Even your rivers, their course we will determine.
Golden eyes narrow on the Croc.
Motomoto watches in silence, reading every word.

MOTOMOTO
Kiboko DAO still operates in fragments.
They're rebuilding under Zubeda.
Their network nodes could adapt much faster than perhaps anticipated.

MOTOMOTO (continuing)




The elders of Croc exchange a too-calm look.
Private Transmission
Later, as Humans start to leave the chamber, Croc Commander Vor’kal points at Motomoto.



But the stream remembers its source.
And when the time comes, the current will turn… and drown them.
He taps his claw on the hologram; a secret Croc symbol flashes beneath the map — a subroutine virus buried inside the shared system.

VOR’KAL (whispering)
A gift from us to them.
One day, soon, their machines will sing our anthem.
Motomoto studies the hidden code — a serpentine sequence coiled around the Human data.

Precisely what he would have done.
MOTOMOTO
And what about me when the water turns?
VOR’KAL
You swim… if you know the direction of the tide.



He inserts a new shard of DAO code, and the console pulses between Human red and Croc gold.
PIX: Nervous
Boss, they're both playing you.
You're playing with two floods at once.
MOTOMOTO (beaming)
That's the point.
When floods meet. they wash everything clean.
He begins to type, embedding his own silent line of code-a hidden key, his insurance.
INT. STRATEGIC OBSERVATION DECK
Above the vault, Crocs and Humans toast to their “alliance.”

Human minister, in a whisper, to his aide:
HUMAN MINISTER


Below, Vor'kal watches through the glass, muttering:

Fools think they can cage water.
But even steel rusts.
EXT_WATER KINGDOM CITY – ROOFTOPS – DAWN

Motomoto steps onto a balcony overlooking the hybrid city: smoke, light, and digital rain.


Holographic billboards flash competing slogans in the distance:


“HUMAN TECH ERA BEGINS”


“CROC STRENGTH FOREVER”



Behind him, PIX speaks in a quiet voice:
PIX
So who's really winning, boss?
Motomoto lights a cigar; the ember glows violet.
MOTOMOTO

INT. SUBSTATION - NIGHT
Zubeda’s secret network expands.


TRUMP:
Send word to the desert caravans. If they've seen any sign of him… we need hope as much as weapons.
Tamara looks at them.
TAMARA
You still think he's alive?

I have to. Otherwise, we’re just waiting to die.
MONTAGE – “DECAY ABOVE, DEFY BELOW”
Upper city: fountains run with excess, while Crocs fight over contracts, as humans guard vaults of unused wealth.


Motomoto gazes from his balcony as the smog rises off the labor camps, his reflection warped by the glass.
FEMALE NARRATOR (V.O.)
Greed is a drought deeper than thirst.
While they were arguing over rivers of gold, the kingdom beneath them learned again how to breathe.

ACT 5
SCENE 1: LETTERS IN THE WIND

EXT. DESERT CAMP – EARLY MORNING
The desert breathes, endless dunes shifting like the tide.
A falcon slices through the air, landing with grace on a wooden post outside the main tent, dust stuck to its wings.
A rolled scroll glints from its leg, sealed with the mark of the Water Kingdom.

The air hums softly with the low whistle of wind through the dunes.
NAJMA
Another message from the north.
AMIR

He unties the scroll and reads aloud -- his deep voice echoing in the stillness.
AMIR (reading)
“To the Council of the Desert Kingdom —
Our homes are under attack.





The words just hang heavy in the air.
Simimi’s gaze drifted toward the small pile of old letters on the table beside him — edges yellowed and seals faded.
He touches them very delicately, as though afraid they will crumble.
SIMIMI
They keep calling my name.
Like an echo that refuses to fade.
AMIR:
Hope echoes longer than grief.
SIMIMI
They're dying, Amir.
Zubeda. Tamara. All of them.
And I sit here, breathing free air while they suffocate.
Amir folds the new letter and lays it on the pile.
AMIR
If you go back now, you will be giving the enemy exactly what they need: a body to parade, a myth to burn.
You must live differently. In silence.

Najma, stirring herbs into a steaming bowl, looks up.
NAJMA

It's not time yet, Simimi.
Simimi's jaw tightens. His voice breaks.
SIMIMI


Amir leans in, voice low, steady but firm.

A storm that comes too soon only breaks the ground.




Let them think the desert merely offered no response.
 Amir nods solemnly and unties the falcon, letting it go.  The tent falls silent. Softly the letters rustle on the table, a whisper of ghosts. CLOSE ON: Simimi's face: still, pained, thoughtful.  FLASHBACK SEQUENCE  The world dissolves into dark water and silver light.  We see glimpses —  Flashes of fire.  UNDERWATER SHOT: Simimi's hand reaches upward, slow, limp, and the current pulls him down. Above, the moon shimmers like a dying dream.  Then, barely audible, we hear Zubeda's voice in the distance, indistinct, muffled, like a memory that's echoing from the water.    His body drifts through reeds as the water calms, glowing faintly under moonlight.
EXT. RIVERBANK – DAWN
A faint, golden light breaks over cracked clay and withered reeds.
Simimi's body washes up on the shore, face pale, chest still.
Moments later — a shadow falls over him.
A camel's long neck bends curiously.
Behind it, silhouettes of wanderers approach - the Desert Caravan.
AMIR (V.O.)
"The river gives, the river takes.
This one… the river returned.”
Hands lift him up gently; they carry him away across the dunes.

RETURN TO PRESENT
EXT. DESERT CAMP – CONTINUOUS
Simimi blinks.
He's back in the tent, the sound of the wind filling the silence.
Amir quietly watches him.
AMIR:
You have just been somewhere.
SIMIMI
Back to the beginning.
To the water that refused to let me die.
Najma gives him a cup of warm tea with a faint smile.
NAJMA
Maybe that same river will know when it's time to carry you home again.
Simimi looks out through the tent flap —
a horizon aflame with the light of the morning, endless, alive.
Clutching his staff tightly, with longing eyes and yet a glimmer of quiet resolve.
FEMALE NARRATOR (V.O.)
The past never drowns;
It just drifts, waiting for us to turn around and learn how to swim again.
FADE OUT.
SCENE 2: THE WATER KINGDOM – CRACKS IN THE THRONE
INT. ALLIANCE HEADQUARTERS – NIGHT
The council chamber flickers under broken neon light.
Holo-screens glitch. The Croc insignia overlays the Human flag; both sides have begun editing propaganda without permission.
Vor'kal, Croc commander, leans forward, his scales quivering.
VOR’KAL
You siphoned our reserves. Our soldiers drink dust while your factories glow.
Aveline: *slams her fist onto the desk*
AVELINE
You seized our ports, you taxed our convoys! You drowned this city in your avarice.
At the head of the table, Motomoto raises his hands: the illusion of control.
MOTOMOTO
Enough! We built this together. If we turn on each other now—
VOR’KAL: (cutting in)
We already have.
Holo-screens flare red: new reports of riots, sabotage, shortages.
A breathless Croc officer bursts in.
CROC OFFICER
The Ulrsville district is gone, Commander — fire and looting.
The buffalo militias are fighting the Human patrols.

Vor'kal bares his teeth.
VOR’KAL
Then the flood starts.

CUT TO:
SCENE 2: THE CITY OF CHAOS
EXT. LOWER DISTRICT – NIGHT


Signs flicker, drones buzz like dying flies.
The Crocs' elite guard battles Human riot units through flooded streets.
Water splashes red and gold from neon reflections.
Charging through smoke, bellowing, pipe-and electric-spear-wielding buffalo militias — Motomoto's old recruits — are on the attack.


CAMERA SWEEPS:


A Croc tank fires, and a tower of holographic ads collapses.


A human drone explodes in mid-air, raining fire on screaming civilians.
A group of Vibokos tries to flee through an underpass, clutching children.
Amidst the mayhem, ZUBEDA and TRUMP watch from a the window of their prison—hidden, faces lit by the burning city.
ZUBEDA
We don't have to fight this time.

TRUMP

The screen flickers, propaganda still playing as buildings burn:
"The Alliance Protects All."
Then the holo-screen shorts out, hissing smoke.
CUT TO:
The purple color of Zubeda's reflection glows in the fire; this is the last trace of Kiboko DAO color in the ruins.
SCENE 3: COUNCIL COLLAPSE
INT. ALLIANCE CHAMBER – CONTINUOUS

Aveline follows, shouting.
Motomoto tries to stop them, but they're already gone.
The recruits whisper, eyes shifting.
A lone gunshot resounds along the hallway.
Then two.

The sound of the Alliance tearing itself apart.
Motomoto looks around - his empire unraveling in front of him.
Screens flash red: "Power Node Failure. Water Pressure Rising."
He hastens to the window, sees there the water kingdom flooding; there is war between the crocodiles and the humans since their leader has been shot dead.

Greed stacked walls higher than the tides.
But even the walls forget how to stand.
SCENE 4 – THE DESERT DECIDES - Bio-Synced Tech Version
EXT. DESERT KINGDOM – NIGHT


Wind harps whisper across mirrored towers, grown from glass and coral; their surfaces ripple with shifting patterns of light, responding to the moon.
In the central bay-a half-open dome grown from smart glass-the Desert Bureau of Exploration prepares for its quietest mission yet.
Sand beneath the dome ripples like water, and two Aerial Crafts emerge from below.

Each one glows faintly blue underneath, as magneto-gravitic pulses form rings of soft light that keep them aloft.

They breathe.
CLOSE ON:
the inner fuselage -- pulsing with soft neural light.

The crafts are alive, synched to their pilot's biometrics.
JAGUAR and KANGAROO reveal themselves, suited in sleek armors molded to their skin.
It moves when they do, their exosuit neural-threads shimmering like moonlight on water.
Their helmets unfold organically, sealing to their breathing rhythms.
SIMIMI and AMIR stand beside a hovering console.
A holographic sand map unfolds before them - light particles rearranging into the shape of the Water Kingdom.
The feed from the falcon’s lens overlays the scene, showing Zubeda, Trump and the coders imprisoned beneath metal towers.
SIMIMI
The heart of the city is still beating, but it's sick.
Find it.
Free what's left before the sickness spreads here.
He opens his hand.


The crystals light up, reading their genetic signatures-forming a sync pulse.
AMIR:
The crafts respond to you now.
They think with you, not for you.
Keep your thoughts unruffled; the ripples of fear agitate them.
KANGAROO nods, tapping her temple.
Her craft's wings flex and adjust themselves automatically, a reflection of her pulse.
KANGAROO
Then we shall keep our hearts steady.
JAGUAR
We move with the wind.
The desert won't know we're gone.
Simimi gazes at both, his eyes reflecting faint blue light from the wings.
SIMIMI
Bring them home.
And if the Crocs or the Humans ask who sent you, tell them the desert learned to dream back.
They climb aboard.

They rise, silent as thought.
No flame, no wind; just levitation.
AMIR: (to Simimi)
Do you remember how engines were loud?
SIMIMI: softly
Loud things die first.
The future whispers.
WIDE SHOT:
The Aerial Crafts tilt forward and disappear into the dark horizon, the shimmer of their heat mirage folding them from view.

CUT TO:
the moon's reflection reminds one of ripples on the dunes, as if the desert itself had exhaled.
FEMALE NARRATOR (V.O.)
They didn't fly.
They floated on precision —

wile machinis mild.
dreams come true.


The kind of silence even gods envy.


VISUAL NOTES ????


Environment:





The architecture employs "grown" structures-glass filaments intertwined with plantlike veins. Every surface breathes faintly with humidity condensation.


Technology Style:


Aerial Crafts: Translucent, manta-like shapes that glide, controlled by neural linkage, thought and emotion steering.
Interfaces: light-field panels that appear when hands move through air; gesture-based commands feel choreographed, not mechanical.
Energy: soft blue glow from magneto-gravitic propulsion — no fire, no sound.
Low-frequency hum, wind-like effect passing through a crystal.
Heartbeat tones associated with the pilots.


EXT. CITY SQUARE – NIGHT
Chaos.
Flames.
Croc patrols fighting Human soldiers in the streets, blaming them for killing their leader.
The sky glows red from reactor fires.
MOTOMOTO  and his cohorts attempt to flee through the dark alley. One figure forces his way through the end of the tunnel - former Kiboko manager, face grim, coat torn.
He raises his voice.
MANAGER
Going somewhere Motomoto!

MOTOMOTO
Muka… please—
Muka's eyes burn with all the cold of a man who lost everything.

You used me. You told me to take the ledger, split it with you. You told me to be the scapegoat while you sat pretty.
I did what you asked, and you left me in a cell. My wife-my children-starved while you wore gold.
You promised me the world.
MUKA (CONT'D)
I kept your secret, paid for your luxury, and fed your lies.

MOTOMOTO
Muka-listen. That money changed hands; it was all to secure the transition. I-
Muka laughs -- a broken, hopeless sound.
MUKA
Secure the transition? You mean secure your pocket. You left me to die, left me to rot. You told me you'd kill me for what I knew. I know you too well and all of your dirty secrets. I know you killed that Zebra that overdosed!!!!
I wanted to give you the chance to confess why I kept sending threatening messages. I wanted justice. But maybe your skin was so hard that mere messages couldn't shake you!! You deserve more than words.

MUKA (softly)
Remember when you said, 'Promises are binding like chains'? Consider this my release.
He fires once - clean, fatal.
The bullet strikes Motomoto in the chest. Motomoto pitches forward, eyes wide, blood blooming across his silver jacket as he looks at Muka, at the recruits, at the empty promises they all once shared. For a moment, there is just the sound of his breath and the distant water.
MOTOMOTO (soft, stunned)
Please, brother… don't do th…
He collapses to the cracked pavement, hands clawing at the ground. AFTERMATH (IMMEDIATE):
FEMALE NARRATOR (V.O.)

And sometimes revenge shows up, and not with thunder either, but as a single shot, honest and straightforward. The man who played gods died like a thief —
slain not by the enemy, but by his own mirror.
SCENE 6 – “THE PRISONERS”
INT. CROCODILE STRONGHOLD – SAME NIGHT
Cold, sterile.
ZUBEDA and TRUMP sit in a small cell - bruised but unbroken.
Outside, guards bark orders, and sirens wail.
Trump leans back against the wall.
TRUMP
What do you think is happening out there?
ZUBEDA
The kingdom is falling apart, definitely, the question is whether they will let us go down with them or what happens.
Suddenly — a faint click.
The door slides open.


Standing there are JAGUAR and KANGAROO in stolen Alliance uniforms.
JAGUAR
The desert sent us.
Hurry up.
Zubeda and Trump exchange a look — part incredulity, part determination.
They gather their belongings and follow.
SCENE 7 – “THE ESCAPE”

Sirens blare.
Explosions rip through the skyline: the Alliance turning on itself.
Zubeda, Trump, Jaguar, and Kangaroo weave through alleys, dodging drones and collapsing bridges.
They're spotted — gunfire erupts.
Jaguar rolls, taking out a Croc sniper with precise agility.
Trump shoves a crate, blocking a corridor.

This way! I have an idea where Tamara and the others might be.
They run — pursued by a Human patrol vehicle that crashes into a burning tower.
The flames light up the night as if it were morning.
CUT TO:
A wideshot of the silhouettes sprinting through water and smoke — running from a world eating itself.
SCENE 8 – “THE INVISIBLE CITY”
EXT. DESERT OUTSKIRTS – NIGHT → DAWN

They run until the sirens fade to whispers and only the desert wind remains.
KANGAROO motions to the Aerial Craft hovering nearby. Its transparent wings flicker, then disappear as it powers down to hide them from the pursuing drones.
TRUMP

JAGUAR

They move into a darker patch of dunes. The ground hums faintly under their feet — not from nature, but from energy flowing beneath the sand.
Suddenly, a ripple of light crosses the horizon; the desert air bends, shimmering, folding then parting.
WIDE SHOT:
Out of nothing, a curtain of refracted light peels open, a dome, and beyond it glows a great radiant city: towers curved like dunes, canals of light in liquid, windharps singing through the air.
The illusion field that conceals it flickers, then stabilizes.
The fugitives stop, breathless, staring.
TAMARA

KANGAROO

CAMERA PUSHES THROUGH THE SHIELD:
Inside, Desert Kingdom hums with peaceful life.
Children run through luminous streets in pursuit of small, holographic birds.
Vendors float trays of fruit beneath glowing trees.

The architecture breathes-smart glass rippling from transparent to shaded as people walk by.
Zubeda falls to her knees, her eyes welling up with tears.
ZUBEDA
We built cities for power.
He built one for peace.



ZUBEDA

SIMIMI: softly
The river had other plans.
He steps forward and takes her hands.
ZUBEDA
Everything fell apart: they turned on each other.
We tried to keep the code alive—
SIMIMI

It was people.
He looks at Trump and Tamara in turn.
SIMIMI (CONT'D)
You carried the truth, while I learned patience.




Simimi follows his gaze.
SIMIMI
Let the river judge them.

CLOSE ON TAMARA watching him speak — relief and admiration blending into a quiet smile. Simimi runs to her, lifts her up, and swirls her in excitement.
WIDE SHOT:
Simimi leads them up a ramp into the city. The light-field closes behind them, wiping out every trace of the opening.

FEMALE NARRATOR (V.O.)
Over the dunes, no sound of war reached them.
Only the hush of a world that had chosen to start anew.

EXT. DESERT CITY – ONE YEAR LATER – DAY


The air hums with harmony, as Aerial Crafts glide without the slightest sound, powered by sunlight and thought.




FEMALE NARRATOR (V.O.)
From sand and silence, they built a song.

And in its heart, a promise reborn.

The hall sits beneath a dome woven from living glass, its veins laced through with vines of light alive with slow pulses.
Floating holograms project the symbols of both kingdoms: The Kiboko Crest and The Desert Sigil merged into one.
Rows of guests line the hall - Hippos, Camels, Ostriches, Cranes, and children of both races clad in garments that shine with woven bioluminescent threads.
Music drifts on a mixture of drums, flutes, and gentle harmonic hums produced by hovering sound orbs.
In the center, SIMIMI and TAMARA are standing under an arch made of transparent stone, with water running through it.
Beside them, ZUBEDA presides in a long robe of purple and silver — her eyes proud, her posture regal.


Once we built kingdoms for gold.


Do you promise to exercise leadership among this people not as lords
but as guardians?
To share what you know, not what you own?
to protect not your name, but your neighbor?
SIMIMI looks at Tamara, her eyes soft, strong.
SIMIMI
I do.
TAMARA
With all that I am, I do.
ZUBEDA raises her hand.


TRUMP smiles and throws a handful of glittering sand and flower petals up into the air.
TRUMP:

The hall fills with clapping and cheering.

Music swells - rhythmic, joyous, alive.


Children release glowing orbs that float upwards, like stars.

FEMALE NARRATOR (V.O.)
Peace was not won on the battlefield.

SCENE 10 – “THE PROMISE”

Later that day — the city glows below like a galaxy on the sand.

SIMIMI, TAMARA, ZUBEDA and AMIR stand together, wind tugging gently at their robes.
Above them circled the familiar falcon, its feathers catching the light.


SIMIMI
Someday.
The river takes time to forget its storms.
ZUBEDA
Maybe they don't need to forget.
Maybe remembering keeps us humble.
AMIR:
And so the desert will remind us:




Then let's keep building.

but to guide its flow.
The camera pulls back, sweeping across the city — a breathtaking mix of desert architecture and soft waterlight, bridges curving like rivers over sand.
In the distance, faint outlines of green start spreading — vegetation reclaiming the dunes.
The falcon soars upward, its path mirrored by a rising flock of glowing birds from the city below.


 Some whisper in code. Some bloom in silence. And some — like this one — just recall that even the driest desert 3was once part of the sea. FADE OUT. TITLE CARD: WE ARE KIBOKO A story of rivers, deserts, and the dream of one water.

