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Part One: Under the Shadow of the Curse
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  Chapter One: The Black Tide

  
  




Aringhar was a coastal village unmatched in its beauty. Its white stone houses shimmered under the midday sun, and palm trees swayed to the rhythm of the sea breeze. But this beauty was a fragile mask, hiding a deep despair. The air was saturated with sea salt and the scent of fear—a fear centuries old, a fear born with every child and aged with every moon.

The curse was known as the “Blood Pact,” a brutal agreement imposed by a malevolent entity called “The Claimant.” On every new moon night, the tribe had to offer a young bride as a ransom to ensure the survival of the rest. This ritual was the black tide that governed their lives, an endless cycle of sacrifice and survival.

On that day, the tribe gathered in the square, silent as ghosts. The Wisewoman, “Noura,” stood in the center, her eyes carrying the weight of centuries of pain. Her words, when they finally broke the silence, were like the sound of a stone dropping into a deep well: “The time has come. The next new moon demands… Lian.”

“Lian,” the Wisewoman’s own daughter, stood with an unnatural calm. She did not tremble, nor did she shed a tear. She had known her fate since she was a child, for every girl in Aringhar was a potential bride. But her silence was not strength; it was a cold surrender to an inevitable destiny. She looked at the faces of her people, seeing pity and shame, but no resistance. The countdown had begun, and silence was the sound of despair in Aringhar.
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  Chapter Two: The Wisewoman’s Daughter

  
  




Lian, the Wisewoman’s daughter, carried a double burden. She was not just a bride, but a symbol of the hope that no longer existed. She was strong-willed, skilled at




fishing, and intelligent in reading the weather signs. But all this strength was useless against the power of “The Claimant.”

In the Wisewoman’s hut, Noura was preparing the sacrificial garments—a white dress embroidered with black threads. Her hands trembled, but her face was resolute.

“Mother,” Lian said in a low voice, “did it always have to be this way?”




Noura stopped working and looked at her daughter. “This is the price, Lian. The price of Aringhar’s survival. We tried to resist in the past, but The Claimant showed us his power. He destroyed half the village in one night. This pact protects us.”

“It protects us with fear,” Lian whispered. “I would rather die than live in this eternal fear.”

“Don’t say that!” Noura cried out, then lowered her voice to a painful whisper. “You are not just a sacrifice, you are a hero. You give life to others. This is your duty as the Wisewoman’s daughter.”

But Lian found no comfort in the words. She knew her duty was to die, and that The Claimant’s power was not in his strength, but in his ability to convince them that they deserved this fate.
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  Chapter Three: The Claimant’s Cry

  
  




That night, “The Claimant” did not need to appear. His presence was felt. The ground trembled slightly, and a deep sound, like the roar of the sea coming from the depths of the earth, was heard. It was a sound without words, but it carried a promise of destruction for anyone who dared to disobey.

King “Arin,” the ruler of Aringhar, shivered in his hall. His rule was built upon this pact. He was the one who chose the bride, and he was the one who ensured the continuation of the ritual. He believed he was protecting his people, but in reality, he was a slave to fear.

The priests, who represented the religious authority, began their rituals. They decorated the boat that would carry Lian to the altar. They recounted the story of the old pact, how The Claimant was a great entity, and how their rejection of him led to famine and plague, until they were forced to offer the first bride. These stories were the chains that shackled their souls.




In this charged atmosphere, Lian was being prepared. She wore the white dress, but her eyes refused to see. She was preparing for death, but deep down, she wished for something, anything, to change this miserable ending.
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  Chapter Four: Storm on the Shore

  
  




Three days before the sacrifice, a sudden storm struck the shore. It was not an ordinary storm; it was violent and strange, as if it were the wrath of the heavens. The winds screamed, and the waves rose like mountains.

Amidst this turmoil, the fishermen noticed the wreckage of a strange ship being tossed by the waves. And when the storm suddenly subsided as quickly as it began, they found a man lying on the sand.

The man, later known as “Salem,” was completely different from them. His appearance was calm, despite the signs of the storm on his body. His clothes were made of fine fabric, but they were simple. The strangest thing was his eyes; they held a strange serenity, as if he had never seen fear in his life.

The fishermen carried him to the village. Lian, watching from her hut window, saw the newcomer. His face was bright, and a slight smile played on his lips. She wondered: How can anyone smile in Aringhar?
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  Chapter Five: The Strange Guest

  
  




Salem woke up in the guesthouse. The first thing he noticed was the heavy silence that hung over the place. It was not a silence of rest, but a silence of fear.

He asked his host, an old man named “Abu Saif,” about the reason for this sadness. “Has there been a disaster? Is there a sickness?”

Abu Saif avoided looking into his eyes. “Nothing, stranger. We are just… like this.”




But Salem was not convinced. He was a sailor, and he had seen many tragedies, but he had never seen despair this deep. He saw in the eyes of the people a familiar look of surrender, the look of those who believe they do not deserve life.

Salem wandered through the village, noticing the strange symbols: distorted statues, and ancient inscriptions symbolizing an evil entity. And everywhere, he saw young




girls trembling.




At the end of the day, he saw Lian. She stood on the threshold of her hut, wearing the white dress embroidered with black. She was beautiful, but her beauty was enveloped in a halo of death. At that moment, Salem realized that the sadness he saw was not due to a disaster, but to a sacrifice. He realized that the storm had not thrown him onto Aringhar by chance, but for a deeper calling.

The End: Salem decides to ask Lian directly about her fate.







Part Two: The Light of Tawhid
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  Chapter Six: The Truth Revealed

  
  




Salem did not need to ask. The morning after his arrival, he found Lian waiting for him at the door. Her eyes held a decision, a decision to die, but she wanted to understand why this stranger cared.

“You ask too many questions, stranger,” Lian said in a low voice. “What do you want to know?”

“I want to know why you wear the garment of death,” Salem replied calmly. “And why your people wear the garment of fear.”

Lian sat down and began to recount the story of the “Blood Pact,” about “The Claimant” who appeared every new moon to take a bride, and about the destruction that befell the tribe when they tried to resist. She spoke with cold detachment, as if telling someone else’s story.

When she finished, a long silence ensued. No fear showed on Salem’s face, but rather signs of deep sorrow. “He is a devil,” Salem finally said. “A weak entity that feeds on your fear. He is not a god, but a creature that possesses no power to benefit or harm even itself.”

Lian was shocked by his words. “Don’t say that! We have seen his power! He destroyed…”

Salem interrupted her: “His power has limits, Lian. His only power is in your belief in your weakness. You have forgotten the True Creator, the One God who created




everything, and who has no partner in His dominion. This Claimant is merely a shadow; a shadow cannot stand before the light.”

In that moment, Lian realized that this man was not insane; he carried a truth Aringhar had never heard before.















