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Synopsis 

In the village of Marrow’s Edge, time seemed to linger, casting an eerie stillness over the cobblestone streets. Fishermen's boats swayed in the harbour, their creaking masts whispering secrets to the relentless sea. The mournful cries of seagulls intertwined with the ceaseless, haunting rhythm of waves crashing against jagged cliffs. Yet, it was the 

Sentinel—a solitary monolith jutting from the ocean's depths—that truly defined the village's sinister aura.  Standing just beyond the shore's grasp, the rock loomed tall and enigmatic. Its surface, scarred by centuries of merciless wind, water and storms, bore grooves that twisted into grotesque faces, cryptic letters, and arcane symbols. Legends clung to the Sentinel like barnacles: children whispered of hidden treasures, while elders muttered of a cursed ship, petrified by the sea's vengeful wrath. Stories of its power travel across the seas. Sailors, lost in storms, speak of its shadow before vanishing. Some believe it is alive... a guardian or a curse.”  
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Chapter 1: The Ndogo Tribe  
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On a remote and isolated island, far beyond the reach of the known world, there existed a small and ancient tribe called the Ndogo Tribe. They had lived on the island for countless generations, following strict customs and traditions that governed every aspect of their lives.  

Among these customs was an unbreakable law: no child could choose their partner. The elders arranged marriages, ensuring the tribe's survival and strength. But deep within the heart of the Ndogo village, two children, Kiana and Zira, had made a secret vow to each other.  

From the time they were old enough to understand love, they had sworn that one day, no matter what, and they would be together. They would marry, not out of duty, but out of love.  

As the years passed and they grew older, the whispers of their innocent promise turned into a desperate reality.  

The elders had begun to arrange Zira’s marriage to the son of a respected warrior, a union that would bring honour to her family. Kiano, too, was to be given to a girl from another clan. 

It was a stranger he had never even spoken to. Fearing that their love would be torn apart, Kiano and Zira made a daring and dangerous decision—one that no one in the tribe had ever attempted before.  

They would escape on their journey across the sea. Late one moonless 

night, when the village fires had died down to glowing embers, the two  Lovers slipped away into the dense jungle, their hearts pounding in their chests. At the edge of the island, hidden among the mangroves, lay the small wooden canoe they had spent months secretly building.   It was crude but sturdy, pieced together with woven palm fibers and sealed with hardened.  

They had prepared food for their journey, gathering what little they could from their island home. Using woven palm baskets they had crafted by hand, they packed dried meat, carefully preserved under the sun, and wild roots they had foraged from the dense jungle.  

It was not much, but it was enough to sustain them—at least for a few days—while they searched for a new home across the vast and unpredictable sea. With nothing but the stars to guide them, they pushed the canoe into the dark, endless sea, paddling away from the only home they had ever known.  

They hoped to find another island, a place where they could be free, where no one could dictate their future.  

For days, they drifted across the vast ocean, their small boat rising and falling with the waves. The sun burned their skin by day, and the cold bit at them by night.  

They had only a few coconuts, a pouch of dried fruit, and a small clay jar of water, which they rationed carefully. Then came the storm. It began with a distant rumble, a warning from the heavens.  

The sky darkened, and the wind picked up, howling across the sea like a vengeful spirit. The waves grew monstrous, tossing their little canoe like a toy. Rain slashed down in heavy sheets, and lightning streaked across the sky, illuminating their terrified faces.  

A massive wave crashed over them, flipping the canoe upside down. They plunged into the icy depths, struggling against the merciless currents. Kiano fought to keep hold of Zira, but the ocean was relentless.  

For what felt like an eternity, they were lost to the sea.  

When Kiano awoke, he was lying on wet sand, his body aching, his lungs burning for air.  

The storm had passed, leaving the sky a soft, pale grey.  

Weakly, he lifted his head and saw Zira a few feet away, motionless. Panic surged through him as he crawled toward her, shaking her shoulders.  

“Zira!” His voice was hoarse, barely more than a whisper.  

After a long, agonizing moment, she stirred, coughing up seawater. 

Relief flooded through Kiano as she opened her eyes, dazed but alive.  They had survived. As they sat up, trying to regain their strength, they noticed something in the distance. Nestled along the coastline was a small village—nothing like their island home, yet strangely inviting. 

Small wooden huts stood in neat rows, with fishing nets hanging from poles and boats resting near the shore. Smoke curled lazily from chimneys, and the distant murmur of voices carried on the breeze.  

At that time, Marrow Edge was no more than a humble fishing village, untouched by the modern world. The people here lived simple lives, relying on the sea for their survival. Would they welcome two shipwrecked strangers? Or would Kiano and Zira be seen as intruders, forced to flee once again?  

With no other choice, they took each other’s hands and walked toward the village, unaware that their real journey was only just beginning.  
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Chapter 2: The Curse of the Captain  

Kiano and Zira had spent two days in Marrow Edge, but the small fishing village felt cold and unwelcoming. The villagers were wary of strangers, and their presence was met with suspicious glances rather than kindness. Two fishermen eventually approached them, their expressions hard and unyielding.  

“You’re not welcome here,” one of them said. “This village belongs to fishermen and their families. We barely catch enough to feed our own. 

You must leave.”  

“We don’t want to intrude; all we ask is water and something to eat.” Kiano pleaded. 

Disheartened but not defeated, Kiano and Zira decided they could not stay. The village was too small, and its people were unwilling to offer them shelter. They found an old can with water and some half open coconuts.  

If they were to survive, they needed to find a large ship—one that could take them somewhere far away, somewhere they could finally be free. They took refuge beneath a tall palm tree near the shore, watching the horizon, hoping for a ship to dock at the harbour. On the second evening, as the sun dipped below the ocean, a supply vessel arrived. It was a trading ship, bringing goods to the fishermen, something that only happened once a month.  

It was their chance. As darkness fell, Kiano and Zira prepared for their escape. They tied their small bundle of supplies—dried meat and roots— to their backs and clasped hands. The moon peeked through the clouds, casting silver beams across the restless sea. Without hesitation, they waded into the cold water, their hearts pounding.  

The two villagers plunged into the churning sea, the storm's fury lashing at them with each stroke. Waves crashed over their heads, blinding them, salt burning their eyes. They swam blindly, driven by desperation, their limbs aching as the current threatened to pull them under. The ship loomed ahead, unseen in the darkness, until their hands finally struck cold, wet wood—salvation at last. 

By the time they reached the ladder hanging from the side of the vessel, their limbs were shaking from the effort. Slowly, cautiously, they climbed aboard, slipping into the shadows before anyone could spot them. Kiano looked at the ship and said. ”Look  

Zira, the ship’s name is ‘The Sentinel.’”  

They found a narrow space behind stacked crates and huddled there in silence, listening to the sounds of men shouting orders and barrels being rolled across the deck. The ship remained docked for what felt like hours, but then, at last, it began to move. They had done it. They were leaving Marrow Edge behind.  
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