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    Dedication

For those who carry their scars like stories,who choose restraint when fury would be easier,and who rise again even when the world forgets their name.For everyone who has ever stood at the edge of themselvesand stepped forward anyway —may your strength be tempered,your hope unbroken,and your spirit unafraid of the dark.For the warriors who fight battles no one sees,for the brothers who walk different paths,and for the light that survives even in the shadow of power.May your choices echo beyond the fire.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Stories are never forged alone. They are shaped by the hands, hearts, and histories of those who walk beside us — even when the path grows dark.To those who believed in this world before it had a name, thank you for lending your strength when mine faltered and for reminding me that hope is a discipline, not an accident.To the friends who listened to early drafts, challenged the rough edges, and pushed me to dig deeper — your honesty sharpened this story more than any blade.To the readers who carry these characters with them, who see themselves in their struggles and their choices — you are the reason this saga breathes.To every mentor, teacher, and quiet guide who taught me that restraint is not weakness, that power is not permission, and that the hardest battles are often the ones fought within — your lessons echo through every chapter.And finally, to those who choose hope even when it hurts, who rise even when the world feels heavy, and who refuse to let the fire consume them — this story is for you.
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For those who carry their scars like stories,

who choose restraint when fury would be easier,

and who rise again even when the world forgets their name.

For everyone who has ever stood at the edge of themselves

and stepped forward anyway —

may your strength be tempered,

your hope unbroken,

and your spirit unafraid of the dark.

For the warriors who fight battles no one sees,

for the brothers who walk different paths,

and for the light that survives even in the shadow of power.

May your choices echo beyond the fire.
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Author’s Note

When power becomes a burden and hope becomes a weapon, a warrior must decide what he’s willing to sacrifice to save the world — and himself.

Silver Fang was trained to be a protector, forged to be a weapon, and feared as the Black Warrior. But when his brother Kaos merges with an ancient force and begins reshaping reality itself, Silver Fang is forced to confront the truth he has run from his entire life: the greatest battle is not against his brother... but against the darkness inside himself.

As worlds collapse and memories twist into weapons, Silver Fang must choose between restraint and destruction, between destiny and defiance, between the warrior he was and the man he must become. Alongside his brother Riot — the one person who never gave up on him, steps into a final confrontation where hope is not gentle, sacrifice is inevitable, and evolution comes with a cost.

Kaos escapes transformed. Silver Fang emerges changed. And the world survives by the thinnest margin.

But the balance holds... for now.

A story of brothers, power, transformation, and the price of becoming something new, Silver Fang: The Black Warrior Saga delivers an emotional, mythic journey where hope is earned, not given — and where the end is only the beginning.
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Chapter One — The Weight of Restraint
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Silver Fang learned restraint before he learned mercy, and sometimes he wondered if that order mattered more than the lesson itself.

The training hall was already alive when he arrived, the air thick with the familiar smells of iron, sweat, and old stone. Morning light filtered through the high slits in the walls, cutting pale lines across the floor where generations of fighters had bled, fallen, and risen again. The sound of bare feet against stone echoed steadily, a rhythm as old as the order itself.

Silver Fang removed his boots at the edge of the mat and stepped forward, breathing slowly, measured. Control first. Always.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





