
SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

From the MixCache.com library

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

Lamp of Endless Night
MixCache.com

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

Table of Contents
Introduction
Chapter 1 The Lampkeeper’s Vigil
Chapter 2 The Whisper Uncorked
Chapter 3 Terms of a Wish
Chapter 4 Caravan at Dusk
Chapter 5 The Spirit’s Price
Chapter 6 Tellers and Traders
Chapter 7 Threads of Consent
Chapter 8 The First Desire
Chapter 9 Masks in the Moonlight
Chapter 10 Oasis of Confession
Chapter 11 A Bargain in Silk
Chapter 12 The Cartographer’s Secret
Chapter 13 Fireflies and Falsehoods
Chapter 14 The Sandstorm’s Truth
Chapter 15 The Second Desire
Chapter 16 The Pact Unraveled
Chapter 17 A Feast of Stories
Chapter 18 The Lovers’ Ledger
Chapter 19 Schemes by Starlight
Chapter 20 The Third Desire
Chapter 21 The Mirror of Want
Chapter 22 Debts Come Due
Chapter 23 The Night Without End
Chapter 24 Breaking the Lamp
Chapter 25 Dawn of Unchosen Paths

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

Introduction
On a road the wind remembers, a humble keeper tends a lamp that should have
burned out long ago. The flame is small, stubborn, and strangely sweet-scented, as if
it has listened to laughter and tears for a hundred years and learned to breathe like a
human being. One night, when the borders between silence and speech thin to a film,
the lamp sighs open and a spirit glides forth—not in smoke and thunder, but in a hush
that tastes like pomegranate and rain. It asks for nothing gold, nothing stolen. It asks
for stories. For each truth whispered into its light, it will grant a wish.

This is a tale about the heat of wanting and the shape of asking. The spirit does not
manufacture desire; it amplifies what already lives beneath the tongue. It barters in
narrative, because desire itself is a story we tell our bodies and our lives. The currency
here is confession—sometimes shy, sometimes bold, sometimes clumsy with
hope—and the exchange rate is perilous. A wish is never free; a story truly told is
never without consequence. Between the two, the lamp burns brighter.

Into this bargain comes a traveling caravan: lovers who have been tender too long and
lovers who have been brave not enough; merchants who traffic in spices and
schemes; a mapmaker with a pulse-true secret; a performer whose smile is a lockpick;
a widow who speaks to shadows; and a keeper who has learned that duty can cradle
longing without crushing it. When the lamp’s circle of light touches them, their private
weather changes. What they want, they must name. What they name, they must own.
What they own, they may lose or transform—depending on how carefully they honor
one another’s boundaries and their own.

Consent, in these pages, is not a single word but a living agreement: revised,
reaffirmed, renegotiated, sometimes refused. It is the difference between surrender
freely offered and power quietly taken. The spirit listens closely to how a desire is
told—where voice trembles, where silence insists—and grants wishes with an
exactness that can feel like tenderness or justice. Every fulfilled longing casts a
shadow, and in that shadow others must choose whether to step in or stand apart.
This book traces those choices and the ripples they leave across skin, trust, and time.

Formally, the novel moves like the caravan itself: a procession of encounters and
revelations, a braid of side paths that return to a shared road. Each chapter offers a
new facet of the bargain—tales traded at cookfires, under moon-pale awnings, in
wagons that rock with song and secrets. The spirit is not a judge and not a savior. It is
a mirror that focuses heat. Sometimes that heat softens what is rigid; sometimes it
makes what is fragile shatter cleanly so it can be mended true.
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You will find romance here, but not as an ornament; it is the engine and the argument.
Desire brightens colors and sharpens edges; it also demands responsibility. The
lampkeeper learns that a boundary is a form of love, and that listening is an act as
intimate as touch. The caravan learns that stories are not only told but lived—and that
once spoken aloud, a longing calls witnesses who may hold you to your better self.

Lamp of Endless Night does not punish yearning; it honors care. It asks what we are
willing to give for what we want, and what we must refuse in order to remain
ourselves. If you have ever mistaken hunger for destiny, or tenderness for safety, this
journey is for you. Strike the flint, lift the chimney, breathe with the little flame. Tell
the truth you can bear to hear returned—and step into the light that answers back.
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CHAPTER ONE: The Lampkeeper’s Vigil
Rami had been the Lampkeeper of the Dusty Pass for seven years, and in all that time,
his life had consisted mostly of silence, sand, and the surprisingly complex task of
keeping the wick trimmed just so. The Pass was less a road and more a suggestion of
one—a deep valley cut through rust-colored stone, known only to the most persistent
of travelers and the most eccentric of merchants. His small, stone hut, built against
the flank of a towering mesa, was less a home and more a shrine dedicated to a
single, unremarkable bronze lamp.

He was twenty-eight, lean from walking the few miles to the nearest spring, and
possessed of eyes that looked perpetually surprised by the world. Rami had inherited
the duty from his great-aunt, who had simply handed him a heavy, lukewarm lamp
one scorching afternoon and said, "Don't let it go out. Don't polish it too much. Listen
to what it doesn't say." Then she’d walked off toward the coast, presumably to finally
eat mangoes without sand grit.

The lamp itself sat on a simple wooden plinth in the center of the hut. It was heavy,
tarnished, and shaped like a squat bird with a magnificent, curling neck. It didn't burn
oil; it burned nothing that Rami could identify, yet the flame persisted. It was the color
of aged brandy and gave off an aroma that shifted hourly—sometimes it smelled like
freshly baked bread, sometimes like distant rain, and sometimes, worryingly, like
ozone and metal.

Rami’s life was ritualistic: wake before dawn, check the flame, sweep the sand that
constantly tried to reclaim the floor, tend the small patch of drought-resistant
succulents, eat dry biscuits, watch the light. He was lonely, but content in the way of
someone whose responsibilities were clear and finite. He had never once questioned
the duty. Why question something that felt older than the mountains?

Tonight, however, felt different.

The air was heavy, still, and scented sharply with musk and something akin to
blooming night jasmine. Rami was sitting on his usual stool, meticulously cleaning the
chimney glass with a piece of worn linen, when the lamp began to hum. It was not a
noise, precisely, but a resonance that started deep in the stone floor and vibrated up
through the soles of his feet.

He stopped breathing, the linen dropping onto his lap. The flame, usually the size of a
thumb, had stretched, thinning out into a spire of light that nearly touched the top of
the chimney. The light didn't brighten the room so much as deepen the shadows,
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pulling the corners of the hut further away.

Then came the sound of the sigh.

It wasn't wind escaping a vessel; it was the sound of something extremely old relaxing
after a very long effort. The bronze body of the lamp shivered, the plinth groaned, and
the chimney glass fractured cleanly down the middle, the pieces falling away onto the
floor with a delicate clink.

The flame was unleashed.

It did not rush out violently. Instead, it unwound itself, solidifying from light into
something vaporous, yet structurally sound. It coiled upward, retaining the brandy hue
of the fire, but it was now clearly taking the form of a human figure. Tall, slender, and
seemingly carved from polished amber.

Rami did not move. He was not terrified, which was surprising, but utterly engrossed.
The figure settled on the plinth where the lamp’s chimney had been, its feet—if they
were feet—melting into the bronze lip. It had no obvious clothing, but its form was
draped in shadows and shifting light that suggested the texture of silk and water.

The Spirit raised a hand, the light flickering along the long, elegant fingers. It lowered
its head, looking directly at Rami, and its face, beautiful and perfectly symmetrical,
carried an expression of mild, amused curiosity.

"A lampkeeper," the Spirit’s voice drifted out, tasting exactly like the pomegranate
and rain mentioned in the Introduction—a flavor that made Rami’s mouth water
inexplicably. "After all this time, I had assumed the line of duty had withered into dust.
Or at least acquired a taste for fermented cactus juice."

Rami finally swallowed, his throat dry. "I... I don't drink cactus juice, Spirit."

The Spirit smiled, a slow, mesmerizing alteration of its features. "A pity. It helps pass
the centuries. Tell me, Lampkeeper. What is your name?"

"Rami," he whispered.

"Rami," the Spirit repeated, testing the sound. "You have kept the light. You have
honored the obligation. You have not, I trust, asked it for anything?"

"No," Rami said firmly. "Great-Aunt said duty first. And Great-Aunt was quite
intimidating."

"A wise woman," the Spirit conceded, tilting its head. "Duty first. But now the duty is
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fulfilled. The seal is broken. I am free to move about the world, though tethered to this
bronze shell for my own convenience."

"Free to... do what?" Rami asked, pushing himself slowly to his feet. He felt a sudden,
profound awareness of his own mundane reality—the dust, the ripped seams of his
tunic, the dry biscuit crumbs on the floor.

"To engage," the Spirit replied, rising to its full height, which was considerably taller
than Rami. It stepped off the plinth, the movement silent and fluid, and the air around
it felt suddenly warmer, richer. "I am not here to grant dominion or fortune, Rami.
Those desires are noisy and common, and frankly, quite boring to fulfill."

It walked toward the single, small window of the hut, placing one hand on the rough
stone sill. The scent of night jasmine intensified. "My currency is confession. My
payment is truth."

"You trade in stories?" Rami ventured, remembering the local myths about the desert
genies who demanded impossible tasks or riddles. This seemed considerably softer.

"Exactly," the Spirit confirmed, turning back to face him, the amber light of its form
filling the hut. "For every truly whispered tale, for every vulnerable admission of a
secret longing, a wish is granted. The wish must be for the person telling the story,
and it must be something they genuinely want, hidden or otherwise."

Rami frowned. "That sounds... dangerous."

"Desire always is," the Spirit said, a hint of something complex, ancient, and perhaps
wounded entering its voice. "But the danger lies not in the granting, but in the asking.
I merely provide the means for manifestation. I do not invent the hunger; I merely feed
it."

Rami took a deep breath. "And why now? Why did the lamp wait until tonight to break
the seal?"

The Spirit glanced out the window again, toward the faint, silver line that was the
horizon under a moonless sky. "Because company approaches. The terms require
listeners, witnesses. And more importantly, participants."

"Company?"

"A traveling collective," the Spirit explained, gliding effortlessly across the floor until it
was standing mere inches from Rami. He could feel the warmth radiating from its light-
body, a heat that made his skin prickle. "A caravan of traders, lovers, and schemers
making its way toward the coastal city. They are filled with secrets, Rami. Secrets they

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

do not know they hold, or secrets they are desperately trying to bury. They will be
here by dawn."

The closeness was intoxicating. Rami had not been this near to another living (or post-
living) entity in seven years. He found himself staring at the intricate patterns of light
and shadow that defined the Spirit’s chest.

"You need them to fulfill your terms?"

"I require their wants," the Spirit corrected gently. "Their whispered tales provide the
necessary fuel, the narrative energy, to power the manifestation. The lamp burned on
duty; I burn on desire."

Rami felt a strange mix of alarm and excitement. His solitary existence was about to
be obliterated by a group of strangers and a powerful, luminous entity with an agenda
centered on intimacy and consequence.

"Will you hurt them?" Rami asked, stepping back slightly, recalling his duty to the
Pass, which included watching over any who traveled through it.

The Spirit’s smile returned, vast and knowing. "Hurt is subjective, Lampkeeper. I will
certainly expose them. I will grant them the opportunity to fulfill their deep, often
complicated longings. Whether they are hurt by the honesty required, or by the reality
of the desire fulfilled, is entirely up to them. The terms are clear: the wish will be
granted precisely as asked, based on the story told."

"So, if someone lies in their story?"

"If the story is untrue," the Spirit mused, looking thoughtful, "then the corresponding
wish will manifest a truth about the teller that they have been avoiding. It is a system
built on reciprocal vulnerability. I trade a materialized desire for an acknowledged
narrative."

Rami ran a hand over his tired face. This was far more complicated than keeping a
flame burning.

"And what is your story, Spirit?" Rami asked, boldened by the sheer magnitude of the
situation. "You were trapped in the lamp. What do you want?"

The Spirit’s light dimmed slightly, gathering around its center like a cloak pulled tight.
It stepped away, moving back toward the plinth and settling down, appearing now
more like a living silhouette than solid light.

"My story, Rami, is not currency," it said, its voice now softer, laced with genuine
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melancholy. "My story is my history, and my wish was already granted the moment
you broke the seal. I wanted release. And I received it. Now, I merely observe and
facilitate. You, however, have not told a tale."

Rami stiffened. "I have nothing to tell. I have lived here for seven years, alone. My
most exciting event was watching a scuttling beetle fall off a ledge."

"Every life has a narrative, Rami. Even the quiet ones hold secret longings," the Spirit
pressed. "Tell me of your duty. Tell me of your loneliness. Tell me of the scent of
distant rain you prefer over ozone. Confess to me one small, true thing you want,
Lampkeeper, and I will grant it."

Rami looked around the small, dusty hut. He had everything he needed: shelter,
water, the sacred task. But for seven years, every night had been the same. Every
morning, the same expectation of solitude.

He looked at the Spirit—the magnificent, dangerous, and impossibly beautiful creature
of light that was about to turn his quiet existence into a nexus of high drama and risky
romance.

"Alright," Rami said, his voice surprisingly steady. He sat back down on his stool,
placing his hands on his knees. "I will tell you a small, true thing, Spirit. Not a grand
tale, but a small confession."

The Spirit leaned forward, its posture one of eager, ancient attention. "I am listening."

"My duty is done," Rami began, choosing his words carefully. "And for seven years, my
greatest desire has been tethered to that duty. I wanted the lamp to burn forever,
safely, so I could maintain the world's balance in some tiny way. But now that you are
free, now that the duty is over and the company is coming... I realize that what I truly,
deeply, crave is not solitude, or balance, or mangoes."

He met the Spirit’s steady, golden gaze.

"I want to see what happens next. I want to be necessary to something bigger than
the wick. I want to be part of the unfolding story. I want to be a witness who is allowed
to interfere."

The words hung in the charged air. Rami realized he was asking for relevance, for
complexity, for the messy entanglement of human interaction he had always observed
from a distance.

The Spirit remained silent for a long moment, the warmth radiating from it increasing
slightly. Then, it inhaled—or perhaps, seemed to absorb the light around it—and
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nodded.

"Granted," the Spirit declared, the word ringing with finality. "The Lampkeeper shall be
essential to the unfolding narrative of the caravan. You shall be drawn into the desires
and consequences. Your interference will be noted, and your choices will matter."

Rami felt a dizzying internal shift, as if his center of gravity had moved from his chest
to the open road outside. He was no longer a sentinel; he was a participant.

"Thank you," Rami managed, feeling a rush of adrenaline.

"You have been an excellent Lampkeeper, Rami. Now, you shall be an excellent
accomplice," the Spirit replied, rising smoothly from the plinth. It looked toward the
approaching dawn—the silver line outside the window now gaining a hint of rosy hue.

"The caravan is upon us," the Spirit announced. "And I have been confined to this
bronze pot for far too long. I must introduce myself. But first, Lampkeeper, a few
words of advice before the schemers and the lovers arrive."

Rami leaned in, captivated.

"Desire is a language of risk, Rami. And the greatest risk is often being heard. I do not
tempt those who do not already harbor a want. I merely give them the volume to
speak it aloud, and the power to make it real. Watch how they speak of their longings.
Listen to what they omit. And understand this above all: a wish, once granted, cannot
be unmade. It can only be survived."

With that, the Spirit stepped toward the door, which Rami had never bothered to lock.
It did not touch the latch; the wood swung inward silently, revealing the pale, dusty
morning light. The Spirit paused in the doorway, the light of the sun catching the
amber texture of its form.

"They will call me Jin. It is a simple name for a complicated entity," the
Spirit—Jin—said. "And they will need a place to make their confessions. Your hut is
now the Confessional of the Pass, Lampkeeper. Prepare the coffee. The storytelling
begins now."

Jin stepped out into the nascent morning, not walking, but seeming to glide over the
dust, dissolving subtly into the air itself, though the scent of pomegranate and rain
lingered intensely in the hut.

Rami sat very still, looking at the empty doorway. His simple life had ended, not with a
catastrophic fire, but with a quiet exchange of words and a fulfilled wish for
involvement. He was now essential. He was now complicated.
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He stood up, shaking the dust off his trousers. He needed to find his old, battered
brass coffee pot and locate the dried date cakes he’d been saving. A caravan was
coming, and they would be hungry—not just for food, but for the dangerous,
intoxicating chance to finally get what they wanted. Rami looked at the tarnished lamp
on the plinth, the source of all the sudden excitement, and despite Jin's warning, he
felt profoundly alive. The vigil was over. The game had begun.
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