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	Foreword

	There are moments in life that remain untouched by time—not because they were perfect, but because they were unfinished. They linger like soft echoes, suspended in the quiet spaces between breath and memory. These are the hours we avoid, the ones we fold carefully into the corners of our hearts, hoping that if we hide them long enough, they will dissolve on their own.

	But they never do.

	Some wishes remain half-formed. Some truths remain unspoken. Some choices remain unmade. And in their silence, they gather weight.

	This story is a return to one such moment.

	Not to rewrite it.
Not to repair it.
Not to erase it.

	But to walk back with gentler eyes. To step again into the rooms where fear outpaced hope, where words faltered, where the heart hesitated at the edge of bravery. To discover that healing is not the art of undoing what happened, but the grace of finally seeing oneself without judgment.

	If Book I was about remembering,
Book II is about unburning—
softly, slowly, bravely.

	May these pages guide you back not to the past itself, but to the version of you who still waits quietly for closure, for kindness, for the moment when silence can finally speak its name.

	Welcome back to midnight’s tender light.

	




	


Chapter I – The Night the Candle Learned to Unburn

	The night began strangely—quiet in a way that felt deliberate, as if the darkness had paused just long enough to listen. A thin ribbon of fog rested over the ground, drifting low and slow, like breath settling into its own stillness. I had not meant to return to the house. I had promised myself that the reliquary was a chapter closed, a wound stitched, a story whose echo no longer pulled at my ribs. Yet here I was once more, standing at the threshold where midnight had once breathed in my stead.

	The manor looked different now. Not brighter, not restored. Simply… aware. The windows, once dulled by dust and disuse, seemed to shimmer faintly from within, like eyes that recognized an approaching thought before it fully formed. And the door—long silent, long patient—opened the moment my hand hovered near, drifting inward with the same soundless grace it had shown the night everything changed.

	I hesitated only long enough to steady my breath before stepping inside.

	The air held warmth this time. Subtle, fragile, like a small fire trying to remember how to burn. Shadows clung to the corners, but they did not watch me as they once had. They rested. They breathed. They waited without hunger or warning, as though content simply to witness whatever came next.

	And then I saw it—resting on a narrow table just beyond the entryway.

	A candle.

	Tall, slender, its wax untouched, pristine white. But what drew me closer was the flame. It hovered above the wick rather than touching it, burning backward—sparks drifting downward instead of rising, curling into the wax as if stitching time in reverse. Each glow sank into the unmarked surface, and instead of melting, the candle thickened, growing taller one breath at a time.

	I felt the hairs along my arms rise.

	“What are you?” I whispered.

	The flame responded with a soft pulse, as if acknowledging the question. The air around it shimmered faintly, bending the shadows into a gentle curve.

	Behind me, footsteps stirred.

	I did not startle—not because the sound was expected, but because it felt familiar in the way a half-remembered dream feels familiar: warm, aching, inevitable. When I turned, the figure who had once walked through the house’s hidden chambers with me stood near the doorway. Their shape was clearer than before, no longer the softened outline of a memory. Their eyes held the same quiet gravity I remembered—and something new beneath it.

	“You came back,” they said, voice threaded with an emotion I could not name.

	“I thought the house was finished with me.”

	“It wasn’t finished with your story,” they replied gently. “And neither were you.”

	The candle flickered—backward, always backward—its descending sparks brushing the table in small, glowing pinpoints that quickly dissolved. A faint scent, warm and nostalgic, drifted up like something familiar from a long-ago morning.

	“What does it mean?” I asked.

	The figure stepped closer, their gaze settling on the unburning flame.

	“It means something you let go has started returning.”
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