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      Some myths were never meant to be preserved.

      Some were meant to be rewritten.

      When Dr. Helena Voss, a reserved museum curator with a reputation for rationality, acquires a mysterious fragment of an ancient manuscript, she expects dust, debate, and academic acclaim. What she finds instead is a crimson thread that binds itself to her wrist — and leads her straight into the heart of Wicked Wishes, an enchanted bookshop that does not appear on most maps.

      Its keeper, Elara Vale, has spent years guarding stories that refuse to stay dead. She knows the fragment Helena carries is not the familiar tale of Psyche and her god. It is the older version. The one whispered before temples rose. The one that binds two women by choice, not decree.

      To break the spell, Helena must complete four labors — not of obedience, but of desire. She must name what she has buried. Claim what she has denied. Confront the shadow that keeps her safe but alone. And finally, offer the one thing she cannot bear to lose.

      As magic coils through candlelit shelves and the crimson thread burns brighter with every confession, Helena is forced to confront a truth she has long avoided: some loves are not discovered. They are summoned.

      But ancient myths do not yield easily. Something older than ink and older than gods resists the rewriting. And if Helena retreats — as she always has before — the thread will unravel, leaving nothing but ash and unanswered longing.

      Lush, spellbound, and unapologetically sensual, The Crimson Thread is a high‑heat lesbian fantasy romance about choice, surrender, and the power of women who dare to rewrite the stories written for them.

      In the Wicked Wishes bookshop, desire is not a weakness.

      It is the magic.
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            THE BOOKSHOP WHERE WISHES WAIT

          

        

      

    

    
      Bellancandle did not appear on most maps.

      It existed in the margins—between the hum of commuter routes and the blurred edges of forgotten county lines, between the sterile gleam of modern glass storefronts and the ivy-choked facades of buildings that had stood since before the last century turned. The town had a way of slipping from memory, of folding itself into the peripheral vision of those who passed through without truly seeing. It was a place that resisted being found unless it wished to be, and that suited Elara Vale perfectly.

      Her bookshop occupied the narrowest street in Bellancandle, its windows framed in dark emerald paint that had been mixed with crushed malachite and a whisper of intent. The gold leaf trimming the panes caught the light at dusk, not with the flat reflection of ordinary gilding, but with a depth that suggested something alive lurked beneath the surface. The sign above the door read:

      Wicked Wishes

      The lettering was elegant, unassuming at first glance. But if one stared too long, the curves of the Ws seemed to twist like smoke, the dots over the is flickered like embers, and the final s stretched into the suggestion of a serpent’s tail. The shop had not been named idly.

      Inside, the air was thick with the scent of old paper—vanilla and decay, the ghost of a thousand pressed flowers—and beeswax from the candles Elara made herself, each one rolled with herbs and a single drop of her own blood to bind the intention. Beneath it all lay something faintly metallic, like the taste of a coin left too long on the tongue, or the scent of rain on hot stone after a storm. It was the smell of magic that had been worked quietly, carefully, the kind that did not announce itself but settled into the bones of a place until it was indistinguishable from the walls themselves.

      Elara stood behind the front counter, her sleeves rolled to the elbows, revealing wrists smudged with ink in shades of indigo and rust. The marks were not accidental. She had a habit of tracing sigils onto her skin when she was thinking, the pressure of the nib against her pulse a way to ground herself when the stories she worked with grew restless. A crimson thread lay coiled near the register, innocuous as a forgotten bookmark. It looked ordinary. It was not. She had spun it herself from the last remnants of a love spell gone wrong—one she had been paid to craft for a woman who had changed her mind at the last moment. The thread had absorbed the aborted desire, the what-could-have-been, and now it hummed with potential, waiting.

      She had not meant to summon anyone that day.

      The shop had been quiet, the kind of quiet that settled like a held breath, the air thick with the weight of unread words and half-finished spells. Elara had been repairing a grimoire bound in human hair—not hers, she had assured the nervous owner, though she had not elaborated on whose it was—when the bell above the door rang.

      Not the dull, lacklustre jingle it made for casual browsers, the ones who wandered in looking for tarot decks or mass-market paperbacks about Wicca. This was different. A single, clear note, resonant as a struck crystal, vibrating through the floorboards and up into the soles of her feet. The sound of it sent a prickle across her nape, the fine hairs rising as if touched by a static charge.

      This was the chime of arrival.

      The woman who stepped inside carried autumn with her.

      Not the bright, apple-sweet autumn of pumpkin spice and golden leaves, but the sharp, brittle autumn of wind through skeletal branches and the first frost biting at the edges of puddles. She wore a dark wool coat, the kind that had been tailored to move with her, the fabric so fine it whispered against itself as she walked. Her hair—deep brown shot through with strands of copper—was wind-tousled, as if she had come a long way without stopping to smooth it, and her glasses, thin and wire-rimmed, did little to soften the precision of her gaze. She looked like a woman who measured her words before speaking, who trusted facts over fables, who would scoff at the idea of a bookshop that smelled of magic.

      She did not look like someone who believed in witches.

      Elara smiled anyway, slow and knowing, as if she had been expecting this moment for years.

      “Welcome to Wicked Wishes.”

      The woman paused just inside the threshold, her gloved fingers flexing once before she reached up to remove them. The movement was deliberate, the kind of controlled gesture that betrayed a mind always calculating, always assessing. Her eyes swept the shelves—not with the avid hunger of a collector, but with the sharp, assessing gaze of someone who knew the value of old things and was not easily impressed.

      “You’re Elara Vale?”

      The voice was cool, clipped, the vowels precise. A scholar’s voice. A woman who was used to being listened to.

      “I am.” Elara did not move from her place behind the counter, but she let her weight shift onto one hip, the picture of easy confidence. The crimson thread gleamed dully in the low light, as if sensing the tension in the air. “Though I don’t recall scheduling an appointment.”

      A flicker of irritation crossed the woman’s face, there and gone in an instant, like the shadow of a bird passing over sunlit stone. “Dr. Helena Voss. I curate antiquities at Bellfield Museum.” She unlatched the leather case she carried with the same efficiency she might have used to unlock a display cabinet, her movements economical, practiced. “We’ve acquired a fragment that defies classification. I was told you might be able to… shed some light on it.”

      Elara tilted her head, just slightly. The angle caught the light, turning
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