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Caspian Harrow opened the door, his frame angular against the Montréal dusk, jacket pulling taut at the shoulders. Onyx, a black boxer, slipped through his legs first, coat catching a glint of lamplight, leash trailing slack in my hand as I stepped inside. Not my dog—Sophie’s. She’d been gone two weeks, not a word, her silence a weight I carried. I, Anaïs Vigneault, held only this remnant of her, a tether of trust—or what remained.

 

I’d brought Sophie to Caspian once, drawn her into his orbit. My protege, raw-edged and fervent, slipping drafts across tables like veiled admissions, corners damp with coffee. She craved my marks, my precise cuts, my rhythm. Her annotations, defiant yet pleading, demanded my pen’s precision—she wanted my cuts to shape her, to carve her voice sharper. Once, her fledgling fingers brushed mine over a smudged page, the pull of something that shouldn’t. Now, with her gone, I wondered if Caspian’s hands had claimed more than her words. Her last poem, scrawled in that notebook, named us both—traitors in her ink.

 

Caspian’s flat was spare elegance: oxblood leather, etched glass, polished mahogany. On the shelf, Breton’s Nadja sagged like a frail spine. On the side table, a lone Coors bottle rested. And there—apart on his desk—Sophie’s notebook, swollen, heavy with her hand, ink pressed through the paper, her poems half-formed, bleeding across the pages.
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