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About the Author

The Dubois and the Light of Cordouan:
Two bikers, one name, invisible wounds.
Marco and Guy survived the unthinkable. Since then, they've been fleeing silence—one fills it with noise, the other watches for the void. Only one solution: the road. The west. The ocean.

On the island of Oléron, they meet Léa, a historian passionate about a forgotten legend. A singing lighthouse. A light that doesn't guide, but calls.

Very quickly, the investigation leads them to the “king of lighthouses,” Cordouan, a majestic stone tower standing facing the Atlantic. But what its walls conceal surpasses anything they could have imagined.

Because the lighthouse wasn't built on a rock. It was built on a heart.
A heart that still beats. And that remembers.
To close what they have opened, Marco, Guy and Léa will have to confront their own ghosts, offer their most precious memories... and accept that some sacrifices leave nothing behind.

Because in Cordouan, the light doesn't show the way.
It chooses you.
Between road trip, claustrophobic suspense and intimate quest, Les Dubois et la Lumière de Cordouan is a standalone investigation in the Dubois series, where the mystery of ancient lighthouses is intertwined with the memory of those who dare to confront them.

They thought they were escaping their past.
The sea had always been waiting for them.
And some calls never die.

​Act I – The Taste of Salt
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Prologue: A Comfortable Silence
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Some years before the hospital. Before any of it.

The industrial estate on the edge of the Riviera smelled of hot tarmac and diesel, a low shimmer rising off the access road that made the corrugated warehouse roofs waver like something underwater. It was the kind of heat that didn't announce itself so much as settle, patient, into the back of a shirt collar, and stay there.

Guy Dubois sat in the cab of a white utility van with the engine off and the windows down, watching a laptop screen do absolutely nothing useful. The client's server room, two floors up in a beige office block with the personality of a filing cabinet, had thrown an error he'd seen exactly once before, in a different building, for a different company, and he had fixed it then by restarting a switch that, as far as he could tell, no longer existed anywhere in this building's floor plan. He had spent forty minutes confirming its absence. He was old enough to know better and young enough to still get sent on the callouts nobody else wanted, and somewhere in the last year he had started to resent machines that couldn't be hit with something.

His phone buzzed on the passenger seat. A message from the office, the third that hour, asking if the switch had been located. He typed back a single word—no—and felt an entirely disproportionate satisfaction in its brevity. Somewhere behind him, a delivery truck reversed with a beeping that seemed to be aimed personally at him.

He closed the laptop. The van, when he turned the key, made a sound like a man clearing his throat before deciding not to speak after all, and then made no sound at all.

He tried it twice more, out of a stubbornness he recognized in himself and had never much liked. Nothing. He sat with that for a moment, the heat pressing through the windscreen, and then he got out, into it, and started walking, because standing still in that particular stretch of asphalt felt like an admission of something.

There was a garage at the edge of the estate, more of an awning than a building, three bays open to the road and a hand-painted sign that had faded past the point of advertising anything. A radio was playing somewhere inside, tuned low, more static than song. A motorcycle stood in the middle bay on a paddock stand, half-stripped, its tank off and set aside on a folded towel like something being operated on. A man crouched beside it, forearms dark with old grease, a cigarette unlit and forgotten behind one ear, working with the kind of total, uninterruptible focus that made Guy briefly reconsider approaching at all.

He didn't look up right away, even once Guy was standing at the edge of the bay, close enough to cast a shadow across the workbench. He had the unhurried attention of someone who had learned, a long time ago, that machines told you more if you let them finish talking first. Most humans, he seemed to believe, would rather be ignored for thirty seconds than interrupted for one.

“Problem?” he said, eventually, still looking at the engine in front of him.

“Van won't start.”

“Lots of vans don't start.” He turned a bolt a quarter turn, considered it, turned it back. “What's it do?”

“Nothing. That's the problem. It does nothing.”

That got a glance, at least—brief, assessing, the kind a mechanic gives a stranger who's just described a fault the way a doctor's patient describes a pain: unhelpfully, and with total confidence that it was helpful. Guy caught something in the look that might have been amusement. He decided not to be offended by it.

The man wiped his hands on a rag that had stopped being useful for wiping hands sometime around the previous decade, and came to look anyway.

It took him four minutes to find it—a corroded terminal, nothing dramatic, the kind of fault that would have taken Guy the rest of the afternoon and ended with him standing in a car park hating the concept of electricity. The mechanic scraped the terminal clean with the edge of a screwdriver, said “try it,” and stepped back with the particular patience of a man who already knew the answer and was only waiting for someone else to catch up.

The van started.

“Huh,” Guy said, which was not eloquent, but was honest.

“Yeah.” The mechanic was already turning back toward his own machine. Not unfriendly. Just finished.

Guy should have thanked him and gone. Instead he found himself glancing at the motorcycle on the stand—a BMW, mid-strip, cylinder head off, laid out across the workbench in the kind of order that told you the owner knew exactly where every part went back. He didn't know bikes. He knew servers, and switches, and the particular betrayal of machines that refused to explain themselves. But he recognized care when he saw it. That, at least, was a language that translated.

“Ten-mil,” the mechanic said, without turning round, holding a hand out behind him, palm up.

It took Guy a second to understand he was being asked for a tool, and a second more to realize he didn't have one on him, and a third to notice the socket set sitting open on the workbench three feet away, closer to him than it was to the mechanic. He picked out the 10mm and put it in the waiting hand.

“Cheers.”

Nobody said anything else for a while. Guy leaned against the doorframe, not quite in the shade, not quite in the sun, and watched a stranger work. It should have felt like standing around uselessly. It didn't. There was a rhythm to it—ratchet, pause, half-turn, pause—and Guy found himself listening to it the way he sometimes listened to rain, without needing it to mean anything.

He was used to silences that demanded something of him. The silence after a client asked a question he didn't have the answer to. The silence of an office at six in the evening when everyone else had already gone home and he hadn't noticed the light changing. This one wasn't like that. This one didn't seem to need him to fill it, or explain it, or apologize for it. It simply continued, indifferent and unbothered, while a stranger three feet away turned a bolt a careful, unhurried quarter turn at a time.

It was, he would think much later, the first silence in a long while that hadn't asked anything of him.

“You're not from here,” the mechanic said eventually. Not a question.

“Neither are you.”

That earned something closer to a real look. “Plates,” the mechanic said, nodding toward the van, still parked with its nose toward the road. Guy hadn't swapped them yet. Île-de-France, unmistakable even from here, even to a man with his head half under an engine.

“You?”

“Ninety-five. Deuil.” The mechanic said it the way you’d admit to an old job you didn’t miss. “Long time ago now.”

“Ninety-three. Aulnay.” Guy said it the same way.

Neither of them said anything else about it. It wasn't that kind of conversation. It was just a fact that had been placed on the table between two strangers and then left there, unclaimed, the way you'd leave a tool you weren't sure whose turn it was to put away.

“You want a coffee,” the mechanic said, “I've got some. Warning, it's terrible.”

It was terrible. Guy drank it anyway, sitting on an upturned crate in the shade while the other man finished the tank, torqued it down, wiped it with a cloth so worn it left more residue than it removed. They didn't talk about much. The heat, a little. A delivery driver who'd blocked the entrance twice that week and clearly intended to make it three. A customer the week before who'd wanted his Kawasaki “sounding more aggressive,” a request Marco relayed with the flat disbelief of a man who had spent an entire afternoon trying to explain that a muffler wasn't a personality. Nothing that would have meant anything to anyone listening in, and everything, somehow, that mattered.

At one point the mechanic's own phone rang, and he glanced at the screen, silenced it, and went back to the tank without a word of explanation. Guy didn't ask. It struck him, distantly, that neither of them had asked the other a single real question all afternoon—not what do you do, not where do you live, not are you married, divorced, running from something. They had talked entirely in tools and weather and other people's bad decisions, and it had been, without either of them noticing, exactly enough.

When Guy finally stood to leave, the mechanic wrote a number on the back of a receipt and held it out.

“If it does that again.”

Guy took it. Looked at the name above the number. Marco Dubois.

He read it twice, the way you reread a typo, waiting for it to correct itself. It didn’t.

“Dubois?” he said, before he’d decided whether it was worth saying.

“That’s me.” Marco didn’t look up. “Why, you know some?”

“One.” Guy turned the receipt over once, like it might explain itself on the other side. “Guy Dubois.”

That got Marco’s head up, at last—a proper look this time, the same assessing one he’d given the van an hour before. “No.” Not a question. Somewhere between amused and unconvinced.

“Afraid so.”

“Huh.” Marco considered this with the same unhurried attention he gave a stubborn bolt—turning it over, deciding it wasn’t worth forcing. “Common enough name, I suppose.” He said it like a door being gently closed rather than slammed, an option left on the table in case either of them ever wanted to open it again. “Small country.”

It was, Guy would think later. Small enough, anyway, for two Duboises to end up broken down and fixed, an hour apart, on the same ordinary Sunday.

Marco went back to the tank, apparently satisfied with that. Then, without looking up: “You always work Sundays?”

“When people's servers break on Sundays.” Guy considered the van, the office block, the whole ridiculous shape of the day. “You always fix vans that aren't yours?”

“First one.” Marco was already turning back to the bike, done with the conversation the way he'd been done with the tool exchange—cleanly, without ceremony. Then, without looking up: “Next time it dies, don't call me. Call a proper garage. I only do bikes.”

“You just fixed it.”

“Beginner's luck.” A pause, and something in his voice shifted, so slightly Guy almost missed it. “Call me anyway, if you want. I'm usually here.”

Guy said he would. He wasn't sure, saying it, whether he meant it.

He drove back toward the coast with the windows down, radio off, letting the wind do what the wind did. Past the last roundabout out of the estate, at the edge of a row of shuttered units, he passed a garage with three empty bays and a For Rent sign so sun-bleached the phone number had turned the color of the wall behind it. He didn't know why he noticed it. He almost slowed, almost pulled over, the way you almost say something before deciding not to. Then he didn't, and kept driving, telling himself he wasn't looking for a garage. He wasn't looking for anything, particularly, beyond the end of a day that had gone sideways in a way he couldn't quite account for and didn't especially want to.

He checked the mirror once, out of habit more than curiosity. Behind him, Marco hadn't come out to watch him go. He'd already turned back to the bike, head bent over the tank, unhurried, exactly as Guy had found him—a man who did not appear to spend much time wondering what happened to people once they'd driven out of sight. There was something almost restful in that. Guy had spent a great deal of his life being watched, assessed, followed up on. Being simply, cleanly forgotten felt, for once, like being let off the hook.

He drove on. He didn't think about the day again for a while—not the corroded terminal, not the coffee, not the receipt he'd find weeks later, creased soft with pocket lint, when he was looking for something else entirely and nearly threw it away without reading it twice. Some encounters don't announce what they are. They just happen, quietly, on an ordinary Sunday between a dead battery terminal and a bad cup of coffee, and then they wait—patiently, the way a fault waits in a wall for someone to finally go looking for it—for the rest of a life to catch up to them.

Years later, on a morning that smelled of cold metal and rancid oil, that same garage would stand behind them both—no longer for rent, no longer empty, two motorcycles gleaming under its awning like something that had always belonged there, a hand-painted sign traded for a proper one, a socket set that had long since stopped being only Marco's. And the silence between them, by then, would not be comfortable at all. It would be the kind that filled a room like water finding its level, the kind neither of them had yet learned to sit inside without flinching.

But that was still years away. For now there was only a van with a working engine, a road home, and a receipt folded once into a shirt pocket, already halfway to being forgotten.
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​Chapter 1: The Garage
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The workshop smelled of cold metal and rancid oil. Three bays under a single awning—the same awning that had once carried nothing but a hand-painted sign, faded past reading, before a proper one replaced it. Outside, the cicadas were doing what cicadas did in a Provençal summer, which was to make the heat audible. Inside, a radio on the workbench fought back: Italian pop, then a stretch of static, then a commercial for pasta sauce, loud enough to have an opinion about.

Neither of them turned it off. Neither of them could have said, out loud, why not.

Marco stood over his BMW R1250 GS with a cloth in one hand, going over the tank in slow, unnecessary circles. The bike didn't need it. He needed the bike—needed the shape of the work, the excuse to keep his hands moving and his eyes on chrome instead of on the gap between one song and the next, which was the only part of the day he actually dreaded. Guy's Triumph sat across from it, older, more scarred, and just as loved, though Guy wasn't touching his. He was sitting on an upturned crate with his eyes half closed, letting the radio do what radios were for—filling a silence that, for him, had nothing peaceful in it. Not the ordinary quiet of an empty road. The other one. The one that had followed the power cutting out in an operating room, a void that had swallowed every sound in the building at once, his own included.

They used to laugh, working on these bikes. If it starts on the first try, I'll buy the beers—that had been a whole summer's running joke, back when a stalled engine was the worst thing either of them had to worry about. Now they worked in the same three bays without occupying the same room. Two magnets turned the wrong way round, close enough to feel the resistance and not enough to touch.

The commercial ended. There was a half-second of dead air before the next song—the kind of gap that happens forty times an hour on any station, and means nothing, to anyone.

Marco dropped the cloth.

It took him somewhere he didn't choose to go: a hospital corridor, the power out, his own heartbeat so loud in his ears it might as well have been Guy's, the two of them breathing in a silence with a shape to it, waiting for an alarm that hadn't gone off yet. Then it was gone, as fast as it came, and he was standing in a garage in the heat with his heart going too hard for a man who hadn't moved.

“You all right?” Guy said. He'd seen it. He always saw it.

Marco didn't answer. He crossed the floor and killed the radio mid-song.

The silence that came down afterward wasn't peace. It was cicadas, and a fly hitting a dirty window over and over, expecting a different result each time.

“What are you doing?” Guy's voice had gone tight.

“Put it back on.”

“I can't.” Marco didn't turn around. “Not right now. I need quiet.”

“You call that quiet?” Guy was on his feet.

“I call it waiting for something to happen. The noise means it hasn't yet.”

“And when the noise stops, it's already too late.” Guy's laugh had nothing funny in it. “That's the theory?”

“Don't you get it?” Marco turned, and there was more exhaustion in his face than anger, though there was plenty of both. “I can't live like this—jumping at every crackle, flinching at every quiet room. We're out, Guy. It's over.”

“Out.” Guy said the word back like it tasted wrong. “You think we're out? Look at us. I sleep with a radio going. You polish that bike like the rag's going to take the memory off with the road dirt. We're not back. We're ghosts pretending to be back, and every day we do it again.”

He hit the toolbox with the flat of his hand. The clang went through the workshop like something breaking, and they both flinched from it.

“We're not living,” Guy said. “We're surviving it badly.”

It landed the way true things land—flat, and impossible to argue with. Marco sagged back against the bench.

“I know,” he said.

“The quiet here isn't so different from the quiet there,” Guy said, quieter now himself. “I wait for the cicadas to stop, same as you wait for the radio to cut out. Same fear. Different noise.”

Neither of them said anything for a while. It was the first thing they'd agreed on in weeks—not a plan, just an admission, the two of them finally standing on the same side of it. Whatever they'd left in that hospital hadn't followed them home in any shape you could point to. It didn't need to. Remembering was enough.

“So what do we do?” Guy asked, and the anger had burned down to something closer to grief. “Wait until we lose it completely?”

Marco looked past him, at the two bikes standing untouched in the middle bay—machines that had once meant freedom and now just stood there, decorative, like something in a museum of their old life. He hadn't really looked at them, he realized, not since they'd come back.

An idea arrived the way the good ones always did—small, obvious, and six weeks too late.

“Let's get out of here,” he said.

Guy frowned. “Leave? Where would we even go?”

“I don't care. West. The coast. We shut the workshop, we take the bikes, we ride until we're too tired to think about anything. Salt instead of blood for a change. Different sounds.”

It was reckless, and it made no sense, and it was the first thing all summer that had felt like doing something instead of enduring it. Guy felt his pulse pick up—not the old fear-pulse, but something closer to an engine catching.

The
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