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THE DUBOIS AND THE SUNKEN VILLAGE

Marco and Guy are neither adventurers nor investigators.

Just two biker friends looking for a detour off the beaten track.

Marco, an instinctive mechanic and passionate handyman, follows his gut feeling.

Guy, a rational engineer, prefers maps and certainties.

In the hills of Piedmont, their curiosity leads them to a place that no one wants to name: a lake hidden in the fog.

What they discover there defies all logic.

A submerged village.

A silent watch.

An ancient presence, frozen in a broken promise.

As they advance, reality slips away. Time bends. Landmarks collapse.

The village is not a ruin—it is a memory. A closed system.

And one thing gradually becomes clear:

they are not the first to have entered here.

But some places cannot be left.

They close in on themselves.

At the crossroads of thriller and atmospheric horror, The Sunken Village takes the reader on a gradual descent, where curiosity becomes a trap and reality itself eventually gives way.
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​ACT I — THE APPEAL
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​Chapter 1: The Secret of the Hills
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Marco had been looking for something for three days without knowing what. He found it in Alba, without realizing it.

The air of Alba vibrated with a chaotic symphony, a mixture of local voices, the clinking of glasses, and aromas of damp earth and white truffle.

"It's a beautiful cage, but it's still a cage,"he muttered to himself, watching a tourist pay a fortune for a truffle shaving.

Pennants bearing the colors of the old contrada fluttered between the ochre facades, and a rickety brass band played Piedmontese tunes, while a town crier touted the merits of a giant omelet with truffle butter. The scent of roasted hazelnuts, aged cheese, and dried meat hung in the humid air, mingled with the heady aroma of Alba's tartufo bianco, that subterranean gem displayed under a glass dome.

Stalls offered ravioli al plin, pan-fried ceps and golden tajarin, in a heady smell of tartufo bianco.

Marco stopped in front of a display of crispy bruschetta, spread with fonduta or lardo di Colonnata, and gave in to temptation with a glass of Dolcetto, dry and crisp, which awakened his taste buds. But already, his eyes were wandering elsewhere. He was eating, yes, but his gaze was searching for something other than the feast. He was looking for a flaw.

Marco Dubois, whose powerful build seemed tailor-made for battling temperamental engines, savored this autumnal energy. Yet, his roasted coffee-colored eyes scanned the market stalls, not like a gourmet, but like a tracker, searching for signs of a wilder adventure. A thin white scar, a souvenir of a slipping wrench, accentuated the crease of his brow, betraying an impatience that simmered within him.

Guy, who was approaching him, heard the remark.

"Isn't the adventure 'authentic' enough for you?"he asked with a hint of amusement. At thirty-nine, he was the anchor of their duo, but the memory of a construction site he had left before the end, fifteen years earlier, because he had been afraid of making a mistake, still haunted him.

"That's not it,"Marco retorted.

"It's just... predictable. We're following the guide. I want a story that you can't find in a brochure."

"Okay. You want something unexpected? Let's be methodical. I read that there's a hilltop village, Serralunga. It's off the beaten track. Their tourist office might have maps of old trails, ruins... things that regular tourists don't know about. Let's find our own story."

Marco agreed, intrigued by the idea of using Guy's logic to find his way through chaos. They mounted their motorcycles, leaving the hustle and bustle of Alba behind for the roads that wound through the hills. The scenery was breathtaking, but their mission gave them a new purpose.

The village of Serralunga was a maze of stone alleyways clinging to the hillside. The tourist information office, indicated by a small wooden sign, was located on the ground floor of a medieval tower.

The door didn't open onto an office piled high with brochures, but onto a cool, dark room that smelled of damp stone and wine. Oak barrels were lined up against one wall. At the far end, a huge picture window offered a spectacular view of the vineyards. It was more a wine-tasting room than a tourist office.

The sight was strange. The vines rose more than two meters high on complex trellises. The heavy bunches of grapes grew close to the ground, while at the very top, small boxes equipped with solar sensors blinked discreetly in the sun.

Behind a solid wood counter, a blasé-looking young man barely looked up from his phone.

"Hello,"Guy began politely.

"We're looking for information about places that are a bit... unusual. Local legends, masche... maybe a secluded lake?"

The young man shrugged.

"There are the castles. Everything is in the brochure."

"We've heard about a place called the 'Lake of Mists', the Lago delle Nebbie,"Marco interjected directly.

The employee's face instantly hardened. His mask of boredom cracked to reveal a simmering hostility.

"Never heard of it. And even if it did exist, everything around here is private property. Dangerous. No trails. You can't go there."His tone was unequivocal. He handed them a glossy brochure for a tour of the"Grands Crus"vineyards and returned to his phone.

Outside, the sun seemed harsher to them.

"He lied to us,"Marco asserted, his voice vibrant with a new energy. The scar on his eyebrow seemed to have deepened.

"This guy is hiding something. Now I want to know what this lake is."

Guy was troubled. The failure of his logical approach was frustrating, but the employee's obvious lie had piqued his curiosity.

"Let's forget about that for now. We have our tasting at Vigna's. Let's not be late."

The Vigna estate was located opposite the tourist office. Greeted by the octogenarian himself, they descended into a cellar that exuded authenticity and timelessness. The wine Signor Vigna served them was powerful and complex.

"You can tell this thing has a story,"said Marco, after taking a large gulp.

A small smile crinkled the old man's eyes.

"You're right, young man. Everything here has a story. The wine... and our masks."

Marco felt it in his chest.

"Do you know any legends?"

"Of course,"said the old man, his voice taking on a storyteller's tone.

"The strangest story is that of Borgo Fiero, the Proud Village, which was located near Lago delle Nebbie..."

Guy and Marco exchanged an electric look.

"... To escape a landslide, they made a pact with the spirit of the lake, the Guardiana. She hid them beneath the waters, but in return, they had to offer her their greatest treasure. Their greedy lord kept it. The spirit, betrayed, cursed them. And the treasure, according to him, was not gold... but a truffle. The"Tartufo di Luna,"the Moon Truffle."

"And some say,"added the old man in a lower voice,"that one can never lift a curse without releasing another, older one."

As he spoke, Signor Vigna absently hummed a strange tune, a minor melody that gave Marco goosebumps: he had heard it earlier, whispered by an old woman in black in Alba.

They left the estate. The sun was setting behind the hills, but Marco felt as if he had left reality much earlier. That evening, back at their rental, he unfolded a map.

"The Lake of Mists,"he murmured.

"The guy in the office lied, and the old man confirmed it. That's a sign, Guy."

Guy sighed. But the memory of that abandoned construction site, superimposed on that of the hostile young man and the sincere old man, created an equation his logic couldn't solve. He glanced at the weather forecast: dry, with unusual patches of fog predicted at higher altitudes. He tightened his fingers around his wrist, out of habit.

"Okay, Marco,"he said, his voice surprising even himself.

"Okay. We'll make the detour for you."

A huge smile lit up Marco's face. The detour was accepted. A simple curve on the map. But some roads, once taken, offer no return. The fog was already waiting.
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​Chapter 2: The Road of Mists
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The next morning dawned with an unfulfilled promise. The sun, instead of gilding the Langhe hills, filtered through a milky haze that made the world seem distant and blurry. Marco had been up since dawn, a ball of nervous energy. He wasn't checking maps; he was polishing an already immaculate chrome part on his motorcycle, unconsciously humming the old winemaker's haunting melody. Adventure was a beast awakening within him, and it needed feeding.

Guy, meanwhile, was in the kitchen, in front of two steaming cups of black coffee. His phone displayed a satellite map of the region, a logical and reassuring grid that he knew would be utterly useless today. He felt a wave of doubt wash over him. It was madness, a waste of time based on a basement tale and a meteorological coincidence. But the memory of that abandoned construction site resurfaced, and with it, the bitter taste of caution. He banished the thought. There are regrets that weigh more heavily than a lost day.

"Ready?"called Marco from outside, his voice full of a joy that sounded almost like a challenge.

"I'm putting gas in the machine,"replied Guy, taking a sip of hot coffee.

"Mine, and yours."

The roar of their engines tore through the cottony silence of the morning. The first part of the journey was a charade of normalcy. But as they gained altitude, the world changed. Vineyards gave way to forests of oak and hazel, and the first wisps of fog appeared. Soon, they entered the fog as one passes through a curtain. In an instant, the world closed in on them. The temperature plummeted. The powerful sound of their motorcycles, usually a roar of freedom, became a muffled sound, absorbed by the thick white haze. The only clear sound was their own breathing inside their helmets.

They were forced to slow down, driving in single file. Guy, in the lead, felt a familiar pressure tighten in his chest. Responsibility. Every blind corner was a game of Russian roulette. For a moment, on a tighter turn, he lost sight of Marco's headlight in his rearview mirror. A second of pure, icy panic seized him before the light reappeared, ghostly. Behind him, Marco's enthusiasm had turned into intense concentration. The thrill of the unknown was still there, but it tasted more bitter than expected.

They drove on like that for what seemed like an eternity. The road deteriorated, changing from tarmac to a cracked forest track. Guy nearly lost control on a sharp bend, his rear wheel slipping on a patch of wet moss. His heart pounded in his ribs. This was no longer an adventure; it was a trap.

Then, as suddenly as it had begun, the fog seemed to dissipate. For a few seconds, the sky cleared, visibility improved, and the hills reappeared in the distance. Guy sighed, believing the weather was clearing up.

"Perhaps we overreacted..."he murmured. But then, in a reverse movement, the fog returned. Thicker, denser, almost alive. It enveloped them violently like a trap snapping shut.

The road ended. It opened onto a flat expanse of cracked earth. Guy braked. They turned off their engines.

The silence was absolute. Not a bird, not an insect. They dismounted from their motorcycles, their boots crunching on the dried mud. A strange odor hung in the air, a mixture of cold mud, mold, and a faint metallic note. Guy, purely by reflex, pulled out his phone."GPS signal lost."He felt a slow, cold wave of nausea rise from his stomach. His logic had just dissolved into this white void.

Meanwhile, Marco's gaze swept across the shore.

"Guy... look."

A few meters away, half-buried in the mud, lay a bottle of wine made of dark glass, with the remnants of a label in an old-fashioned typeface. Marco raised his head, his heart pounding. And that's when he saw it.

The fog, as if pulled by an invisible hand, parted just above the water. Marco blinked, thinking it was an illusion. But the vision remained. It wasn't a mirage. It was there. Solid.

Dark tiled roofs, covered in silt, pierced by silent chimneys. The walls of a stone church. And, towering above it all, a twisted, leaning, menacing steeple. On one of the roofs, or perhaps it was an illusion, a figure seemed motionless, turned towards them. The fog swallowed it up before they could make it out clearly. Another figure, farther away on the opposite bank, also motionless, seemed to be looking at them, and not at the village.

A shiver ran through Marco, but it wasn't just fear. It was a rush of pure adrenaline, a wild and terrifying joy. He had found his breach in reality. Guy, beside him, swallowed hard. The nausea intensified, transforming into a profound dizziness. He was an intruder desecrating a tomb.

Slowly, as if to reassure himself that he wasn't alone in his madness, Marco turned his head toward his friend. Their eyes met. In Marco's, there was a glimmer of fear and exhilaration. In Guy's, a pale terror and the surrender of all logic. Guy gave an almost imperceptible nod. A simple movement that didn't say"let's go,"but"I see it too."In that instant, all the maps in the world became useless. The only thing real and reliable was the man standing beside him. The silence was broken. Not by a sound, but by the shared certainty that they had just crossed a threshold without knowing how to close it again.
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​Chapter 3: The Crossing
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The silence that followed the disappearance of the figure into the fog was heavy. Guy was the first to break it, his voice a hoarse whisper:

"We're leaving. Marco. Right away."

"You're joking,"replied Marco, his gaze fixed on the rooftops.

"Do I sound like I'm joking?"Guy's voice rose a notch.

"This is a tomb, Marco. We have no business being here."

"That's exactly why we're here!"retorted Marco, his eyes shining with a feverish glow.

"To leave now would be cowardly."

The word floated between them. Guy felt nausea wash over him again. The fear of this place was immense, but the fear of living with another"what if..."was even stronger. He closed his eyes for a second.

"Okay,"he said, and the word seemed to have been wrenched from him.

"Let's go."

Marco simply nodded. They began the crossing.

From their very first steps, they understood that the place itself was resisting them. The mud clung to their boots like dead hands. They hadn't gone fifty meters before the world disappeared again into a denser fog.

"Marco!"Guy shouted, his heart pounding.

"There! I'm here!"

Suddenly, through the white fog, they heard a sound. A faint but recognizable noise: the distant rumble of another motorcycle. An immense, irrational relief washed over them. Someone else was there! A farmer, another lost motorcyclist... They weren't alone. They strained their ears. The sound drew closer... then stopped. Abruptly. As if the engine had been muffled with a heavy sheet. The silence that followed was even more terrifying than before.

Then a warm, dry breeze caressed them. Marco felt pressure in his ears, while a taste of rust filled Guy's mouth. In the whisper of the wind, Guy thought he could make out the old winemaker's melody.

Guy's boot struck something hard. An old brass pocket compass. He picked it up. Inside, the needle, as if awakened, trembled before settling, pointing straight ahead, towards the heart of the fog.

"It's impossible,"Guy murmured.

Marco took it from his friend's hands.

"That's proof, Guy. We'll keep it."

"No!"Guy took a step back.

"This object... it's cold. Abnormally cold."

Marco, too, felt that coldness against his palm. With a grimace, he dropped it. The compass landed in the mud with a dull thud. Marco glanced back over his shoulder and held his breath: the brass of the compass was visibly corroding, becoming covered with a layer of grainy rust as if a century had just passed in a second.

They no longer needed her. They knew which direction to go. Guided by this macabre clue, they resumed their march, fear having given way to a grim determination.

Guy suddenly felt the need to speak, as if clinging to something rational."You know what scares me the most?"he said in a low voice.

Marco didn't answer."It's not what we see. It's... the fact that it all seems logical. Like it all has a rule. And we don't understand it yet."Marco offered a joyless smile."All good stories have rules. Otherwise, it's just chaos."Guy gritted his teeth."And the ones where we don't understand the rules?"Marco slowed down slightly."Those are the ones we don't come back from."

They walked on, time seeming to stretch out. Then, as suddenly as it had come, the fog vanished all at once.

In front of them, barely a hundred meters away, lay the edge of the village. It was much closer than it should have been. The lake hadn't just fought them; it had played with their perception.

They stopped, breathless, gazing at the first row of silent houses. They had survived the crossing. But looking at the motionless shadows stretching from the doorways, they understood that the real test was only just beginning.

​ACT II — THE DESCENT
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​Chapter 4: The Threshold
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They remained motionless, on the border between two worlds. Behind them, the lakebed, a desert of gray mud rendered unreal by the fog. Before them, the first alley of Borgo Fiero, a dark and silent scar of stone. The silence here was different from that of the lake. It wasn't empty. It was full, heavy, as if saturated with all the sounds it had absorbed over the centuries. The air no longer smelled only of mud; a scent of damp stone, rotting wood, and cold dust mingled with it, the smell of a place that hadn't breathed for an eternity.

Guy could still taste the rust at the back of his throat. His nausea was no longer a wave, but a constant tide. His engineer's mind desperately tried to cling to rational details—the angle of the masonry in the walls, the probable composition of the tiles, the obvious erosion of the stone—but his body screamed. Every particle of his being recognized this place as a fundamental anomaly. It was a place of endings.

Marco, on the other hand, seemed to resonate with the strangeness of the place. Fear hadn't left him, but it had transformed into fuel, a hypervigilance that sharpened all his senses. He didn't see ruins, but a puzzle. He didn't sense death, but a secret of unimaginable power. The thin scar on his eyebrow prickled, an old habit when he concentrated intensely on a temperamental engine. And this one was the most complex he had ever faced.

He took a cautious first step forward, moving away from the relative safety of the lake. His tracker's gaze swept over every detail. That's when he saw her."Guy..."His voice was barely a whisper.

At the foot of the wall of the first house, as if deliberately staged, lay the porcelain doll. She was half-lying in the earth, her lace dress soiled, her body crack. But what chilled Guy to the bone was that she was, in other respects, unnaturally clean. Mud seemed to have settled around her, but the whiteness of her face and limbs had a supernatural clarity, as if she had just been washed. And then there was her eye. The left socket was a black, empty hole, but the single remaining blue glass eye seemed to possess an impossible depth. As they shifted slightly to one side, they both had the dizzying sensation that this fixed gaze was following them.

"It's a warning,"Guy murmured, his voice trembling."It's a lead,"Marco retorted, already fascinated, unable to tear his gaze away.

Drawn against his will, he moved closer, his attention fixed on the wall just above the doll. There he saw the handprint. It was clear in the thin layer of silt. Marco leaned closer. The fingers were long, unusually long, the knuckles strangely bulging, as if each finger had extra joints. And there were more... he counted once, then twice. There were six. A six-fingered hand. Guy, seeing the unease on his
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