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​THE DUBOIS AND THE SEVEN-MINUTE GATE

Two men. A road. 
And places where time no longer behaves as it should.
Guy and Marco Dubois are neither investigators nor heroes. 
They intervene where reality cracks—discreetly, without witnesses, without glory. Their specialty: containing phenomena that no one truly understands, but that some have learned to recognize.
Invited to a Breton manor by the sea, they think they are accepting a break. 
But very quickly, the signs accumulate: a house that “breathes”, pressure anomalies, measurable temporal variations.
At the heart of the device: an ancient dolmen, locally called the stone that eats the hour.

When the tide goes out and the west wind picks up, a window opens. 
Seven minutes during which time is distorted — and something can happen.
Their mission is simple: observe, contain, do not interfere.

But in these places, the line between observation and intervention is razor-thin. 
And certain traces of the past are just waiting to become real again.
At the crossroads of thriller, scientific fantasy and atmospheric novel, 
The Dubois and the Seven-Minute Gate offers a unique approach to the supernatural: concrete, measured, almost technical.
A series where the invisible is not magical. 
It is unstable.

​Act I - The Hour of Low Tide
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​Chapter 1 — The Message
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The year following Samobor isn't a convalescence, it's a waiting period. 
To the rest of the world, the Dubois have simply taken a tumultuous vacation in Croatia. 
The newfound tranquility has the fragile thickness of frost, easily shattered. 
Guy finds himself appreciating simple things: the weight of a book, the warmth of morning coffee, Léa's laughter on the phone. 
He is trying to rebuild a sense of normalcy, brick by brick, on the cracked foundations of what they have lived through. 
But ghosts don't need doors to enter. 
And that evening, the mark on his palm sends that steady chill he has learned to respect since Samobor. Not a pain: a pulsation, a steady cold, like the beating of a dead heart pumping icy panic through his veins.
A smell of wet gypsum and cold candle — Samobor's spiral staircase rises again, two steps missing, a breath they never gave back.

And that night, it all starts again.

The garage smells of hot oil and dried rain. On the workbench, Guy lines up things that don't need to be lined up: wrenches, a rag folded in thirds, gloves placed fingertip to fingertip. With the tip of his thumb, he slides the Saint Christopher medal around his neck, almost without thinking—a gesture older than he is. He listens to the wind through the half-open door, like listening to a ticking that's no longer audible.

"What time did she say?" Marco asks without looking up. He adjusts his chain "by sound," his finger on the screw like a musician on a string.

"She didn't say anything," Guy replied. "Just 'I have a gift for you.' She was never one to use semicolons, it's a full stop."

They haven't seen her for months. Brief messages, a few files. She's holding on, she says. They say so too. And they wait.

The phone vibrates. A message, so short it takes your breath away: — Available? Video?

Marco wipes his hands on an old sweatshirt and swipes the screen. Guy, stopped mid-movement, holds the key in his hand. The small camera captures them both, the harsh light of the neon sign above them.

Léa appears, a blurry moment in her mind. It takes two seconds for her smile to catch up with the sound.

“Hey, Dubois.”

Her voice. Simple. Behind her, a hotel corridor — light wood, suitcase standing upright. Nothing dramatic. Just Léa.

"Hi," said Guy. He didn't know what to do with his key. He put it down.

"It's been a long time," adds Marco. "People were starting to accuse you of snubbing us."

“I snubbed you,” she replied, without apologizing. “I had to. Now I’m making up for it: a free week. Saint-Coulomb, near Saint-Malo. The Manoir de la Fruglais. You’ll breathe, drive, eat salted butter, argue about nothing, and sleep too much.”

"Who pays?" asks Marco, who doesn't like gifts without a receipt.

“A Sunday friend.” (Wink swallowed by compression.) “You’ll get confirmation at reception. Five nights. Leave whenever you like, but tomorrow you’ll have the best weather window. Definite westerly wind.”

They nod in agreement without a word.

"You look well," said Marco.

"A charitable lie," smiled Léa. "You look good, at least. Not too broken?"

"We're holding on," said Guy.

“Good. Roll. I’ll cut.”

“Wait,” Marco says. “Are you asleep this time?”

“I’m sleeping. I promise. See you later.”

The screen goes black. The garage becomes once again the place where the rain has dried too quickly on the concrete.

They hardly speak. Gestures resume. Guy empties his pocket: license, registration papers, a small hourglass with a short fuse—his lucky charm. Marco slams the seat, checks the pressure with his palm, weighs the helmet in his hand.

"Did you feel it?" he asked vaguely.

"Yes," Guy replied, without elaborating. (The scar had calmed down.)

Guy rattles off a list that sounds like a protocol and a joke: toothbrush, boots, two T-shirts, a storm lantern—just in case it gets dark, a first-aid kit—just in case we bleed, and—just in case—for everything else. Marco laughs. He'd added a few tools and a more complete first-aid kit. Old habits die hard. We went on vacation like we enter a house we have a key to: with respect.

They share a moment of silence. They understand each other. Nothing more to add.

A long silence where the hum of the heater serves as a sentence.

"It stinks," Marco sums up.

"Like a fish that's not fresh," Guy confirmed in a whisper. "So what do we do?"

“We do what she asks. We drive. But we keep one hand on the brake.”

In the early morning, Guy's Speed Triple gleams in the light. Black as an intention. Marco reaches out and taps the tank.

“You should wash it from time to time.”

“Reading you clean.”

“You have the ear, maestro.”

He starts his. The engine roars in his chest, deeper, rounder. Two signatures. They say — Shall we go? They nod, almost at the same time.

They drive the next day, early, when the road is still wet from the night and the rain is hesitant. The Emerald Coast takes its name with the first rays of sunlight: the sea unfolds in cold bands. It's like a memory being peeled from plastic.

The road presses against their shoulders like a song they remember together. Trucks become scarce, villages slip by, the rain subsides. Marco anticipates the gusts of wind, Guy sticks out his index finger as they exit curves—to say nothing. They talk from behind each other's backs: a lean replaces a word, a forgotten turn signal replaces a joke. Trust wasn't a slogan between them; it was a steel cable: pull on it, and the other end responded instantly.

Saint-Coulomb. A stone gate, a park that smells of hydrangeas and the sea. The Manoir de la Fruglais stood there, crooked, as if the weight of years had caused it to collapse in on itself. Its stained-glass windows rippled the light, giving it an air of memory, and almost changed the color of the manor if viewed at an angle: bluish-gray, faded yellow, a stark white. At the reception desk, Azilis Le Pape looked up from her register.

“You are the Dubois... you are brothers?”

Marco doesn't wait.

“No, married.”

A pause. He lets the information sink in. Azilis blinks, ready to congratulate him. He smiles, breaking the joke:

“I’m kidding. We just have the same name.”

She laughed frankly, without offense.

“Good. Two bedrooms, park view. Someone will drop off a welcome package. Did you drive?”

"A little," said Marco.

"Come, I'll show you." She leans forward. "And if you hear things at night... tell yourself that this manor is working. The windows are old, the chimneys talkative. It's not the devil. It's the wind."

Guy notes the clear voice, the absence of pre-packaged folklore. Azilis knows what a building creates on its own. She also knows when to keep quiet.

The rooms smell of wax and mothballs. In the shower, the water takes a while to get lukewarm. Marco opens the window and breathes in the damp countryside. Guy leans against the doorframe and looks at the park like a map. He identifies the lines: tall hedge, small wood at the far end, rooftops of the north wing. His fingers tap the sill, a short rhythm. He doesn't know what to do with it. So he tidies up.

There's a knock. At the door, Azilis is holding a heavy brown leather suitcase, sealed with a sepia paper band. She places it on the table and takes a step back.

“I was asked to give this to you ‘on time’. It is time.”

“Thank you,” said Guy.

She doesn't comment. An accomplice without playing the spy. The door closes, the floorboards creak, a distant corridor whispers of drafts.

Marco runs a finger over the seal, then stops. He looks at Guy. Guy keeps his eyes on the stone. That's enough: not now. They'll open it when Léa is here—if she comes. Old rule. Little superstition. Big trust.

They go down to walk in the park, to be quiet for a while, to walk around the building.

"You see that?" said Marco.

“Yes.” Guy approaches a window. “Old glass. Waves. It eats straight lines.”

“It’s pretty. I like it less when it makes voices.”

“Tonight, we listen. We categorize.”

At six o'clock, Léa arrives. Surprise. Not dramatic, not theatrical. A dark jacket, a helmet in her hand, her hair pulled back as if concealing an idea. Behind her, another black helmet; outside, under the awning, the same motorcycle as Guy's.

She takes off her headphones, crosses the hall, and for three seconds the world pauses. Her perfume reaches her first, a blend of cool leather and that hotel shower gel that smells of neutral lemon.

"I missed you," she said, and her voice was hoarser than on screen, worn out by the road.

Marco was the first to move. He approached, took her face in his greasy hands, and kissed her loudly on each cheek. She closed her eyes for a second, just long enough to let out a breath that sounded like a—finally.

"You've shrunk, Le Guen," he lied, his voice strangely hoarse.

Then it was Guy's turn. He stood straight, hands behind his back like a soldier on inspection. Léa turned to him, and her smile softened, becoming sadder. She didn't offer her cheek. She simply placed her hand on his forearm, and her fingers were icy cold.

“Guy.”

That was it. His name. But in her mouth, it was a whole sentence. He covered her hand with his own, squeezed it for a second too long to be insignificant, felt the thin knuckles under his fingers.

"Glad to see you," he murmured, and the words burned in his throat.

A laugh that didn't escape, stifled in three hearts. They went up to the small sitting room, and this time, it wasn't a mere touch. Marco put his arm around her shoulders, and she snuggled against his side for the length of three steps. The suitcase awaited them, heavy with its contents and with what it would yet reveal. But for the moment, it was just a piece of furniture. The important thing was there, in the tiny, warm space they had just recreated.

"A gift," Léa repeats neutrally. "Just a short week. Nothing to do." She looks out the window, at the park, at the time. "We can talk about work if you want. Otherwise, we'll keep quiet. We'll drink this coffee and ignore the wallpaper. And tomorrow, you're going to see the sea. Okay?"

“Okay,” said Guy.

"Okay," said Marco.

Léa smiled. A woman's figure, standing in the half-open door, whispered a "good evening" with a Croatian accent. You catch a name, you lose it when the door closes. No one insisted.

"I'm not sleeping here," said Léa. Wink. "I'm staying out of your troubles."

There's a precise warmth in Marco's chest: the feeling of being three, even when one of them is walking away. Guy places his hand on the suitcase without breaking the seal. He closes his eyes for a second, like saying thank you without saying it.

- Wait.

Léa rummaged in her pocket and pulled out an old, dog-eared photo.

The three of them in front of a garage. Samobor. Before.

Marco burst out laughing.

“My God... look at your face.”

"You were the one who cut your hair," replied Léa.

Guy took the photo between his fingers.

They were thinner. More tired.

But they were smiling.

"We should have burned that," said Marco.

"Never," replied Léa.

She retrieved the photo and put it back in her pocket.

“That reminds me why I continue to support you.”

"Shall we unload?" Marco asks.

“We walk first.”

The wind had shifted, and the manor was breathing. A murmur in a shaft, the hiss of a door, the creaking of stairs, as if it were telling its story. A language, if one were willing to listen. They, however, were not listening tonight.

In the courtyard, two motorcycles, side by side, sniff each other out like two dogs agreeing to a pact. The sky takes on an iodine tinge, promising night, then changing its mind. They walk to the low wall that borders the road. In the distance, something very faint sounds like a buzzing. It's just a thought. It will be something else another night.

"We get up early," said Guy.

"We get up early," Marco repeats.

The evening ends there. With the suitcase sealed on the table, the promise of coffee already drunk, and the sea glimpsed through the trees. Tomorrow, they'll go see if the west wind keeps its word. Tomorrow, Brittany will say—hello—with the voice of stone. For now, there are just the two of them—and this gift weighs nothing.
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​Chapter 2 — Cold Storage Rooms
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The SEPIA suitcase lies dormant on the coffee table, its leather strap taut, its paper seal intact. The lampshade casts a soft light that cuts across the label like a precise wound.

“We won’t open without her.”

"We're not opening," Guy confirmed.

They stand there for a second, looking at the object as one might look at an animal that could bite. Then Marco brushes it with the back of his hand, his palm a millimeter from the leather, without daring to make contact, just to feel the grain of the leather, and moves away.

Azilis knocks gently. She slides her head in, with the smile of a concierge who has seen weddings, funerals, and two or three storms.

“Shall I give you the tour? The house has its moods. We sleep better when we know what they are.”

They follow her. Narrow corridor, carpet that absorbs every step, woodwork that stands upright out of habit. At the windows, the old glass warps the light into milky ribbons.

"Here, it moans when the wind shifts to the north," said Azilis, pointing to a chimney opening. "Over there, it whistles because the end door doesn't close properly; the air escapes. Funnel effect."

She opens a door: a small library where the paper smells of salt and damp dust. A long, deep beat rolls along the floorboards, then fades away. Azilis raises an eyebrow.

“When the pressure drops, it sounds like an organ. It scares Parisians.”

Marco smiles, Guy just tilts his head. He's really listening. He's not looking for a ghost: he's looking for the cause, the origin, the point of friction.

“You sleep on the park side,” Azilis continued. “In the morning, the sun hits the windows at an angle, making the facade seem to change color. That’s normal. Well, normal for here. I’ll leave you the house. If she talks too much, just say so.”

“Thank you,” said Guy.

She walks away without lingering, nor glancing too much at the suitcase in the living room. Complicit, but not nosy. A good quality.

The manor begins its concert. They slip into its acoustics as one might place hands in a river. A groan from the wing, the distant hiss of a door closing. A lower, more visceral sound rises from the depths of the building. It had to be heard to be understood.

"We're sorting," said Guy.

"We're sorting," Marco repeats.

They place small strips of paper at the bottom of three doors to visualize the flow. With each complaint, the paper moves a millimeter, then falls back down. Guy places a glass of water in the middle of a dresser; the surface, initially smooth, develops tiny wrinkles, a surface shiver when a hallway sighs. Marco lights the hurricane lamp and places it under a ventilation grille: the flame flickers, then straightens, docile.

“Venturi,” grumbles Marco. “She swallows, then she spits it out.”

"Note: angle, 3°, left," Guy said to himself, drawing a line with soapstone on a pane of glass. He marked a point, took a step back, and watched the point double and twist in the reflection. "Corrugated glass. Doubling."

"The distorting glass again," said Marco. "Worse near the corners."

A deep thump arrives, as if from below. Not a sound, just a weight pressing down on the sternum. The two men freeze. The lamp flickers without a breeze. The silence that follows is heavier than the sound.

“Pressure,” Guy cuts in.

"Or whale," adds Marco. "In the cellar."

They're starting to know the rhythm of the house. On the stairs, the third step from the bottom creaks with metronome-like regularity. Around the corner in the north wing, a small trope-l'œil creates doubled shadows in a pitted mirror—it looks like someone behind you, then no. Guy says nothing, he places the tip of the soapstone pencil against the silvering, a tiny dot, then tilts his head: the shadow moves with the angle. Filed.

"Are you keeping the glass of water there?" Marco asked.

“Yes.” Guy also places a metro ticket folded in half in front of a door crack: if it slides, it’s because the pressure is pushing it. “We’ll see tomorrow morning, when the tide has changed.”

"We're not near the sea," Marco objected.

"We're always close to something," Guy replied, "and that's enough. The ticket has already moved an inch."

They step out for a moment. The air has turned sharp, almost cold. The windows distort straight lines, swallow one line, lengthen another.

“You see?”

“I see. Let’s not get worked up,” said Guy.

They don't mention the distant buzzing they think they hear for a moment. It might be nothing, and in any case, it's not for tonight. They pretend not to have noticed, at the same time, the sudden drop in temperature.

They walk through the park as if walking a scene before a rehearsal. Marco, almost absentmindedly, lays a discreet line of linen, at calf height, in a shaded corridor between two flowerbeds. Marking the way. If he trips over it, it's because he needed a reminder.

"You're going to kill yourself with your traps," Guy sneered.

"Then they will have served their purpose," replied Marco.

Evening catches them silently. At the reception, the clock jumps a second, the pendulum swings back, no one comments. At the end of a path, something sounds like a conch shell: perhaps a truck braking, a pot squealing, a metal door slamming. Azilis brings in a plant that has gotten cold, waves to them.

In the small living room, the suitcase is still waiting. Guy sits down, back straight, hands flat on his thighs. Marco slumps into the armchair opposite and looks at the leather as one might look at the skin of an animal one could tame.

"We're not opening," Guy said again.

"We're not opening it," said Marco. And then, after a while: "How many nights did she say?"

- Five.

“Five is a lot for doing nothing.”

"We never do anything," Guy admits.

The phone vibrates. A message from Léa, both curt and gentle: "Good night. See you tomorrow." No instructions. No orders. Nothing to say what to do with the suitcase.

"She plays cleanly," Marco notes.

"She always plays flawlessly," Guy replied.

They dine on overly salty soup and fish that's still putting up a fight. The waiter thinks it's a good idea to mention that the house is—busy. Azilis gives him a look that says: never mind. The waiter retreats, blushing. On the stairs, a handsome old man in tweed tells no one that his grandmother saw the sea come in backwards—one evening in '32. The prosecutor's office doesn't contradict him.

Night. In their room, Guy turns the light off, on again, off once more. His fingers unconsciously trace the mark in his palm, a tingling sensation, then nothing. He breathes. Marco, in the next room, tries out the mattress like one tries out a saddle. He's left the helmet within reach, an old habit. You never know what time you have to leave. Through the window, the panes of glass devour the garden in waves.

"Sleep?" Marco called through the partition, his voice low.

"Try it," Guy replied.

They are trying.

They don't say "no window this time"—Samobor has already punished those who boasted. The checklist serves as a lullaby.

The morning has the color of a pewter plate. The water always takes a while to get lukewarm. At the reception desk, a beige envelope awaits, resting beneath a fish-shaped paperweight. Round, confident handwriting: Messrs. Dubois.

"This is for you," said Azilis, as if she were offering sugar. Her fingers brushed the envelope for a microsecond too long, betraying a suppressed nervousness.

Inside the envelope was a map of the area with three crosses marked in pen and a note in pencil: “Park — north wing — 10 a.m.” Nothing else.

"A delivery," said Azilis, very neutrally, her eyes not lingering. "On time."

"Do you know what it is?" Marco asked.

"I know how to keep a diary," she replied, smiling into it. "And I know when a house works less if we keep quiet."

"Is she working less now?" Marco insists. 
Azilis hesitates, her gaze drifting towards the north wing. "A little. Not enough to worry about."
She has that certain tact: knowing without being involved. A discreet accomplice. Her hands are a little rough from scrubbing floors, her gaze is clear, her step determined. She's the kind of person who has her keys, but never leaves them on the table.

They go back upstairs. The glass of water has formed fine wrinkles as the door at the end closed: Guy notes this. The strips of paper moved twice during the night: he notes that too. The ticket is on the floor, pushed aside by a steady breeze: pressure. The storm lantern has left a trail of soot under the grate: flow. The evidence piles up, neat, nothing that speaks—ghost, everything that speaks—wind, pressure, matter.

Marco rubs the back of his neck.

“Do you want us to open now?”

“No. At ten o’clock.”

They leave the suitcase there, like leaving a trap where it lies. They go for a walk outside, once more. The manor turns gray and blue as a cloud passes, a ray of sunlight yellows it, then washes it clean. The sky hesitates, then settles on a light pewter. Birds fly out of a tree, but not from that direction: they avoid the shadow of the facade, circle around, and return. Guy follows their path with his eyes, noting the angle on the ground.

“Are you taking notes in your head?”

"Always," said Guy.

“It must be noisy.”

"It keeps me company," he said, and he smiled, a rare occurrence.

At 9:58, they are seated facing the suitcase. The leather seems to have absorbed the light from the room. At 9:59, Marco runs his thumb across the paper without tearing it. At 10:00, there is a knock. Three sharp, even knocks. Azilis, straight as a ramrod, holds a small tray with an antique paring knife—with a horn handle—resting on it, and a receipt book to be initialed.

"Delivery," she said simply, her voice a little strained.

Guy takes the knife. The horn is smooth and cold, worn by decades of identical gestures. Marco breathes through his nose. The seal has the sound of a piece of paper saying yes without having decided to.

"Ready?" said Marco, his voice low.

"Ready," replied Guy, his fingers gripping the handle.

The blade descended. The leather breathed. What followed was in sepia.
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​Chapter 3 — The Sepia Suitcase
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The paper gives way with a sound like a sail being torn. The blade glides, the leather breathes. Guy raises the strap, Marco holds the suitcase with one palm. The smell hits them head-on: a thin, metallic oil, the dampness of cardboard clinging to their nostrils.

Inside, everything is arranged with surgical precision, each object nestled in its gray velvet compartment, like the tools of a time thief. There is a calibrated hourglass, a waxed linen line, a forged nail, black and cold, a brief storm lantern, a polished conch shell, a sealed amber pouch, charcoal and soapstone pencils... and other pieces whose function remains to be discovered.

Below the first page, a large cream-colored sheet: — SEPIA-GUET (v2). Scale 0 to 5 — shiver, brief nausea, localized cold, double helix watermark, then persistent marking prohibiting passage. In the margin, in faded blue ballpoint pen:

“Cut at 6:45 if in doubt.” Guy runs his thumb over the ink, as if to check that it is dry and old. He nods without speaking.

A rigid pouch, heavier than expected, reveals a wax imprint: 
a bookmark ring, a small lantern, a coastal marker. Guy lifts the pouch and, judging by its weight and the coldness that pierces the paper, discerns a dense mold—perhaps a tin alloy for the imprint. Beneath it, the dry inscription reads: — Original: solid silver / 17th century. Do not alter.
A local map with three crosses, a tide table, a simplified compass rose... and, slipped into a matte cardboard box, a note in
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