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Disco Infernal


For high school graduate John Winston, finding the small town of Dell’s Orchard after his car breaks down seems to be a godsend. He soon learns that while he’s welcomed there, he can’t leave—ever. 
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JOHN WINSTON, A RESIDENT of Chesapeake Bay, Virginia, and a recent high school graduate, celebrates his new life by going on a road trip. However, when his car breaks down, he ends up in the tiny town of Dell’s Orchard.

While he waits for his car to be repaired—and waits, and waits—he meets Andrea Kim, whose car is also being repaired. Soon, they find out that they’re reliving the same night over and over, and that night consists of them going to a disco called FIRE where the same scenario replays itself ad infinitum.

And when they discover a barrier around the town, they realize that they’re trapped. The only question is why. Once they learn the horrifying truth, they have to fight for their very existence. 
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Chapter One: Road Trip

Chesapeake, Virginia, the open highway, June eighteenth. Present day. Nine AM.

Travel, a six-letter word meaning to traverse the unknown frontier. Hit the highway, take an airplane, or get on a train with a one-way ticket and see where I’d end up. That was my plan. I’d graduated three days ago, and as a graduation present, my parents had given me a car—used, but in great condition—five hundred dollars, and a new laptop. 

All I could think of when my father handed me the keys to the car was that my hard work had paid off. Everything was finally falling into place. Previously, I’d used an old laptop that often froze up, which made researching on the internet difficult at best.

On the other hand, I loved going to the library. Chesapeake had a number of fine libraries, and I loved studying in each and every one of them. While the other students went the internet route, I did things old-school. 

In fact, I preferred writing my notes and essays in longhand, a long-outdated process, according to my peers, but I enjoyed it. It gave me practice in something very few other people my age, or even older, bothered doing—cursive writing.

Driving? That was a bonus. I’d been taking lessons for the past four months, learning everything about the road, what pitfalls and hazards it held, and I’d practiced with my mother or father on the weekends. Long story short, I’d aced my driver’s test, and now, the open road waited. 

As for the car, that was another bonus! No way could I afford a new set of wheels. I’d been working a steady supply of part-time jobs since I was fifteen, but for all my efforts, I’d only saved about five thousand dollars.

It wasn’t enough to buy a new car, and I didn’t want to buy a junker. However, my father knew someone in the used-car business and got me a two-year-old two-door coupe, gray outside, black leather interior, and it handled well. “Thanks, Dad. Thanks, Mom.”

Sure, it was the standard answer, but what else could I say? My parents had always done right by me, and now, after graduating high school and studying my ass off to get into a local university, my future was set. I’d gotten a scholarship to study Library Science along with American History, and I’d heard that Langley could always use someone good with computers.

In fact, my father worked for Langley as a mechanic, making the drive there and back every day. He’d been working there since his early twenties, and now, at forty-eight, he knew more about jet engines than anyone. I didn’t want to be a mechanic, but knowing about computers as I did, and additionally, I loved doing research and digging for details, I figured that I might have a future there. 

I mentioned my ideas to my father. “I’m sure I can get you an in,” he’d said. “Get good grades at university, keep your nose clean, and you’ll get your shot.”

“Solid.” That was my answer, and even though I knew that the university curriculum would be way harder than high school, I was confident that I’d be able to handle it. In high school, I was no genius, but my secret to being a good student was having an eidetic memory. I could remember movie scripts, books, and online conversations almost word for word. 

It started when I was a little kid and continued up until now, and sometimes, it could get annoying. Remembering everything and forgetting nothing didn’t always a happy camper make. In fact, at times it was downright stressful, but it was still a good talent to have, especially when it came to school and doing homework.

And school was officially o-u-t. I had almost three months to do absolutely nothing, but I still wanted to do something. While I was thanking my parents and looking over my new set of hot wheels, my father asked me where I was going to take my new baby for a spin. 

My first thought was to cruise around and see if I could pick up a hot girl. Yeah, pipe dream. No one of the female persuasion had been interested in me during my time at Langley High, but with a cool car and a jacked bod, who knew? I’d been hitting the weights hard over the past four years, so I looked above average physically instead of merely average. 

Average described me, at least, facially speaking. At the height of five-nine, I was no giant, and while I had a decent body, my face, best described as an upside-down triangle with an aquiline nose, brown hair, and grayish-green eyes, didn’t win me many dates. In fact, I’d never had a date in my life. Not that I didn’t try hooking up with the ladies at my school, but no one ever seemed interested, so I concentrated on my training and my studies.

Oh, back to the here and now. I kept my answer on the innocent and mundane. “I was thinking about hitting the highway, Dad, and seeing what’s out there. Maybe Aquia Harbor, maybe somewhere else. If I go out of state, maybe West Virginia or Maryland. Wherever I am, I’ll call home.”

It sounded so provincial, but it was true. I’d never been out of Virginia in my life. Never a vacation, never a chance for it. My parents weren’t wealthy. They’d both worked hard, my father at Langley, and my mother at a local database firm. Scrimping and saving was their middle name. They’d had to pay off the mortgage on our house, pay for health insurance and other bills, not to mention my university, and they’d put everything into me succeeding. I had no intention of letting them—or myself—down.

So, the highway waited, and I figured I’d let it take me wherever I wanted. And it was a beautiful day for a spin. I hopped in my car, taking with me a small carry-on filled with clothes for the next week, some healthy snacks, and a lot of notebooks. 

In addition to majoring in Library Science, my interest in American History called to me, specifically, trends during the nineteen-sixties and seventies. It was an all-encompassing subject with lots of areas to explore, but I had time on my side.

Oh, and if I stayed at a hotel, then I wanted a gym where I could practice some lifts. At a hundred and seventy-five pounds, I’d gained a fair amount of muscle during the past few years, all due to Olympic lifting. Snatch, two-forty-five, clean-and-jerk, three-fifteen. Not great, but for my weight and considering that I didn’t use PEDs, respectable. 

Best of all, I’d even won a medal in the state high school championships. I won because the first two competitors were caught using steroids, so in a way, I backed into it, but all the same, a win was a win. And because I’d done it naturally, that was a double bonus. I wasn’t against steroids, per se, but they did offer an unfair advantage to those who used them. For private use, fine. For competitive use, no. My opinion—period.

Now, I turned my sights on a different target. It was time. I fired up the engine, waved goodbye to my folks, and off I went. It was only after I was well down the highway that I’d forgotten to charge my cellphone and also forgotten to bring my new laptop. Well, I had my notebooks, and I’d always taken copious notes during class, so that was no problem. As for charging my cellphone, I could do that at a hotel or a library. Any place that had an outlet was good enough for me.

Two hours later.

I’d been tooling around for the past two hours, and I thought that I’d hit Acquia Harbor and stay overnight. I arrived there just before eleven-thirty in the morning on that bright sunny day, found a Motel Five establishment, parked, and found that there were only five vehicles, including mine. All of them were dark, save one, which was a bright lime-green. Well, it stood out.

At the front counter, I asked for a single room for the night. The young and bored-looking clerk yawned, didn’t bother covering his mouth, but at least he turned away, and said he’d check. After a minute, he turned back to me. “You’re in luck. Slow week. We’ve got five guests at the moment. The holiday crowd’ll be in the day after tomorrow. If you’re staying for two or three days, you’ll have to find somewhere else to go.”

“I just need a single room for one night.”

He brightened at that remark. “Well, check-in is usually at three, but since we’re pretty empty, sixty dollars, please.”

Were motels that expensive? Apparently so, so I paid, got my key, and went up to the fifth floor to my room. It was small but clean, with a flat-screen television on a dresser next to a full-length mirror, a neatly made bed, and plenty of towels in the shower. 

“Well, this is okay,” I said to the air.

I dropped my bag on the bed, took a look out over the harbor area, and went downstairs to ask the front desk clerk about what there was to see. “If you’re into drinking, then there are some bars downtown. The women there are pretty hot,” he added with a wink.

I’d never had much success with the ladies, but I tabled what he’d said for later thought. “What about historical sites?”

He checked his computer and let out a sound of satisfaction, as if he’d discovered the answer to the origins of the universe. “There’s an old church not too far away. National landmark. If you’re Episcopalian, you’ll like it. Pretty place, even if you’re not religious. You can walk there in about ten minutes. Some parks are nearby, and if you’re into boats, check out the marinas. Lots of sailing chances, if you want.”

Since I had time, I decided to stroll around for a couple of hours, get some lunch, then rest up until the evening. I’d never been to a bar in my life, and I’d only had beer once. Lots of my classmates professed to be big drinkers on the weekend. Good for them. I wasn’t that interested, but since I was officially on my own, I owed it to myself to have a few drinks to celebrate my graduation and passage into adulthood.

It was hot out, and I sweated freely as I ambled along the thoroughfare. I found the church, but I also found out that a reservation was needed, so that was out. No problem. I’d keep going until I found something—or not. 

People dotted the streets, although it wasn’t overly crowded. In a way, I was fortunate, as I’d beat the summer rush, and I wasn’t into crowd scenes. I kept strolling along, and eventually I came to one of the marinas. A number of pretty boats sat in a row, tied up to the dock where their owners were busily cleaning, sanding, and painting them. I watched everyone go about their tasks for a while and then pushed on.

By one, I’d seen all that I wanted to see and took a lunch break at Casa Del Sol, a Mexican restaurant. It was cool inside, with Mexican flags dotting the walls, and a cheerful atmosphere punctuated by the sounds of traditional Mexican music and the chattering of a number of families enjoying their meals. I was seated at a table immediately, and I ordered a torta ahogada, which, in Spanish, meant a drowned sandwich. 

According to the menu description, the chefs filled crusty bread with marinated pork, fried it, and after that, they covered it with tomato sauce. It was delicious, and I even treated myself to a beer, which I didn’t care for. Next time, I’d order something different.

Lunch over, I walked along the thoroughfare, only to hear the sounds of an argument. Not ten yards away was a young guy in his late teens or early twenties, talking to a girl about my age, and from his constant repetition of, “Baby, we’d be great together,” he intended to pick her up. Behind him were a few people looking on with a combination of amusement and disgust.

Me? I thought that guy was a sleazebag. The girl, short, slight, and vaguely Asian-looking, with long straight black hair and glasses, didn’t seem interested. In fact, the only words that came out of her mouth were, “Get lost, creep.”

He didn’t listen, just kept repeating his line, and he put his hands on her shoulders, massaging them. Wrong on the sleazebag thing—this maggot was a double sleazebag. Just before I was about to go over and do my white-knight bit, the girl felt that his line had apparently crossed hers, as she kneed him between his legs. He let out a scream and fell to the ground, clutching his ‘nads. Well, well, that was amusing. She stalked off, and he continued to writhe around in agony. 

Show’s over folks, I thought, and the crowd soon dispersed. No more free entertainment. After that, I decided to go back to my room. Acquia Harbor was pretty, but it wasn’t what I thought it would be, so I decided to study a little. I’d wanted to find a library to do some research in, but since there wasn’t one nearby, I went over some notes I’d taken in my notebooks, double-checked them, then passed out until dinnertime. 
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WHERE TO EAT? LUNCH had been filling, but my stomach said to feed it, so I went to a local convenience store that offered sandwiches and snacks. I took my stash back to my room, but before I ate, I did a quick routine of lunges, sit-ups, squats, pushups, and close-grip pushups. This motel didn’t have a gym or any extra dumbbells lying around, but no problem. I’d also brought along some rubber cables just in case there were no gyms available, and I finished off my routine with some arm work plus lateral raises. That was enough.

The sandwiches were good, but sitting in my room all the time was boring, so I decided to try the nightlife. I showered, got dressed in fresh clothes, then went downstairs and out of the hotel to check out the bars downtown. 

Crowded was the operative word, as everyone was hopping in and out of the bars and restaurants that lined the streets. The glare of neon split the night, and the sounds of raucous laughter filled the air.

Despite the festivities, none of them looked especially inviting. Guys and their dates swayed unsteadily as they navigated the crowded streets. A few other guys were trying to pick up the local women, further down the street, two drunk dudes were having a fight while their friends looked on, and nearby, a guy around my age was heaving his guts out in an alley next to an establishment that offered a two-for-one beverage special. The girl who was with him patted his back as he retched the contents of his gut on the cracked concrete, and the smell of beer drifted over. So much for drinking, I thought.

In truth, the whole scene reeked of desperation and idiocy. This wasn’t for me. I went back to my motel room and watched a baseball game on television, switching to a movie that lasted until eleven PM. It wasn’t that great, but I didn’t feel like sleeping at nine-thirty. 

However, by the time eleven PM rolled around, fatigue hit. It had been a long day, so I sacked out. Day one of being on my own hadn’t been exciting, but I figured I’d find somewhere cool to hang out tomorrow, and I intended to have fun. 

Before I passed out, I remembered the girl from the marina and how she’d shown no fear. It had been pretty awesome, and I wondered who she was.

Chapter Two: Breakdown

The next morning. Seven AM.

I woke up early, went to the convenience store to grab a breakfast burrito and a cup of coffee, downed my meal quickly, then I checked out. The parking lot still had the cars there, minus the lime-green one. It was already sunny, and the heat was building. I took that as a good sign. Good weather, good vacation. 

My car started with a roar, I pulled out and got on the highway, and from there, it was on to my new adventure. Very few vehicles were on the highway, the lanes were fast, and I rolled down the window to allow fresh air to play over my face and arms. The day promised to be a hot one, and that was just fine with me. I had total freedom, and I was going to make the most of it.

Or so I thought.

Two hours later.

Tooling around was fun, but my car’s engine started making funny noises after I’d gone in and around the various cities and towns in my state. There wasn’t much traffic despite it being summer and having a lot of grads out to have fun. The highway was mine, and I stayed at a steady sixty miles per hour, just to be on the safe side. 

As for where I was headed, I still had no idea, but a little voice in the back of my head told me to head north, so I did, then turned northwest, and soon, I was over the border and arrived in West Virginia. Wow, call that another first, and it was a mindblower. I never thought that I’d get out of my home state. Now, say hello to West Virginia!

But while there was no shortage of scenic views, nothing made me want to up and stay there. So, I kept going, listening to the songs on the radio and singing along with those that I knew. All was fine and good and right...until a clunking sound made me aware that something was wrong. Then a rattling sound. Then a clunking and a rattling sound. “This isn’t good. Dad, I thought you said you’d fixed this car up,” I muttered to the air. Of course, no one replied, and I started to get a little worried.

Still, there had to be a garage somewhere. It would probably cost me a lot to get the problem fixed, whatever it was, but I could always hit an ATM if the price exceeded my vacation money...

Wait...there. A sign saying Dell’s Orchard, two miles ahead, informed me of a city or a town’s proximity. I’d never heard of Dell’s Orchard before, but then again, I’d never been in West Virginia before, and beggars couldn’t be choosers. I kept driving, and the knocking sound kept getting louder and louder. 

Oh, crap, this was not good. Fortunately, I passed another sign that said, Welcome to Dell’s Orchard. Incorporated 1904. Population, one-thousand, eighty-three. That sign pointed to a turnoff on the right, so I followed it down a paved road and soon came to Dell’s Orchard. It was a small town, yes, but it was still civilization. And if it was civilization, then there had to be a garage. 

I drove slowly down the main street, aptly named Main Street, observed the shops and restaurants, and made the decision to check out the place. It was nice there, quaint, even, and something about this area made me want to take a second look. 

Oh, wait, there must’ve been a cosplay convention going on. Retro time. Everything came out of the nineteen-seventies. I’d seen pictures, documentaries, and movies dealing with that era, and this town looked like a time capsule dedicated to that era’s memory. I didn’t see any cars or trucks, but from the old movies and research on the ‘net, I knew that the cars then were larger, real gas guzzlers. 

Here, the signs were old, the equipment looked old, and the fashions...bell-bottom jeans for both sexes, afro hairstyles for the few black people I saw, paisley shirts, and was that the sound of the Gee-Bz I heard?

Yeah...it was. From my research, as well as listening to the Oldies stations on the radio and the internet, the Gee-Bz had been one of the most popular disco bands out of New Zealand, and they’d ruled the airwaves for the entire decade before suddenly fading away after the eighties and New Wave music took over. 

I drove slowly, searching for an auto fix-it shop, and...yes. Frank’s Garage a sign said, so I pulled in and rolled down my window. A short, wiry man in his fifties with graying hair and a mustache was working on a late-model lime-green sports car, and he looked up when I cut the engine and came over. 

“Frank McQuarry,” he said. “Car trouble?”

“John Winston,” I replied after getting out of the car with my carry-on and wiping the sweat from my forehead. It was hot, almost eighty-five degrees, and it was getting hotter. “Knocking-clunking sound. Started giving me trouble on the I-Ninety-Five.”

“Pop the hood.”

I did, and he looked under it. Oil was dripping from the engine, and he shook his head. “Some car you got. I’m not sure what’s wrong with it, but from what I can tell, it looks to be a busted gasket. You’d better leave the keys. It’ll take time to fix.”

“How long?”

“Don’t really know.”

Damn it. I wanted to get going, but if the car was suddenly going to die on me... “All right, is there a place to stay?”

He picked his head up and offered a smile. “You’re in luck. We got hotels. In fact, we have two hotels here, the Madison and the Ivy. You seem like a fit fella,” he added, looking me up and down. “I figure that you train with them weights and such?”

“Yes, sir, I do. Olympic weightlifting’s my specialty.”

“Then go to the Madison. They got a weight room and that kind of machine there, what do they call it, a university-something gym?”

What was he... Oh, wait. “You mean the Universal machine?”

The Universal had been a standard machine in gyms and then high schools from the early nineteen-sixties on. It was useful but not perfect, and by the nineteen-nineties, other machines had become more popular. 

Still, any port in a storm. The mechanic nodded. “Yeah, that’s the one. The Madison is a nice place. Cheap, too. You’ll find it on Main Street, next to the Pierpont Café.”

Although I thought of calling my parents, I decided not to. I was an adult, and I had to do things for myself. McQuarry said that he’d call the hotel and leave a message for me when the car was ready. “Solid. Thanks, Mr. McQuarry.”

“Call me Frank, and you’re welcome, son.”

On the way over to the hotel, a short, chubby man in a loud white suit with what looked like spangles on it walked over. In his forties, with a homely face and thinning black hair, he strutted around with a funky step that reminded me of a rooster on its way to the henhouse. “Help you, son?” he asked. “My name’s Morty Robbins. You are?”

Son? What’s up with the son, biz? I was a teen, but that term made me think they were trying to be overly familiar, and then I checked myself. They were just trying to be friendly. “John Winston. I just got here. What’s there to do in this place?”

“You staying?”

“I guess I’ll have to. My car’s being fixed now. Uh, do you have any libraries here?”

He brightened. “Matter of fact, we do. We have one large one, servicing the entire town.”

“I hope you have internet.”

A confused look settled over his face. “Internet? What’s that...oh, the internet. No, uh, this place doesn’t have it.”

Weird. “No?”

“No,” he replied, taking out a loud red handkerchief and mopping his face with it. “Don’t have any banks or ATM machines, either. You’d have to go to the next town over. That’s Harbor Ville, and that’s about eight miles from here. It’s got one bank and one ATM machine.” 

I wondered why things were so backward here. As if reading my mind, Morty filled me in. “See, the head honchos of this town aren’t into any kind of modern tech. Sure, we got modern coffee shops and hotels and schools, but it’s like a social experiment. We wanted to see how well we could do without it.”

Uh-huh. It sounded weird, but whatever. “Thanks, Mr. Robbins. Uh, what do you do, sir?”

He produced a card from his breast pocket and handed it over. Morty Robbins: Real Estate for Real Homeowners. “My business, but I’m also what you might call a guide. If you need help getting around, ask me.” He pointed to an alley. “Go through there. I’m on the other side.”

“Thanks,” I said, pocketing the card. I doubted that I’d ever settle down here, though, but I had another question. “Uh, is there any nightlife here?” Acquia Harbor had been a bit of a letdown.

A smile wreathed his homely visage. “Go to FIRE,” he said, pointing in the opposite direction. “It’s where all the young people go. You can’t miss it. It’s got a flame-colored sign over the entrance. Great music there, and I hear the food is pretty decent, too.”

He left me, then, after saying that if I ever settled down here, look him up. He’d be happy to help. It was a nice town from what I’d seen so far, but I was more of a big city guy. 

At any rate, taking his advice, I went to the hotel to check in. It was a simple, stylish hotel, with a red-carpeted lounge, three plush chairs, and a couple of comfortable-looking couches. At the front desk, Mr. Hopkins, a man in his sixties, portly and affable, said that he was the manager. “How long will you be staying?” he asked.

“I’ll let you know. At least until my car’s fixed. Had some trouble with it, so I left it at Mr. McQuarry’s garage.”

Hopkins nodded. “That’ll take time to repair, I imagine. Let’s say a week, and if you leave before that, I’ll refund your money. If you stay another week, you pay for that. How does that strike you?”

It struck me as being fair. I wrote down my name and city in the large ledger he provided, then paid him one hundred forty dollars for seven nights, which was downright cheap. As he handed over the key, I asked him why everyone was wearing retro garb. His expression turned seven shades of surprised. What was up with that? It was a legit question, but whatever. 

He quickly recovered, putting on a professional smile. “Oh, the clothes. It’s something the people of the town do every year for between two weeks and a month. Last year, our theme was science fiction from the nineteen-fifties, and this year, it’s rocking to the disco beat.”

Coming from a man his age, his phrasing sounded positively wonky, but it made sense in its own way. “So, the cheap prices in this hotel are from, uh, fifty years ago?”

“Exactly. That’s why you won’t find computers here, only ledgers. We don’t dislike them, but that era didn’t have computers like they do now and, er, elsewhere, so it’s kind of old-fashioned for you, I imagine.”

Now I understood what was going on, and I felt a sense of relief. “Thanks for telling me. Uh, I met one of the citizens here...Morty. He said that there’s a library around here?”

“I know Morty. And, yes, the library is on Johnson Street, two streets over from here. It’s our lone library, but I’m sure that it’s got everything you want.”

With that, he excused himself and went into a back room behind the counter, while I took the elevator to the third floor. My room was small but clean, with a neatly-made bed, as well as a bulky old television set. I turned it on, and the sounds of some show came out.

Wait...what? It sounded familiar, some long-ago police show I’d seen on the internet...Farsky and Lutz. Two undercover cops who battled crime. Since there was no remote control, I got up and turned the knob to another channel. Remote controls were so much easier, so why didn’t this room have one?

Whatever. This program showed a cruise ship and a lot of couples having fun. After ten minutes, I dismissed it as a lame comedy-drama. I changed the channel again, but every single one showed the same nineteen-seventies shows. Weird.

Forget it. Off went the television, and I checked out the room some more, finding a small fridge under the night table. It even had a bottle of water in it, so I uncapped it and sipped it slowly. I looked at the phone. An old rotary dial job. I didn’t think people made them anymore. 

Whatever, the room was hot, and there was no central air-conditioning, but a small metal fan sat on the dresser. I went to the window, opened it, then went back and turned on the fan. Soon, a cool breeze filled the room. I sat on my bed, relaxed, and hoped that my car would be repaired soon.

Since there was nothing better to do, I wandered downstairs. There were no other guests, and I wondered if I was the sole occupant of the hotel. “You are for now,” Hopkins said. “We get a lot of out-of-towners, and we’re expecting a convention in soon, so you’ll have some company.”

It sounded reasonable, and then I asked him if I could use the weight room. “Sure thing, young sir,” he replied, and he handed me the key. “Be careful, now.”

That was odd. Hotels usually had attendants and were open twenty-four seven, but this was different. Oh, well, small towns, different ideas, and fifty-something years ago, perhaps hotels didn’t employ weight room attendants, if they had a weight room at all. 

I went back to my room, changed into a pair of sweatpants and an old shirt, went downstairs, and found the weight room. It was empty of people, and there were a few dumbbells in a rickety-looking rack in one corner. A quick check revealed that they ranged from twenty-five pounds to seventy-five pounds. Good enough for me. 

Even better, a rubber mat lay a few paces away from it, and on it was a barbell loaded with a hundred and thirty-five pounds. Plates were neatly piled at each side of the mat. On the other side of the room, there were three benches without racks for a barbell. No problem. I’d use the dumbbells. 

Oh, of course, there was the Universal. My junior high school had one. It was old, but serviceable. This one, though, looked almost new, and when I pushed the shoulder press and tried out the leg press, the weights went up and down smoothly and noiselessly. Well...that was different.

The room was hot, but at least it had a window, so I opened it, letting the air circulate. My workout followed, some cleans followed by high pulls. No squat racks, so I used the leg press, and that worked out well. After that, some dumbbell chest presses, shrugs, pulldowns for my back, and a little arm work. 

At the end, I was dripping with sweat, tired and sore, and on the way back to my room, I gave Hopkins the key. 

“Did you have a good training session?” he enquired.

“Just fine. Thanks. Uh, I think I’ll head over to the library after lunch.”

“Try the Pierpont Café. It’s next door, and the food is excellent.”

Good idea. I went to my room, showered, put on fresh clothes, took my notebooks, and treated myself to a nice lunch of pasta with a hint of garlic, lots of cheese, fresh sourdough bread, olives, and a glass of water at the café. After that, I went to the library. A sign over the top of an old one-story wood building said, Library. “Well, that’s pretty plain to see.”

Inside, I checked out the selection of reference books, and for a






Chapter Three: Disco Fever

[image: ]



























































































Chapter Four: Life Before, Life Now
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Chapter Five: Town Survey
















































Chapter Six: Disco Redux
































































































































Chapter Seven: An Attempt 























































































Chapter Eight: A Chance Meeting














































































Chapter Nine: A Glimpse Into Reality







































































































Chapter Ten: Disappearance, Part One



















































Chapter Eleven: Disappearance, Part Two
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Chapter Twelve: Another Anomaly
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Chapter Thirteen: Trying To Find Answers
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Chapter Fourteen: Dealing With Loss
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Chapter Fifteen: Realization
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Chapter Sixteen: The Awful Truth











































































































Chapter Seventeen: Confrontation
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Chapter Eighteen: An Explanation
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Chapter Nineteen: Disco Night








































































































Epilogue
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