
[image: ]



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      DISCO CLEARWATER 19: SKYBOUND REVENGE TOUR.

    

    
      First edition. April 7, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Liam Harper.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8224386628

    

    
    
      Written by Liam Harper.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Disco Clearwater 19: Skybound Revenge Tour. | By Liam Harper.

In Association With... | ...And..

Beat 1 | Strange Happenings on the Block.

Beat 2 | Dialling for Revenge.

Final Beat | A Roundabout Tour.

The End.

This story is fictional. Any and all similarities to character, groups, | or other entities in real life are purely coincidental....

Thanks for Reading.

By Liam Harper.

Also By Liam Harper

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Disco Clearwater 19: Skybound Revenge Tour.



By Liam Harper.






























[image: ]


[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

In Association With...


[image: ]


[image: ]
...And..

[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Beat 1




Strange Happenings on the Block.
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On an unexpectedly refreshing evening in Xanthic Cross, in a delightful reprieve from the usual summer heat, a solo musician stands out on the active street, passionately strumming his guitar with a dedication that could only be driven by the ever-lasting hope of earning a few extra measly coins for his efforts.

His ensemble for the evening is completed by his companion, an ever-faithful mime, dressed in a vividly eye-catching pink leather outfit, which sticks out like a sore thumb amidst the more typical street performer garbs many are used to seeing in these parts.

This mime in question, being a silent comrade of mind, body and spirit, is rightfully bound by the very essence of his craft, and therefore is unable to contribute to the melodious performance with his voice, as the strictures of miming absolutely fucking forbid it.

And this silence proves to be a curse in its own right, for as the guitarist's tunes resonate through the air to poison citizens into parting with their disposable income, a saxophonist emerges, seemingly drawn to the rhythmic symphony, who wishes to rudely capitalize on it like a leech.

This brass instrument, shining under the street lamps, appears to be a natural extension of the duo's act, leading many passing men and women to believe he is an intentional part of their performance.

However, nothing could be further from the truth. In reality the brass instrument play is an unforgivable affront to the busking etiquette of this street.

Meaning said etiquette is what this horn blower is going to be schooled in as the mime quickly dispels this assumption by unveiling an 8 by 10 inch cardboard sign, with its blunt letters clearly stating.

––––––––
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... "I thought I told you to FUCK OFF!!!"...

––––––––
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This unmistakable declaration leaves no room for interpretation. In short, they are not welcoming of any unsolicited collaboration on their chosen performance space.

The saxophonist, undeterred by the mime's silent hostility, however, continues to serenade the crowd like tone deaf prick (in the mime's perspective).

The tension between the two is tangible, yes. So much so that it leaves something of a silent discord that underlies the otherwise festive atmosphere.

To this end, the mime, unable to verbally express his displeasure, escalates the situation by miming the use of an imaginary baseball bat, swinging it forcefully in the direction of the saxophonist.

Saxophonist Pete: ...!?

The gesture is clear, the mime wants this prat gone.

However, the saxophonist remains unfazed by the mime's theatrical display of aggression, knowing full well that the “weapon” he is brandishing is as insubstantial as the air it slices through.

As a result, the mime's frustration boils over when he decides to take an even MORE physical approach.

In a sudden burst of ruthless energy, the mime delivers another firm baseball bat whack to the saxophonist's midsection, a move that, while dramatic, fails to cause any actual harm due to the absence of a real bat.

This “act”, however, does serve to ignite a very real confrontation between the two street performers.

The saxophonist, feeling the sting of rejection and territorial claim, retaliates swiftly in an “eye for and eye” fashion. He plants a foot firmly into the mime's stomach, a puke-inducing strike that, unlike the mime's, does not rely on illusion.

Sadly, still...he's a mime, so he can't scream, all he can do is look like he's in agony... That's the law of the mime jungle for you.

Despite the fact that this is where things would come to a close for most normal people, the situation for these three artists devolves into a full-blown kerfuffle of hurly-burly proportions, drawing the attention of the surrounding pedestrians.

Far from discouraged by the eruption of conflict, these onlookers are instead captivated by the unfolding drama, their interest piqued by the unusual spectacle of a crying mime drenched in his own regurgitated stomach contents. Which makes sense given that they're all either bloodthirsty psychos or avid supports of the arts.

The guitarist, caught in the middle of said unexpected kerfuffle, finds himself unable to remain a passive observer, sadly. Thus he is drawn into the fray, defending his mime partner and the space they have secured for their artistic endeavours. The end result, what began as a simple territorial dispute between two buskers evolves into an all-out battle for supremacy in the street's cultural landscape!!!

Or something to that effect at least.

The pedestrians, both locals and tourists alike, form a makeshift arena around the duelling performers, cheering and hurling glass bottles at them to fuel the confrontation. Filling the streets with creatives' blood as the performers fight with their lives to protect their space.

Knocking one other's teeth out with every single punch they land, the brawl between the guitarist and the saxophonist continues, each one determined to prove their right to entertain the masses. Meanwhile, the mime, while unable to join in the physical struggle, remains an active participant, by showing off his exaggerated gestures and facial expressions adding a silent narrative to the unfolding scene until he's knocked out cold by someone throwing a 6-litre glass jug of milk at his head.

This has the mime falling into the two buskers and dragging them with him as they all fall and land on the middle of the main road along with 16 of the onlooking pedestrians. All 19 of them landing on the road just in time to be run over by an 18 wheel truck that is racing down the road at 90 mph (because the driver's never heard of the concept of speed limits).

The subsequent moments are filled with nothing but silence, as the pedestrians that remain look on at the streaking lines of gut paste that's been left behind in the truck's wake, freshly ground from all of the corpses of the mime, the buskers and the pedestrians.

The silence quickly evolves into screaming however, as all of the pedestrians left run off in every direction panicking, making quite the scene.

All of this is nothing more than senseless background noise to Nefarioun and Disco who are walking away from it in a different direction, as they are merely in the middle of walking home from their mundane, by-the-numbers, leisurely trip to the convenience store. Nefarioun only turns back for the briefest of moments to ask in response to the screaming in particular.

Nefarioun: Sounds like someone's having a party down there.

Disco: A party? Would you like me to go down there and obliterate the mortals responsible for that racket for the foolish sin of daring to both disturb you, and not invite you to their party?

Nefarioun: No. I'm going to stick to my policy of minding my own damn business. Whatever is going on is most likely 100% not my problem.

Disco: How very benevolent of you.

Nefarioun: It's not as much anything to do with me being benevolent, so much as it is me not wanting to waste anymore time of my day off than I have to.

Disco: That's a type of benevolence in its own right. They should feel honoured.

Nefarioun: Given that I hear screams? I think they have bigger things to worry about than showing reverence to some random passing observer not wilfully wishing harm on them. Because, frankly speaking, if that were the standard, I'd be kinda terrified of where we were as a society...Again, not that those screams fill me with much hope.

Disco: It's not too late for me to enact a furious vengeance upon them for daring to impose on your precious thought-waves?

Nefarioun: No, seriously, just leave it be, we're almost home anyway.

Disco: (Sighs)....Fine.

Sounding remarkably disappointed by her master's decision, Disco drags her heels for a few steps, hoping Nefarioun will change her mind, leading Nefarioun herself to get frustrated with the behaviour to the point that she grabs Disco by the arm and drags her along with her.

Nefarioun: Oh just come on,  we can go one day without getting embroiled in some kind of drama that leads to bloodshed, can't we?

Disco: I suppose so.

Disco's mood immediately improves the moment Nefarioun starts getting this forceful with her, as the genie can't say she's exactly opposed to the sensation of being manhandled in such a fashion.

It's just kind of ridiculous since both Nefarioun and Disco know the only reason Nefarioun can be this forceful is because Disco is allowing it. If any other force of nature or even an artificial man-made weapon tried to apply such force to Disco, it would lead to no other result than their unambitious and anticlimactic demise.

But Disco loves her dear master, so she gets this special treatment.

Not that Nefarioun feels like she is getting some kind of luxurious privilege since it feels more like dealing with a troublesome child at times.

Thankfully, Nefarioun's frustrations and Disco's merriment both dissipate as they draw close to the apartment building when they are forced to act the part of rational neighbours the moment they're confronted by Miss Tavia. The neighbour in question is currently handing out flyers to residents and people who live in surrounding apartment buildings.

Miss Tavia hands Nefarioun one of these flyers too, forcing her to let go of Disco and allowing the genie to walk without being dragged (which is something of a tragedy for poor Disco. But all good things must come to an end in life, so she'll be fine).

Upon looking over the flyer with Nefarioun however, the two are left confused by what they are looking at, as Nefarioun asks Miss Tavia about the information at the very top of the sheet.

Nefarioun: You're putting together a neighbourhood watch?

Miss Tavia: I'm afraid we have to, there has been an increase in crimes in this street specifically. Mostly taking place at night.

Nefarioun: That's kind of hard to believe since Pico shoots anything dead in cold blood round about the hours you have listed here, whether I give her permission to or not.

Miss Tavia: Excuse me?

Nefarioun: Uh...It's nothing, I was just rambling. What kind of crimes are we talking about?

Disco: People aren't impersonating Miss Nefarioun to procure unimaginable levels of easily corruptible forms of power and wealth in order to besmirch the good name of my master, are they!?

Miss Tavia: Well, I-...

Disco: That's completely an utterly unforgivable! They must die without giving them a chance to even so much as contemplate what they've done wrong! Where the hell are they!?!

Miss Tavia: Please, do calm down, Disco. They didn't do anything like that. The crimes we're talking about are more along the lines of acts of petty vandalism, break-ins, and the stealing of clothing from washing lines...particularly underwear.

Disco: If they lay a hand on Miss Nefarioun's underwear, I'll cut their hands off and ensure that they enjoy the suffering of hemorrhaging blood for 3 weeks straight.

Nefarioun: (Whispers) Psst..Disco, it's not physically possible for a human to bleed that excessively for that long.

Disco: It would be with magic...

Miss Tavia: You two haven't even heard the worst of it. The other day one of the men from the building across the street was unloading his shopping from his car, and the crook we're looking for actually leapt in to his car and drove off with it and all the remaining shopping inside, stealing everything.

Disco: Everything!?

Miss Tavia: Yes, including his 23 squashes that he was really excited to cook with.

Disco: It's hard to believe that someone could steal that many squashes in one go.

Nefarioun: Really? The fact that this psychopath got away with a whole car on top of the grocery theft doesn't shock you more?

Disco: Cars come and go, Miss Nefarioun, but having his squashes stolen ruined the man's evening of cooking...that's something you can't get back.

Nefarioun: After this conversation is done, remind me later to show you price listings for cars so you can  understand the value differential we're talking about here in human terms.

Disco: Yes, Miss Nefarioun, of course. I cannot wait to be educated on this subject.

Nefarioun: Those words alone with that giddy tone don't fill me with much confidence.

Miss Tavia: Uh...About this criminal and the neighbourhood watch...?

Nefarioun: Oh right, yeah. Do please continue....It says on this sheet that your guy is a...phantom?

Miss Tavia: Oh my, yes. And quite a terrifying one at that.

Nefarioun: Would you care to elaborate?

Miss Tavia: Well, as was previously stated, among the acts of vandalism there have also been reports of missing underwear, petrified owls, and eerie footsteps in the night. It's enough to bring some to their wit's end.

Nefarioun: You're not so worried though, if you're starting a neighbourhood watch I mean?

Miss Tavia: Well, of course I'm not. I'm not about to let some fiend of a ghost scare us out of living freely as we desire.

Nefarioun: I notice you're not really leaving the fact of whether or not we're dealing with a ghost up for debate anymore. Is that intentional?

Miss Tavia: Of course it is.

Nefarioun: Right...sadly, that's what I thought.

Miss Tavia: Well, what else could it be? Hmm? Me and a few of the other residents studied some of the records going all the way back to the 1950s, and it seems even back then there were cases of missing underwear, petrified owls, and eerie footsteps in the night!

Disco: Were there any cases of petty vandalism?

Miss Tavia: Not as many, no. But there were at least 3 mass squash heists between that decade and all these years later, meaning a very inconsistent yet alarming pattern is forming before our very eyes that cannot be ignored.

Nefarioun: Are you sure you're not just looking for something to do to fill your time because you're bored?

Miss Tavia: Though I will not deny that such is my ulterior motive behind seeking a resolution to this community issue, it doesn't change the fact that something must be done. So...

Nefarioun: So what?

Miss Tavia: Can I count on your assistance on this Nefarioun?

Nefarioun: With the deepest respect...No way.

Miss Tavia: Huh!?! But why not?

Nefarioun: I have work at the times all of these patrols are scheduled. I'd need to be employed as something far more relaxed to make these hours more doable. Though I'm struggling to think of an example since these hours are all over the place?

Disco: Oh, I know! What if you stepped down from mortal world software production and got into the department of ruling over the feeble mortal race with an iron-fisted-...

Nefarioun: You practically bring this up every single day, and my answer is always NO.

Disco: But you'd be really good at it though...

Nefarioun: I don't even want to know why you'd think that, since I can barely comprehend the ostentatious nature of the suggestion, let alone what skill set would be required to excel in the environment.

Disco: We could always do a trial run so you could find out?

Nefarioun: No thank you. I'm good with my current job, Disco. Thanks.

Disco: Even if it means you can't go busting phantom skulls with me on a sweet-natured neighbourhood patrol date?

Nefarioun: That bizarre line of emotional manipulation really doesn't work on me, so you'll need to try something else if you ever want me to consider wishing for something so stupid.

Miss Tavia: I see...this is exactly how the conversations went with the rest of the residents.

Nefarioun: I'm not saying you're a liar, but... that is extremely hard to believe.

Disco: I have to agree with Miss Nefarioun on this. For she is well and truly unique in every sense of the word. If someone were to dare to try to emulate her, even as a form of flattery, I'd have to consider it to be such an insult that they would have to pay with their life to repent.

Miss Tavia: If I add "wrongful impersonation of Miss Nefarioun" on to the list of this phantom's crimes, would it make you more inclined to hunt him down, Disco?

Disco: You're damn fucking right it would!!!

Nefarioun: Hey, calm the heck down, Disco. You know you were already going to do it anyway, whether I told you to abstain or not.

Disco: This is true, anyone who dares to commit unlawful deeds in your domain without your expressed permission must face some form of punishment. I simply would not be able to let it go. Someone's blood would need to be spilled.

Miss Tavia: This is wonderful!

Nefarioun: I can't help but feel like you weren't listening to a single word Disco was saying just there.

Miss Tavia: Oh believe me, I was. She said something about willing to participate in the neighbourhood watch rota. And even though I didn't listen to anything else she said, that part in particular is all I care about.

Nefarioun: Meaning you've got a grand total of you and Disco willing to patrol the area?

Miss Tavia: Indeed, and that is problematic, since I'll need to take extended brakes to watch my soap operas on most days...Which leaves Disco having to do most, if not all of the work.

Disco: This is to be expected.

Nefarioun: Is it, though? It sounds more like bullshit to me?

Disco: It's not an issue. Humans are weak-willed and easily distracted by shiny objects and weird trinkets. They can't be expected to handle such complicated tasks. It's better I handle most of this "neighbourhood watch" investigation my way.

Miss Tavia: You're absolutely right, Disco. I trust your judgement.

Nefarioun: Disco, sssshhhhhh!!!!...(Sighs) I'm sorry, Tavia, I know it likely sounds as though you were just insulted right your face. But Disco means well by her words...I think?

Miss Tavia: Oh don't be silly, Disco was merely making an observation that my talents would be better used in a different area, that's all.

Nefarioun: I honestly don't know how you can extract THAT from what she just said. But if it makes you happy, then so be it.

Nefarioun and Disco leave Miss Tavia on these words as Nefarioun in particular doesn't want this business to eat into her day off any longer, now that she feels as though it has been sufficiently concluded at least.

And as far as Nefarioun is concerned, for now, at least, it isn't her problem. Since Disco is the one who is eager to take down this supposed Phantom.

Thus, the next day dawns with a sense of purpose for the genie as she moves through her master's  apartment, sending a magical call to arms to those she wishes to seek aid from.

And sure enough, soon, the familiar, if somewhat unconventional, faces begin to appear.

First, the imposing figure of Stallion materializes in the living room, skipping the formalities of using the front door as the magical summons leads him to believe that this is an emergency.

Shortly after, Pico arrives, from her room. Which is a rare sight in itself, given that the former child soldier normally just sleeps wherever she falls, which suggests she wasn't sleeping in there, and was likely doing something more dangerous and/or nefarious.

Still, Pico's half-smoked cigarette already dangling from her lips is a most welcome sight, as it suggests she has at least been relaxed enough not to have
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