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Poppy's Notice of Chronological Order for The Frame 27 Series.
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As Poppy assumes you already know, this book you are reading titled “The Guns of Crow Steiner Act 6”....is not the first entry in the series. To ensure you are up to date with the Frame 27 series thus far, and to remove any confusion, Poppy has listed the chronological order of all entries in the series leading up until now.
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Eviscerator X Chainsaw: Pathogen Trigger.
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The Guns of Crow Steiner Act 2.
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Eviscerator X Rebellion: Brokers Wrath.
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The Guns of Crow Steiner: Act 3.
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Eviscerator X Destruction: The Devils Son.
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The Guns of Crow Steiner: Act 4.
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Eviscerator X Homicide: Spectre of Death.
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The Guns of Crow Steiner: Act 5.
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Eviscerator X Substance: Ongoing Rhapsody.

––––––––
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The Guns of Crow Steiner: Act 6.

This list will be updated in later entries in the series to ensure no one is misguided in the order in which the stories events take place. Because Poppy hates two things more than anything in this world, walking into a half-told story, and spoilers!... But that's just Poppy's opinion. This is the end of the chronological order notice. Enjoy the rest of the story.
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- Yours Sincerely - Poppy Honeycomb.
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The Frame 27 News Letter.
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Keeping you Informed with

the Latest Developments.
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Frame 27, the city in the skies, operated and controlled by the separatist church of the cross known by many as The Mortal Frame. A group led by the benevolent and honourable Overseer Nash Mordecai.

This updated document is just to state the facts on Frame 27's status after the recent rumoured terrorist situation within the magical sciences community.

First order of business. We would like to take a brief moment to honour the memory of one Miss Sabina, who tragically lost her life from the recent wave of troublesome spontaneous combustions that have been taking place in recent months, we tried our best to warn her of the dangers of her potential sudden detonation, but just like most of our citizens, she didn't take it seriously, so maybe you should think twice before brushing off these letters as mere junk mail.

Second order of business. The Cassian Laboratory Building, that was the subject of the supposed terrorist attack, is to be reconstructed by private contractors, and will be funded by the company itself...so please stop sending us letters regarding the progress on the reconstruction, all of that information should be handled by the Cassian Laboratory's helpline.

Third order of business. It has come to our attention, thanks to a tip off from an anonymous source, that certain members of the Frame 27 population have been seeking out medical advice from CD store owners, and have been taking organ transplants from black market street vendors, we do not recommend using either service against the pricey official sources, especially when it comes to organ transplants, we of the church elders cannot count the number of reports we've had of people receiving pineapples instead of actual organs when heading in for a simple heart or liver transplant.

Fourth order of business. Pet baby piranhas are for life, not just for Christmas, don't buy one and throw it away the moment it skins your cat and/or forearm alive.

Final order of business. Never forget to love our Lord, and all of his teachings, as the only way we can truly ensure a straightforward path into bliss in the afterlife, is to abide by the laws put in place, not just by God, but his representative, the Overseer himself.

––––––––
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...That is all...this concludes the Frame 27 News Letter...
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Chapter 1




A Job on the Way.
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On the west industrial side of the flying city Frame 27, where it's always winter, late at night, just outside of a famed art gallery, a rather rough looking van pulls up just outside of the building.

This van, though clearly not affiliated with the establishment, doesn't draw any attention to itself, as this part of the city doesn't really attract the biggest crowds any time past 9PM, with the gallery regularly closing at 8PM every day most people steer clear, since they know they won't get in to see anything...

The same logic is not applied to the group of five men who step out of this filthy van, as their intent is clearly not to take in the culture, but more take the culture away. A group of five supposedly professional art thieves, who have been, not so gracefully, robbing a handful of art-related establishments and similar art stores over the past couple of days.

Quickly garnering a reputation for themselves, they have decided to hit this gallery tonight, to serve as one final "big score" to make them enough money to retire on, so that they can flee the flying city of Frame 27 forever, and live like kings somewhere outside of the Church of the New Mortal Frame's law.

As the five men approach the building, their leader. Brawley Ochre, tosses a brick up in the air time and time again, catching it as it falls, arrogantly strutting ahead of his men as he uses the questionably high tech piece of equipment, and hurls it through one of the large windows at the front of the gallery. With an opening made through the shattered glass, his four loyal men pour in and storm the building, ignoring the alarms screaming all around them.

The Gallery, not overly complex in design, has no corridors, and is simply one large open area situated past the entrance hall. Once making their way into this space Brawley shouts to his men.

Brawley: You know the score boys, if it ain't nailed down, then bag it! Try to make it quick, that alarms hooked to the church guard headquarters...

Just as he speaks these words, however, the alarm stops, and a familiar voice that is the biggest fear of most lawbreakers and demons alike (after building a worthy enough price on their head that is), promptly challenges this statement.

Crow: Oh I wouldn't worry about the church guard if I were you!...

Brawley: Huh?....

The art thieves turn to see the city's resident fallen angel, Crow Steiner, standing by the kicked open doors to the main hall, throwing his arms up arrogantly as he proceeds to add.

Crow: I mean, once they've called the hired guns in, they basically want you guys dead, but don't get the wrong idea, you're not hot shit or anything, you're just not worth the jail space, so basically...you and you're sticky-fingered friends here are screwed...

Brawley: That get up, that voice....the purple hair...you're him, aren't you? You're Crow Steiner!?

Crow: Yeah, that's my name, but don't fucking wear it out...I gonna live a lot longer than you are, pal...

Brawley: We'll see about that, after all, you have no idea what you're dealing with here...try this on for size!!!

Brawley draws a handgun out from the inside pocket of his jacket and opens fire on the fallen angel, Crow himself doesn't flinch, as a white light shines before his eyes and stops the bullet dead in its tracks, deflecting it to the floor. Brawley's eyes widen in shock as the white light is revealed to be a sword, that in his own words...

Brawley: It just appeared out of thin air!?!

This white glowing sword, is a divine weapon harvested from a dead angel long ago, and is now wielded by none other than Crow Steiner's right hand, the female ninja that is obligated to pose as a man, named Nova, who is holding the blade in front of the fallen angel’s face, having just leapt out of the shadows in enough time to deflect the bullet.

With this being something of a common sight for him, however, Crow isn't as alarmed as Brawley is right now, and to make this clear, the fallen angel leans around the sword as he casually waves at Brawley saying.

Crow: Pretty cool right, I bet none of your guys can do that?...

Nova: Uncle Steiner, should we really be wasting time egging them on like this? You assured me this would be a quick job?

Crow: Right, right...Sorry Brawley, but, for reasons I can't be bothered going into, we're kind of in a hurry, so unless you wanna hurl your goons at me blindly in a mixed reaction of fear and realisation of your own mortality, then I guess me and the kid here have no choice but to kill you without incident.

Brawley: I!.... But you!?!.... That is!... I can't!?!...Enough of this! Kill them!!!...

After fumbling with his words, Brawley shouts this out as loud as he can, to the point that he is almost growling the words, and only two of the men charge forth, as Nova and Crow take a relaxed approach, simply walking the moment Nova stands to her feet. With Crow shaking his head slowly as he draws his two handguns whilst calmly expressing his frustration...

Crow: It's never the laydown and die quietly, is it? They always gotta go out swinging...

Nova: Admit it, you like it that way?...

Crow: You know me too well...

Walking side by side, without even giving the man eye contact as he fires, Crow plugs a bullet into the henchmen's brain with a seamless flick of his arm, and Nova summons her demon blade to use along with her holy blade, and whilst dual wielding the swords she cuts the second man in to various sections, halving him first at the waist, and then continuing on to dice up his limbs.

Not even blinking as she does this, and certainly not stopping her advance, she continues to walk with Crow as Brawley shouts once again.

Brawley: What are you two waiting for! Attack! Attack! ATTACK!!!!!

He shouts these words, but the other two men do not make a move, when turning to scold them for this however, he soon realises that it is not a matter of insubordination, but rather the men are preoccupied, as he turns to his right side, he see the Steiner's Murder office retired pop star Viola, yawning as she cooks his loyal man to death whilst holding a taser into his neck.

With the third man's body shaking, tensing up, bleeding through the nose, and now emitting smoke, Brawley turns to his fourth and final henchmen, hoping for a break-out performance that can seamlessly kill three hired guns at once

But unfortunately, he only turns to see the untimely demise of the fourth man, as Poppy Honeycomb, the child cyborg of the Steiner's Murder office, is seen bashing the man's skull into bloody, mushy fragments with a sledgehammer as she excitedly shouts out.

Poppy: Yippie, look what Poppy found!!! Piñata! Piñata!

With some of the dying man's blood splattering over Brawley's face, he slowly turns back to Crow, with his right eye twitching at the approaching fallen angel as he hopelessly utters the words...

Brawley: What in the blue hell is wrong with you freaks!?...

Crow's face however, shifts from the relaxed and humour filled expression he wore when he first entered the building, and now he is simply glaring at the man with eyes cold enough for him to now realise his life is now over. Leading him to fall back into a sitting position on the floor, as he then crawls backwards.

Crow and Nova continue to advance on him, slowly chasing him inch by inch along the hardwood floors as his boots screech with the amount of friction he is generating between his feet and the floor beneath him in his feverish hopeless attempts to flee.

The effortless chase comes to a head as Brawley crawls back to one of his fallen comrades, and bumps into one of the sacks full of paintings, ripping one of the portrait pieces out of the bag, Brawley holds it up in front of his face and screams.

Brawley: If you're gonna shoot me!? Then you're gonna need to shoot the art!!!

Crow and Nova stop here, as the ninja looks towards Crow, seeking confirmation on whether this acceptable or not, but the fallen angel doesn't waste time explaining and instead provides opinions on the piece being held before his eyes.

Crow: Oh yeah, the last known portrait of the Overseer's wife, painted a few weeks before the unfortunate car accident, a great image. You know, many people will say that you can see the full-hearted essence of life in her eyes still radiating through the fine brushwork, almost as if she had no idea the end was coming for her...If you ask me though?... That's just a load of bullshit, or it does look like that in the painting at least, and the artist just fucked up when capturing and conveying her true heart and soul at the time...either way it's wrong from my perspective...

Brawley: What...what are you talking about?...

Brawley asks from behind the painting, not daring to move his shield in case this is some kind of trick...

Crow: I've been around humans for a long time, and one thing I've come to realise....is deep down...no matter how sudden the death, most humans have the feeling in the pit of their stomach, it may sometimes be shrouded by fear, doubt, and false hope, and sometimes those same feelings can make people predict their death when it isn't gonna happen at all. But once you strip away all the variables, you can't change the basic human instinct, that can understand one simple fact...once your number is up... it's up. There isn't a damn thing you can do about it, and I know you agree with me, otherwise you wouldn't be hiding behind the most valuable painting you could find in here, you'd have just grabbed any old piece...

Brawley: Good tactics aren't my way of saying I'm finished, Steiner!

Crow: Maybe not, but either way, I'm just calling it how I see it, and you're entitled to do the same...But there is one thing I should tell you about that painting before you actually start to get comfy there...

Brawley: ...?

Crow: Do you know why that painting is in a gallery, and not the Overseer's home? The truth is, my friend Jesus told me once that the Overseer couldn't stand looking at his wife's face, and was even quoted in saying that it simply reminded him all too often of the circumstances surrounding her death. So nowadays there are barely any images documenting what she actually looked like, a few photos in the church guards crime lab, a mention in the church records here and there for marrying a noteworthy figure, the image engraved on her tombstone....and finally that painting...the rest were destroyed by the Overseer himself..

Brawley: Then this painting...is?...

Crow: Worthless? No, it's actually really valuable among religious collectors, as a result of the senseless destruction of all other images and representations of her memory, if I didn't know better, I'd say you had a good eye for this sort of thing, but unfortunately I do know better, and I also know that you picked that one on a simple hunch, the guesswork of a caveman, which is several classes below the basic human instinct I told you about before...the key difference is the reasoning in your judgement, you seriously thought they'd call us in and tell us to "protect the art"..? That's not our game Brawley, we're hired killers, not police officers, and just to make matters worse for you, the Overseer himself said he'd cover the cost of any damages caused if we actually killed you here tonight... so...

Crow, without warning, pulls the trigger here, shooting straight through the painting, hitting the forehead of the woman in the portrait, with the bullet-carrying through and ironically striking the same location on the head of Brawley, which is shown to the four of them as his arms slowly slide down to his waist, pulling the painting with him until his lifeless body soon lets go of the frame and drops it as he falls back first into a lying position on the floor.

Leading Viola to call Crow up on his oddly fine precision firing, as she and Poppy move to stand around the corpse with Crow and Nova.

Viola: Ouch...I don't know whether to say "yuck" or "nice"...?

Crow: It's weird how deluded your perceptions of a well-placed shot can become once you do this kinda thing for so long...

Viola: Still...did you seriously mean that?...

Crow: Eh..I'm gonna go with? Sure, why not...

Viola: Jeez, arrogant much?...

Poppy: Poppy thinks the painting is much improved with the addition of blood, can she keep it, Uncle Steiner?...

Crow: Poppy, you know you don't want that shit, God knows what that guy had infested in his bloodstream, how about we just stop off at that gaming store you like to flood money into, and I'll buy you one of the posters there...it'll match up better with the stuff you already have in your room, rather than this...church licensed piece...

Poppy: And a new game for Poppy also?...

Crow: Why not, these guys had a rather generous bounty on their heads, given the fact that they were a shroud of disorganised morons, so I'll spring for some kind of reward since you tracked them down...

Poppy: Yay!...

Viola: Can we make it snappy, please...Try to remember, like you said in your own words...we're in a hurry...

Crow: Right, you wanted to catch the late-night Hollywood situation comedy bunk line up on TV?...Gotta love Friday nights...

Viola: I hear a whole lot of "old angel bashing things he's not cool enough to understand" right now, but what I'm not seeing is a bountiful amount of "hurrying the hell up so I can watch my stories"!!

Crow: (Sighs) Nova?... Ease the fair maidens tensions, would you?

Nova: I just called it in, the handler at the church guard said we're being paid the money now, I'm sure if we leave soon, we can make it in time to purchase the essential items and still catch Viola's television broadcasts...

Crow: Straight from the ninja's mouth...So zip it, and let's move...

Crow places the palm of his hand on Viola's head, and proceeds to jokingly pat her on the head, purposely messing her hair to toy with her, just to distract her and wind down her fury gauge as he then places his hands in his pockets to take his leave.

Followed by Poppy skipping after him, and promptly storming after the two, Viola follows with Nova at her side as the four head back to the office, having completed an objectively well-done job for the books...

Or subjectively...after all, they did kill their targets in an art gallery, such acts are open to interpretation...
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Chapter 2




Pure Blood High.
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In the city of Frame 27 there are many different kinds of institutions the church fund for a wide multitude of reasons, some of the more generously funded organizations include hospitals, postal services, fire departments, numerous different types of cleaning/maintenance, repair operations, and of course ahead of all of those is the most important of all, the church guard.

All of it serves a purpose within the city. One of the many of these services that are usually something of a non-issue for the guns for hire industry however, is The Church of the New Mortal Frame's religious schools that operate under the city's jurisdiction.

In a high school known as St Dario’s Mortal Frame Academy, 2 hours after classes had finished for the day, a senior pupil by the name of London checks his locker to see a pink envelope situated within, as the young man opens it with a fast beating heart, reading it as quickly as he can, the contents of the note instantly cause him to smile, as the note itself was left there by his current girlfriend, Heather.

The note instructs London to meet her by the school's outdoor basketball courts at a strictly specified time, with Heather seemingly knowing fine well that London isn't the type of guy to keep a girl waiting.

Upon reading this, the young man tries not to laugh like a gleeful mark, for no greater reason than getting such a note from a member of the opposite sex, and with a cheerful spring in his step, he heads there right away with nothing better to do in the meantime but wait.

It wasn't exactly the longest time London needed to wait for, since the meeting was scheduled for the exact moment Heather's after school club had finished, and the 2 hours for such a time frame passed by rather quickly.

Finally, by the time Heather actually arrives to meet with her boyfriend, all she sees is the school janitor standing there, holding the letter as he stares off into the distance in shock. Feeling mildly confused, she runs up and pulls at his arm to draw his attention to politely ask him.

Heather: Excuse me, sir, have you seen a young man named London pass by here by any chance?... He's a student, and...

The janitor doesn't even turn to face her, he simply stares off into space leading Heather to assume he didn't hear her, so she just continues to push him into speaking with more questions.

Heather: I really do not wish to trouble you, sir...I was just wondering, have you seen him, as I said before, his name is London, he's a few feet taller than me, blonde hair and...

The janitor interrupts her mid-speech as he slowly comes back to reality, and he holds out her letter that she left for him as he proceeds to say.

"He's dead..."

Slowly taking the letter from him, it takes a few moments for the whole thing to settle in as Heather doesn't immediately believe that the janitor is telling the truth, but after looking into his eyes for a few moments, she soon realises that he is being deadly serious, as the janitor tries to stand in the way of her view of London's body.

Insistent on finding out the truth for herself, however, she pushes him to the side and spots the brutally massacred corpse of what was once the boy she loved. Holding the letter to her chest, she falls to her knees and bursts into tears, as the rather unnerved janitor tries to call the church guard to report what happened between this moment and when London first arrived.

The next day, Crow Steiner sits at his desk in the Steiner's Murder office, reading over the details of a private contract relating to the very same attack, on this sheet of paper, all the details given by the school janitor are listed below the principal’s contacts details.

Crow: Murdering a high school kid? Man, this city has really gone to shit...

Turning to face Poppy's desk in the room's corner Crow quickly deals the order as he reaches under his desk for his handguns.

Crow: Poppy, go tell Nova and Viola to ready themselves to move, we've got a job to do...

Poppy: Okie dokie!...

Poppy shouts these words in an excited manner as she leaps off of the chair situated by her own computer, and she promptly runs up the stairs. Crow himself stares at one image attached to the contract of the brutally butchered body for a brief moment, trying to wrap his head around what kind of demon would want to attack a high school of all places, before shaking his head slowly and heading down to the office garage.

After a long car ride to the school, where the fallen angel was light on the details for Nova and Viola, the two of them now stand at the exterior of a door labelled "Principal’s Office" as they both look out of the corridors windows at the opposite side, watching the snowfall past the windows as Viola rolls her eyes and nags about the current job.

Viola: Ugh...could this place be any more cliché?....

Nova: Excuse me?...

Viola: It's nothing, it's just since the moment we walked into this place I've had nothing but that back to school anxiety that you get from reunion parties, you know what I mean?

Nova: Reunion parties?...

Viola: You know, for one night the school holds a party for a class of some year, and everyone shows up to brag about their marriage, kids, diplomas, and what kind of good they're doing for the world...

Nova: Is this...a bad thing?...

Viola: Oh....right...I forgot, you never actually went to school, did you?...

Nova: No, I was educated in a sense..but it was isolated lessons, contained within the room I lived in, I never shared a classroom with other human beings...and I only learned what I needed in order to become a proficient killer.

Viola: Right, and I guess to host a reunion for that would be pretty trivial...since, it would only be you...since you killed the guy who taught you everything...I suppose the bonus of a party like that is you wouldn't need to pay out on food and drinks...

Nova: I think you know me well enough to understand that I'm not the type of person who can appreciate a party easily...

Viola: That's true, but I was only joking to be fair...

Nova: I assume from your manner of speech, that you never went to your own high-school reunion?...

Viola: My high-school was strange in that they differed from the usual rule...

Nova: What do you mean?

Viola: High School reunions are typically held 10 years after high school ends and then they do it again every 5 years after that...Because of some backwards loophole where I grew up in the U.S. I went to a school that skipped me ahead to promote my idol career, accelerated tutoring, which left me not learning half as much as my peers, and somehow I ended up graduating with a senior class when I was only 15. And because of a gap where they didn't have any students of a select age, they needed to skip our reunion ahead 5 years...making me essentially only just barely two years older than the oldest kids in the building when I came back...Not the best feeling in the world...especially when all your supposed peers are not only older, but are also working full-time jobs, having kids, and all that other garbage I mentioned before...and they don't hesitate to rub it in your face, making you feel like you should be doing the same thing with your life, even though you know fine well you don't want what they have, their words can be condescending enough to fool you for a day or two....

Nova: I don't understand, that could've only been a year or so ago....weren't you already globally famous as a musician at that point?

Viola: Yeah, but it's funny how people can try to belittle that one in a few words...."Oh, I see, still doing that music thing then"...or..."I remember when I used to waste time on side projects too, you'll grow out of it when you have your first kid"...and my favourite one was by the school bully who inherited his dad's burger van..."Well, tell me when you're done with that, I can hook you up with a serving job"...It's the only thing he said to me, and the jerk still couldn't keep his eyes off of my breasts the entire time he said it...if only they knew I fell into a demon hunting job with a ninja husband, they'd soon change their tunes then...

Nova: Do you really believe that?...

Viola: No, they'd probably still be a bunch of patronizing, pretentious bastards, looking at me as nothing more than the senior year baby...but it's a nice idea to think about...

Nova: So you'd never go to another one?...

Viola: The benefits about Poppy keeping me reasonably untraceable is that I don't have to deal with it, but realistically if they dug deep enough they could invite me I suppose, since some of those fan sites seem to keep bombarding our mailbox day in, and day out...but even if I was offered, I still wouldn't go.

Nova: Not that it's my place to pry, but do their words really get to you so badly?...

Viola: I'd be lying if I said it didn't, but it's not the only reason.

Nova: There's more?...

Viola: Well, have you ever planned a trip to the surface world from Frame 27? I hear it's pretty expensive, and to do that just for a party I don't want to go to?... It doesn't really sound all that appealing to me...

Nova: I see, that would be an issue...

Viola: That, and in all honesty I never liked high-school when I was there...

Nova: I'm afraid my understanding of high-school issues is limited to what I've seen on rare instances when I watch television, so I can only hazard guesses when trying to provide sympathy, but is it a stretch for me to ask if you were socially unpopular?...

Viola: Ha! Oh, Nova, I'm sorry, I understand you're trying to be sweet, but you're wording just makes it sound so...eh?...

Nova: So...?

Viola: Look, the point is, yeah, I guess you could say I wasn't very popular...

Nova: Where you not on television with chart-topping music while you were at school? I don't understand the mindset present during acts of teenage socialising very well, but I'd imagine being associated with a star would be a good thing surely?

Viola: That's an adorably innocent way of looking at it, personally, I got dealt a bad hand in classmates. All the girls saw me on TV and hated me, they were jealous, filled my locker with stuff, played all sorts of mean pranks, it was a real drag...

Nova: And the boys?...

Viola: ...Where all boys, and only wanted one thing, I was pretty much a loner during school hours, most of my friends from back then were either agents who were being paid to be nice...or fellow performers who wanted a fame bump for being near me. It's the price of working for something you want I guess...success tends to drive true friendships away. That's why I like this line of work, it's straight to the point, you make good money, and even when everyone points fingers, and says .."Hey, Eviscerator's the best hired gun in the city"...everyone else who'd be considered likely competition just shrugs their shoulders and says...."yeah, no big deal, whatever"..and gets on with it...Personally, I prefer that kind of atmosphere...you wouldn't get anything remotely like that where I used to work...

Nova: I guess it's a shame we got brought here to work in a school today then, it must be hard for you?...

Viola: Not hard, just...meh...I don't like schools in general, and the surprising amount of them I had to perform in at the beginning of my career was frustrating, which is why deep down I'm hoping this job is going to be clean, quick, and straight to the point, no off the wall plans, or ludicrous scenarios...just find a demon, and kill it...

Nova: Do you ever worry that you're tempting fate when you say such things?...

Viola: Don't be ridiculous, Crow and Poppy are in there talking to a school principal, no matter how wild and woolly their plans get, there's no way someone with such responsibilities would go through with anything too crazy.

Suddenly, without warning, the principal's door is kicked wide open as Crow jumps out of the office and points right at Viola and says.

Crow: The principal’s just gave us the go ahead, and you've been drafted, come with me!...

Crow then tosses Viola over his shoulder and drags her into the office, as he leaves Viola in the room, she proceeds to make various sounds of kicking and screaming as Crow himself then leaps back out, pulling the door over until it's almost shut at which point he adds.

Crow: I probably should've mentioned the principal here
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