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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 “Eviscerator X Homicide: Spectre of Death.”....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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The Guns of Crow Steiner.
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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.

––––––––
[image: ]


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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A Frame 27 Emergency Notice to all Citizens.
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In regards to the recent string of brutal murders...
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This notice has been comprised on behalf of the Overseer and all the church elders, and is to serve as nothing more than a simple reminder to all citizens within the city.

In case you haven't heard the rumours, many news stations, bloggers and web message boards have been covering something of a sensitive issue within the city, the recent string of bloody massacres, resulting in the deaths of countless people within their homes and workplaces.

The criminal responsible for these acts has been given the nickname “Cyber Reaper” by many online, as reports from victims who managed to get a message out seconds before their death have claimed that he is some kind of robot or machine, but working with the idea that this man's motives in killing represent that of a human nature, many assume he is a cyborg, hence the name Cyber Reaper.

If anyone has any information on this "Cyber Reaper" and his whereabouts, then please do not hesitate to report your findings to the church guard as soon as possible, and as always make sure to be mindful of where your loved ones are at all times, and lock your doors and windows before leaving your home or going to sleep.

Note: This notice is not a declaration of a state of emergency, and only serves as a warning to stay safe. You are expected to go about your daily routine as normal, especially if you have a job that better serves our economy.....it's also kind of a disclaimer....if you get killed after reading this, the church is not liable if you didn't take the appropriate steps to protect yourself.

In conclusion, stay safe, stay busy, and don't talk to strangers with names such as the Cyber Reaper...

We the church guard will update you with further information if anything changes.
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Chapter 1




The Secret Ingredient is?...
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With word spreading throughout Frame 27 of a rapidly growing number of bloody massacres occurring like clockwork, the Church guard has been somewhat overwhelmed, to say the least, in terms of maintaining the peace in the streets.

As daily reports keep cropping up on the news of families, college dorms, and even select office buildings, on various different occasions all having suffered the same fate of having their bodies diced and carved into various pieces, leaving nothing but an indistinguishable organ spread of a crime scene for the church guard to see.

In times like this, you'd likely ask yourself, what are Jesus Cross and Crow Steiner doing about this? What are their right hands, Eviscerator and Nova, doing about this?....

Well, the truth is....nothing...they haven't been called in yet, and more specifically for Eviscerator and Nova, the two are currently preoccupied, sitting at opposite sides of a sofa in the messiah's office as they patiently await the results of a kitchen experiment from their significant others.

Staring at the opposite wall, somewhat bored out of their minds, Nova shockingly is the first to break the awkward silence as she tries her best to use her surroundings as a conversation starter.

Nova: So...the building is....looking a lot more?....

Eviscerator: Intact?...

Nova: Yeah...I take it Jesus paid out big after the bombing a few weeks ago?

Eviscerator: Yeah, he used the same guys you did...How is your office doing?

Nova: It's back to normal...It's actually somewhat surprising that nothing major got damaged...

Eviscerator: I guess that's lucky...

Nova: Yeah...lucky...

Silence falls between them as they both realise this is not the most interesting thing they have to talk about, it's probably fine for your everyday average Joe, but for Eviscerator and Nova?

Two individuals who have forged a friendship in an industry fighting supernatural beings and criminal elements, they're used to talking about more extreme things than building renovations....even if the renovations are the result of something from said category of extreme, when looking at their lives as nothing more than a stick of dynamite, the two of them are definitely the type to focus on the bang rather than the fuse.

Eventually, Eviscerator has enough however, and he literally has to discuss the real reason why they are here with Nova, hoping that she has some sort of better idea than what he does in this situation.

Eviscerator: Alright, level with me ninja, why have we just got to sit here doing nothing like this?

Nova: Excuse me?

Eviscerator: Your wife didn't tell you anything?

Nova: No, did your girlfriend...?

Eviscerator: Cherry is not my...!!!. ..Cherry is!... Look, it's complicated...we have what you'd call a nonconformist union between two consenting adults.

Nova: What does that even mean?...

Eviscerator: It's not important...The point is, in regards to your previous question before? No, the individually relevant girl in my life didn't specify what she was doing...All I was told was that I was to sit here and wait until she was done, and that I was not allowed to go into the kitchen. A half hour later, you and your wife showed up, you just sat here, and your wife went straight into the kitchen without so much as looking at me.

Nova: Well after Viola got a phone call from Cherry...she eventually hung up and told me to accompany her here...during the bus trip over here, she specifically stated to me that I also was to refrain from barging in, and instead I was to sit and wait patiently for the same end result...

Eviscerator: OK...so what's really stopping us from going in there?

Nova: Respect for those we care about and their privacy?...

Eviscerator: If respecting privacy was a thing between me and Cherry? I'd have had at least one night where I'd actually slept alone in my own bed since I arrived here, and she'd stop waltzing in while I was in the shower.

Nova: I'm dying to say that's way too much information...but for some reason, I'm more curious as to why a cyborg would need to shower?...

Eviscerator: You live with a cyborg, shouldn't you already know the answer to that?

Nova: If you're asking me whether I maintain an invested interest in the hygiene habits of my room-mates? Then the answer is that I don't...I have no idea...I try to shower myself when I know no one else is around...I kind of have a stalking maid, and she often tries to sneak in when I'm in the middle of...

Eviscerator: Stop there!... Good God, and you judge me about giving you too much personal information...Look, if you want to know, yes cyborgs shower, not because of organic things such as bodily sweat, but because, like most normal beings or objects, some level of sterilization of germs is required for basic sanitation...

Nova: Do you have to word it like that?

Eviscerator: I make a point of never adjusting my manner of speech to benefit anyone other than myself...

Nova: I wasn't expecting you to...it's just the word sterilization sounds rather...extreme.

Eviscerator: Regardless, I've given you the answer to your question, so you can't complain about the smaller details like word choice and such...

Nova: I suppose....it's a shame I can't give you an answer to your question...

Eviscerator: Worry not, my shadow loving, cross-dressing, associate, I'm sure once they finish whatever it is they are doing, we will be ready and willing to be underwhelmed by it...

Nova: Are you sure “underwhelmed” is the word you're looking for Eviscerator?

Eviscerator: Underwhelmed is the right word, they have their respective holds on us for different reasons, regardless of how we feel, I'm sure we'll be able to soldier past whatever it is they have us waiting here for.

Nova: Are you sure you're describing yourself accurately as you speak those words Eviscerator?

Eviscerator: I understand what you're getting at, in regards to how I speak to Cherry, and to that, I ask you to think long and hard about how I talk to other people in comparison to Cherry...

Nova: I suppose...in comparison...you're pretty much horrible to everyone but her...You're getting nicer towards me though...

Eviscerator: You try telling that to the old man, I'm sure if I hear another one of his lectures then you'll have to cover for me as top dog of this city, because I'll be in a coma...

Nova: It's surely not that bad is it?

Eviscerator: About as bad as this infernal waiting...what on Earth are they doing in there?...

Eviscerator and Nova continue their ongoing guesswork, surprisingly refraining from breaking their promise of remaining seated on the office sofa, all the while Cherry and Viola stand in the messiahs kitchen as Viola is brought up to speed with the supposed emergency situation by Cherry who stands by an oven tray of black rocks on the kitchen counter that were most likely meant to be cookies.

Despite her natural instincts telling her facial muscles to cringe at the very sight of this, Viola fights the urge, and she tries her best to reassure Cherry.

Viola: Come on...they're not that bad...

Cherry: I’m not so sure...making cookies seemed so much easier on TV...I don't know what I did wrong?...

Viola: Eh....they do say the secret ingredient in cookies is kindness...maybe you just plum ran out of it, huh?

Cherry: Oh my God! No kindness is the problem? Where do you buy that!?!

Viola: Cherry, sweetie?... I love your innocence just as much as the next person, but I think if I let you continue you like this, you'll probably be in here sending flour to hell all day...and Eviscerator might get bored and finally come in here...

Cherry: He can't! He promised me he wouldn't...

Viola: A promise he'll soon break if Jesus comes back and has another job for you two...

Cherry: I didn't honestly think of that...

Viola: Well you probably should factor it in if you ever want to get this done...(sighs)...Remind me again why you want to bake cookies for Eviscerator?

Cherry: Well...the waitress who works at Santa Claude’s always bakes him cookies...

Viola: Really, is that it?

Cherry: No...she's kind of done it every now and again...but after Eviscerator bought me this custom-made ring, she started doing it more and more...

Viola: Back up a moment, Eviscerator proposed to you?

Cherry: Eh...It was more of a sort of...non-conformist thing....that he said was...unique to us..and, eh?.... I forget exactly the rest of what he said, but he was super nice about it, and he told me to stay with him forever...

Viola: Cherry....has the words "commitment issues" ever came to mind when you've been talking with Eviscerator?

Cherry: Nope...Why, are they hard to spell? Does he want me to memorise them for him in case it's on a test?....

Viola: OK...stop right there before I have a meltdown and need to send an enraged text to whichever university thought that YOU were OK to let loose on society...Taking us back to the problem at hand...you say this girl kept baking him cookies after this?

Cherry: Yeah, she always did it before, and I never thought anything of it, but then she asked about the ring, and when she asked if it was just a gift, or if I was actually getting married to Eviscerator, I had no idea how to respond...because just like when you asked the question there...I couldn't give a straight answer...because I kinda forgot how exactly he worded it...and she then thought I was wearing the ring to pretend I had the complicated union thingy with Eviscerator, telling me that I made the whole thing up...

Viola: That bitch!

Cherry: No, no, Viola, she's not the..."b-word"...she just didn't understand the situation...that's all.

Viola: Yeah, just like I pretend to not understand the "please don't take our towels" rule at hotels...News flash! If those idiots didn't want me taking them, they should security tag those things!... Same with their hair dryers and TV's...

Cherry: You stole a TV from a hotel room?

Viola: Only three times, my best theft was a whole bed, I called a friend to wait out back with her trailer and we dropped the sucker out of the hotel's third-floor window...The thing was actually pretty durable, and still useable after the drop...What can I say...the life of a touring pop star got pretty boring sometimes. The point is, that girl knows exactly what she's doing, in her eyes, Eviscerator is the hotel bed...

Cherry: Oh no! She wants to drop Eviscerator out of a hotel window like a sucker!?!

Viola: Cherry, focus...she thinks by being all homely and the textbook example of a vintage 1950's housewife, that she'll win over Eviscerator's heart, what the poor dimwit doesn't realise, is that Eviscerator has a type...now this girl may be close, but she hasn't got what Eviscerator sees in you.

Cherry: Really, what do you suppose that is?....

Viola: Honestly?... I do not know..But personally speaking, looks wise? I think you could do way better than Eviscerator...

Cherry: What do you mean?... Eviscerator is perfect...

Viola: Oh dear, you actually think so?... Jeez, you two really are made for each other...Look regardless Cherry, Eviscerator is fine with the weird thing you two have got going on, I'm almost certain of it. Trust me when I say this, both he and Nova are like best friends these days, if there was an issue, I'm sure Nova would've said something. You don't need to go baking cookies to impress him.

Cherry: But...I want to...

Viola: I may regret asking this...but why exactly do you want to?

Cherry: Because...I want to give him something to say thank you, you know for always protecting me, and giving me this ring, and just being so gosh darn amazing...

Viola: He'd probably prefer it if you found him something hostile to brutally murder...that seems to be more his thing...but if cookies is what you want...I guess I could try to help you...though I've only ever baked them once...and that was with the maids help...I guess I could try...

Cherry: You're the only person I could ask for help with this, all my other friends are guns for hire who have never baked anything, and my parents are pretty wealthy, so they have their own kitchen staff, they haven't cooked a meal for themselves in their lives...

Viola: Question! If your parents are rich, why do you work here?...

Cherry: It's fun?...

Viola: OK...I don't know if I get that reasoning entirely, but whatever. Let's see what we can do about this mess...since we're starting with miniature black rocks...the only way we can go from here is up...

Viola says this with an eager mindset going into this rather odd task she has been roped into by Cherry, while preheating the oven to 180ºC.

Nonchalantly adding the mess of ingredients Cherry has set out in to a bowl, assuming that most of it was meant to go in regardless of what it is, including vanilla, sugar, brown sugar, eggs, butter, and a mysterious glowing purple bottle that one would assume was some sort of lavender-scented flavouring...but in that instance, one would be assuming wrong...

Ignoring the glowing purple bottle, for now, Viola and Cherry continue the process with Cherry following the Nephilim’s lead in making what they hope is a more presentable batch of cookies, following all the appropriate steps.

Adding the flour...

Mixing the other ingredients in until everything is fully blended...

Adding some form of milk to achieve a smoothly blended dough...

Adding the chocolate chips....and so on...

Everything runs rather smoothly until the cookies are moulded into the correct shape and sat in the oven, looking through the glass window on the door of the oven, Cherry stares on with an almost childlike excitement.

All the while, Viola stands leaning against one of the counters playing a simple game on her smartphone which involves forming complete lines using items of various shapes across a rectangle gaming board, while avoiding going over the top of the board.

Viola: You probably shouldn't keep your head pressed up so close to the door like that, it could damage your eyes...or something...I forget what it is exactly ovens can do to a human aside from burning them...probably worth looking up after I beat my high score on this thing...

Cherry: I can't stop looking at them though, they're so pretty....they look way better than mines did before...

Viola: Well I can't really lie and say it was experience...but next time you should probably refrain from cooking with the egg whites still in the dough mix...

Cherry: It's hard to resist the urge to eat one of them right now...

Viola: You're kidding right? They just went in there for crying out loud...

Cherry: I know, but they look so yummy.....

Viola: Just wait, it shouldn't take that long...I mean I survived doing it the first time, and I didn't even want to...the maid forced me to do it because I lost a freaking bet to her...

Cherry: The waiting is the hardest part....how do you know when it's done?

Viola: I dunno...it just looks done when it's done, I guess...I can't promise we'll make them perfect the first time...but at the very least we can refrain from burning them...

Cherry: Is it when they all merge together as one big cookie and the purple glowing stops?

Viola painfully unable to make sense out of the weird assumption Cherry is making when considering what the “perfect batch of cookies” looks like, decides to pause her game briefly to inspect the batch of cookies, knowing fine well the messiahs assistant wouldn't simply pull these words out of thin air.

Viola: OK, what the hell are you talking about?

However Viola isn't afforded the chance to try to investigate what it is Cherry means by this, instead, the oven door explodes open launching Cherry across the kitchen whilst dragging Viola along with her as the two land at the opposite side of the room, shockingly without any injuries sustained to either one of them.

Viola carefully dusts herself off as she tries to make sense of what has just happened, and as she looks up to the oven she is treated to the alarming sight of a massive mound of dough expanding out of the oven with a demonic face shaping within the dough mound which is laughing maniacally at them as it screams out to the two young women.

"It's time for the sweets to eat you for a change!!! HA! HA! HA! HA! HA! HA!"

Suddenly a set of thirteen massive dough shaped tentacles spawn from the large mound and they stretch over to Cherry and Viola and wrap all around their bodies, restraining them and keeping them from fighting back against the dough based demonic beast as it draws closer and closer to them, leading Viola to scream at the messiahs assistant.

Viola: OK! Not that I'm super pissed or anything! But what the fuck is wrong with your oven!?!

Cherry: Sorry Viola..it's never done this before...I don't know why the cookies turned on us...you were probably right...I shouldn't have kept my eyes so close to the stove...

Viola: For God’s sake Cherry please don't make the last words I hear on this planet after getting choked to death by a massive dough monster be something so asinine!!!

Cherry: Sorry...I'll try to think of a super important saying from one of those famous old guys Eviscerator always quoting...

Viola: Cherry!!!

Cherry: Yeah?...

Viola: Just shut the hell up!!!

Cherry: Okie (coughs) dokie...You got it...

With Cherry remaining surprisingly optimistic despite getting strangled, the dough tentacles continue to get tighter and tighter while the beast expands over half of the kitchen, and just when all hope seems lost, Eviscerator starts banging his fist on the door as he angrily shouts from the opposite side.

Eviscerator: OK, I think I've been rather patient in regards to respecting your rules when it has come to this little experiment Cherry, I was even willing to let the arrival of the ninjas wife slide to a degree, at least until I could find an adequate way to verbally ridicule her later to get back at her, but between the loud, aggressive screaming, the demonic maniacal laughing, mixed with the smell of burning flour, I cannot allow this to continue any further until you assure me with a simple yes or no answer, when I ask you this simple question....Now... Are you two....alright in there?

Eviscerator waits for a short couple of seconds, Viola is unable to respond due to the fact that she is being suffocated, and she instructed Cherry to remain silent, so the messiah’s assistant is following orders and simply looking at the door with a blank expression whilst Viola envisions her fist colliding with






























































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
A

;.I \\ \\" \






d2d_images/image001.jpg
I‘-IV/” | \r/\ |_M






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.jpg





d2d_images/image000.jpg
MEDIA





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





