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A Brief Description of Frame 27.
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From the Perspective of Eviscerator Himself.
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Earth is a planet filled with beings who create problems for themselves, solely because the ones they have aren’t dramatic enough to get them by. The result of this? In this world we live in today, you have a surface world where only 40% of the land is habitable, which is where a good majority of humans live these days. Of course, if your one of lucky/wealthy types, you can also find residence on Frame 27.

Frame 27 is the world’s largest and most expensive mound of floating extravagance that exists in this world. It’s a flying city, run by really uptight religious types that prefer faithful followers to take residence against any other kind of candidate. Naturally you get people here for the sole reason that they’ve thrown their money around to buy themselves a spot on this rock, and you get the sneaky slimy types that board the thing undercover and stir up all kinds of trouble in the vein of gang violence, and drug dealing, and if you keep your eyes peeled, you’ll even see demons meandering around trying their best to blend in as part of a bigger evil scheme....and out of all those types I mentioned you often get a mix of all three.

Once you look beyond the thick Mortal Frame church presence, and all of the French-influenced Gothic architecture, you realise this city is nothing more than a pretty shell, covering all of the same problems present in every other city on this planet...Things just get a little wilder here from time to time because the city has the strongest magical and scientific communities in the world, and they aren’t shy of generating problems for all of the guns for hire companies that end up cleaning their mess because the church appointed guard is too lazy to get off their asses and do their jobs...Something I never used to bother with until I found myself in the difficult position of working for a hired guns agency myself, it’s a real eye-opener to how dependent this city is on its industry...

From what I understand, there’s also shops and clubs in the city, and some other recreational stuff people enjoy...I’ve not got much to say on all of that, however...Polite and civilised human contact is not one of my hobbies.

If this brief, indirect, and deeply cynical description of Frame 27 isn’t enough to scare you away from the city (most likely causing you to move to a safe zone in Norway) then, by all means, continue reading. I’m sure you’ll find some substance from reading the documentation of my time living with Jesus himself, and his clumsy and childish assistant Cherry. I wish you good luck with this endeavour...You’re going to need it...
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Cherry's Notes on All Workers

and Other Directly Crucial Data.
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Hey there, new recruit. Cherry here following an important task that she read off of today’s notices. Jesus asked me to compile a list of several relevant documents to help familiarise yourself with the new office. I never got his approval to show you these documents, but if he finds out and gets angry...Don’t tell on me please, I don’t like being in trouble. Anyway, it took me half the day, but in between staring at the radical seagull that flew by the window by my desk, and stopping for ice cream, I finally put together these documents for you. All of them are computer recorded documents on key individuals, and I hope you find them useful.

- Yours Radically – Cherry Lollipop.
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Eviscerator.
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A sadistic young man who was once the surface worlds highest rated pro-gaming champion, this spiralled into a series of dark events however, which led to him becoming almost completely cyberized, to the point that he only has 2% of his organic cells left within him. The only reason he maintains such a normal human-like appearance, almost as though he has no argumentations at all, is because he is composed of over 2 billion smaller high tech cybernetic enhancements that are not of the conventional market standard, and Eviscerator himself is powered by 100% magical energy. The assistance of this magical power source leaves him immune to digital viruses and also allows him to summon a divine weapon in the shape of a chainsaw from an alternate reality, meaning he doesn’t need to carry it around with him, but he can summon it whenever he needs it.

Eviscerator has possessed these substantially strong powers for a long while now, it was only recently when a contract completed by Crow Steiner’s guns for hire agency shed light on a cybernetics company’s dark past, that Eviscerator was discovered, upon the resolution of this contract, Jesus himself saw fit to offer Eviscerator a job, along with a place to stay. The cyborg agreed, on the grounds that the messiah purchase him the parts to construct a new gaming computer to resume his casual online gaming friendship with one Poppy Honeycomb (another member of Crow Steiner agency involved with the incident).

The computer was built, it worked well, and other than the fact that Eviscerator has to share a room with Jesus’ bothersome assistant Cherry, he is satisfied with the arrangement.
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Jesus Cross.
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Jesus Cross is our agency's boss. Many claim that he is an unsatisfactory embodiment of the Messiah, it's a constantly debated fact however, with most people settling on word’s like messiah and Jesus to describe him whether they believe or not, solely because of his strong magical powers, and how one cannot question his skills in using them. Jesus himself is often praised for his generosity when helping others and despite his relaxed attitude towards many of the problems he encounters, he is always thinking and planning, this is because he himself claims that information is his strongest weapon. He once ran the biggest agency in all of Frame 27, but recently an incident involving another one of Crow Steiner's contracts had his office attacked, and his staff reduced from 132 capable agents....to simply, himself...Eviscerator...and his assistant Cherry.
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Cherry Lollipop.
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Cherry Lollipop is something of an enigma around the office, a young woman who is blissfully ignorant and excitable as a puppy on a sugar rush one minute, but totally afraid of her own shadow the next. You'd think a woman like this would not only make a terrible assistant, and even worse gun for hire, but shockingly she has the highest success rate in completed contracts outside of Eviscerator and Jesus within the company (this was still the case even before the recent staff massacre). This isn't because she is good with a gun, sword, or any weapon for that matter. Usually, she just happens to accidentally get results through a series of chaotic and unlikely events surrounding her, something Jesus described as being a source of infinite good luck. As a result of this odd blessing she possesses, she is a painstakingly regular partner to Eviscerator in various jobs, and has recently been made to share a room with the cyborg to improve their team chemistry....something that Cherry loves as it helps her in dealing with her night terrors, however, Eviscerator is never short of negative verbal put-downs for her flamboyant acts of affection.

Her supernaturally good luck, her adequate bookkeeping skills, and her various university degrees in several fields of computing and medicine are invaluable tools for Jesus and his operations as he tries to maintain a steady business with only three permanent members of staff around the office.
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Overseer Nash Mordecai.
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Frame 27’s lead political representative, a man who is also head of The Mortal Frame church. Overseer Nash Mordecai requests that all personal computers and social media sites with documented photos and footage of him that is readily stored be destroyed within 24 hours if it is saved, hence why we do not have a saved picture on file, know that this is a sign of how serious we are about following his rules, as bringing down the angry fist of the church, especially in times where the agency is this understaffed, is the last thing we want to do. So in regards to Overseer Nash Mordecai, play by his rules, and don’t get involved with his business unless he is paying you to. If you need to find visual confirmation on what he looks like? Be sure to catch daily news broadcasts relating to church activities and instructions on how you, as a supposedly well-behaved believer in the Mortal Frame faith, is supposed to be living your life in real time....

They say viewers who watch regularly could win Mortal Frame prizes....but...don’t believe everything you hear on TV....
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End of Notices.
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If you have finished reading all of the notes, be sure to close the document and responsibly turn your computer off...Jesus kinda gets mad when I fall asleep at mines and I accidentally leave it on...also we don't want other non-company personnel reading this stuff...it's super top secret. You have a good day now....xxx... :D ;)

- Yours Radically - Cherry Lollipop...
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Chapter 1




So This is a Cyborg's Life.
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It had been a short but turbulent couple of weeks since the ultimate weapon made from both science and magic had agreed to work with Jesus. At first, Eviscerator thought it would be a good pass time between levelling up his character in his game. To him, he had it all mapped out. It was just going to be like joining a mercenary group. You do jobs for cash in hand, and in between jobs you hang around the base doing as you please.

There are quite a few key differences between working at a mercenary base, and Jesus’ guns for hire agency, however. One being personnel numbers, he’s one of only three active persons working for this agency, something that would be considered dirt poor for a military outfit.

Secondly, instead of a base with preassigned military gender dictated rules, this cyborg finds himself bunking in the same room as the messiahs assistant, a liveable space in size, with two single beds, two desks with their respective computers placed on each one, and two wardrobes one each for their separate clothes.

Eviscerator would be fine with the arrangement and its allotted space limitations if it weren’t for the fact that his room-mate wasn’t, in his words, a ditzy fool who can’t respect the concept of personal space...

What does he mean by this, you ask? Well, “exhibit A” has Eviscerator currently laying in bed, it is 2:36 AM, and the cyborg stares at the ceiling wide awake, grinding his teeth in anger, as against his wishes, Cherry has climbed into his bed and has her arm wrapped around him as she looks up to him waiting for him to notice. Eviscerator has been sitting here for something close to 7 minutes now as he has been waiting on her simply leaving, and now he realises there is no option, he has to deal with this himself.

Eviscerator: (Sighs)...Alright, what is it this time?...

Cherry: I had a bad dream...

Eviscerator: That’s not grounds to climb into someone’s bed, you know. What kind of backwater hick town did you come from on the surface world to make sharing beds with strangers acceptable for you?

Cherry: I didn’t come from a hick town, I was born in Chicago and moved to this city when I was three years old. I’ve actually lived here longer than you.

Eviscerator: Wow, really? I’ll need to add that story to my box of irrelevant loose words I’ve collected from the stupendously large amount of pointless conversations we’ve had since we’ve met.

Cherry: Aww, that’s so sweet. You’ve been keeping notes on what we talk about at night too? We’re like so similar?

Eviscerator: Yes, similar in the way that I’m likely to die soon from sleep deprivation, and you’re about to die by my hand if you don’t get back into your own God damn bed!

Cherry: Shhh...Don’t forget....”Thou shalt not take the name of the Lord thy God in vain"... Jesus is asleep in the next room, and if he hears you....he might wake up.

Eviscerator: Heaven forbid another soul suffer the pain I have to endure from your constant undesirable pillow talk...

Cherry: You don’t need to worry about it, just look at me. We spend all night talking sometimes, and it hasn’t impacted my work performance in any way.

Eviscerator: That’s because unless you’re asked to do something, you spend all day sleeping at your desk. And since you can’t lift a weapon to save yourself, you don’t get asked to do much.

Cherry: That’s not fair, weapons are heavy...

Eviscerator: So is the burden of sharing a room with you. Life is full of disappointments.

Cherry: I’m not the silly one who blew up his last apartment just to save a bunch of innocent lives.

Eviscerator: No, such style and grace is something only I am capable of, but don’t think you can keep me awake with flattery like you did last Friday, I don’t fall for the same trick twice! Get back into your own bed now!

Cherry: I can’t...

Eviscerator: Why not?

Cherry: Bad dreams?....

Eviscerator: We’ve been over this...that excuse, much like an ostrich, doesn’t fly.

Cherry: Eh...My bed is haunted?...

Eviscerator: Keep swinging...

Cherry: Monsters are under it?

Eviscerator: Like I said, you’re a grown woman, those are a child’s problems.

Cherry: Oh right, what I meant to say was my bed wanted to place me in jail for tax evasion, so I had to flee across the border to this side of the room, or my bed was gonna throw me in the closet jail...one of my “real” grown-up problems...

Eviscerator: That’s an inventive one. Where did you read that, online? Something along the lines of the top ten list on how to get a stranger to allow you into his bed?

Cherry: No fair! Have you been reading my browser history again?

Eviscerator: No, I was honestly joking. Is this seriously the main thing you do in a day, practising bed infiltration methods like some sort of useless intelligence agent, without the intelligence?

Before Cherry can fumble for more excuses to stay in Eviscerators bed, the loud sound of a vase breaking downs stairs can be heard echoing throughout the hall and all the way into their shared bedroom. This leads Cherry to latch on to Eviscerator even tighter than before as she nervously asks.

Cherry: Oh my God! Did you hear that?

Eviscerator: Yeah, I did...

Cherry: Do you think it was ghosts?... Or Mutant Starfish?......Or even worse...Mutant Starfish Ghosts?

Eviscerator: I won’t be able to find out until you let go of me and let me check.

Cherry: Oh right, sorry...

Eviscerator and Cherry leave the cyborgs bed, and head downstairs to Jesus’ office to investigate the strange breaking sound that they heard. As they arrive, they are treated to the sight of a lowly demon fishing through a filing cabinet in search of something valuable. Seeing demons doing this is a first for Cherry, but as for Eviscerator, this is the third time this week alone this has happened, and the sight of it alone causes him to let out a pained sigh as he summons his divine chainsaw and calls out to alert the demon of his presence.

Eviscerator: So, doing a little shopping, are we!? Taking anything of value, or are you just as clueless as the last ten or more that have blindly waltzed in here over the past few weeks?

The demon turns and draws a green glowing axe and holds it ready to attack as he snarls at Eviscerator, assuming from his slim build and his white hair, that he is a simple pushover.

“Back off, human! If you’re one of the messiah’s new staff, then I should warn you now, we demons are not to be taken lightly. With one swing from this axe, I could easily cut you down where you stand. How about you just take your clueless girlfriend there and go back to bed, pretend this whole thing never happened.”

Eviscerator: Wait....are you trying to show me mercy!?! Me!?! I am the one who should be making such pointless offers for you to flee for the mountains, you revolting, pig scented, abomination! Learn your place and realise that the end is near, for you have come face to face with the divine chainsaw, the one and only Eviscerator!

Cherry: Yeah, you tell’em Eviscerator!

An uncomfortable silence fills the air as both Eviscerator and the demon turn to face Cherry as she shouts these loud words over Eviscerator’s monologue, realising she has overstepped her bounds here, she nervously moves back to stand behind Eviscerator, as he activates his chainsaw and charges for the beast.

The creature smirks and readies himself to attack, he swings his axe at Eviscerator just as the cyborg brings his chainsaw down towards the demon, the weapons clash and much to the demon’s surprise, and Eviscerators delight, the axe shatters in the beast’s hand and Eviscerator carves the beast in two, Eviscerator then catches the falling sections on the fly and dices them into pieces until the remnants of what was once the demons torso and limbs fall on the floor, exploding on impact and leaving no trace of the beast’s existence.

Once the beast has been dealt with, Eviscerator lifts some documents off of the floor, in the place where the beast’s hand once was, and he looks over them to investigate what it was the demon was after. Only to have Jesus walk past him as he snatches the documents from Eviscerators hands. Jesus then dumps the sheet of paper in the filing cabinet where it came from and he slams the drawer shut as he watches Eviscerator send his chainsaw back to the reality it came from.

Jesus: Doing some late night reading?

Eviscerator: It was another break-in, he was looking for those exact same papers, I thought it would do me good to know what’s written on them that makes them so important?

Jesus: You think I’m keeping something from you?

Eviscerator: Well answer me this first, what’s written on those papers?

Jesus: They’re documents on you, everything surrounding you that I could get from before and after you signed on with us. The only reason I keep them in the cabinet is that I don’t like having an untidy office.

Eviscerator: Why would a demon want to know about me?

Jesus: No clue, yet. I’m sure we’ll find out sooner or later. Right now, I think we should deal with the most important matters at hand.

Eviscerator: Which is?

Jesus: Getting a better lock on our front door, and letting me get back to sleep.

Cherry: My computer is still on upstairs! I can order you one.

Jesus tosses Cherry a bank guard as he passes her by and says to her.

Jesus: Knock yourself out, kid.

Eviscerator: Wait...she’ll be shopping all night...she’ll look through a million locks before deciding on one...what are you thinking, man?

Jesus: I don’t care..it’s not my problem...

Eviscerator: (Sighs) Thanks...That’s real helpful...

Jesus: I only help those who help themselves...

Eviscerator watches Jesus leave the room and once the messiah heads up the stairs, the cyborg rolls his eyes and says in response.

Eviscerator: Worst catchphrase ever...

But before the cyborg can complain any further, Cherry drags him back up to the bedroom to essentially keep him up all night picking out the right security lock for the front door. A long and arduous experience that serves to leave the cyborg with only a half hour’s sleep to his name.

The next day in the office Eviscerator sits playing an online game with his friend Poppy Honeycomb in his shared bedroom with the lights off, whilst downstairs the forever bright and cheerful Cherry cooks ramen in a wok. Eviscerator just finishes off with his quest in the game as he is ready to log off, when the sound of his superior’s call rings through the hall.

Jesus: Hey, Eviscerator! Turn that game off. It’s ready!

With a perpetually reluctant attitude, Eviscerator sighs and proceeds to shut down his computer. He makes his way to the door, saying to himself as he exits.

Eviscerator: There he goes again...as insufferable as ever.

Eviscerator finally arrives at the centre of the office where Cherry enthusiastically hands him the bowl of ramen. As he sits on the edge of one of the many empty desks, as Jesus has still yet to replace all the staff that perished during a large scale attack from Thousand Lives demon forces.

Jesus turns a computer monitor round to Cherry and Eviscerator of as he brings up some information on a contract they have just received. While the cyborg impatiently waits he very slowly eats the ramen, noticing Cherry eagerly watching him take each bite, until he finally has to ask.

Eviscerator: Is there something I can help you with?

Cherry: No...I was just wondering...do you like it?

Eviscerator: I’m no food critic, you best ask Jesus what he thought.

Cherry: I can’t, Jesus had cereal...

Eviscerator: What kind of messiah eats something as corporate and conformist as cereal?

Jesus: The kind of messiah that doesn’t like to eat anything warm before noon, all those spices, seaweed, green onions and the like... it’s all far too exotic for my tastes.

Eviscerator: That’s quite unadventurous for a guy who finds himself fighting demons on a regular basis...

Jesus: Coming from a guy that lives on a limited diet of microwave and ramen meals, I don’t think you have a place to challenge my diet, just tell the girl she did alright so we can continue with this meeting.

Eviscerator: I have consumed it. That is a good sign.

Cherry: Yeah, alright! That’s way better than last week when you said it wasn’t good enough to cough back up for fear of tasting it again...

Jesus: Tell me you didn’t actually say that?....

Eviscerator: Her word choice lacks the same grace as mines. But other than that, she got the just of it...In my defence, I was having a bad day.

Jesus: (Sighs) Look, let’s just stop talking about ramen and get to work.

Eviscerator: If you want, what glorious task do you have for us today?

Jesus pulls a picture up on the monitor he turned with the face of a rather vicious looking demon displayed along with a series of details demanding his capture or at the very least his murder.

Jesus: Jared Salvatore. He’s a standard dead or alive case.

Eviscerator: Bonuses for either one?...

Jesus: None, the contractor is the Mortal Frame church themselves and they just want him dealt with...one way or the other. He’s on the high-end of the underworld, a documented demon posing as a mortal, no one knows why he’s here, all we can do is guess...

Eviscerator: What does that mean?

Jesus: Well, that much is easy. He didn’t show up in this city until five days ago, before that he was working on the surface world. The sudden change in scenery was provoked when there was a fight among his ranks over a simple pay dispute, because he didn’t follow through with a human slave trade that he had planned on doing to pull in some big money. He killed his own men, and took off with the female slave. They say he’s trying to sell some other kind of product around the city.

Eviscerator: Slavery isn’t big business here, he’d be better off dealing drugs.

Jesus: You can tell him that yourself, once you decide to kill or capture him.

Eviscerator: Fine, where do we start looking?

Jesus: Shopping district and warehouse districts. If he’s looking for a buyer, he’ll be wandering around one of those two places.

Eviscerator: I’ll take the warehouse district...

Jesus: Yeah, right. Then I’ll hit the land of cake and honey. You and Cherry will check the shopping area, I’ll be looking into the warehouses. We’ll split up at first, then I’ll meet up with you when I’m done.

Eviscerator: It’s times like this that I seriously consider going freelance.

Jesus: Yeah, then who’d cover your tail when you trash the city the way you do? That stuff would cost a lot of money if you didn’t file it as collateral damage.

Cherry: Plus we wouldn’t get to hang out at night?

Eviscerator: You do realise between the two arguments that were just brought before me, I’ve just been told that I am forever screwed either way?

Jesus: Yep, and that’s your cue to grab your coat.

The three of them grab their equipment and head out the door. Walking down the steps of the hallways, they continue their discussion before separating entirely.

Eviscerator: So, why am I stuck with the brat, anyway?

Cherry: Don’t be silly, Eviscerator, I’m not a brat?

Eviscerator: Let’s break this down carefully, if you look it up in the dictionary, it’ll clearly state that the word “brat” officially means “a child, or adult of equal intelligence that is typically badly behaved”...and right next to that description they have a picture of your face plastered all over the damn thing.

Cherry: Do they?... Wow, you must have the whole dictionary memorized to be able to quote things like that straight off the bat, huh?

Eviscerator: Yes, indeed I do. You should know that they also took the word gullible out of it quite recently.

Cherry: Really? That’s strange, you’d think they’d want to keep such a commonly used word in case somebody has to say it in an emergency.

Eviscerator: I’m having to use it more and more frequently with each arduously long passing day I spend sharing a room with you.

Cherry: Why’s that?

Jesus: Enough messing with her head Eviscerator, you keep this up and I’ll order her to not to talk to you anymore.

Eviscerator: If that’s all it took, I’d have went overkill on the lies months ago.

Jesus: Just...don’t screw with me today... you need to get along for this job, we’re in this for the money, remember?

Eviscerator: All too well, tournaments in this city don’t pay half as well as they did on the surface.

Jesus
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