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As Poppy assumes you already know, this book you are reading titled “Eviscerator X Regicide: Hail to the Chainsaw.”....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.
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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.
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Eviscerator X Perception: Milepost Notturno.
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The Guns of Crow Steiner: Act 7.
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Eviscerator X Saturn: Caste of Dreams.
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The Guns of Crow Steiner Act 8: Autumn Chamber Elegy.
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Eviscerator X Molecule: Dragon Module.
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The Guns of Crow Steiner Act 9: Heads or Tails.
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Eviscerator X Glacier: Lancaster's Tower.
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The Guns of Crow Steiner Act 10: Tears of the Junklands.
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Eviscerator X Regicide: Hail to the Chainsaw.
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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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Chapter 1




The Band of Loss.
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With the snow falling past the glowing sign above the entrance to Santa Claude's cafe, one may be fooled in to bowing to the warm comforting allure of the establishment's warmth when it is indeed so cold out.

Of course, said allure would be tested immediately if you were standing out there now and were also present to witness the cafe's owner, Santa Claude himself bodily tossing a disruptive customer out by the collar of his shirt as he shouts.

Santa: If you aren't a fan of the cake on display in my fucking cafe, then the solution is simple! Don't reach over to snatch them and then try to bitch about them! Greedy shits don't take and offer constructive criticism, and people who steal in general don't stay in my God damn cafe!

As he shouts these words at the poor sticky-fingered fellow who is only just starting to collect his thoughts after the stiff beating Santa Claude has given him, Jenny shouts out from behind the counter within the cafe.

Jenny: Daddy, please calm down, it's only one cake he stole, and the last time you got this physical with a customer we had tourists calling the Church Guard in response to the whole mess.

Santa: Jenny, sweety, I appreciate the advice, since you have the common sense not to steal anything you're not supposed to. But this little worm doesn't, and therefore I NEED to take a firm hand with him. And the value of one cake is not the issue, it's the precedent it sets. First it's just one cake, then it's two cakes, after that it becomes a couple of coffees, a stool, 4 booths, my car! And before you know what hit you!? You've got some fucking lowlife ripping up your floorboards, and tearing out all of your cafe's copper wire whilst telling you that he'll "Just be borrowing it!" and he'll "give it back later!" ...That shit might fly with the bakery down the street! But not with Santa Claude!!!

Santa Claude stops at this moment to kick the cake-pilfering customer in the head with a shot that crashes the poor man's skull into the hub-cap of a parked car on the roadside, before the cafe owner dusts his hands off, spits on the man and says to him in a venomous tone.

Santa: Stay the fuck away from my property, asshole.

Santa then breathes a sigh of relief and strolls back into his establishment to resume his work. A sight which is witnessed by Nova as the ninja looks over her shoulder briefly, as she feared the worst for the moment when fists started flying.

But now that things have calmed down, she turns back to face Eviscerator and Cherry who are sitting at the opposite side of the booth where she is sitting right now to comment in passing.

Nova: Indeed a brave move, stealing anything that was stored behind a clear display case. The visibility in such an effort is too grand, he was doomed to fail from the very offset.

Eviscerator: I'm more shocked that Santa didn't burn the guy's palms on the stove rings like he did the last moron who stole something from here.

Cherry: I think he only did that because that time someone was stealing directly from his kitchen, and the stove was just there, and on, and....ready to be used.

Nova: Why do so many people try to steal things from here specifically? It's like somehow, the memo about the aggressive, hands-on owner isn't reaching everyone within a 12 block radius.

Eviscerator: I think people are aware of the legends surrounding Santa Claude and his strict zero tolerance for bullshit policy, but most people either take it as a challenge, or they simply don't care.

Nova: For the sake of the subsequent medical bills, they'd perhaps be better off considering it.

Eviscerator: Foreplanning is seldom the choice of the fickle-minded, dough brain in many ways, so the idea that they'd think more than 2 steps ahead of any impulsive snatch and run effort they partake in is slightly laughable. Especially when you consider how the crime rate's been in this city as of late. It's trendy to steal things.

Nova: And of all the criminals that are at large, we're stuck here doing nothing but wasting time and counting hours as they pass by.

Eviscerator: If I weren't here now I'd probably be up in my bedroom, playing out similar acts of ruthless murder in a virtual world on my computer. It's still wasting time, arguably, but it'd be doing so in a recreational manner. But someone had to drag me outside in this unfortunate drought of contract work.

Nova: ...Sorry about that, I just assumed that if I wasn't busy, you'd have something better to do.

Eviscerator: I wasn't talking about you, ninja. I was talking about this one here, who wouldn't stop getting in my ear about seizing the day, getting some fresh air, and spouting a whole manner of additional nonsensical gibberish in a lacklustre attempt to lure me down here so she could grab a seasonal ice cream dish that they only serve this week, and this week alone..therefore making it supposedly imperative.

Cherry: It is imperative, though. The ice cream is strawberry, but it has a picture of a chick on it that tastes of lemon...it's practically magic.

Eviscerator: Or brain satiating chemicals that are branded as food colourings.

Nova: I know that this may be none of my business, but what did Cherry actually say that convinced you to come down here prior to my arrival?

Eviscerator: She didn't say anything too ground breaking, she simply asked and pitched a number of different futile requests for company before I finally just caved, knowing that there was ruffians like the one Santa Claude just ejected on the prowl at this hour. I'm not some addict who is glued to his preferred gaming machine, as it stands I'd normally be working at this time anyway, so stretching my legs wasn't a alien concept.

Nova: Why don't you have any work today?

Eviscerator: You'd have to ask the old man that. I was ready and willing at the usual hour early this morning, only to be told that my assistance was not needed and that he'd be doing something of "no real importance", meaning I could take the day off and do as I please....apparently.

Nova: Whenever Jesus has traditionally been doing something that he referred to as routine or of very little interest, particularly when he refuses to give details, it usually turns out to be a big deal.

Eviscerator: That much I could tell myself. I knew he was going to go do something that would no doubt range from dangerous to landscape-changing for this city, but he timed it well so as I couldn't go prying into his business to figure out what it was.

Nova: Knowing your track record, I'm surprised you didn't just follow him to see what he was up to first-hand.

Eviscerator: Something I'm sure he'd have accounted for, meaning he'd have left in a reasonable amount of time to take a complex route that allows him to attend to some false errands, that he'd hope would leave me too bored to persist in following him.

Nova: Would that work?

Eviscerator: Not if I'd committed to following him, but I have run such a gauntlet before only to find out he was having some secret meeting with the Overseer and nothing more. Which astounds me that he wouldn't be open about such a thing with me, as it isn't exactly the kind of thing I'd want to dip my toes into.

Nova: And you think today might be one of those days where he's simply having a meeting?

Eviscerator: It could be, then again it could be something interesting that we're missing out on. Like I said, he hit me with it all when he was leaving the door and he played his cards right to make sure I didn't have time to gauge if he was bullshitting me or not on his way out. If he were one of the everyday sacks of meat we're sent after to apprehend or kill? I probably could've isolated what he was up to just from what little he said, but...he is the son of God, sometimes he knows how to put up a good front.

Nova: Huh, I see?...I was kind of hoping you had some theories.

Eviscerator: Why, are you out here because of the same reason?

Nova: Uncle Steiner left the office today in more or less the same way, but...he didn't really feel the need to elaborate on what we should do with our time, so long as we didn't check the documents in his desk or Poppy's computer.

Eviscerator: He took Poppy with him?

Nova: Yes.

Eviscerator: So did you go looking through said documents?

Nova: I'd have been a fool to betray his trust in such a way, as he locked the drawers in plain sight of me before he said anything about what he was doing, meaning I'd have to break his desk to get inside.

Cherry: Did you check Poppy's computer?

Eviscerator: Remembering it's rude check inside a person's computer without asking?

Cherry: You never seem to have a problem with it?

Eviscerator: I complain every time you do it, not because there's anything to hide, per se, but rather the settings on such a custom build need not be tampered with by anyone just because they don't think my desktop wallpaper is "cute" enough.

Cherry: But bunny rabbits are so much cuter than what you had, it was just some floating sword thingy...

Eviscerator: It was an exceedingly rare item in my game, one that very few other players can attain, and if you knew the lengths I went to in order to obtain it, before and after I met you? Then you'd probably realise why a picture of that means more to me than what most normal residents of this city consider important about pictures of their petulant children.

Cherry: Oh, well if you said you liked the sword that much I wouldn't have changed it all.

Eviscerator: See that's the-...Wait, really?

Cherry: Yeah, I'd be a pretty mean person if I were to say your game's sword was dumb if it means more to you than a parent's child.

Eviscerator: That was a rather sharply offensive comparison on my part, I will admit, but it's remarkable to me that you wouldn't at least first ask before making such adjustments to settings on a machine with hardware that, if calibrated wrong, could potentially be a fire hazard and-...

Nova: Eh...I hate to be rude, but...if I may?

Eviscerator: What is it?

Nova: To answer the question at the root of this debate of swords versus bunny rabbits, I didn't check Poppy's computer.

Eviscerator: Was the reason at all out of respect?

Nova: In part, yes. But I also don't know much about using computers, and I have a fear of what they're capable of if used improperly, especially Poppy's machine...it's made with components I didn't even think were legal to own in this city.

Eviscerator: She is a sucker for optimal performance, I'll give her that. But it surprises me that your wife didn't step up to the plate, she's usually the first candidate for meddling in other people's business for better or worse, or is that just a specific type of behaviour she reserves for me and my private life?

Nova: Viola helped me make use of Poppy's computer for work related-matters some time last year when we were in the middle of working a contract that both had her absent, and ironically involved you. It was the incident that led to you working with Jesus in the end, actually.

Eviscerator: And Viola didn't want to recapture that magical moment in all of its glory when Poppy and Crow strolled out the door today?

Nova: No, not only is Poppy's security a million times more powerful than it once was on her computer, but...Viola also had something else she wanted to take care of.

Eviscerator: Let me guess, shopping?

Nova: Yes, well...no....it's shopping in a sense.

Cherry: Sounds like you made a very good guess, Eviscerator.

Eviscerator: I try.

Nova: She didn't go clothes shopping, if that's what you're thinking. She decided to escort Vesper on her shopping trip in order to keep an eye on her.

Eviscerator: Don't those two normally make a full day out of the occasion when you too are available? Dragging you out so they can fight needlessly over who'll get to penetrate a layer of clothing that will never be tested in this life time as it stands?

Nova: ...I wish I could say that isn't what it would boil down to at points, but there is often more to those days than innuendos and half-hearted attempts of the two boasting their superiority.

Eviscerator: Yet neither of them wanted you to join in said festivities today to serve as the living prop?

Nova: Vesper was more than eager, but Viola took the hard stance that they could handle the shopping alone, and that the assistance of a "shadow warrior" wasn't necessary.

Cherry: Sounds like Viola was feeling pretty brave today.

Eviscerator: Or condescendingly pissed off at something. I take it there's a part of this story that we're missing in between Crow and Poppy's departure, and your wife's assurance that you'd be better off waiting at home?

Nova: Vesper....was trying to make me wear a matador outfit that she hand-made herself.

Cherry: What is a mat-a-dor? Is it like, one of those air tight doors that stick shut and make a peeling sound when you open them?

Eviscerator: Here's thanking our employer's divine father that you never sought to make use of your medical degree in Mexico. I can't imagine how many bullfighters would get turned away from a medical practise on account of you not considering yourself to be a carpenter or a glazier.

Cherry: What does ice have to do with this?

Eviscerator: Cherry, take a couple of steps back and focus on what Nova was about to be dressed as.

Cherry: A sticky door?

Eviscerator: A bullfighter. A matador is a bullfighter who specialises in, more or less, teasing a bull until he has the chance to kill it.

Cherry: Oh....I think I have heard of that actually...it doesn't sound very pleasant.

Eviscerator: I don't think there's many who do, unless you like watching bull brains get scrambled, or have a desire to see less successful participants dressed in bells and satin get launched into a seating area like a sky-bound baseball.

Cherry: Is...Vesper a fan of those types of things, Nova?

Nova: I seriously doubt it, a lot of the media Vesper consumes is full of erotica and lewd context scenarios, so I doubt something like that would hold her interest for long.

Eviscerator: Well why the hell was she trying to dress you up like that then?

Nova: My best guess is so that she has an excuse to run at me head-first to pretend she was a bull  so that I would try to avoid her.

Eviscerator: ...

Cherry: ...

Nova: ..Uh...to explain, it's not that such a thing is normal, it's just Vesper is extremely adept at taking off a person's clothing with her teeth. It's a skill she's somehow refined in secret, and if I willingly agreed to partake in a game where she was playing the role of a bull that would charge me and attempt to rip my clothing off?...She wouldn't be violating Uncle Steiner's rules about seeing me naked against my will.

Eviscerator: How can she do that though if you don't willingly agree?

Nova: She's been really sneaky about such things in the past, I have to read the fine print of every contract she brings to me.

Eviscerator: Why is your maid bringing contracts to you!?

Nova: I...don't actually know. They're really professionally done, too. I'm beginning to think Poppy helps Vesper make them sometimes simply because she might find the tomfoolery funny.

Cherry: There's nothing funny about pretending to be a sticky door with a sword that's going to stab Vesper in the head, though. Someone should tell Poppy that entertaining that behaviour is dangerous.

Eviscerator: Are you even invested in this conversation, or are you just eyeballing the display case over there in anticipation of the limited offer ice cream getting served?

Cherry: ....Eh...

Eviscerator: Be honest...

Cherry: I'm, like, super serious when I say that I'm 40% listening to you, and every other percent thinking about ice cream.

Eviscerator: (Sighs) Well, it's a better ratio than usual, so I'll let it slide since we're not working right now.

Nova: The end point of no return in this whole mess was when Vesper demanded a no underwear policy be put in place for the dress fitting of the matador outfit...it led to some words being exchanged, I forget how many exactly on account of how long it went on for, but I did start paying attention again when Viola grabbed their jackets and made the announcement of their departure.

Eviscerator: Wow, I seriously thought it'd be a cold day in hell when you'd be the one who'd be left alone in that office. But I guess these things can't be helped once the stars align.

Nova: It's still suspicious.

Eviscerator: I'll say, not so much your love triangle finding a new dimension in how it operates, but more the behaviour of our respective superiors.

Nova: I doubt there's anyway we could locate them and find out what they're up to now, though. Even if it is forbidden.

Eviscerator: Part of me wonders if we should just make an attempt at searching anyway. Lord knows we don't have anything else to do today, and it's not like fate is going to drop something interesting on our laps to keep us busy.

Just as Eviscerator speaks these words, there is a sudden knock at the window next to the booth where they are seated. This has Eviscerator, Cherry, and Nova all turning to look out and see that it's a cat, of all things knocking to get their attention.

Instead of saying meow, nyan or making any kind of sounds one would expect a cat to make, it looks like it is literally trying to speak fluent English to them through the glass, though it cannot be heard due to how thick the windows are.

Eventually the message becomes clear when the cat breathes on the glass to generate some condensation before she then uses her paw to write the words.
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..."Eviscerator, please help, I'll pay you well"...

––––––––
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Which....isn't exactly a normal thing for a cat to do, and leads Eviscerator and Nova to look at their respective coffees as they wonder what the hell is inside today's brew that could induce such hallucinations.

They soon have to come to terms with the fact that this may be real however, and instead step out of the cafe to stand by the exterior window on the pavement outside where they do indeed engage the cat.

Not asking much of anything at first however, Eviscerator, Cherry and Nova approach the feline and it looks up to them from the window ledge and speaks before they have a chance to say anything, introducing herself in a rather formal manner.

Karabo: Hello, my name is Karabo Jawara of the esteemed Jawara family, you have perhaps heard of us, we're pretty famous in Frame 27.

Eviscerator: I've heard of the family in passing, yes, but as I understand things, they didn't own any pets.

Karabo: I am NOT a pet!

Cherry: Are you kinda like one of those stray cats I saw in a movie that loves to sing songs about acceptance, and in that way, kind of consider yourself to be part of their family.

Karabo: NO! I am not part of some delusional, fairy tale nonsense cooked up by some wistful, movie-making hack! I am the youngest and most beautiful daughter of the Jawara family...or...at least I was, until I was transformed into a cat, as part of some curse that I would really appreciate if the city's known champion could get to work on rectifying! Since I tried Crow Steiner's office, but no one was there.

Eviscerator: Do you know the fallen angel?

Karabo: No, I just happened to be aware of who he was, and the fact that he isn't as famous as you... which I assumed meant he'd be easier to negotiate a price with.

Eviscerator: Not exactly. In his office, you're paying for the wages of 4 trained killers at once. Meaning the price of the task has to be worth the divided reward.

Nova: Both you and Jesus are political favourites across the board, though. And there's more documentation of the tasks that the Messiah's office has completed, so realistically your boss could take people to the cleaners on the pricing if he wanted to, as there's no real reason to think you couldn't get a job done.

Eviscerator: It's all well and good when we're talking about humans, with bank cards, IDs, and potential cash in hand. Right now we're just looking at a penniless cat with nothing to adorn her other than a collar and a high and mighty attitude.

Karabo: I'm not naked by choice, I'll have you know...it's just all of my lovely human clothing was too big for me after they changed me.

Eviscerator: Who changed you?

Karabo: The ones who took my sister Lesedi dammit! She's the one who owns the family estate, and I promise you that she'll pay you good money if you just help me help her!

Cherry: She sounds like she's being serious, Eviscerator. I think we should help her.

Eviscerator: Are you sure you're not just saying that because you find the idea of a talking cat endearing after all of Tinseltown's efforts in brainwashing you into liking cute things?

Cherry: I'll admit, I kind of want to stick around and see if she really does know how to play a saxophone or not, but it's not completely selfish, I think she's being genuine in saying she needs help.

Nova: I'm not trying to be cruel here, but this cat in itself could just be a trap from a demon. It did seek us out directly, meaning it might want to hurt us, just as much as it wants to seek out our services. We've both made more than enough enemies for that to be plausible.

Eviscerator: Luckily for us, I know a way we can find out whether this little thing is dangerous or not.

Nova: How?

Eviscerator grabs the cat off of the window ledge against it's will and carries it with him as he starts to walk off down the street before saying.

Eviscerator: Follow me and we'll ask a professional for an estimate.

And said search for a professional opinion leads them to Dr Penny's CD store, for more reasons than one.

The most important of all being that she has the right equipment for scanning and evaluating such divine anomalies on a genetic level when it comes to beings within the mortal world and beyond.

So figuring out if a talking cat was once a human shouldn't be too hard in theory.

Upon drawing close to the store however, they see Ziva out front working on her motorcycle, minding her own business until Eviscerator holds Karabo up in plain sight of the demon and asks.

Eviscerator: Do we need any kind of special permissions to take a cat into your employer's CD store?

Ziva: Is it a service animal?

Nova: Can cats be service animals?

Cherry: What's a service animal?

Eviscerator: Service animals, my dear Cherry, are well-trained creatures assigned for the assistance of people in a practice that dates back to the 1920s, and has stayed prevalent in our society ever since. Can cats be service animals? Only in an emotional support capacity. But as for this cat in particular? Unless the service you want is for her to offer you conspicuously sourced financial reward in exchange for assistance, or to drop all jaws within a 5-metre radius through speaking in plain English? Then she can't quite pass the mark for being a service animal.

Ziva: Can that cat really talk?

Karabo: Yes! I can talk! And I shall use said talent to state how very much indeed I am displeased with both the pace, and attitude in which you are all taking in tackling my problem.

Eviscerator: Relax, I wasn't being serious when I asked the question, I would've walked in there with a cat, dog, or rhino if I wanted to, I merely used the service animal quip as an ice breaker so I could ask my real question.

Ziva: Ohhhh, I feel ya. You wanna know where I got my sweet new wrench from?

Eviscerator: Uh, no. Not unless it's the same place where Jesus and Crow are off to right now?

Ziva: Why are you looking for them, do they owe you money?

Eviscerator: If they did, it'd make the process of finding them easier, because I could excuse senseless acts of violence and reckless destruction to accelerate the progress of my search.

Nova: Since when have you ever needed an excuse for that?

Eviscerator: Touché, I could forget myself now and go on a rampage until things go my way, but more over, I just needed to know if this one here had any clue where they were, or if she was indeed under orders to tell me to leave if I decided to show my face.

Ziva: Why wouldn't you be allowed to show up here if Jesus and Crow wanted to hang out privately?

Eviscerator: In case Doc Penny was in on it. But it's a 50-50 thing that. Jesus could be just as hesitant to let her know, and has less of a reason to involve her in every little trivial thing he does as a gun-for-hire. So if she's free? She could help us probe a cat.

Karabo: Probe!?

Eviscerator: Purely used in the investigative context. Nothing will be going in or out of your body unless you agree to it, and no exploratory surgery should be necessary as far as I know, since she has plenty of top-of-the-line equipment in there from my personal experience.

Nova: I doubt any of it was made with a cat in mind, though.

Eviscerator: What we can take comfort in is that she experiments on so many things that aren't human, meaning she's got to have something that's roughly toaster sized and can have a cat crammed inside to be scanned.

Ziva: Eviscerator...have you ever had a pet before?

Eviscerator: No, my family spent more money on sex and drugs growing up, why'd you ask?

Ziva: It's just your terminology in how you claim Penny's instruments should be used...

Cherry: I knew the cat was gonna play a saxophone at some point.

Eviscerator: Medical instruments, Cherry. Not brass.

Cherry: I don't remember any mention of doctors using a different kind of saxophone when I was in university...Oh no, do you think I maybe missed some parts of the lessons!?

Eviscerator: ...I wouldn't worry about it too much...You got the qualification, so it's society's burden to deal with now.

Cherry: Right...gotcha.

Eviscerator: Now back to the point, is the Doc in? Is she busy? And most important of all, is she screening on behalf of the old man?

Ziva: She's said nothing about any special precautions today, and the only mention of Jesus she made was that he didn't take one of her phone calls. She's probably watching him right now through her surveillance network as a result...not because she doesn't trust him, she's just beyond help when it comes to her curiosity.

Nova: Does she know you see her this way?

Ziva: I only say it every time I walk past her when she is watching those monitors like a God damn TV show, but it's cool, because she's the type who is impervious to criticism.

Cherry: Because she's confident enough in herself to know she doesn't need to get mad?

Ziva: No. Penny doesn't get mad, she just gets biochemically homicidal, so you can only imagine how much teasing it would take to get a rise out of her.

Eviscerator: Well, I've heard all I need to hear, let's go crash her stalking party with a plea for assistance.

Karabo: Excuse me, but how does this help me, or my sister!?

Eviscerator: It'll help us understand your current predicament better, and whether we can trust you. It's a win-win for you, so long as you're on the level. And all you have to do is sit there and wait on things happening, so.....relax.

On this note, Karabo is silenced, leaving Eviscerator, Cherry and Nova to head into the store past a lethargic and unconscious Shane who is (barely) working the register to enter Dr Penny's hidden lab in the back.

Once they enter, they can see that the mad doctor is currently not stalking anyone in contrast with Ziva's predictions as she is instead performing mindless busy work with virus clusters she herself is manufacturing for personal use.

Upon seeing the trio enter with a cat, however, her focus soon shifts, as her previous task isn't at a stage where it is demanding too much of her attention.

Penny: Ah, Eviscerator, Cherry, I see you two have brought a ninja and a cat with you today, what is it you could be up to this time, I wonder?

Nova: You make it sound like we've never met.

Penny: Sorry, it's nothing personal, Nova. I was just trying to keep the cat from feeling left out in the introductions.

Karabo: I don't need to feel involved with the Frame 27 Champion's inner circle, I merely need assistance with my own problems!

Penny: Well I didn't expect it to talk. Is dissection why you brought this feline before me?

Karabo: Excuse me!?

Eviscerator: No, we brought her here to get scanned, x-rayed, and the whole shebang, really. But we also need her to stay alive, so gutting her a fish is not an option.

Karabo: I should hope it's not!

Penny: I think cutting in too deep wouldn't be worth it with the mouth on this one, she'd scream too much, and I think it would disrupt the peaceful ethos we have here.

Nova: You're literally getting faint spillover from the death metal your drugged-out store assistant is playing in the other room as you say that, though?

Penny: Yes, and well-articulated cat screeches are the last thing I need to tinker with that, so we'll scan her normally. But it might help if you told me what is it that's supposedly wrong with her to begin with?

Karabo: We really don't have time for this, the auction could be happening at any minute.

Nova: Auction?

Eviscerator: That's a new morsel of information to add to this complicated matter. But it does make sense if she is from the Jawara blood line like she claims.

Penny: OK, it's clear my assistance is necessary judging by her urgency, throw her into that device there and explain to me what you know about this affair so far and we'll see where it is we stand.

Following Penny's instructions, Eviscerator places the talking cat Karabo into the scanner where she can run some rudimentary tests, leaving the others short of options but to explain everything they know about the situation thus far.

With Karabo not being able to interrupt in any way, as she cannot hear what they are saying on account of her temporary state of isolation.

By the time the scanning process is complete, Karabo gets relocated to one of the room's medical beds as Dr Penny looks over the results.

Coupling everything Eviscerator has relayed to her together with her own findings, she is quick to bring some clarity to the cat's situation.

Somewhat eager to find out themselves, Eviscerator, Nova and Cherry all pay attention from their respective positions.

Penny: Well, the cat very well could've been a human. And as far as I can tell it's the only logical source of its current ability to speak in such a complex language.

Nova: Why is that a dead giveaway?

Penny: I perhaps doubt this merits much explaining in great detail, but cats? They have differing brain structures from humans, at least in the sense that ours is more diverse and allows for the ability to communicate complex thoughts and ideas through speech. As far as I can tell, Karabo here still has a human brain, and all of her traditionally human female components...under the illusionary shell of a cat.

Eviscerator: So...is she or she not a freaking cat?

Penny: In perception alone, she is a cat. That is to say, her human form is being persevered within her body via her soul, she's just being made to work with a magically constructed cat avatar on account of the collar she is wearing.

Nova: So...if we remove the collar, she'll turn back into a human?

Eviscerator: Seems simple enough, and it would be convenient.

Karabo: You can't take the collar off! You simply mustn't!

Eviscerator: That's a reaction I wasn't expecting.

Cherry: Maybe she enjoys being a cat?

Penny: Doubtful, for being trapped in an animal's body brings its own complications when trying to lead a normal life, for more than a handful of reasons that I'm sure your own imagination can fill with relative ease if you put yourself in her shoes...or lack of.

Nova: But taking the collar off would fix that?

Karabo: I already told you that you can't do that!

Eviscerator: But why? I'm not trying to be a pain, it's just it seems like the logical course of action.

Penny: The collar itself is giving off a divine energy signature that is relaying a signal to....somewhere. I can't tell where exactly, but the moment you take the collar off? The signal will stop transmitting.

Nova: What happens in that event?

Penny: Whoever is receiving the signal will become aware that outside interference has gotten involved with whatever they're planning, I imagine. And if it were me who was cursing someone into being a cat as part of an extortion plan? I'd be quick to enact consequences.

Karabo: I was told that if I took the collar off? My sister would die.

Eviscerator: As in she'd be killed, or she'd just stop living?

Karabo: I don't understand how it works, exactly. But they made her touch it first before forcing it on to my neck. That's what made me like this, and made it so as no one will help me. I hardly look like the esteemed member of high society that I was before. And even if people are willing to listen? They lose the will to stay focused, fearing that they have lost touch with their sanity.

Penny: Given that you're ripe for kidnapping and locking away as a prop for a circus act or a tool for scientific study? I'd say you have been lucky thus far that no one has truly believed what they were seeing when a cat spoke to them. I can guarantee with the marketable advertising power a talking cat could have, I doubt the last thing any sane resident of this city would want to do is get into a fight with whoever did this to you. They'd probably just rather exploit you for money.

Karabo: But...you promised you'd help, right? You're not going to go back on that are you?

Eviscerator: Remembering that you are asking freelance killers for help, I do hope that the Jawara family are still as rich as they were when I first heard of them.

Karabo: I promise you, you'll get your money if you help me. My sister never leaves debts unpaid, and she is still the owner of the Jawara Jade Plaza Auction House, in spite of what those crude beasts who kidnapped her and did this to me might try to say about the matter.

Penny: So you really are a member of that Jawara family?

Cherry: I hope this doesn't sound mean to say, but...I don't think I've ever heard of them.

Karabo: You've never heard of my-...!? Gah! What the devil kind of woman are you, seriously!? Have you been living under a rock your entire life!?

Eviscerator: Not under a rock, but she's had plenty of distractions to keep her busy. Trust me, Cherry. You might not know them, since they don't really come up that often in everyday conversation, but you will have walked past their building once or twice.

Karabo: (Sighs)...I guess it's all in my hands to explain the importance of the Jawara Jade Plaza Auction House. My impressive bloodline, The Jawara family, run the third-largest art auction house in Frame 27, and the seventh in the world. We're not just locally famous, we're globally famous too. Something you wouldn't be able to understand.

Cherry: No, it's OK, I get it, my mother is famous too.

Karabo: N-n-not as famous as my family, surely.

Cherry: I dunno, my mother was an internationally famous model herself, and then she got into various business ventures that has her travelling all of the time to meet investors all around the world. She's pretty high in demand, actually, and I still see her face everywhere-...

Karabo: People who deal in rare antiques are WAY more important than some stuffy old model, these are facts, and you should know this!

Cherry: Really? I never knew there was rules about that kind of thing.

Eviscerator: There's not, you just caught this cat-girl off guard because she thought she was still standing in the heavens looking down on mere insects by her lofty position in life, only for you to tell her that you're mother actually holds a higher standing in the world, in spite of her questionable parenting skills.

Karabo: Lies, and heresy from a pale-skinned throat-slicer with no taste or class to speak of.

Nova: Cherry's mother is a pretty big name, what makes this girl believe that the Jawara family hold more significance?

Eviscerator: To put it in perspective. Of the company's headquarters at the Jawara Jade Plaza Auction House? Many surface world publications in their own reports noted the most unusual contrast of being able to buy antique furniture and paintings on the first through to the ninth floor, with supposedly supernatural artefacts that we know as divine weaponry and missile systems classed as Weapons of Mass Destruction appearing on various floors following. Today, they have declared assets of a $630 billion. Meaning they're making bank off of dealing in questionable products.

Karabo: Which also means my family are the best.

Eviscerator: Not exactly. Miss L has assets that exceed the $900 billion mark, that only accounts for what she earns in public knowledge. Couple that together with the fact that she doesn't sell weapons or other illegal products, and has impressively managed to avoid getting mixed up with slave labour controversies that are frequent in fashion industries, and you start to realise that she's not only a better business woman than whoever the hell your sister is, Miss L also does things the hard and correct way.

Karabo: That's a load of nonsense, you're just saying all of that because you're clearly associated with the woman's daughter.

Eviscerator: I hate Cherry's mother, and if I was being biased? I'd say the only way she could draw money is by getting a sheet of paper and some crayons and making a drool-loaded day of make-believe business ventures....But if you put a proverbial gun to my head, ask for the facts, and want to know which family ranks higher on the global power listings? Lollipop beats Jawara in this round.

Karabo: So are you saying my sister's life is worthless?

Eviscerator: Hardly, being in the position she is in the world? To let Miss Lesedi Jawara die over the head of a cursed cat collar, or some extortion from the hands of her captors is not only a waste of a perfectly capable human life, it's also going to tank the economy greatly, and it's going to keep me from getting paid by you. So to say her life is worthless would be incorrect, she's my central focus right now, actually.

Nova: So, are we seriously thinking about doing this?

Eviscerator: That depends, it's Little Miss Karabo who is hiring right now. Are you going to pay for the services of me, the ninja, Cherry and the doctor over here?

Karabo: Yes, yes, fine. I'll let you name your price within reason, since you shockingly have a firm grasp on my family's assets. But I'm having a hard time figuring out what that girl with the supposedly rich mother can contribute.

Eviscerator: Her talents are great and many, but don't show their face at first glance.

Karabo: Given my limited options, I'll just have to take your word for that.

Nova: It would help if you are still concerned about the impending auction that you mentioned in passing.

Eviscerator: That's right, given that you claim someone is holding your sister captive, and she is the owner of the Jawara Jade Plaza Auction House, I'm assuming it's an item going up for bidding there that you are concerned about?

Karabo: It was the last thing my sister was worried about before she managed to find a means of getting me out of the building, she spoke of an item called the Band of Loss that she didn't want to let go of.

Eviscerator: Why is it so important?

Penny: Because it's used for finding a drastically more powerful divine weapon that's been lost for years.

Eviscerator: And you....know this for a fact?

Penny: I've heard of it many times, I even searched for it once myself out of morbid curiosity, but...it turned out to be a fruitless endeavour. Too many people were involved in the race at one point, and nobody had any real answers. The biggest problem at the time was that to find the true treasure, you needed the Band of Loss, which I assumed didn't even exist and was more of an urban legend at this point.

Karabo: It's a ring, and I've seen it with my own two eyes. It's what is going to be sold today.

Nova: What is it that your sister's captors are actually after, exactly? Because if they themselves were after the supposedly greater item, surely just stealing this Band of Loss and being done with the auction house would be the easier approach?

Eviscerator: Unless they just want money?

Karabo: No, they mentioned the treasure that this shady woman in the lab coat here spoke of, but I wasn't privileged to much in terms of details.

Nova: Then what good does selling the very tool that was made for locating their desired target do them?

Penny: It could just be a means of dragging in interested parties to see what they know. I've employed the tactic myself plenty of times. Invite them in with an offer of surrender. Get them comfortable, let them spill their guts about everything they know and all of their plans, and just when they're at the pinnacle of their confidence? You reveal that they've been drinking a potent fast-acting poison that'll leave their body numb, and ready to be thrown into a pit full of scorpions, snakes, starving bears...or whatever torturous end you want to provide, it doesn't have to be animals, it could be a form of acid if you don't feel like much of a show.

Cherry: But the idea is getting them to tell you secrets?

Penny: Yes, of course. I just like to get value for my money, and if I'm going to entertain my enemies as company for a night, I may as well kill two birds with one stone and thin the herd.

Eviscerator: I can't really imagine that a group of terrorists, kidnappers, or whatever the hell they are could make great strides in a treasure hunt here in Frame 27 when they kick things off by luring a collection of billionaires into a room to pick their brains and then kill them.

Karabo: That's probably because there wouldn't be too many actual bidders there to begin with.

Eviscerator: What do you mean?

Karabo: The Jawara Jade Plaza Auction
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