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Poppy's Notice of Chronological Order for The Frame 27 Series.
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As Poppy assumes you already know, this book you are reading titled “The Guns of Crow Steiner Act 5”....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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This list will be updated in later entries in the series to ensure no one is misguided in the order in which the stories events take place. Because Poppy hates two things more than anything in this world, walking into a half-told story, and spoilers!... But that's just Poppy's opinion. This is the end of the chronological order notice. Enjoy the rest of the story.
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- Yours Sincerely - Poppy Honeycomb.
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The Frame 27 News Letter.
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Keeping you Informed with

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

This updated document is just to state the facts on Frame 27's status after the recent state of panic caused by the Reaper, Vulcan Canon...I mean...eh...an entity that never existed...

First order of business. Don Ferillis Death and Birthday both coinciding on the one date, means that in future both events will be successfully celebrated by all Canadian citizens within Frame 27 who like to pretend they are Italian..which isn't a big demographic...but the day has been marked down next to the same religious holiday that also takes place on the same day.

Second order of business. The department store has been once again rebuilt, and this time, signs have been placed through the building's interior requesting that citizens do not reduce the building to rubble again....as it is becoming something of a major inconvenience for the Mortal Frame Church to rebuild it on a regular basis.

Third order of business. The Mortal Frame Church would like to assure everyone that, despite the rumours, Ghost Dogs do not exist, and they are not stealing your newspapers...

Fourth order of business. Parking spaces are not forever, they're not even a thing you hold on to until after Christmas...continue to abandon your cars and they will be towed.

Final order of business. Remember to maintain an adequate standard in good morals while going about your day to day business around the city, because the Overseer is always watching, and he'll know if you do something wrong, and that's doubly true for those of you with smart devices that have our tracking equipment built into them...I mean...pretend you didn't read those last few lines...

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

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1




A Small Sign of Determination.
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On a night just like any other for Nova, at exactly 3:17 AM, both the ninja and her wife Viola are fast asleep in their respective beds situated at opposite sides of their room, when suddenly a daunting dark figure starts to loom over the ninja's bed.

Blissfully ignorant of this intruders presence at first, Nova continues to sleep, ignoring the sinister looking shadow standing next to her, it isn't until she feels a set of hands locked around her wrists that she realises something is wrong, and by this point, it is too late to strike whatever it is.

So instead Nova uses her one free hand to turn on the nearby lamp and she readies herself to strike the intruder down, only to soon realise that it is not a demonic intruder, or even any kind of unknown criminal element...

As the lamp brightens the room, it also sheds light on the situation and reveals to Nova that this attacker is nothing more than Vesper, who is still holding on to Nova's hand forcing the ninja's palm on to press down on her breasts as she asks Nova openly.

Vesper: So, what do you think? In comparison to Viola’s that is...I mean we're not talking about size here, I'm obviously referring to shape and overall feel...Well?...

Nova frozen with shock at, not just what Vesper is currently doing, but also why she chose now of all times to do it, rips her hand away as she tries to speak in stage whispers to Vesper, attempting to remain as quiet as she can whilst still getting her point across to the lust-driven maid.

Nova: Vesper, what are you doing!?

Vesper: What am I doing? I think the better question is what are you doing? A fine delicate beauty has slipped into your room in the middle of the night to alleviate your sexual tensions, along with giving you a free pass to feel and sample whatever your heart desires...You as a man should be ecstatic and roaring to take me in a fiery, sensual manner that will leave me weak at the knees for days...

Nova: Vesper...You need to leave right now...

Vesper: But you haven't rated my breasts yet?

Nova: Look, ask me later, if you keep talking you might wake Viola up, and...

At this moment, a frustrated and exhausted Viola shouts over the top of Nova having been awake this whole time.

Viola: Jeez Nova, just tell her that her breasts are 3 out of 10 or something so we can get some sleep...

Nova: Are you not upset!?!

Viola: I'm more tired than anything else...just give her what she wants and tell her to save her deviant hounding for tomorrow...

Nova: Don't you realise how wrong everything you just said sounds?

Vesper: I'll say, my breasts, though small, far exceed the rating of 3 out of 10...

Viola: (Sighs)...Fine, 5, 7, 9...Hell, I'll give them an 11 with bells attached if it means I get to go back to sleep...

Vesper: You haven't even made the effort to sit up and look at me to say that, so I can't in good faith take your opinion to heart.

Viola: Fine, what do you want?...

Vesper: I asked Nova the question, I want him to answer...

Viola: Fine, Nova, tell her she's hot so she'll leave us alone...

Nova: Aren't you supposed to be mad, or jealous, or something?

Viola: I can be all those things tomorrow...(Yawns)...Seriously...you need to stop stereotyping women...

Vesper: You can bracket me into anything you want...I'm a fan of hot tight spaces...

Nova: Viola, just yell at her so she'll leave...

Unfortunately, at this stage, Viola has already fallen back to sleep, leaving Vesper to start spinning a set of handcuffs on her fingers as she tries to force herself on to Nova.

Vesper: So what do you think of my sweet chains...

Nova: Where the hell did you get handcuffs!?!...

Vesper: Special order, Poppy helped me buy them online...

Nova: Did she know what they were for!?!

Vesper: Yep, but she didn't seem to mind...

Nova: Do you have any idea what those are actually meant to be used for!?

Vesper: Eh...a tool the church guard use to handcuff criminals, or a sex tool where the partner is handcuffed down for the other partner's pleasure...A more official definition would be “a device that goes around someone's wrists to restrain them”... Either way they enforce justice because they are used for kinky sex and law enforcement....There's another meaning I've heard of where people say handcuffs as a form of penetration of multiple orifices...but you don't need to worry your pretty face over that kind of stuff, that's future Nova's problem, right now you just need to focus on taking your man rod and the hitting the target on me, don't worry if you miss the first time, I'm really understanding, and I'll be totally cool with feeling any part of your naked body against mines...I'm so hot for you I might actually hit my climax without any friction at all and...!!!

Viola: Shut your mouth virgin, and go to bed!!!

Vesper: Virgin, she obviously hasn't heard of a little thing called, self-stimulation...With how much practice I've gotten in? I'm practically a sexpert at this game, and I just need to bring my sweet darling Nova up to my level...which let's face it..shouldn't take long. A ninja with stamina like yours can no doubt practice these things endlessly...right?

Vespers final word drags on as she raises her eyebrows up and down suggestively expecting Nova to respond with anything.

Instead of words and syllables however, the ninja just simply stares at her with a petrified look in her eyes as she fears the only thing that may stop Vesper at this stage is a half hour long attack with a cold power hose.

Thankfully Viola has finally run out of patience with Vesper and her antics, and the Nephilim has finally gotten out of bed and she halts the maid with a tactic that would normally be reserved for silencing birds, as she pulls an empty pillowcase over the maid’s head to temporarily obstruct her vision, and she then drags Vesper out of the room by the collar of her uniform, taking her all the way to the edge of the room where she subsequently hurls her into the hallway.

Viola: Save your horny antics for the morning you freaking maniac!

Vesper staring back at Viola with dazed spirals in her eyes, has the room door sealed to her upon hearing these final words. Having finally taken care of the horny maid issue, Viola then storms back over to her bed as she rants in frustration.

Viola: You just couldn't tell her she was hot or something, you didn't even need to rate them with a number! You have just said, your breast are fine, or really good, unique, anything!

Nova: Eh...sorry?....

Viola: Whatever...let's just try to get back to sleep...no doubt Crow's gonna wake us up early for some kind of job tomorrow...That old idiot doesn't know what it's like to sleep in a room that's constantly haunted with perverted maids!....

Nova: Sorry again...Good night Viola...

Viola: Yeah, yeah.....

And just as quick as it began, the chaos was seemingly over for the two of them as the deviant maid was cast out of the room, never to return again...or for at the very least three minutes, since Nova has only just turned off the bedside lamp as the maid is in the middle of climbing back up the exterior wall to their window.

Pressing her face against the glass with a wide eyed demented expression plastered across her face. A vicious cycle of break-ins that continue all night, some nights, Vesper is just a bit more determined than others to get what she wants. Some say that's just the way it is, but in truth...

...“It's a maid thing.”...
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Chapter 2




A Thousand Medallions.
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On one of the higher class streets of Frame 27, next door to the messiah's office, there is a well-known cafe whom many refer to simply as ...“Santa Claude’s”... the name is shared with the establishments owner, both he and the cafe have resided in this small space within Frame 27 for longer than anyone can remember, and usually the place turns over a decent profit, but it isn't exactly what you'd the most popular hangout in Frame 27...

Today however, upon entering this fine establishment, the only two active members of the messiah’s staff (Eviscerator and Cherry) notice that there is a surprisingly large number of patrons visiting the establishment today for an unknown reason, this is essentially a passing observation made by the two as they make their way inside for their end of shift reward (which typically consists of coffee for Eviscerator, and ice-cream for Cherry).

They're quickly drawn to their own usual seats by the counter which seem to have been reserved by Santa Claude due to the busy rush hour they're going through, but just before they sit down, Eviscerator and Cherry's friend (Jenny) calls to them as she approaches.

Jenny: Hey Eviscerator, Cherry! Are you guys done for the day?

As she gets closer, Eviscerator motions that Cherry should take the seats while they're available as he proceeds to reply to Jenny on her behalf.

Eviscerator: Finally. How about you?

Jenny: I'm almost done...I've got roughly 20 more minutes and then I was told I could take the rest of the day off, I'll probably spend it shopping. I’m getting the biggest cut of the tips because we're understaffed, and there's a lot of people in today.

Eviscerator: Sounds like you'll be making a decent haul...

Jenny: It's nothing compared to what you hired guns make, but for a waitress, yeah, this is pretty good news for me.

Eviscerator: I'm surprised Santa doesn't pay you more, being a blood relative and all...

Jenny: You'd think that might be the case, but I still live with him, rent free I may add, so the fact that he also pays me for a full-time job? ...Is probably what some would consider living on easy street...even if it is minimum wage...

Eviscerator: I guess I can't argue with that logic...I've never had to be responsible for anyone else in such a way that would require me to think about it...

Jenny: Oh I'm sure you've got your hands full with Cherry...

Eviscerator turns to look over at Cherry who is ironically sitting quite patiently all things considered, and simply turns back to Jenny with blank expression, uncertain as to what she is insinuating.

Eviscerator: What are you trying to say?...

Jenny: Oh nothing, I'll tell the “boss” that you're here, he held those seats for you, so no doubt he'll want to come out for his long-awaited praise...

Eviscerator: I'll bet...just watch yourself alright... a lot of the guys in here today look a little rough around the edges...

Jenny: No worries Eviscerator, I'll be fine with a strong guy like you around...

Jenny says this with a smile and wave as she turns and runs to the back to tell Santa Claude that Eviscerator and Cherry have arrived.

Not long after taking his seat. Eviscerator and Cherry are approached by the owner himself, the man named Santa, someone whom they have come to know quite well ever since they started working for Jesus.

Santa: Hey Cherry. Welcome, Eviscerator. The usual?

Eviscerator: Yeah sure...By the way...

Santa: ...?

Eviscerator: I was wanting to ask...What's going on today? The place is usually empty at this hour...

Santa: Oh, this? Apparently, a wanted man named Elwood is gonna pass by around here....supposedly the hot tip of the day for all the hired guns of the city, I'm surprised you didn't hear about it. Basically, what you're looking at here is a money grabbing convention...all these guys? They're all guns for hire....some of the more dirty ones from what I can see...

Eviscerator: No wonder they all look a shower of filthy paupers.

Cherry: Aren't they worried that if they all catch whoever they're after...that they'll not get paid very well...since you know, they'd have to split the payout between them all, and there's like close to 40 of these guys from what I can see...

Eviscerator: Tragically, if even you can see the fault in their logic, then it's far too painfully apparent that they're all lacking the necessary brain cells to perform basic mathematics...I just wish they chose the place across the street to host their grand stakeout...most criminals who have their wits about them know better than to come into this place and lock horns with Santa Claude after some out-of-town wannabe food critic mocks his menu specials...

Cherry: I wonder what the heck that Elwood man did to get everyone so mad at him?...

Eviscerator: Could be anything from genocidal murder, to a negative product review posted on some online store, you'd think they were opposite sides of a very grand spectrum, but these days it's really easy to rustle somebodies feathers if you use the right platform...

Cherry: Like that guy who came to our office last week with a sub-machine gun who tried to shoot us to death because you beat him at some online duel on your MMO game?

Eviscerator: Exactly...I never expected him to actually hunt me down and try to kill me, but these days nobody's really faceless on these things, you can hunt anybody down and try to do whatever you want to them if you think you can get away with it...but in the end, the success rate of your actions, whether they be wrong or right, depend solely on whether you are capable enough to see them through.

Cherry: So....do you think all the people in here are angry internet gamers?

Eviscerator: It wouldn't surprise me....but I think we should stick with the first theory that Santa Claude had, and assume that they're all here for the pricey flavour of the week target...

Cherry: I don't mind them being here, I just hope they don't stir up trouble...

Eviscerator: They won't....if they know what's good for them...

As Eviscerator looks down into the cup of black coffee that is sat down before him, he thinks over the rough-looking crowd hired guns occupying the cafe, which lacks a single trustworthy face to speak off.

This wouldn't be the case for the cyborg however, if he could see through walls, as in the men's room of Santa Claude's cafe, a rather worn and tired looking Nova sits in one of the cubicles on a toilet with the seat down.

Not because she is using it for it's designed function, but rather she is just using it as a place to sit down, since every other seat in the cafe is taken, as the ninja sits here collecting herself, she holds her cell phone to her ear speaking with Viola.

Nova: What was so "hot" about this tip-off Uncle Steiner supposedly received, anyway? It's far from what one would describe as a secret...since this place is crawling with hired guns...

Viola: You're not usually the one to complain...that's always my thing, right?

Nova: Ugh...Vesper kept me up all night with her antics...I never got a moment of sleep, and it's only made this fever I have worse...and this is the third night she's done this in a row... On top of my sleep deprivation, we don't even have a rough description of the guys' face that we're after. The only clue we have to go on is that he is some explosives expert that wears a 1970's antique disco medallion... Have you at least seen anything on your end?

Viola: Eh..(sighs)...No...Guess I should stop wasting time on the phone and focus...I'll call you back if I find anything, but remind me to burn Crow with a hair straightener when I get back to the office for sending me to this place...

Nova: Eh...I don't think that's such a good...

Viola hangs up before Nova has a chance to voice her concerns over her sarcasm in her worn tone, leaving the Ninja to simply pocket her phone as she leans to her left and bangs her head off of the cubicle wall whilst groaning for a short moment while she attempts to motivate herself.

Viola herself isn't having the best of times, as she is sitting in a neighbouring maid cafe called “27 Masters”, a style of cafe which is a breed of cosplay restaurants found predominantly in places such as Japan, but have become popular within the flying city as tourism becomes more and more common.

In these cafés, waitresses dress in maid costumes while acting as servants, and treat customers as masters and mistresses in a private home, rather than as café patrons.

A fun idea for some people who wish for a unique spin on their outdoor dining experience...but for Viola, a woman who is haunted regularly by a mentally unstable lust powered maid at home? She finds the whole event to be something a trial in endurance.

Sitting at a counter, keeping an eye on all the tables, Viola swears to whatever God is listening that if she hears the words “Welcome home Master” in a cutesy tone one more time, she may just abort the original plan and fire her gun in the air to scare this Elwood character out into the open to save time.

As the minutes gradually roll on however, Viola manages to look past the sounds of the upbeat bubblegum pop filling the air as she spots a rather tough and brawny looking man strut into the cafe with a long thick golden chain showing from under his shirt through his half-revealed chest.

With a gut feeling telling her that this is her target, she leaves some money on the counter to pay for her drink, and then casually approaches the man until she is standing by his table (which one of the maids has just directed him towards).

Shoving the maid out of the way with just enough force that she doesn't hurt the woman, Viola instantly demands the man's attention as she looks down on him and says.

Viola: Hey there...you got a minute?

And with one quick glance, the man looks Viola up and down as he says with a sleazy smile revealing two of his golden teeth.

“Well now, you're a nice piece of ass aren't you? Ya wanna get some?”

Viola, clearly not in the mood for games, lifts and stabs a nearby fork into the man's hand locking him down to the table as she says with a sadistic smirk on her face.

Viola: I'm afraid I'm a lot more accretive than that big boy!....I'd rather be the one that gives some if it's all the same to you?....

Watching the blood spit from his hand which is nailed to the table, the brawny man lets out an understandably high-pitched scream before he proceeds to make sense of why this is happening to him, whilst Viola points her gun at him.

Viola: Hands in the air, Elwood!...Or hand...since...ya know...

As Viola convinces this stranger to raise his “hand” the real Elwood, an underweight man with reflective goggles, and a white lab coat on, sitting directly behind Viola and the brawny man at a separate table, spits his drink upon hearing Viola accuse somebody else of his crimes.

Listening to Viola talk a big game to this tough-looking gentleman who is rapidly losing blood, Elwood sinks deeper and deeper into his seat as he tries to think of a way he can escape the maid cafe without getting caught.

Back at Santa Claude’s. The young waitress
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