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Poppy's Notice of Chronological Order for The Frame 27 Series.
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As Poppy assumes you already know, this book you are reading titled “Eviscerator X Glacier: Lancaster's Tower.”....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.

––––––––
[image: ]


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

––––––––
[image: ]


This list will be updated in later entries in the series to ensure no one is misguided in the order in which the stories events take place. Because Poppy hates two things more than anything in this world, walking into a half-told story, and spoilers!... But that's just Poppy's opinion. This is the end of the chronological order notice. Enjoy the rest of the story.
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- Yours Sincerely - Poppy Honeycomb.
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Chapter 1




Glacier Network.
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Late on another Friday night within the holy city in the skies known as Frame 27, as people within the streets go about their business, heading home, out to party, some unfortunate souls even going out to start their weekend night-shift, there is one inconsistency that is going unnoticed by most.

With an infinite number of ways for one to entertain themselves these days it's no wonder that the disturbance is being ignored, as for the last 7 hours the Glacier News Network (a 24-hour broadcasting service with promised real time updates every 10 minutes) has abruptly stopped giving out a signal to all subscribing viewers.

Not that this matters for most people with full subscription packages who can easily just get their news from another channel, the internet, or heaven forbid a newspaper. But the fact that no one has even thought to check the building to ask "Why?" is a little alarming in itself.

Seemingly a freak incident that this has gone unchecked, the problem that has caused this is no doubt going to magnify somewhat in the coming minutes, making sure that, without a shadow of a doubt, someone pays notice to what is going on.

The source of the dead signal itself understandably comes from within the Glacier News Network HQ, where in one of the the offices, a dark-haired 22-year-old woman named Marvina sits chained to a desk working in a contrasting manner.

One on hand, she's shedding tears, trembling like a person who is on the verge of snapping into a homicidal outburst through years of torment...

On the other, she's still somehow working through these negative feelings and making sure she is compiling perfectly balanced reports...

This balance falls into a few categories.

One, all news reports have to be interesting for the general population to take in, otherwise they're going to tank in the ratings (if they were still broadcasting that is).

Two, church edicts mandate that topical news must be covered on a regular basis. Namely, frequent reminders to worship the Overseer and God equally, for fear of eternal damnation, along with respecting his chosen champion Eviscerator.

And before you can even get on to three...that name is the kicker right there.

The champion, Eviscerator...

Some skinny punk who just got lucky in her eyes. And the fame, fortune and rewards he has for his efforts are not something he is worthy of.

This is something she is bitter about, obviously, but also something she can't really do anything but seethe in her rage about. Since she isn't some overpowered demon with a lust for control, and she's not even a human of grand standing. She's lower than that, she's just a slave to her work with nothing to show for it.

Eviscerator is an unstoppable cyborg with all the luck, and she's some girl who never got a chance at life.

Raised through this company that her father owns, unlike every other employee here she works for free. Not because she chooses to, nor is it because she's going to inherit the company some day, she's just a free labourer, a slave, a victim of financial abuse.

With no ability to acquire, use, and maintain financial resources on her own, and the denial of access to the outside world, she has been made a a slave to her father's system, making her the only employee here to perpetually fill the network's content on a hourly basis.

No one has told her that the network signal has went dead yet however, because she is always trapped in this office alone, where no one can find her. Forever envying the people who have the freedom of choice, those who can succeed and fail, the great many who don't have to live like birds in a cage.

Where are all the other staff? One might wonder...

The answer to that is simple, they're all dead, every last one of them. Outside of Marvina Glacier and Hadwinn Glacier, there isn't another visible mortal soul within these walls, which perfect for the latter, Mr Hadwinn Glacier, because that means he can tend to his most prized treasure in his office.

Ever since the loss of his wife, all he has wanted to do was fill the void left in his heart with two things, an over abundance of wealth, and the network ratings to match.

It's always been about the numbers, and ever since he "lost everything" in his wives death, he's been dizzily happy with power ever since, thanks to a suspicious music box he found in an expedition funded by the insurance money he received from his wife's death.

Sitting in his office playing the tune now, it recites an old world melody and works the same way it always does.

Being an item of divine construction made to seal away a demonic force, the box works on some pretty simplistic principles to keep the sinful beast within alive.

You, the user hear the music.

And if you're soul is in agony to a degree that is a worthy challenge to remedy, then the demon within will feed on your vile hatred, and grant your desires at the cost of all that surrounds you, ensuring that you'll never be truly happy, but at the same time, be getting what you immediately want.

It's a music box the plays a ballad of codependent toxicity, and for a while it's been barely surviving on this man's stock greed. He's evil, some would even call him a bastard, but he's not ambitious and pained enough to meet the true requirements that the demon needs to achieve his full potential.

That's fine by the box dwelling demon for now though, because he's been biding his time.

Waiting for the right time, because the moment he started granting favours for the middle-aged Hadwinn of the past, he could sense the man's innocent little girl getting one freedom after and other stripped away inch-by-inch, destroying her hopes and dreams, making her long to be in the shoes of any horrid person she sees walking the streets in broadcasts of the outside world, a place she'll never get to see because of rules she never even agreed to!

If this building wasn't heavily reaped of all it's employees in a heartless trade of their lives for money, money, and more money, then there would be plenty of people to tell Hadwinn that the music box no longer favours him, and probably never did...

It was always going to bank on Marvina, and the only reason it's worth commenting on now is because through the constant greasy pawing of the box's seams by Hadwinn's selfish hands, it can sense Marvina getting weaker.

Her will is being destroyed, she's spent too long writing about heroes whilst unconsciously wanting to be saved by one, and now it's too late for her.

Despite her best efforts of using her limited options to reach out to the world, the cold shoulder has reduced her to despondency of nuclear proportions. She doesn't see a point in life any more.

If she could leave her desk, she'd run away.

If she cold even move, she'd at least be able to kill herself quickly somewhere.

But here and now, all she can do is accept that her life is over. By her desk she looks at one last picture from her article covering Eviscerator's successful disarmament of an active I.C.B.M. in space that was originally headed for the city, and she let's it all sink as she reads the article headline...
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..."Eviscerator, our hero, then now and forever"...
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...And the narcissistic church edits are enough to make her sick to her malnourished stomach, as she falls face first onto her desk and coughs some blood over her keyboard whilst barely whispering through her worn throat.

Marvina: Why can't I have power...why am I the one who has to be weak...why can't the world care about my suffering....why...?

For any other human in her condition, this would be the final nail in her coffin here, but for some reason, she doesn't die, something won't let her, and this isn't exactly a cause for celebration as her father enters the room in response to his own frustrations.

Naturally the box isn't granting his wishes any more, and this is because it refuses to take the only living soul left in the building in exchange for that wish.

This isn't strictly the kind of sacrifice that's absolutely necessary for the box to work, but...its done a great job in convincing him of this fact, and right now he is absolutely livid at his daughter for not rolling over and dying for his own pleasure...and to remedy this, he's opting to beat her with her own desktop computer.

Lifting the unit, and smacking her in the face with it over and over, trying to remove the last of the life from her by force, hoping that it'll trick the box into working.

Marvina, already accepting death, is left getting her skull bust open, her fingers and toes broken, her ribs cracked, her organs ruptured, and all of it is easy for Hadwinn because he has her chained to a desk, so there's no where she can run.

Still...she won't die though, and it's not because she doesn't want to, even she'd cave and let Hadwinn have his way at this stage, she's long past the time of proving any kind of points with her actions, self neglect is something she's been an expert in way ahead of this horror-show, but that doesn't mean she has any freedom to chose that dark option, just like the perpetual lack of freedom she's always had.

That is...until now, when she hears a demonic voice speaking out to her in her mind. A voice that only she can hear.

???: What do you want?.

Marvina: ...

Still getting her skull hammered relentlessly with a partially exposed business end of her desktop computer, she just hopes that she's losing her mind, and that no one really is trying to speak to her right now.

Despite her stubbornness in willing death to find her, the voice continues to pester her.

???: Young lady, I am in love with your suffering, make a wish, and I will grant it.

Her vision getting blurry at this stage through the head trauma, she looks up to the barely functioning monitor that is still standing to see Eviscerator's picture flickering on the screen as the display is finally catching up with the damages.

As the the computer's CPU struggles with all of the active processes on account of the unprecedented damage, a warning pop-up from the operating system shuts down everything and shows the desktop wallpaper on her computer.

This desktop shows her favourite character from a cyperpunk/sci-fi TV drama that she illegally streamed online, it was her only source of entertainment, a brief fleeting moment of joy, assuming this is some kind of request of what she wants in heaven, Marvina slowly holds her mutated broken hand up and internally makes her request.

Marvina: Save me....Lancaster...please...

The demonic box, needing no further motivation than this, takes action by granting the wish, scaring Hadwinn half to death, as the music box not only plays at full volume, but also it emits a different tune, that of the TV series she sourced her wish from, only sounding more ominous and creepy coming from a cube that's spewing divine energy.

The energy eventually takes form, and even though more and more of it continues to fill and illuminate the room, the first true thing to come of Marvina's wish is the fully formed real world creation of Cyber Mech Unit Lancaster.

Designed of impossibly unreal technologies that allow him to draw a glowing sword that he uses to slice Hadwinn into a thousand pieces before Marvina's blood-drenched eyes, leaving her listening to her father's relentless screams through the sounds of Lancaster's machine breathing.

As Lancaster moves to stand loyally over the broken young woman's mangled frame, he sheaths his energy blade and seemingly directs the divine energy towards her, riddling Marvina from head to toe in the light until she is raised to a standing position.

Once the light clears, Marvina is broken free of her chains and seemingly restored to an average healthy build for someone her age, with a mysterious blue slime coating her otherwise naked body in place of clothing.

One would think that this is something she'd protest, but it's actually a rather respectful homage to the female lead of the same show, literally bringing her dreams of becoming the woman into a near reality.

As the light continues to get more and more intense around her however, it starts to sink in again, that she tragically doesn't want dreams, hope, or to appreciate the things that she enjoys. She's been resigned to suffering, and that's all she can see herself doing now...

And Lancaster can't get enough of these feelings, leading him to press her for more controversial wants.

Lancaster: What else can I get for you Lady Marvina? You're wish is my command.

Spoken in a truly well-mannered fashion that one would expect from the original Lancaster. But the sad truth of the matter is, he is still shot down despite his authenticity.

Marvina: I...I can't believe this...you're too good to be true...I don't deserve this.

Lancaster: You deserve this, because you've suffered long enough, let me grant your wishes, Lady Marvina.

Marvina: I don't deserve to live...not with how much of my life I've wasted...

Lancaster: I'm not asking you to live, I'm asking you to rule.

Marvina: ...!?

Lancaster: The world is yours now, you can have anything, everything, you can even get vengeance on those who wronged you, and you don't have to do it alone. I, Corporal Lancaster, will help you....

Extending his hand out to her in offering to make their deal final, the divine light continues to eclipse them even further as Lancaster feeds off her pain, and despite not having anything to live for, the woman trusts the image in which this demon has manifested itself, and she takes his offer.

Shaking hands here, there mutual agreement generates a stream of crystals that consumes the Glacier News Network HQ as a sacrificial lamb to formulate the basis of what she really wants.

Marvina wants power, but at the same time to live in peace an harmony, a means of self isolation that pushes the entire world away and entombs this landmark building in blue shards.

This leaves pedestrians on the street who are merely passing by one the pavement stunned at the sight of the ordinary building transforming into an obelisk of solid blue diamonds.

A transformation that they don't want to stick around and witness, as it extends out of the building and onto sections of the road, skewering cars and some people, slowly consuming them until it comes to a gradual stop just short of obstructing the entire road.

That is to say...it's stopped for now, that doesn't mean the expansion won't continue the moment Lancaster finds a way to feed Marvina's all-encompassing negativity.
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Chapter 2




They Say It's a Jungle.
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With the night still being young, harbouring plenty of room for more turbulent developments, the city's top rated gun for hire Eviscerator is currently faced with what could be described as a looming fate that's worse than that of Hadwinn Glacier.

Standing within the Frame 27 department store, ignorant of the vastly transformed news structure several blocks away, Eviscerator impatiently leans against one of the supporting pillars within the video store where Cherry is in the middle of looking up some disc-based media to entertain herself for the evening.

In particular she is searching for 4 exact titles from the one movie franchise that she's been dying to catch up on (but work has ironically been keeping her busy).

This search is taking an arduous amount of time however, as Cherry has been looking over the same set of shelves for several minutes, since...in all fairness, it should be located it here, but the one final entry she is looking for in this series seems to be absent.

This wouldn't be a problem is she had say, the first three, and it was the fourth one missing. At that point one could just cut their loses and say they'd settle for watching the final film another night.

But that's not the case this time. Here? It's the third film that's missing, being so close to attaining the full set, Cherry seems determined to locate this final disc to make her night complete, much to Eviscerator's dismay, who has now had his fill of reading all of the advertisement posters within the store that he has no love for, allowing the cyborg to be fully set on airing his pent up grievances.

Eviscerator: Cherry, do you remember that time, not too long ago, when you made an earnest promise reassuring me that this little errand of your would only take 2 minutes, at most?

Tapping her index finger on her chin as she searches with unparalleled focus, she still gives Eviscerator an answer to his question.

Cherry: How could I forget, I said it just before we came in here.

Eviscerator: Three hours ago...

Cherry: It's not been that long has it, I mea-...?

Turning to see the clock on the wall, she realises that, yes, it is no longer the afternoon, and she may have been searching here for longer than what she initially intended. Despite this, she still doesn't falter as she continues to speak with Eviscerator whilst occasionally checking the shelves beside her.

Cherry: I'm super duper sorry about this, it's just the movie is like, really rare.

Eviscerator: Why, does it come with a limited edition fossilised hen's tooth?

Cherry: Don't be silly, Eviscerator, hens don't have teeth.

Eviscerator face palming for a moment, scratches his eye lids before taking a deep breath and asking more clearly.

Eviscerator: Is it really that rare, if one can seemingly pick up all of its counterparts within the same store that boasts free parking validation if you buy six teen frat movies from their bargain-bin?

Cherry: OK...I'll admit, it's not that rare. I just really want to see it, that's all.

Eviscerator: What motivated this anyway. Each time one of these movies were ever showing in the theatres at times when you dragged me there against my own volition, you often told me you weren't interested in them.

Cherry: That's because the series wasn't done back then, and they have a really connected story that I didn't want to start watching until I could see them all at once...in case I forgot what happened each time before the new movie came out.

Eviscerator: I highly doubt they deal in complex plots involving terrorist cells and nuke threats...

Cherry: No, it's about farm animals searching for greener grass on the other side of the hill that looks almost like heaven in their eyes.

Eviscerator: Barn creatures tackling the issue of Paris Syndrome? That's actually a lot darker in terms of a plot than I originally considered...if indeed they go all the way and depict imagery of lambs going into cardiac arrest through shock.

Cherry: Sadly I won't get to find out, because I can't find the third one here anywhere.

Eviscerator: Can you not just pick up the first two and come back another day once they restock?

Cherry: No...every other time I've come here they've only ever had one or maybe two of the films at most...this is the most consistent haul I've ever gotten close to getting.

Eviscerator: Then....buy them all and come back for the third one later?

Cherry: But then I'll be left sitting there looking at them waiting for the day where I can finally complete my collection and watch them...

Eviscerator: (Sighs)...Heaven forbid...

Cherry: You don't sound worried at all.

Eviscerator: I can understand your problem to a degree, but there's not much you can do. This place is the only video store in the entire department store since the other two got closed down for one destructive reason or another.

Cherry: Didn't they blow up when you were fighting those demons in here two weeks ago?

Eviscerator: That's probably what happened, yeah. The point is, I don't think we'd be able to make it to any of the other stores outside of here in time...at least not any of the ones that sell the kinds of movies you're looking for. Porn adaptions maybe, but...not the real thing.

Cherry: I wonder why they don't have as many stores that carter to children in Frame 27?

Eviscerator: Would you ever want to raise kids in this city?

Cherry: I grew up here, and I turned out fine.

Eviscerator: You spent most of your time alone watching cartoons on TV though. I don't think you're the exact prime example of the core "born and raised" demographic.

Cherry: That's true. But here are a lot of kids here, I've seen them.

Eviscerator: I didn't dispute that. It's just you have to remember that as much as adults get the freedoms to make spending money seem more lucrative here, the church doesn't rightly care about what interests a child. They're only good for cramming into an education system so they can be force fed a mixed syllabus of practical job skills and overbearing religious facts to make sure they come out smart and God worshipping. A hard balance to achieve if you're letting child-orientated media distribution conglomerates in to get a cut of that brainwashing pie.

Cherry: Surely if they were limiting the kinds of kids movies you can get, they would just plum not sell them at all, right?

Eviscerator: Have you ever noticed the times of day we usually wind up watching these things? Normally, on a day that we have a job to do, we end up strolling into a movie theatre at some point close to the final showing of the night, which is sometimes 8 or 9PM, but on a few rare instance has even been as late as 1AM, most of those times you wouldn't catch a school bound child dead in one of those theatres, because it wouldn't be good practice.

Cherry: There is always a lot of empty seats, now that you mention it?

Eviscerator: But to still give people the option to see it makes it seem like the church is relaxed about it and that our child demographic just isn't interested in the media. The reason why you can't ever seem to find what you're looking for in stores is probably indirectly attributed to this censorship, since despite the church not caring what people actually sell in retail movie stores, the fact that purchasing these movies is likely the only way most children will actually get to see them at a reasonable time that won't screw up their sleep patterns probably makes them sell like hot cakes with the parents who just want something to toss at their kids to keep them busy for a few minutes whilst they take care of other pressing matters.

Cherry: It sucks for me though, because then I can't buy it. Stupid lucky kids...

Eviscerator: Did you not hear what I just said, they're anything but lucky really in the respect that if they want to be exposed to the same popular cartoons and movies that the rest of the world gets to see, their parents have to buy an untold amount of physical media just to ensure they have enough to keep them from getting bored.

Cherry: They could just watch cartoons on TV like I do?

Eviscerator: I don't mean to beat the same dead horse here. But when you're usually watching cartoons in the morning whilst I'm getting ready to go out demon hunting, most kids are actually in school already with the unholy times they have to get up to attend a full day of lessons. The only way they could follow your example is if they skipped school. They start early and finish early, we're on the opposite side of the coin that is late given that our racket is killing demons who commonly prey on the adults and their love of clubbing, drug taking, late park jogging, and the general rich pantheon of other activities one can indulge in through the cover of snow and darkness.

Cherry: It makes me wish I'd went with my instincts...

Eviscerator: Which part? I did go off in something of a tangent just now...

Cherry: The part about the church's scheduling things out of the kids way. It reminded me that the third movie was gonna be on TV tonight, and I just knew it wasn't going to be here because of that...

Eviscerator: Is it on late?

Cherry: Yeah, they said it was starting at 11...

Eviscerator: Then that does make sense. No doubt kids would've heard it was going to be on, they'd asked to watch it, and all of the parents who didn't fully want to say no would probably elect to skip over here and buy the DVD instead because it would save in the mental hassle of breaking bedtime curfew.

Cherry: I wish now I'd set it up to record just in case, because if I could get the TV version then I'd be able to watch them all...I wouldn't mind sitting through some commercials.

Eviscerator: Well, if it's not a problem let's just ask the old man to pitch in and set up the office TV to record it.

Eviscerator pulling out his cell phone here, he instantly hits the call button on the Messiah's Office within his contacts, leading Cherry to make an attempt at stopping him which doesn't take hold until he can hear ringing through his phone speaker.

Cherry: No Eviscerator, you can't...

Eviscerator still patiently listening to the ringing, not really caring what the reason would be as to why he can't ask, instantly guesses what Cherry is going to say and downplays her concerns.

Eviscerator: Look, I'll admit that if I was called late at night and asked to record some children's movie? I'd probably be reluctant to even take the request seriously, but that doesn't mean I wouldn't do it if it would help out one of the select few in our office. It'd be different if he still had a full staff needing to use that DVR system, but he doesn't. And the old man never watches anything outside of the news himself, so I'm pretty sure he'll be fine with this.

Cherry: He won't even be there though...

Eviscerator: What do you mean?

Cherry: He has a meeting with the Overseer tonight, because they wanted to discuss some things about an annual budget.

Eviscerator: Then I'm calling for noth-...!?

Suddenly the phone is answered on the other end, right after Eviscerator has been told Jesus isn't there, leaving him curious as to who it is that is answering his call, until the skeletal warrior gives the answer right away by speaking his name (the only thing he can say).

Touchette: Touchette?...

Eviscerator, though he should be livid that the skeleton would even take a call without the ability to communicate to any human properly in voice alone, decides now isn't the time to be picky, and asks the favour regardless of the change in circumstance.

Eviscerator: Ah, Touchette. This will work out just fine, tell me something, are you busy right now at all?

Back in the office, the skeleton holds up a feather duster in his one free hand at face level for a moment, before tossing it over his shoulder and responding.

Touchette: Touchette, Touchette....

Eviscerator: OK, I get it that work is never REALLY done, but I just need one quick favour from you.

Touchette: Touchette?

Eviscerator: Yeah, it'll only take a second. Listen, have you ever recorded a mortal world television programme before?

Touchette: ...???....

Eviscerator: Well?

In the office, Touchette mulls over this question as he holds an old VHS blank tape in his one free hand and looks it over from top to bottom.

Touchette: ...Touchette...?

Eviscerator: Well, that may not have been in this century, but it's at least the same idea. Just apply that logic to the DVR machine in the office that the boss sometimes uses for recording key reports, speeches and the like, the film we're trying to record is on at 11PM, channel 74, and should have has a runtime of 1 and 52 minutes commercials in included, so just set the thing to run
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