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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 Saturn: Caste of Dreams.”....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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This list will be updated in later entries in the series to ensure no one is misguided in the order in which the stories events take place. Because Poppy hates two things more than anything in this world, walking into a half-told story, and spoilers!... But that's just Poppy's opinion. This is the end of the chronological order notice. Enjoy the rest of the story.
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- Yours Sincerely - Poppy Honeycomb.
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A Frame 27 City Hygiene Edict

Notice to all Citizens.
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In regards to the recent issues

relating to the holy city's image...

This notice has been comprised on behalf of the Overseer and all of the church elders, and is to serve as nothing more than a simple reminder to all citizens within the city.

This notice is also to be sent out to every registered citizen within Fame 27, whether they are legal residents or not, in regards to said illegal citizens, when and where immigration gets around to them doesn't concern us, only that they understand the rules before they are kicked out through God's will. Normal citizens can disregard the previously mentioned threats from the office of immigration.

After a growing number of complaints about the lingering damage, from inexplicable random acts of vandalism, that have left sections of the city in ruins for several days at time, over the course of the past few months, some having damaged windows and walls, along with other rubble, where as other areas have simply been lathered in what some could only describe as a mixture of green and red blood. Regardless of what kind of mess has been left behind, the general opinion on the matter is that the church's response on cleaning up every such incident has been (for lack of a better term)...slow, to say the least.

So in response to the recent complaints, the church has vowed to enhance it's city-wide renovation and maintenance division, along with establishing a brand new branch of our organisation that will specialise solely in the clean up of blood (and other bodily fluids).

This does not, however, mean we are simply buckling under the pressure of an influx of complaints from the masses within the city population, no no, if you think that's what's happening? Then you are dreadfully wrong, the Overseer himself literately noticed something wrong and wished to deal with it promptly, so if you think that writing and complaining is a good use of your time that would, in fact, be better suited to worshipping God? Then think again! As we are also going to be issuing substantial fines to anyone and everyone who tries to complain about issues needlessly, constructive criticisms will however still be accepted, leaving the choice in your hands, whether you think your opinion is worth more than the average cost of a postal stamp and potential fine.

So in short, stay good, stay faithful, and don't cross the Overseer, and God's blessing shall shine down upon you.

On behalf of the Overseer and the rest of the Church Elders, we thank you for taking the time to read our notices, and we hope that for all of our law-abiding and God-worshipping citizens, that you have nothing short of a splendid day, what ever you may be doing to spread the word of our one true lord and his chosen representative, Overseer Nash Mordecai....
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Chapter 1




Luck Can Be Subjective.





[image: ]


In the vast and glorious universe we share, there exists a planet known as Saturn, the sixth planet from the Sun, and the second-largest in the Solar System, after Jupiter. Named after the Roman god of agriculture, the planet itself is in fact ruled by a demon known as Princess Thalia, cast out of hell for trying to overthrow the devil himself, and not allowed access to heaven, because in short, she was a demon. The female demon Thalia, not willing to associate with mere humans decided to take her most loyal of subjects and head to Saturn to rule over the unclaimed planet as a self-proclaimed Princess...

..."Why not a queen?"...

...Is a question that is asked by many, in short, there is no remarkably relevant answer, it's all on the Princess herself, and that she is simply trapped in her own vanity. The term "queen" is her eyes is almost like accepting that she is too old to be a Princess, and thus, a princess she has remained in title, since there is no one who can dictate to her the rules when she herself makes them on her own planet.

Like all people and things in the universe however, time gets the better of them all, and over the course of hiding away with an army of demons on her distant planet, she began to age, her subjects died and where replaced by more magically forged generations of demons, and with each generation she made, she grew more and more weary of her uneventful existence. Which drove her to naturally seek out what all power-mad, ruthless monarchs want, when simply ruling isn't enough, she sought more power, to satisfy her empty hollow soul, in an endeavour that occupied her time for years, formulating a plan, building the forces, and preparing for a grand assault on Earth, with dreams of knocking human civilisation back several thousand years to suit her personal preference in reshaping the universe.

However, as was the story of her life, just before she could attain what she believed was the truest of successes, her age, and growing number of illnesses caused her to take a drastic measure of having her head alchemist preserve her body in a magically sealed crystallised state, where she was to be maintained in the throne room of her iron-nickel and rock palace, leaving the job of caring for both her and the Saturn kingdom to said alchemist, the most loyal of her subjects, Zoran Wilbur.

A great demonic scholar and professor, who has not only been entrusted with the care of his Princess and the kingdom, Zoran was also tasked with finding a way to cure Princess Thalia of both her debilitating number of illnesses, and her natural signs of ageing, after having lived for millions of years. Zoran himself, however, knows of only one method within his reach that could cure his Princess now, and that solution lies roughly 746 million miles away, in the holy city within the skies of the mortal world known as Earth, in the north of the flying city of Frame 27, two angels stand in the city section known as The Northern Fields, far out from the city's main industrial area.

These two angels, one of the legendary Archangel Michael, and the other, a mere assistant in training, have both been tasked with retrieving the heart from an angel that supposedly was killed (in the most permanent of ways one angel can be, through the removal of said heart) within the city.

These two beings both have the previously mentioned angels heart within there possession now, as the heart itself is now contained within a small, easy to handle box, which is in the hands of the angel in training. Getting the heart itself was the easy part, the hard part in all of this is in the actual “getting it back to God”, as the two angels lost sight of there means of opening a gateway to heaven, whilst fending off aggressive parties that were also interested in the heart for it's black market trade value.

Short on options, the two angels stand in the middle of the bitter harsh cold snow, looking through various booklets containing residential listings, among other contact information in order to locate one Jesus Cross, knowing fine, if anyone can get them in touch with God when they themselves are out of answers, it'd be him. Aside from simply killing themselves to return to heaven, the angels have no other choice but to depend on the son of God, because taking their own life doesn't ensure the safe return of the angel's heart to its destination.

As the two angels look through these booklets, taking shelter underneath a nearby tree to get a clearer view of the booklets without getting hindered by the surrounding falling snow, the two divine beings start to hear a sound coming towards them from the skies in the distance. Following the sound to its source, they both adjust their sights to look up and see where indeed it is coming from, only to see a row of faint lights.

Michael: What in our Lord's name?...

..The archangel says, as he puts away the booklet, and then proceeds to snatch the box containing the angel's heart away from his apprentice, the rapidly increasing size of the light being something of a cause for concern for the angel.

His concerns are not misplaced however, as in a few short seconds of snatching the boxed heart, the lights soon draw close enough for the threat to take form in the angels eyes, revealing themselves to be a series of church ordered attack helicopters which have been sent to track down the angels heart (the church guard being able to locate it easily through scanning the city for residual magical energy).

Michael: Things are about to get a lot more complicated...

Michael the Archangel says to himself, as he looks up to the fast-approaching helicopters, not realising that as he looks up to the central helicopter, he is actually making direct eye contact with Overseer Nash Mordecai, who is getting a real-time surveillance feed update via the helicopters built-in cameras, as the Overseer himself stands in an advanced tactical operations centre, surrounded by countless church guard staff, and technicians, who have been working round the clock all night trying to locate this angels organ that has became a hot market product.

As the Overseer looks on at the two angels readying their own respective divine swords in the middle of the northern fields. Overseer Nash Mordecai calls out to a man in at one of the terminals in the distance.

Overseer Mordecai: How's everything looking so far?

The person working this terminal that he has called out to is a retired member of the church guard, and former war veteran of note, a seemingly frail elderly man named Hans Goldman.

Goldman: Everything, Sir?

The old man asks, getting overwhelmed with the role he has been assigned, as he very much is the embodiment of the stereotypical “old man who can't use computers”, not because it's a thing that's commonplace among the elderly in Frame 27, but because this man has been a soldier all of his life, and now, forced into retirement, he cannot get his head into the shape of working a new role for a living. Of course, Overseer Mordecai, who only gave him this job to be respectful of the man's legacy, is now growing rapidly frustrated as he watches Hans Goldman look back at him with a vacant-eyed expression through the old man's thick reading glasses.

Overseer Mordecai: Just give me an update Goldman, in the way you were instructed to during your training seminar, it's straight forward, tell me if they're in position?

Overseer Mordecai asking this, as the visible frustration is clearly building on his face, knowing fine that if it was anyone else sitting on that seat right now, namely someone who didn't fight and sacrifice everything during his days of service in the holy wars, he would've relentlessly chewed his head off for hesitating at such a pivotal moment.

Goldman: Eh.....?

Overseer Mordecai:...

Goldman: Eh....?

Overseer Mordecai: ...

Goldman: Ehhhhh....?...

Overseer Mordecai: For the love of our all-seeing God! Just tell me if the attack helicopters are in position or not!?

Goldman: Oh...why...yes. It appears they are in position...

Overseer Mordecai: Then let's not waste any more time, tell them to give the targets one more final warning to give up the angels heart.

Goldman: And if they refuse to simply hand it over?...

Overseer Mordecai: Then tell the men to take it by force...

Goldman: But the targets are angels, and they've already drawn divine weapons, sir?

Overseer Mordecai: There's a reason we sent more than one helicopter, issue the warning.

Goldman: Very well, sir...

Goldman very slowly types a short message instructing the attack teams to send out the warning to the two angels who are still standing, looking up at the attack choppers which are merely hovering in position, as the commander of the attack team proceeds to broadcast a message to the angels via the lead helicopter’s intercom.

"This is your first and only warning, we have you completely surrounded, lay the box containing the angel's heart on the ground, and simply walk away, we'll disregard your presence from our records, and it can be as though you were never here in this city. However this offer is only good, so long as you cooperate, so you now have ten seconds to comply! 10!....9!..."

Without mentioning in great detail what the consequences are for defying this order, the commander begins to count down from 10, making it abundantly clear that he pretty much intends to execute them with a battery of gunfire should they refuse to hand over the angels heart.

The Archangel doesn't even seem remotely concerned by the threats of this nameless commander however, and he simply turns his back on them and proceeds to walk away. Needless to say this doesn't go down well, and within a few short seconds, the commander gives the order without hesitation, before he can even get below the count of five, shots begin to fire from every direction, and the angels are forced to duck behind the cover of a nearby tree, which is quickly torn to shreds by the attack choppers high calibre rounds.

As the two angels keep there heads down behind what's left of the tree stump, the apprentice of Michael, naturally more worried by all of this than his experienced Archangel superior, immediately asks...

"What should we do sir, it doesn't appear as though they can be reasoned with!?"

Michael: I'll just have to make a break for it, I'll find, and return, the heart to Jesus Cross...and somehow, some way, he'll be able to get it to our Lord.

"Alone sir!? What would you have me do!?"

Michael: What you've been training yourself to do this entire trip...

"I see....very well..."

Michaels apprentice, suddenly, without hesitation, hurls himself out from behind the cover of the tree, and into the firing range of the helicopters, landing in the centre of the line of fire, the angel is ripped apart even quicker than what the tree was that the two were using for cover seconds before.

Mere moments after watching the younger angel die on the surveillance feed, Overseer Mordecai's frustration rapidly begins to build, as he himself knows this was simply a selfless sacrifice on the younger angels part to allow Michael to escape, and he soon finds himself yelling at the elderly Hans Goldman to relay another message.

Overseer Mordecai: Are they blind! It's a trick dammit! Tell them to focus on the other one! The one that actually has the heart in his hands!

Goldman: Okie dokie, just give me a few seconds and I'll get right on that, sir.....

Goldman, again types in a frustratingly slow speed, relaying these orders. By the time the attack team realise what has went wrong, Michael is already flying towards the city, trying his best to lose the pursuing church guard attack helicopters which rapidly follow him, after promptly deducing his plan, leading a chase to ensue over the rooftops of Frame 27, which most people assume is not anything as spectacular as it looks, with most brushing it off as likely being nothing more than a simple scene getting shot for a movie.

If the responses of the citizens to this sight is somewhat shocking to a third person's perspective, then one might be even more alarmed to see that elsewhere in the city, Eviscerator and Cherry, two individuals who commonly find themselves at the centre of most outlandish supernatural events that take place within Frame 27, are now standing in the middle of a lost and found office, an office within a public building at the centre of the city where people can go to retrieve lost items that may have been misplaced and found by others.

Their main reason for being here is that Cherry supposedly lost her purse, and she's hoping that she might have been lucky enough for it to show up in this location. For anyone else, such hopes may be considered obscure and ridiculous, but for a girl with infinite divine luck, one cannot fault her for trying...Well, Eviscerator might, but the fact that he at least accompanied Cherry here to check was still somewhat nice of him.

As Eviscerator and Cherry stand before the desk, the man in charge of operating this station, another once-prominent Church Guard captain, who was demoted to working this desk job for repeated charges of corruption "Carlo Rockwell" worn, tired and bitter, the cigar smoking, rough looking man fights the urge to continue scratching his eyeballs as he looks to the young woman and the cyborg standing before him and he asks again, in a rather defeated manner.

Carlo: ...Can you describe the bag to me one more time?...

Cherry: I dunno, I suppose you could say it was a... purse?...

Carlo: Would you mind elaborating just a smidgeon...we get a lot of purses through here.

Cherry: Well...It's hard to describe really...

Carlo: Look lady, any details would help, colour, materials, brand, contents...come on, you're a woman, isn't your purse supposed to be your life?

Eviscerator: How majestic, have you ever considered you may be working the wrong job here Mr Rockwell?

Carlo: Excuse me?

Eviscerator: (Sarcastically)...Your take on women's fashion, it's so innovative and precise, I can see why you yourself dress in such stylish clothing, why that half buttoned, mustard yellow shirt, that your wearing now? It really works with that exploding, untamed, scouring pad, chest hair deal you've got going on there.

Carlo: Oh yeah, you're real funny kid, and you think you're the poster child of modern fashion?

Eviscerator: No, but I wasn't the one hurling blind sexist statements around because someone is actually making you work for the first time in what seems like an eternity...

Carlo: Are you saying my job's easy buddy!?

Eviscerator: Frankly, I don't really care, I'm just giving you a warning...

Carlo: A warning, huh?

Cherry: Eviscerator, stop, we need this man to listen, he's the only way I'll ever see my purse again.

Eviscerator: Since when do you ever carry a purse anyway? Before today I hadn't actually seen you even hold one in months.

Cherry: I stopped carrying one after I kept losing them when we were working, I probably would've never picked one up again if my mother hadn't insisted I carry one to be more refined...

Eviscerator: Oh, your mother? Why didn't you just mention her straight off the bat, then I would've known there wasn't a logical reason for you to be carrying one. In fact, in the future, if you ever need to lie about anything you don't want to own up to, just blame your mother and I'll likely accept that her airheaded egotistical antics can account for any number of things that could go wrong.

Cherry: Eviscerator, I would never lie to you...

Carlo: Not for nothing lady, but he just talked shit about your mother...

Cherry: And you just swore! That's not very becoming of a man who works the desk at a local lost and found office, maybe some time carrying a purse would help you be more refined.

Eviscerator: That?... Actually sounds like something I would want to see.

Carlos: I'm getting confused here, is carrying designer purses a form of punishment for your family lady?

Cherry: No, well yes, well there were a few times where it was kind of meant to be a half punishment...

Eviscerator: I'm guessing the short answer is that she doesn't know...

Carlos: That's not really an answer at all...

Eviscerator: Leading us all to discover the one affirmative truth about Cherry is...that there is no such thing as a short answer, so only ask a question if you've got the time to hear the answer...and all the gibberish that it's buried underneath...

Cherry: Exactly! So where's my purse!?

Cherry clearly not processing a single word that Eviscerator said as an insult, is still focused on her hopelessly lost handbag.

Carlos: I keep telling you lady, you need to give me something to work with, what does this purse of yours look like?

Cherry: Well let's think....eh...?

Eviscerator: Take your time, I'm sure, judging from his ill temper, this man has all day...

Cherry: Well...I guess you could say it's kind of....purse like?...

Carlos: Purse like?

Cherry: Yeah, I'd say it's really Pursey...

Carlos: What?...

Eviscerator: One could even say it's sort of handbagish, bears a striking resemblance to a clutch bag, smells like a shoulder bag, tastes like an evening bag, and in short can easily be recognised by its overall bag-like nature...

Carlos: Aren't those are all just different ways of saying the same shit that she is?

Eviscerator: Your point?

Carlos: (Sighs)...Hey lady, do you bring this guy everywhere with you to needlessly make your life more complicated?...

Eviscerator: No, it's often the other way around, today we just happened to stop off here on route whilst dealing with all of my business.

Cherry: Yeah, so that means we're short on time, so you best tell us why you're hiding my mother's handbag, you meanie...

Carlos: Look, lady! I don't know what the hell your damage is, but I'm not hiding any handbag from you or anybody, you hear?

Eviscerator: Maybe not the bag, but it's contents might be worth salvaging?...

Cherry: Oh my Gosh! Do you think this man would seriously stoop so low as to steal my mints!?

Eviscerator: I was thinking more your along the lines of your cash, but I suppose..."mints"...It probably can't get any worse than that, right?

Cherry: You best explain yourself buster!

Carlos: I didn't take any cash!

Cherry: Or mints!?

Carlos: I didn't touch anything in your bag! How could I!? I don't even know what the hell it looks like yet, or whether we even have it!

Cherry: And how can you prove it!

Carlos: I can't, I suppose, just as much as you can't prove I did without an accurate description of what your purse looks like...

Eviscerator: That's a fair point...

Cherry: But how am I going to describe what the purse looks like, I'm bad at
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