
[image: ]



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE GUNS OF CROW STEINER: ACT 4.

    

    
      First edition. March 14, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Liam Harper.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232583798

    

    
    
      Written by Liam Harper.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Guns of Crow Steiner: Act 4. | By Liam Harper.

Poppy's Notice of Chronological Order for The Frame 27 Series.

The Guns of Crow Steiner.

The Frame 27 Explanation.

It has, and always will be, the | only flying city on Earth.

Chapter 1 | Illogical Etiquette.

Chapter 2 | Tarot Blackjack.

Chapter 3 | Urgent Report.

Chapter 4 | Severance Package.

Chapter 5 | The Finer Things in Frame 27.

Final Chapter | Courier Game.

The End.

This story is fictional. Any and all similarities to character, groups, | or other entities in real life are purely coincidental....

Thanks for Reading.

By Liam Harper.

Also By Liam Harper

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Guns of Crow Steiner: Act 4.



By Liam Harper.






























[image: ]


[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

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 4”....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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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 Explanation.
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It has, and always will be, the

only flying city on Earth.
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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 Mortal Frame. A group led by Overseer Nash Mordecai.

This updated document is just to state the facts on Frame 27's status after our unscheduled visit from the devil's son not too long ago, despite the best efforts of the devil's son Jariel, Frame 27 is still the objective metropolis that the future world Earth both knows and loves. So if the person who sits next to you at school, work, or even on the bus tries to tell you otherwise, let them know that this official document says that the city has fully recovered once again...And none of the citizens even really talk about the wildly inconvenient curfew any more.

Yes demons still show up, and yes they still brutally murder humans, any nearby church guard member's, and guns for hire who are way out of their depth for the level of fighting skill required to take one of the beasts down, but luckily capable agencies like the ones ran by Crow Steiner and Jesus Cross have still kept the situations of recent times from getting too far out of hand.

If the fine people of this city can take one thing from all of the recent struggles they have had to endure, it is the fact that not only is there a new postal office opening up to look forward to, but there are also numerous festivals and sporting events also, one could try to poke faults with the positivity behind these words, but what we are trying to say is at least the large in scale situations that threatened the entire city have conveniently taken place outside of these great events, meaning we can look forward to them with hopes of an incident-free couple of months...

....That's the hope at least...

Holding on to optimism the tourist board of Frame 27 welcomes you back to the flying city...
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Chapter 1




Illogical Etiquette.
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On another cold winter evening on the streets of Frame 27, outside of one of the most popular movie theatres within the city, Crow Steiner, Nova, and Poppy Honeycomb stand in line waiting to gain entry into the building, as with it being a Saturday night, the venue is currently a hotspot location for many citizens within the city.

The theatre itself is not a commonplace that Crow, Nova or even Poppy like to usually visit on Saturday nights, and the fact that they all have to stand out here in the cold just to gain access into the building is something of a source of frustration for the three of them.

Not because they hate movies by any means, they all just prefer watching them on any other evening aside from this one, where all the films being shown are centred around the romantic couples demographic.

As the three slowly move down the long line leading down the exterior pavement, they currently discuss this matter while trying to ignore the surrounding citizens at each side of the line staring at them.

Crow: Well...it sure as hell is a good day for dragging your heels to the cinema, am I right?

Nova: Next time, you get a call on your answering machine mentioning a venue like this for a Saturday...ignore it...

Crow: Come on, it's not that bad....this is the tamest thing we've done in weeks...

Nova: And you know I dislike tame, it gives me too much time to reflect...

Crow: Still trying to live in the moment, every second of your life, at a hundred miles per hour?

Nova: When I'm working at least, when I am not working I have Viola and Vesper to distract me from the trivial things...

Crow: I'd imagine it's pretty tough to dwell on past problems when a maid is using a blowtorch to cut through your window...

Nova: I just can't believe she felt like she needed to do that...it's not like the room door was locked or anything...

Crow: To be fair...she just bought the equipment she used...she probably just really wanted to test it out.

Nova: You're OK with her cutting through the windows?

Crow: She fixed it once she was caught....and it's actually a better job than what those idiots who were renovating the thing a while back actually managed to pull off, there isn't as much of a draft at the head jamb any more...If she could fix all the windows in the office like that I'd let her harass you through all of them...

Nova: You'd rather do that....than simply try to find a better general home repairs company?

Crow: Yeah, I know it's a cliche to say this, but good help is hard to find these days, especially in that field...

Nova: I suppose I can't disagree with you on that, when you think about it logically, Vesper hunting me down like a sex-driven fiend with a blow torch would be more practical than trying to find a reputable workman in this city...

Crow: Where she actually managed to specialise in double glazing and carpentry related repairs in the first place is beyond me...the girl is like you that way, she doesn't use computers for anything..so I don't get where she could've picked it up...

Nova: It's difficult to get an honest answer...she rarely opens up to anybody, and when she does...it's only me, and all the answers are usually hidden under all those rather crude innuendos she likes to recite as her mind quickly becomes shrouded in her delusions...

Crow: So long as she's not hurting anybody, it's fine...As far we're concerned a personality like hers fits right in with our agency.

Nova: I just hope she and Viola will be alright once they arrive back at the office. We didn't exactly tell them where we were going before they left.

Crow: I'm sure they'll be fine. You know what those girls are like when they're shopping, they visit like a million places for several hours, quickly realising they have nothing in common and then they bitch about each other's shopping habits to the both of us separately behind each other's backs before meeting up the same time the next week to do the whole thing over again...it's kind of became something of a routine.

Nova: Sadly, I kind of wish I was with them?

Crow: To do what? Reconnect with that feminine side of your personality that you never had a chance to fully develop?

Nova: No...I still don't mind pretending to be a man, I just don't feel like sitting in a movie theatre, that's all...it's never a pleasant experience...I don't mind watching movies at home...the ones you tell me to watch I mean...but out here with all of these people, that for some reason don't realise how rude they're being by staring at me the way they are now...I feel out of my comfort zone...

Crow: I think that's because we don't exactly fit in around here, the only thing that's showing tonight is a whole bunch of romantic comedies....and let's face it...we're not the romantic comedy types...

Nova: What are we then?

Crow: I guess, looking at it objectively, you'd bracket us in as cynical haters of the genre who have been dragged out here against out will...but just because we're here doesn't mean we have to like it...

Poppy: This is true, Poppy wishes she was somewhere else also..

Nova: Really? What is it you dislike about the theatre?

Poppy: Poppy isn't even certain of where she should begin...On nights like these, between the rule-breaking cell phone usage, idiots talking loudly to one another about immersion breaking elements, the rustling of food packaging, the behaviour of children with inferior intellect from Poppy's own in the audience, and overactive persons who feel the need to jump up and down like some party game with their entering and leaving during a screening....and that's just scratching the surface...Poppy could fill endless blogs with her limitless hatred...but alas, she is always too busy working and playing games to bother...so the hatred stays off of the internet, and in Poppy's head... where it belongs...

Nova looks down at the young cyborg girl clenching her fist in anger by her side for only a few seconds before the three are allowed to move a few feet closer to the entrance as the line moves before they continue their discussion.

Nova: I guess I never gave it much thought before, Viola likes heading to these places, and she has brought me a few times in the past...

Crow: For the same kind of movies that are showing tonight?

Nova: Indeed, She felt that it would be beneficial to our...relationship...

Crow: That poor girl is gonna try until the end of time to fix you...not realising that you're also married to your job...Sounds like one of the many kinds of textbook marriages to me. Maybe you two don't need any movies telling you how to live your lives after all.

Nova: I never understand half of the chemistry building concepts she comes up with...but I assume this is due to my constant failures in trying to understand the basic elements of a normal relationship...Vesper purchased a book for me explaining how to conduct yourself in a conversation with a significant other...and I ended up just confusing her and getting found out..she then proceeded to jokingly ridicule me for using literature to better myself...

Crow: I think that depends on the material itself, and not the actual trying to better yourself...what was the name of the book?

Nova: It didn't say...Vesper purchased the book at one of those strange markets she likes...and the cover was long worn off...

Crow: Did it at least have a publication date?

Nova: The thirteenth of November 1953...

Crow: Yeah...here's my two cents on that one, you want to read any book about relationship advice? Try using one from this century...

Nova: So you think I was right to opt out of wearing the tweed blazer like the book suggested?...Because I was concerned about letting my personal tastes impact my personal growth...

Crow: Kid, if your instincts tell you that Viola may find you somewhat unappealing if you start going around wearing a tweed blazer and referring to the building we're standing outside of right now as "the talkies" then you may not need as much personal growth as you originally thought.

Nova: Then what do you suppose the real reason is that Viola wanted to take me to this establishment to see these romantic comedy movies?

Crow: I'm guessing it's more likely she just wanted somebody to go with, and since she hates every woman she meets outside of the office, and Vesper is banned from the theatre for those 19 incidents of indecent exposure where she tried to jump you in the bathrooms....I'd wager she chooses you because she actually likes spending time with you, not because she actually wants to change anything about you...

Nova: Then that would mean?...

Crow: That nothing is actually wrong...Don't let it go to your head or anything...but as far as she is concerned, you're a frigid and seemingly innocent guy, who is great at listening, and can protect her from any potential danger in the world...it's not every girls ideal choice, but you fit the bill for some women's dream guy...so long as they don't know what's underneath that trench coat of yours at least....

Nova: How can you know this about her?... Did she tell you?...

Crow: No..Let's just say it’s instinct...and leave it at that...

Poppy: Plus whenever you're not around, all Poppy hears is Nova this, and Nova that from Viola...she's adapted to her married life rather well considering, in the beginning, it was all just a brainwashing experiment inspired by a movie that Poppy and Uncle Steiner watched at this very theatre...

Nova: If I remember correctly you said you enjoyed that movie...what makes that different from visiting a theatre tonight?

Crow: Poppy and I always come on the night that they show all the sci-fi movies...this city and it's people aren't really all that big on that...at least that's the case when it goes for the movie-going population..so when the new sci-fi films are on, the place is always a ghost town, it's nice and quiet...

Nova: How come I've never heard of this until now?

Crow: Well...truth be told, you never asked...But the real reason it has never really come up in a conversation either is because it's the thing Poppy and I do together, just like you and I with detective films back at the office, and that thing Viola does while I sit at my desk...

Nova: You mean complaining? You consider THAT to be your two-person bonding activity with Viola?...

Crow: Hey, she isn't my wife...besides I've got nothing against her, I just don't think there's anything we could really share as an interest...

Nova: I suppose that's fair...you buy clothes out of function like I do, and I've never seen you once play an arcade game...

Crow: Well yeah, if I'm putting coins into something, I expect cigarettes to come out of the other end.

Nova: It's a form of reward in your case I suppose...all this talk of detective and even sci-fi movies makes me wish they had at least one of either on tonight though...

Crow: We'll see what's there once we reach the front desk, you never know, some wacky writer might've have tried to mix the genres to broaden his demographic.

The moment Crow says this, the line moves one final time. The amount of people that leave the building now that all the screenings have ended simultaneously allows a great number of people entry to the building, and as Crow approaches the front desk with Poppy and Nova waiting patiently at each side, the fallen angel casually looks over all of the showing titles and he asks the staff member behind the counter, reading the tag on his chest to figure out his name.

Crow: Hey there...eh...Gregory...I was wondering, you got any recommendations for what we should be watching tonight, these movies aren't really aren't our thing, so I'd like to get my money's worth...

Gregory: Well... "Look out Honey, I Slipped and Became a Necrophiliac 2"...is really popular for some reason tonight...despite the name I hear it's meant to be a rather sweet story...

Crow: OK?...I can't believe I'm going to ask this, but do you need to have seen the first one to enjoy this sequel?

Gregory: Oh no, don't worry about that, the plot is written in a way that newcomers can jump straight into it without regret...

Crow: I see, well I guess I'll take three tickets to that since... "Jump for the Navel Fetishism Bestiality Wedding Planner"... is rated too high for my four-year-old companion here, and I don't even want to ask what "Lust Murder in Latex Clothing" is...Can I ask you something?

Gregory: Sure, what is it?

Crow: I'm just curious...is every film here aside from the one you recommended rated R?

Gregory: More or less... "Look Out Honey, I Slipped and Became a Necrophiliac 2" by today's licensing standards is pretty much considered a normal family film...

Crow: (Sighs)...Man, way to make a guy feel old...alright, give me three tickets...

Gregory ignoring Crow's reluctant expression proceeds to quickly tally the price for one child and two adults, and once displaying it on the nearby monitor he politely asks.

Gregory: Cash or card sir?...

But the moment he turns and looks back towards Crow, he is ultimately shocked to see the fallen angel aiming a gun at his heart as he says in response.

Crow: I'd rather bullets, actually...

Seconds after speaking these words, Crow pulls the trigger on his handgun, shooting Gregory three times in the chest which ultimately results in him exploding on the spot, and causes all of the surrounding patrons and staff to flee in a blind panic. Once all is said and done they realise that the theatre is empty, rather than taking the tickets left on the desk, Crow simply smiles as he turns to Poppy and asks.

Crow: Do you still know how to work the projectors in this place?

To which Poppy responds...

Poppy: It's simple really, Poppy will work on switching "Look out Honey, I Slipped and Became a Necrophiliac 2" with one of the movies scheduled for the upcoming sci-fi evening...

Crow: Excellent...Nova, you call it in and tell the church guard that the demon who was poisoning peoples popcorn butter has been dealt with...and don't forget to mention that we'll be waiting here for our payment...

With Nova following closely behind Crow while making said call, the two head into the nearest screening room to watch, for lack of a better description, whatever the hell Poppy feels like playing.

The Destruction of one demon known only as Gregory, a quick job with high rewards that teaches us all the importance of cinema etiquette...Sort of...
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Chapter 2




Tarot Blackjack.
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On another one of those run-of-the-mill days where the temperature is minus something in the streets of Frame 27, the Steiner's Murder staff member known as Viola Primrose finds herself walking down one of the many busy streets on her own, having slipped out in the early morning without letting anyone know where she'd be going.

That is because she didn't really assume it was a big deal, being blissfully ignorant to the fact that Crow had told Nova and Poppy to keep a close eye on her with the gradually growing level of attention surrounding her wherever she goes within the city in recent times, since word of her presence has started to spread among her old fan communities from the surface world.

Unlike other days where she has been out running errands, however, today seems to be incident free thus far, Viola herself is somewhat thankful for this as she only stepped out to pick up a weapon she had left for maintenance with a local gunsmith in the city, who most people just refer to as Clark the Gun Guy.

Having just arrived at the fine establishment, the young Viola enters and approaches the elderly weapons expert at the counter and she slides a collection sheet that the business uses to identify active jobs with customers over toward Clark and she says.

Viola: I'm here to pick up my trade tools...are they done yet?

Clark: You mean that submachine gun you went and messed up the other week there? Yeah, I fixed it for you, here...

Clark reaches under the counter and rests a case down on the counter as he proceeds to add.

Clark: It should be a lot easier to handle now, and the recoil shouldn't make you feel as though your arms coming off...

Viola: Yeah...sorry about that...I know it was an awkward request, especially since Nova made using it look so easy at first...

Clark: Hey don't worry about it, not all of us are built to shoot guns the day we're born, and even then, I can't keep a hold of half the shit I used to fire back in my army days...

Viola: So I take it that's why fixing my gun to make it easier to use was so simple?

Clark: No offence, but yeah, I'm used to making weapons easier to hold without greatly sacrificing firepower...

Viola: So you're claiming I have the equal strength to a 67-year-old man?... Don't tell my maid about that one or she may have a field day at my expense...Still, my gun does tear through some pretty tough targets...I can't imagine what you can do with Nova's or even Crow's weapons...

Clark: Lady, Nova asks for better weapons all the time, the guy is one of my best customers, but when it comes to Crow? The guy is on a whole different level, I've sold him things that could cut down Baobab trees...

Viola: Excuse me, what kind of trees?....

Clark: Sorry about that, my wife is into gardening, you know the real exotic plants...Those Baobab trees take up a shit load of garden space, so we needed to buy a special kind of greenhouse that lets you adjust the interior temperature, guess it's lucky you hired guns have been buying so much of these said “tools of the trade” from us lately...

Viola: Are you talking about one of those domes that have a self-contained environment inside them?

Clark: You heard of them?

Viola: I think I saw it on the shopping channel when I was bored one night...or like a lot of nights...

Clark: Yeah, well you need it for the plant you see...it's native to the African continent. It's one of the thickest trees in the world and its bark is fire resistant..so that was basically my point here is.....Crow likes his tools to get the job done, you know?...

Viola: I assumed as much, I get nervous whenever he leaves one of those custom monster handguns on his desk when he's in the middle of doing things around the office...I'm surprised he doesn't worry about somebody breaking in and turning it on him...

Clark: You're obviously telling the truth when you say you've never held one of those guns if you'd go ahead and say that...

Viola: Really? Are they that powerful?

Clark: Well let's just say I bring in a specialist to test fire Crows weapons before I give'em back to him....I'd just throw out my shoulder shooting those twin monsters that he has the audacity to call his ladies...

Viola: What kind of specialist are we talking about?...

Clark: Nothing to top secret or anything, just an ex-marine who proofs the high calibre stuff that my old frame won't let me use any more...he's the kinda guy you'd swear was raised on raw beef since childbirth...

Viola: You mean like if a pro-wrestler had a baby with a grizzly bear?

Clark: Yeah, exactly, a real tough son of a bitch...and even that guy staggers with some of the crazy modifications Crow asks me to make. I know that Crow is pretty tall, but I still don't know what the hell makes him THAT tough...

Viola: Well, I guess it's probably just because he's not what you'd call human...

Clark: You can say that again, just not to his face, I like to stay on Mr Steiner's good side, if you want something to say to him, you tell him to come and pick up that new sniper rifle he had us order in last month...

Viola: Oh right, sorry about that, we've been really busy, but don't worry...I'll be sure to mention it to him...

Clark: And about these modifications to your gun, should I just?...

Viola: Put them on Nova's tab? Yeah, he shouldn't mind...

Clark: Alright, and with the stupid church tax, that all about comes to....wait a minute...

Viola
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