
[image: ]



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

    
    

    
      THE GUNS OF CROW STEINER ACT 10: TEARS OF THE JUNKLANDS.

    

    
      First edition. March 18, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Liam Harper.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233383038

    

    
    
      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 10: Tears of the Junklands. | By Liam Harper.

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

The Guns of Crow Steiner.

Chapter 1 | Vibrotastic Hot Seat.

Chapter 2 | The Bandana.

Chapter 3 | Professor Nao.

Chapter 4 | Breaking New Kowloon.

Chapter 5 | Trash Filled Wasteland.

Final Chapter | The Tall Tree.

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 10: Tears of the Junklands.



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 10: Tears of the Junklands”....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.

––––––––
[image: ]


The Guns of Crow Steiner: Act 4.
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Eviscerator X Homicide: Spectre of Death.
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The Guns of Crow Steiner: Act 5.
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Eviscerator X Substance: Ongoing Rhapsody.
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The Guns of Crow Steiner: Act 6.
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Eviscerator X Perception: Milepost Notturno.
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The Guns of Crow Steiner: Act 7.
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Eviscerator X Saturn: Caste of Dreams.
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The Guns of Crow Steiner Act 8: Autumn Chamber Elegy.
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Eviscerator X Molecule: Dragon Module.
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The Guns of Crow Steiner Act 9: Heads or Tails.
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Eviscerator X Glacier: Lancaster's Tower.
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The Guns of Crow Steiner Act 10: Tears of the Junklands.

––––––––
[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




Vibrotastic Hot Seat.
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On a night where one could say love is in the air, the residents of Frame 27 are all understandably divided when it comes to how they occupy their time in the evening, with some working, others relaxing, and for most young couples?...As advised by the church-backed program to increase consensual procreation through romance, they should all be out on dates, swooning like crazy, and overall getting lovey dovey to the point of passionate.

It's standard love mathematics really.
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..."Man + Woman + Magical Evening = Baby At Some Fucking Point or Another"...
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It's not a matter of “if”, but rather “when”...

At least if you're Overseer Nash Mordecai. If you're not? You could maybe see the value of you dating your significant other without the need to make it about unprotected sex that could lead to poorly mapped parenthood.

Some couples just like to date because the idea sounds fun, fulfilling and perhaps meaningful for the longevity of a relationship.

At least these are the kinds of things you'd say about normal couples. When it comes to other romantic formulas, such as...
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..."Woman Dressed as a Man + Woman Who Used to be a Pop Idol + Date = Fertility Error Through Lack of Certain Denominators"...
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You start to encounter problems in defining the purpose of their dating rituals, because let's be real here...if not to make babies, why would cross dressing ninjas and former pop idols date?

This formula is, of course, not to be confused with the also difficult...
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..."Chainsaw-Wielding Sociopathic Cyborg Man + Criminally Innocent Woman of Infinite Luck + Date = No Babies At All As Luck Would Have It, Because Neither Seem Emotionally Ready For Such A Thing"...
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A formula that is so incompatible with the church's desire to have people increasing population numbers, that most people who didn't know them would say they're not a couple at all, and would assume you were lying if you claimed they were.

It always comes back to the basics, you meet the person, you date the person, you procreate with the person and then you run the clock together until you die together some day in the distant future...ignoring all of that sinful “divorce” business that became popular with humans some time ago.

Other than divorce, nothing messes with the tried and tested formula. Date, Procreate and Wait....For Death...

That is until humans decided to get cute with the tools they were given in romantic engagements, and some stupid idiot in the history of time said...
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..."Hey, since there's a bunch of couples now, why don't we try double dates?"...
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This person had their words heeded at the time, and humanity never recovered, leaving the human race subject to the endless blight that attacks its love lives forever more.

We can only thank God that the lunatic who suggested quadruple dates was fired out of a cannon into a brick wall before their idea could reach the internet, otherwise there would've been no getting rid of it.

Focusing on a fraction of such tragedies however, it's clear that double dates are very much a thing we still cannot cure humanity of. Which is why Viola suggested that Cherry drag Eviscerator kicking and screaming to one in order to invoke much of the romance that is suggested to stem from such an event.

For clarification, Cherry never asked for help in achieving romance with Eviscerator, she just happened to explain what she and Eviscerator did in their spare time together once again without giving it a single thought, and Viola was there to bluntly tell her, that in no uncertain terms, her behaviour wasn't stock that any relationship experts would cite for reference...

Viola and Nova aren't exactly setting the world on fire as your textbook fairy tale couple themselves, but Viola had 10 chart topping songs that centred around love, romance and passion....so she knows what she's talking about.

Not that she even needed to explain this much to Cherry. The poor girl of infinite luck didn't even realise Viola was accusing her relationship of having some glaring problems when she suggested the idea of a double date.

And again, Cherry being oblivious, just agreed assuming Viola merely wanted to hang out, and left things there, asking nothing about why the date was happening, or what they were going to be doing when they got there.

Eviscerator warned Cherry later that it was some kind of ploy/trap, but Cherry just giggled and brushed the whole thing off as nothing more than Viola being nice.

Fast-forward to now, on the night in question, and even though Eviscerator hasn't been dragged to the fine dining restaurant in an inconsolable state, he is opting to protest by sitting mildly displeased at one side of a table with Cherry to his left as he faces Nova on the opposite side who has her wife Viola seated at her right.

Viola is currently the one spearheading the conversation however, since Eviscerator is trying to avoid it at all costs in case someone mistakes it for him having a good time, while Nova has very little to add outside of polite attempts at understanding, meaning Cherry is getting the most mileage out of a shopping anecdote that Viola is discussing right now, because nothing drums up passion quicker than talking about where you bought the clothes you're wearing.

Viola: ...So basically, I'd been shopping in the store regularly since I got to Frame 27...or rather...for as far back as I can remember, at least. Everything before waking up in the Steiner's Murder Office married to Nova is still kind of a a blur...but anyway, that's beside the point. Even after that blank stretch of memory, the first date I can ever recall with Nova in our time together had us stopping off at the place, where they just have the perfect selection of-...

Eviscerator: ...We get it, you love the shack's rags...can you get to the point of why visiting it last Saturday was ever-so-transient in comparison to your previous ventures?

Cherry: Oh, don't mind him, he's just excited to hear where your story is going, I'm sure.

Eviscerator: I don't recall, at any moment, even remotely hinting at such a thing?

Cherry: I know, but we're so in synch that I can tell you want to hear the end of Viola's story.

Eviscerator: I think you're confusing "hearing the end" with "seeing the back of"...but alas, you at least picked up on my desire for it to be over with, so I won't deny you your leaps and bounds in self-improving your listening skills.

Viola: Ahem...I wasn't done talking, and you two are running the risk of changing the subject here.

Eviscerator: Something I shan't shed tears over...

Cherry: No, no, that's not polite. Viola is being nice enough to share such an interesting story with us, we can't meanly change the subject on her halfway through...

Eviscerator: Why not, there's plenty of more interesting things we could discuss, music, fine literature, jars...?

Cherry: Jars are pretty amazing...But no! We have to be nice. Please, Viola. Continue, I don't care if your story doesn't have a single ounce of blackcurrant jam in it, I need to hear it...

Eviscerator: ..."Things that are spread painfully thin"...How many points does that get me?

Viola: This is not a fucking game show, so shut up and listen to the end of my story.

Cherry: Please, Eviscerator...I wanna know what happens when she bought those shoes once and for all...

Eviscerator: It's not like she was going to be given some magical stone from an ageing wizard that is set to send her on a bountiful coming-of-age quest to find inner fulfilment in a war against dragons and goblins, is it? I'm pretty sure I can guess how her story ended from what she's told us thus far...

Cherry: Wow, you can? Really? Like super really?

Eviscerator: Given that she's a regular in the store, the staff know her, and she spends above and beyond what any sane person should on fabrics to adorn themselves, especially with our kind of work, I think it's safe to say she took her choice selection of items to the checkout and then the staff said-...

Viola: AHEM!!! It's my story, not yours, if you wanna tell a story, you can do so when I'm done.

Eviscerator: Wow, I didn't realise there'd be so many rules to this obligatory well-structured, torture session you deem to be a "double date"...

Viola: Shutting your trap and listening to a person when they talk isn't my rules, it's just common courtesy.

Eviscerator: If I were to merely stand in place and let any mug-headed grain brain come up to me and speak their mind to me in full, then I'd never have any time to attend to the various things I enjoy doing.

Viola: What, swinging a chainsaw around the place and riding nukes over the rooftops of the city?

Eviscerator: I am partial to thrills, yes.

Viola: Well then shut up and listen to the end of my story, because it's more thrilling than anything you've ever done.

Eviscerator: Doubtful...

Cherry: Shhhh...she's getting to the good bit....I think?

Viola: Anyway...As I was saying, I'm a long-time shopper, loyal as hell by their standards, and apparently, that's the kind of thing they respect in that place.

Eviscerator: (Sighs)...I knew it...

Viola: Because! When I took my things to the checkout and the final price was tallied by the woman behind the counter, I noticed it was WAY cheaper than what I thought it was going to be. I don't have a problem spending money on things that I know will be worth it, but it was refreshing to see that I was getting a discount...But guess what...

Cherry: What?...

Viola: They said I was a member of the exclusive discount club for spending more than...so many thousands of dollars in their store. I forget the exact number, but apparently I qualified, and now I get discounts on the regular from here on out.

Eviscerator: Because that store is expanding and trying to sell new clothing lines it's not traditionally known for that you used to buy from other stores, correct?

Viola:...I mean...they are expanding, yeah...the building is even getting an extension.

Eviscerator: But now that you get the discount there, you'll be less likely to check other stores on a busy day if you need one of those newer items in a hurry, right?

Viola: Well...I mean....are you trying to say I'm getting hustled into spending more money because they think I'm a sap for trendy seasonal clothing?

Eviscerator: I think they might think you're a sap...and maybe that they need to keep you interested. Realistically from the sounds of things you were going to keep dropping money at that store whether they gave you a discount or not, so it doesn't really matter in the end.

Cherry: It's not like that, Eviscerator. Don't be mean. I get membership discounts at clothing stores I shop at all the time too.

Viola: Wait, seriously? It's a normal thing?

Eviscerator: I wouldn't use Cherry as a measuring stick for these things. She has a mother who is so connected in the fashion industry these days that she's borderline the central nervous system. Additionally, Cherry is lucky, infinitely lucky. So even if her mother's surname didn't play a part in the thing, something else would cause Cherry to either get a discount, something for free, or she'd be the one hundredth, or thousandth, or millionth customer somewhere in some kind of impossibly perfect scenario...Hell, we won a prize for being the best costumers the valet service at this restaurant has on our way in, and we didn't even travel here by car...

Cherry: Yeah, we took a taxi because Jesus didn't want to loan his car since he needed it for something else tonight. Still it was really neat to win the free year supply of car air-fresheners...even though they're making my purse smell like a new car right now...

Viola: I'm confused, why did the valet even speak to either one of you then?

Cherry: They saw me in the back seat of the taxi and came rushing over thinking I was a relative of my mother's who was getting her driver to take her somewhere...they were half-right I guess, except from the fact that I wouldn't consider taxi drivers to be mine exclusively...that'd just be selfish.

Viola: So right now, there's a taxi that has validated parking for this restaurant for the hour somewhere in this city?

Eviscerator: No, the driver was an escaped con, he didn't want anyone recognising his face, so he rushed out of here the second we stepped out of the car to explain everything.

Viola: I'm surprised you didn't splatter him like a melon with your chainsaw if you were aware of this fact?

Eviscerator: Measuring the price of Cherry's outfit for tonight next to the bounty that was on the bastard's worthless head? I didn't think it'd be worth getting blood over the two of us before arriving here when there was only $20 up for the guy.

Viola: $20!? What the fuck did he do to get a hired gun contract placed on his head, but for it to be so-...?

Eviscerator: Utterly pathetic in terms of market value?

Viola: In a manner of speaking, yeah?

Eviscerator: I heard he stole several hundred thousand dollars worth of silicone off of a factory lot somewhere in the warehouse district, and was using his degree in medicine to give shady back alley surgical procedures for breast augmentation at an undercut price from the regular facilities people go to in this city.

Viola: That actually sounds pretty fucking dangerous, why wasn't he slapped with a higher price tag on his head?

Eviscerator: I think it has something to do with the fact that he had a 100% success ratio that included one church elder's wife. The same church elder was the one who placed the bounty on the man's head after his operation got shut down and the news covered the whole thing and pressured him into doing so...but, it's safe to say the small price won't be having an impact on his mortal existence any time soon...unless someone really needs some beer money THAT badly...

Cherry: I'm just glad he didn't try to do anything to my breasts.

Eviscerator: If he did? I would've made an exception and we WOULD be covered in blood right now.

Viola: Well...for the sake of the evening, I guess we can say it's great that things didn't pan out that way.

Eviscerator: Since I'm still struggling to see the point of tonight's exercise, you'll forgive me if I do not share your enthusiasm.

Cherry: You still don't like the idea of a double date?

Viola: Why not? It's great.

Eviscerator: No offence, but saying your own idea is "great" comes off as a little boastful, wouldn't you say?

Viola: It's not strictly my idea, it's a long-standing bonding activity that is proven to exemplify passionate love within couples.

Eviscerator: And say I am perfectly happy with my pre-approved dosage of passion? Wouldn't such a course of action be considered detrimental?

Viola: No, it's healthy...

Eviscerator: Based on...?

Viola: Do I need an exact science in this? It's something outside of your normal routine.

Eviscerator: You're not at all worried that you're conforming to and perpetuating a hurtful prospect that having a partner is necessary in order to make you "complete" as a person in many respects?

Viola: No! It's just two couples hanging out, why the fuck have you got to be so gloomy about everything?

Eviscerator: Why have you got to be so upbeat and tightly wound about this topic? If indeed I am dating a person, can I not do so at my leisure?

Viola: Not if they're expecting things to go at a quicker pace...

Eviscerator: Ah, I see...and you said this to Viola, did you? That you "wanted to reach a consensus on where we are with a relationship"...?

Cherry: No, I just talked about the night where you killed that demon with all the dynamite strapped to him in a back alley somewhere, and because you deflected the bombs that went off after you killed him, we flew into a trash skip and ended up kissing for some reason...Viola said it wasn't as romantic as I thought it was, and she got on to talking about double dates, so I thought we could help her and Nova out.

Eviscerator: Oh, so you think we're helping them become a normal couple?

Cherry: I mean...I thought that's why we were here....Is that not why we're here?

Viola: What?....No! Nova and I are light-years ahead of you two in terms of stability, passion, romantic understanding, and all that other crap they yammer on about on those talk shows. We're the closest thing this city has to a perfect couple, aren't we Nova?

Nova: ...

Viola: I said, aren't we Nova!?

Nova: Huh?...Oh, yeah, sorry....Of course we are.

Eviscerator: Now I'm not a certified love doctor, but that sounds like a dime's worth of uncertainty coming from the voice of your ninja life partner, Viola. Perhaps is there trouble in paradise somewhere, and news has still yet to reach the reception desk?

Viola: Not as far as I know. Nova, answer the man's question, why are you being so quiet and nervous tonight?

Nova: It's nothing...

Viola: Are you sure?

Nova: Of course, I'm fine....

Cherry: Are you sure? You kinda look like you need to go pee...

Nova: I'm fine...just continue this...lovely evening....

Eviscerator: I'm calling it now, Viola must have a gun pointed at the ninja under the table to be keeping him with us.

Cherry: Viola! That's not how you get someone to go out and have a nice night, you're supposed to ask nicely, not point guns at them.

Viola: I didn't extort my own husband into coming out on a date with me, and I'm not pointing a gun at him. Why does having a night out, dinner with friends specifically, have to be something that descends into accusations of me being some kind of cruel villain when you two were the ones who hitched a ride to this place with the serial boob jobber?

Eviscerator: Maybe it's because no one on this side of the table looks like they're sitting on thumb-tacks right now. Unlike Nova, we're not uncomfortable, just bored.

Cherry: I'm not so much bored as I am confused...everything on the dessert menu is in a different language.

Eviscerator: I don't think that's the case, I think they're just French desserts.

Cherry: Well why can't they tell me if they're chocolate in English? I didn't know we needed to learn this kind of stuff before double dating...I've changed my mind, it's not boring or confusing, it's difficult if there's tests like this we need to pass.

Eviscerator: Just wait for the test of strength when they expect you to chop your hand through one of the 9-year-old stale loafs of bread from the back, then you'll really be in for it.

Cherry: That's a dangerously unhealthy amount of time to keep any kind of food. I can't remember where bread ranks on those scales, but if it was over 9-years-old? You'd get a very upset tummy from eating it.

Viola: Would you two stop talking about this garbage so loudly, the people on the surrounding tables are starting to stare.

Eviscerator: Let them stare, if they really have a problem with it then they can come and say something to my face, it would serve the spiciest offering of the night from this bland estate in my book.

Viola: Stop pretending you're a food critic, and stop pissing all over this restaurant's reputation, they don't serve stale bread, they bake it fresh themselves. New loafs every day. What doesn't get eaten by customers today gets fed to pigeons and ducks at the time of closing.

Cherry: Wow, right up until you mentioned the birds, it sounded like you were some angry narrator for a bread advertisement on TV.

Eviscerator: I'll say, do you have stock in this restaurant, or something? Maybe you're sponsoring the chef who makes the bread at least?

Viola: No, no....I just like this restaurant, Nova and I came here on our first date, and it's a nice place, that's all.

Eviscerator: The first date your memory can recall at least?

Viola: Well, yeah. I was kidnapped by a demon on the same day, but everything up until that point was pretty magical.

Eviscerator: I'm revoking your right to critique Cherry and myself any further on how we conduct our personal affairs, you clearly have no grasp on what is considered a romantic evening.

Viola: Eh...it was romantic as hell, we had a fun day together, we bonded, and then even though I was kidnapped? Nova came to my rescue within record time and saved me...I mean, he brought Vesper with him from out of nowhere, and bringing your mistress along to save your wife might be considered something of a glaring contradiction to some people when describing it as romantic...but it was a growing period, OK? We learned from that incident on how to isolate what makes something special and how to capture that moment time and time again.

Nova: OW!...

Viola: ...?

Eviscerator: ...?

Cherry: Did something happen to you, Nova?

Nova: No, I'm fine...this evening is just...so much fun I couldn't help but scream...

Eviscerator: Well that's just plainly not a normal thing to say...

Viola: Why couldn't my idea of a double date drive someone to such excitement, honestly?

Eviscerator: Maybe if someone was checked into a hysteria ward and were easily triggered into uncontrollable bouts of giddy screaming without provocation....but for a quiet evening of bland conversation whilst trying to translate the name of foreign cakes into English?...I mean, you could scream about it, but I think most pharmaceutical companies these days have pill-based remedies to keep it from happening.

Viola: Are you saying someone would need to be high on drugs to enjoy one of my ideas?

Eviscerator: Not initially, but now that the words have crossed your lips, I can't help but affirmatively claim that as my stance, yes.

Viola: How fucking dare you sa-...?

Viola is interrupted by Nova banging her fists down onto the table, keeping them fixed there as her left one trembles nervously for a few seconds and she says under her breath.

Nova: Don't mind me....I'm just...getting mildly defensive about this....the evening...it's....great...

Viola: As much as you're being fucking weird right now, I'm going to take this. See, Eviscerator. My husband agrees, double dating is fun.

Cherry: I wouldn't say I'm exactly having a bad time, but I am concerned for Nova.

Viola: Don't try to change the subject. Nova just said he's having a blast, that's all that's wrong with him.

Eviscerator: He is bending a spoon through tension right now...?

Viola: Lots of guys do that when they're having the best double date of their life, you two are just inexperienced...

Cherry: I dunno, they way Nova is acting right now kind of reminds me of a scary movie I saw once, where the people in it were on space ship that was going to the store or something...I forget why they were flying through space, but the point is, at some moment, they started realising that there was a bunch of creatures on board with them, and they weren't doing things that normal infestations do, like stealing cheese and bending fire pokers. Instead? They were latching on to everybody, and making them pregnant with their babies, only for them to explode out of their bodies and stuff....I couldn't sleep for 2 weeks after watching it.

Eviscerator: That's why I told you not to, I knew my sleep pattern would suffer with you asking me if I'd kill anything if it tried to make you pregnant....to which I always give an affirmative “YES”...

Viola: Ahem...what does that have to do with Nova?

Cherry: He looks like one of the people before the creatures burst out of them and sent blood flying everywhere in a big goopy mess. I know Nova doesn't look even remotely pregnant, but neither did the people in the movie, and that's what was scary about it.

Eviscerator: Cinema magic in it's finest form, I guess.

Viola: My husband isn't about to explode into a pool of alien embryos in the centre of a fine dining restaurant, OK? What the fuck is wrong with you two, that you've got to take things THERE of all places.

Cherry: Don't be so sure, they were in the cafeteria when one of the first people exploded in the movie.

Eviscerator: (Sarcastically) Yeah, and if it happened that way in the movie, then it's just gotta happen that way in real life.

Cherry: Except we're not in space right now...

Eviscerator: Don't be so sure, you can't see the windows from here, meaning the restaurant could've taken off from the ground seconds after we
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