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L L——""
‘fou ever
netice how even whan
it's dark, it's never
really night around
[ hera?

Wow, Declan,
that's deep. You been
going to slam |::-r.'r|'3’r1";,I right
ar somalthing? 5

1 You sure
you wanna )
go in thera Relax,

along? '




in, sweekea. I
I ain't got
-._ all night.

Whats the t-ig
amargency’y

‘ "MAGGIE!”




At this
tauching.

We're gonng

ploy a gome,
lovebirds,

s called,
"Who's the
rat?”

First ona of
you telts me which
of you dimaed me
out to Th:‘:ﬂ‘
feds, they ge

— & - die fash.

If wosn't me,
Sean, I swear

What T T love you like a daughter,
wanna know I take you in off the sireel.

-1
nd vau-me over.

Disloyal
ittle bitch.

Daesnt

Har it 7T totd them
ST what we did with
it's over. : Donovan's body. Putting this
They have You're just as dead ut shot | m yeu and \-.
haurs af ag mé, you battom-faading, woalching you bléad dlow ¥ See you in

tapes. o\ murderous piece of Hlll is gonna feel recl good. f Hell, Sean.
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