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Scalleri 
reported in. 
They’re done 
canvassing.

Should we call 
it? Start the 
paperwork? 

Just a 
second.

Casey. All 
clear?

Yeah.

Walk me 
through it.

We just-- What PRECinCT 
are you? ‘Cause 
this is with the 

72nd and I 
don’t--

I’ll explain 
later. 

Top floor? 
Sure the perp 
came and went 

this way?

We have an I.D. from 
a neighbour of him 
heading toward the 

stairs after.

Which 
neighbour?

Apartment to the 
RiGHT of the vic. 

SHE'S actually over in 
the apartment to the 

LEFT now, comforting 
the old woman who 

lives there.

Robert.



Hm?

The ALBAnOS or 
the CARRAROS? 

Which family called 
you in?

Does it 
matter?

Well, yeah. Victim 
was CARMinE 

ALBanO. Stole TEn 
KiLOS of coke 
from his own 

family.

Don’t think the 
ALBAnOS would 
send you if THEY 

did this…

You’re still 
quite the 

detective, Casey.

SniFF

Fuck YOU, 
nEWBURn.

What do 
you got?

Krizia Uomo 
cologne in the 

air. But I only see 
generic drug 

store shit here.

Great. So we’ve 
narrowed down 

the MAFiA 
murderer to 

“italian.”

As you may EXPECT, 
he didn’t leave the 
gun at the scene. 
But Carmine’S gun 

was still here. 
Unfired, no bullets.

So, which 
is it?

Hn. I’ll be next 
door with the 

witnesses.

Alone. Okay, enough’s 
enough. Who 

the fuck iS this 
guy?

Look, calm 
down.



his name is 
easton 

newburn. He 
used to be 

police.

he’s private these 
days. A few of us 

give him access to 
scenes and info on 
the down low, and 

in return, he gives us 
perps and info.

--I already told the 
officer…I don’t know 
the exact time I heard 

the gunshots. My 
memory...it’s…

“…why the fuck is a private 
detective investigating a mafia 
murder?”

I was watching n.Y. 
Legal and making 
tea. I know that 

because I dropped 
my favourite cup…

“n.Y. Legal…”

…that’s on 
at eight, 

yeah?

did they 
catch who 

did it?

on the 
show. Who 

did it.

 I…no. They 
finished at the… 

the crime 
scene…

and you 
wouldn’t make 
tea while the 
show was on, 
would you, 

doris?

heavens, 
no …

okay then. 
Probably 
during the 
credits.

does ten after 
eight sound 

right to you, 
ms.…

karla.
and yeah, 

that sounds 
right…

“I was in my apartment when 
I heard the gunshot.

“I probably should have 
hid--called the cops--
But I cracked my door…

“…and saw a white guy run 
out of carmine’s apartment. 
Just his back.

“he was carrying a gym bag… 
wearing an orange jacket 
with a number nine on it.”

wait…

I’m 
sorry…?



We TOLD the 
cops this 

already…who 
ARE you, 
exactly?

Outside 
consultant. Mind 
if you and I talk 
privately out in 

the HALL?

“Consultant” 
for WHO?

You’re consoling 
an old lady two 

doors down from 
you. You were 
COMFORTABLE 
there. You’re 

friendly.

And Carmine was 
kicked out of the 

family ‘cause he 
couldn’t keep his 
MOUTH shut. Had 
to lie LOW, talk 

to no one.

But someone who 
isn’t involved? 
The attractive 
girl who lives 
next door?

I didn’t…I--I 
was worried 
the m-mob--

Here’s my CARD. 
anyone comes 

by? CALL.

You were 
RiGHT not 
to tell the 

COPS…

Did you know 
CARMinE well?

I…not SUPER 
well. He was kind 
of a nervous 

dude and I hadn’t 
been here long.

He was EX-MAFiA. A 
fuck-up nephew of 

the second-largest 
crime boss in 

new York.

I--what--

You knew. 
Don’t fuck 

with me.

…but I’M not 
the COPS.
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The Albanos were the old guard. They’d ruled most of the 
drug trade in New York since the ‘80s. But their focus was in 
Jersey and the Carraros took full advantage of that fact, 
encroaching on Manhattan and Queens from their base in 
the Bronx.

Anthony Albano died last year and his son Michael took 
over. He was next in line, but others in the family see him as 
weak. And if the family sees him as weak, his enemies see 
him as weak. The Carraros have ramped up incursions, 
taking New York into a possible new gang war.

The death of an Albano? At the hands of a Carraro? That 
could tip things over.
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Any CAMERAS 
catch him?

Front hall camera 
doesn't work. And 
none of the shops 
nearby are open yet 
so we won’t know 

until morning.

Hn.

…but my guess 
is a guy in a 

bright jacket 
with a number on 

it isn’t that 
smart.

Remember, 
newburn! You 

owe me!

What “Hn”?

if our guy was 
SMART he would 
have run TOWARD 
some action so he 
could blend in…

Sure.

nothing.

Hello, Mr. 
nEWBURn? it’s 
Rickey. We just 
wanted to check 

in and--

PUT HiM 
On.



Put him On, 
Rickey.

I’m--I’m 
SORRY?

newburn. I just 
want an UPDATE. 
Did the cops--

Mr. Albano, 
with all due 
RESPECT--

--When I worked 
for your FATHER, 

he knew that I 
wasn’t to be 

disturbed when 
I’m on a case. When I find 

something that 
you should 

KnOW, you’ll 
KnOW.

The FUCK? 
Look, pal, 
you don’t 

get to talk 
to me like--

now.



Don’t 
know who 
that iS.

He’s new 
around here…

Look, are 
we going to 

have to--

Yeah, 
you DO. 

…I guess so.

I need to 
speak with 

Alexei.

hn!

Hey!

CHK



This won’t 
take long.

There. Go 
back three 
seconds.

You okay, 
BRO? You 

clearly still 
got PEP in 

your STEP…

Yeah, 
sure.

…but you’re 
looking 
TiRED.

“…so go EASY on 
him, all right?”

not sleeping 
much, lately.

Yeah, I 
figured. Lot 
of action 
right now.

What’re you 
lookin’ for?

Your STREET 
CAMERA. Between 8:15 
and 8:30. Looking 
for a WHiTE MALE in 
an orange JACKET.

I…just 
give me… 
second…

This…won’t 
come down on 
ME, yeah? The 
BRATVA’S been 
playing nicE 

and--

is… 
good?

Yeah…
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Easton Newburn’s existence can really be pinpointed to 
various gangs creating alliances over the past few 
decades. In the face of the RICO Act and legal 
crackdowns, crime families reached past ethnic lines 
and historical bad blood to form a united front. One 
based on a common goal: making money.

The Russian Bratva and the Japanese Yakuza made up 
one of these alliances. The Russians had managed to 
create a strong network of underground gambling dens 
in New York, and the Yakuza were only too happy to 
route Japanese tourists to them for kickbacks.

Once I got to know Newburn, I could see how much 
those connections helped him. He was the next step, 
tying them all together, for his gain. 



L-L-LAWYER.

Shit got out of 
HAnD! Then…then I 
tore the place UP 
but couldn’t find 

the COKE!

Come on, Frankie. 
You were PLACED 

at the scene, you’re 
a CARRARO, and the 
COKE was missing. 

I a-ain’t 
sayin’ shit 

until--

…All right. 
five minutes 
"Mr. Lawyer." 

“…that’s good.”

Then you can 
stick around 

while he 
confesses.

Th-the guy 
fuckin’ TEXTED 
me about the 
COKE! Wanted 

to SELL! 

it was a 
G-GOOD 

SCORE and I 
needed to PROVE 

to my dad…

I got there, brought 
a BAG like he said…and 
he was fuckin’ HiGH! 
Kept saying he didn’t 

know who I WAS!

Am I 
g-gonna--

All right. 
Here’s the 

DEAL, Frankie.

Detective? 
We have--

I’m MR. 
CARRARO’S 
attorney. 

Give us 
the room 
for FiVE.

D-Did my 
dad send 

you?

Tell me what 
happened.

Oh god, 
okay--



Carmine was OUT, 
so there won’t 
be retribution. 
The families have 
agreed to that.

The people you 
WORK for…

You’re going to 
prison. For 

murder. no way 
around that. 

What the 
FUCK kind of 
legal advice 
iS THAT?! 

no advice. it’s 
just what’s 
going to 
HAPPEn.

I’ve heard the 
STORiES about 

you, y’know.

I’m sure.

Well, 
detective…

You’ll do your 
time. They’ll make 
it COMFORTABLE 

for you.

Wait… 
that’s--that’s 

iT?!

So, 
that’s it?

that’s it.

…you used to be a 
fucking COP. How 
can you even DO 

this? How can you 
bring yourself to 

help them?

…if I helped 
them when I 
was a COP…

yes.



…I’d have 
been DiRTY.

no, 
Henry…

Sir? Back to 
home base?

…not yet.



I…Christ. Do you 
need me to go 

over it all again?

He was here to do 
a DEAL. Was told 
to bring a BAG 
for the DRUGS.

…I think 
you would.

But he wasn’t told by 
CARMinE. no, it would 
have been someone who 
gained ACCESS to his 

phone. More than 
likely cloning it.

no, we 
caught him.

Oh! Wow…that 
was FASt…

Hn. it was. The man 
was incredibly 

stupid.

May as well have been 
wearing a TRAFFiC COnE. 

not what you’d expect from 
a man willing to murder 
someone for a windfall.

I wouldn’t 
know.

Oh…



Hey! Where 
are you--

Carmine was too 
STUPiD to hide the 
drugs in the wall. 
Someone must have 
given him the idea.

Who tells 
someone to 
bring a bag?

Someone who wants 
you to see him running 
OUT with the bag, see 
him running with a BAG 

FULL of cocaine.

Fresh paint. 
Maybe a 

week old.

Frankie tore 
that place 

APART looking 
for the drugs.

You SAiD you 
saw him run down 
the hall after 

the GUnSHOTS.

But he must have 
spent a good ten 

minutes looking for 
the coke, yeah? Were 

you looking out 
your door that 

WHOLE time?

“Ten kilos of coke is 
TWEnTY-TWO POUnDS.

“The BAG looked light 
as a feather as he ran.” 

When I was in his 
apartment I smelled 

something underneath 
the cheap cologne.

Someone who 
shared a wall 

with him...



You set him up. 
Even took the 

BULLETS from his 
gun so he didn’t 
stand a chance. 

nobody touches me. 
That’s the rule. I’m 

a U.n. inspector 
wandering through 

a war zone.

Don’t fucking 
MOVE.

Shut the 
fuck UP.

Why are you HERE 
and not at the 
station telling 
the COPS this, 

huh?

Who the 
fuck ARE 

you?

Someone steals 
from the FLYinG 
DRAGOnS, I find 
out who did it. 

Someone murders 
a RUSSian 

MOBSTER, I find 
out who did it.

You moved in here 
JUST FOR THiS, 

didn’t you? 
Honestly, it's 
impressive.

My name is 
EASTOn 

nEWBURn.

I’m on retainer 
to all the major 
CRiME FAMiliES in 

the city. 



So much so, 
that if you pull 
that TRiGGER...

But why…why not 
turn me in? To 
the COPS? To 
the ALBAnOS?

...bombs will rain 
down on you, 
"karla," from 

ALL those 
nations.

no… 

Fuck 
FUCK.

I know who 

you are.

godDAMMiT.

Do you--do you 
want the COKE? 

I can--

…I want you 
to WORK 
for me.
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Fuck.



“NOBODY
TOUCHES ME”


