
Episode 4: End Game 

 All five Affiliated Bosses were at the police station. The police were prepared for the city 
to blow up on them. The armoury had been emptied, every officer was armed and authorized to 
use deadly force if necessary. Full combat gear was mandatory: bullet-proof vests were never to 
be taken off, not even inside of the station. If the Affiliated wanted to start another war for the 
city, this time, the police were going to be ready for it.  

 Only Stan and Sarah were allowed inside any of the interrogation rooms. It had taken a 
week to get all five bosses to agree to be at the station, and as far as Stan knew, none of them 
knew that the others were also there. If the Affiliated started a turf-war with each other, or if the 
gangs marched to free their bosses, one way or another, the murder of Terrence Cassel would no 
longer matter.  

 Since Caroline had demanded that Sarah was not allowed to be a part of the interrogation, 
Stan decided that Sarah should be the one to interrogate Caroline.  
 “You’re not my Stan.” 
 “No. But you are miss Caroline Shaver.” 
 “I’m going to have Stan’s balls for this.” 
 “I’m sure that whether I was here or not, in some way, you would have Stan’s balls.” 
 “That is an inappropriate comment.”  
 “What was Terrence doing in your district the night he was murdered?” 
 “You think I did it?” 
 “You thing I don’t believe you had someone following him? You’re too cautious for that. 
If another Affiliated District Boss was in your territory, you would want to know why.” 
 “He was dumped in the river. That doesn’t mean that he was murdered in my district or 
on my orders.” 
 “I didn’t say I believed that you killed him or had him killed. But I think you do know 
who did. Now, who did Terrence meet with?” 
 “I don’t know. Ask his son.” 

… 

 Stan was already meeting with Luke Cassel. He sat, lounging in his chair, across the desk 
from the younger man. “Murder is an interesting word. It isn’t so much the killing of another 
person as the intent behind the act which murder actually defines. For example, soldiers aren’t by 
definition ‘murderers.’ Crime Bosses, or the other hand …” 
 “What are you suggesting, Detective?” 
 “Only that legitimate, outright murder isn’t uncommon in families such as yours.” 
 “Is your experience with families such as mine derived from movies, Detective?” 
 Stan stood up and leaned over the desk, so that his face was only a few inches from 
Luke’s. “Are you suggesting that I don’t know the difference between reality and fiction?” 



 “No.” 
 Stan sat back down. “Smart man. So, for the sake of argument, let’s say that you have a 
typical crime-dynasty attitude towards your situation. Your father is getting old, maybe he’s 
losing his touch. You want to take over, so you have the big dog removed, forcibly. It puts you in 
his place and sends a message that you are not the negotiating type.” 
 “Why would I force you to investigate my father’s murder if I was the one who killed 
him?”  
 “To throw us off. You aren’t an idiot, as far as I can tell. After all, what could you 
possibly have to hide, especially with you forcing me to take the case. Especially with you being 
so cooperative about making sure it’s investigated.” Luke said nothing. “Where did your father 
go the night he was murdered?” 
 “I don’t know.” 
 “Did you ever argue with him?”  
 “Would it have done me any good? You knew my father.” 
 “So, there was no love lost, then.” 
 “I didn’t say that.” 
 Stan raised an eyebrow. “Well, you’d better start saying something.” 
 “He said something about a deal he’d been trying to make.” 
 “What kind of deal?” 
 “Something about the old sewer system. Someone was going to let him use it, for a 
price.”  
 Stan pushed himself to his feet. “Everything is for a price.” He started to walk to the 
door.  
 “He was trying to negotiate a lower one.” Stan left without answering. 

… 

 Sarah was waiting for him. “Caroline wouldn’t say anything, except to warn you that 
she’d have your balls on a plate if you tried that again.” 
 Stan answered as he poured himself a coffee. “Must be some new fetish of hers.” 
 “How’d it go in there?” 
 “Kid sang like a bird. Terrence was threatening another Boss so that he could use the 
sewers for free.” 
 “Why would he want the sewers?”  
 “They’re old, big, lots of tunnels. Easy to hide activities.”  
 “So, we find out who owns the sewers …” 
 “And we’ve got our murderer.” 

 Sarah went and got a map of the city’s underground from the station’s archives. “Well, 
this is a bust.” 
 “What’s wrong?” 
 “The sewers run under the whole city.” 



 “We’re looking for the old sewers, though. And we can already rule out South End and 
West Shore. Terrence can’t threaten himself, and Caroline is clean.” 
 Sarah pointed to the North Suburbs on the map. “Why is this part of the sewer in a 
different colour?” 
 “It is different. They put it in when they started construction of the suburbs. Affiliated 
can’t really use them for anything, so I think we can rule out Isabelle.” 
 “Which leaves Marissa in Downtown, and Jacques on the East Side.” 
 Stan refilled his coffee mug. “I’ll take Marissa. Believe me, she’ll eat you alive.” 
 “I survived Caroline.” 
 “She’s bisexual and wants to sleep with you. If she thought it would get you naked, she’d 
say anything.” 
 “You couldn’t tell me that before I went in there?” 
 “I try to avoid knowing useful things about people. Didn’t think it was important. But 
Marissa is a royal pain in the ass, one that I’ve been awaiting the pleasure of removing for a long 
time.” 
 “A royal pain in the ass? Like me?” Sarah gave a half-grin. 
 Stan stepped aside and gestured towards the door, also grinning. “She’s all yours.” 

… 

Sarah emerged from the interrogation room 20 minutes later looking like she’d been 
dragged behind a horse.  
 “I guess Marissa was more than you thought, eh? If only someone had warned you.” 
 “Ass.”  
 “I’ll do it.” 

… 

Stan entered the room and kicked a chair back onto its legs. Marissa was filing her nails, 
oblivious or apathetic to the detective’s entrance. Stan sat down, then reached over and plucked 
the emery board from her hand.  
 “That was rude.”  
 “My lieutenant looks like she’s been assaulted. Cooperate and I won’t press charges.” 
 “Ask nicely.” 
 “You’re the fourth Affiliated Boss I’ve had to interrogate today. I’ve run out of nice.” 
 “Then I am not saying anything.” 
 Stan pulled a knife out of his pocket and placed it on the desk. Then he pulled out his gun 
and put it down beside the knife. “Kill me. Right now.”  
 Marissa didn’t waste any time. She reached for the gun and was pulling the trigger before 
she’d fully lifted it.  
 Click … click click click.  



She pulled the gun back to stare at it, then kept pulling the trigger as if something 
different would happen.  
 Stan pulled the gun’s clip out of his pocket. “Never took you for a knife person. Wasn’t 
concerned about that option.” 
 “Well,” she gestured at the seven-inch-long knife, “a pitifully small knife like that is 
hardly going to kill someone, is it.”   
 “Hardly.” 

… 

Stan rejoined Sarah. “We’ve got her.” 
 “How?” 
 “She just tried to kill me, and something else that I’m just remembering. There’s a pub in 
Downtown called The Old Sewer. Marissa’s gangs use it to launder money.”  
 “What do you mean, she just tried to kill you?” 
 “I gave her my gun and one of my knives and told her to kill me. She didn’t even 
hesitate. Thought she liked me more than that, but whatever. She tried the gun, but I thought she 
would, so it wasn’t loaded. When I said that she didn’t seem like a knife person, she told me that 
mine was too small to do a proper job.” 
 “I’m sure Caroline would disagree.” 
 “I’m ignoring that remark.”  
 “I wanted it to be Jacques.” 
 “So did I.” 

… 

Stan and Sarah both sat across from Marissa. Stan decided to let Sarah have another 
chance at getting Marissa to let something slip. 
 “Do you want to confess?” 
 “No.” 
 “But you did kill Terrence Cassel.” 
 “No.” 
 “You’re lying to us.” 
 “No.” 
 Frustrated, Stan broke in. “Your hair is red.” 
 “No! … Wait … Fuck.” 
 “Marissa St. Clair, I charge you with the murder of Terrence Cassel.” 

… 

For the next month, Chief Denning ordered a huge police presence throughout the 
Downtown just to keep the Affiliated under control. Marissa’s trial, since it was the only thing 
that the courts had to deal with, dragged on the entire time. Eventually, she pled not guilty by 



reason of self-defence. Stan, though wishing she wouldn’t be let off on that plea, took it as 
acknowledgment that he had at least been right. If the court didn’t punish her, Luke Cassel would 
at least have his own revenge planned.  

… 

Stan started packing up some things on his desk. He looked up to see Sarah standing in 
the office door. “You going somewhere?” 
 “Yeah.” Stan kept shoving papers into his suitcase. “I’m leaving town.” 
 “So, where you headed?” 
 “I don’t know.” He stopped and looked back up at her. “You want to come?” 
 She smiled. “I thought I was a pain in the ass.” 
 “You are. But if you stay here and get killed, I hate to say this, but I’d probably miss you 
on some days.” 
 “You’re too sweet.” She thought about it for a minute. “Yeah, sure. I’ll come.” 
 Stan smiled.  


