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PART ONE

The Red Envelope Murder

 



Chapter 1

The body hung off the edge of the restaurant
sign. He was swinging side to side due to the strong, cold wind.
Blood dripped from his neck to the floor in a macabre fashion.

“Mr. Shan,” An officer looked up to the body,
“He’s the owner of the restaurant.”

“Poor guy,” Another officer said, “Bet the
business was going south.”

The lights from the sign reflected off the
wet sidewalk with the words All-You-Can, the only ones working. A
crowd of people began to flock around the victim creating a noisy
scene. They started taking pictures and livestreaming to their
hordes of followers.

“No goddamn respect,” The first officer shook
his head in disgust, “All of you get out of here!”

Some people listened to the demand, but most
just blew it off and continued their commentaries.

“Where’s the bus?” The first officer grew
frustrated.

“They said they were on 12th.” His partner
answered.

“That’s a few minutes away,” The officer
continued staring at hanging man, “That’s good.”

 



Chapter 2

The rundown apartment was dark and cold. The
window unit hummed with its green LED light glaring through the
shadows with the temperature reading sixty-eight degrees. A figure
shuffled around the room, seemingly confused.

“I hear it,” The young man pulled out his
sofa cushion, “But where the hell is it?!”

He could hear a faint vibration in front of
him, but couldn’t pinpoint it.

“Ah found you!” The man located his
smartphone and quickly answered, “Alec Santino here.”

“We need you here at Shan’s Chinese Cuisine.”
A deep voice emerged from the other side.

“What for?” Alec sat on his sofa, “Do we need
to confiscate his slot machines again?”

“He hung himself.” The deep voice jumped to
his point. He sounded like a straight shooter and didn’t seem to
play around with words.

“Interesting,” Alec shuffled around his room
putting on his pants and simultaneously turning on his light
revealing his heavily decorated body of tattoos ranging from
Japanese sakuras to fifties greaser ink, “Do we have a note,
sergeant?”

“We barely brought the body down,” The
superior responded, “We thought we’d let you get first dibs.”

“On my way,” Alec slipped into a black
t-shirt, “Don’t start without me.”

“Better be quick then.” The sergeant hung up
without another word.

Alec slipped his phone into his pocket and
ran to his bathroom. One hand reached for his sandalwood scented
high shine, heavy hold pomade and the other for his comb. He
quickly styled his hair to the side and hopped his way to the door
while he tried put on his Chuck Taylors with his hoodie and vest
over his shoulders. The man was obviously in a rush and he knew he
was being timed the moment he got off the call. Paloma PD was no
joke.

“Suicide? Most likely.” Alec talked to
himself, “Damn shame, I loved that place.”

 



Chapter 3

Alec parked his black Neon outside of the
restaurant. His headlights shined brightly ahead of him leaving the
police officers to shield their eyes to avoid its rays. The young
detective’s lanyard swung by his leg, gently brushing against him
with every step while he rubbed his tattooed hands trying to keep
them warm. He stepped out of the car and walked toward the crime
scene where the other officers surrounded the lifeless body of Mr.
Shan.

“Hello guys.” Alec’s voice was gentle and
quiet. He lacked the bravado of authority and was often made fun of
behind his back. The only thing that seemed to lay them off was
once they knew his father was. He was looked at differently ever
since, but not in a good way.

“Nice of you to join us, Detective Santino.”
The sergeant’s words beat him like a sack of potatoes. Alec knew he
was sarcastic, but that didn’t soothe his ego.

“So this is the victim?” Alec avoided the
topic.

“He was found hanging right above us about
two hours ago.” The sergeant informed the detective with the intel
he received.

“Anything that would suggest foul play?”
Detective Santino knelt down and examined the body with his eyes.
He looked above him to try to get a measure of the height, but he
was getting nowhere with the information he had at that moment.

“It’s looking more like a suicide with each
second we stand here.” One of the police officers remarked.

“Before we get to that,” Alec stood up,
“Let’s try to cross some possible motives.”

“Like?” The police officer crossed his arms
with his curiosity piqued.

“Well, let’s not ignore the fact that he ran
an illegal casino in that wonderful place.” Alec was right about
that. He always made time to eat at the low-priced buffet and
always noted the amount of people who walked into the back. Mr.
Shan wasn’t exactly a criminal mastermind. He was always making his
moves obvious to the law. They kept close tabs on him and Alec was
really surprised by how he avoided getting arrested. He personally
didn’t want to get into it.

“Well, we cased the area before you got here
and found nothing.” The sergeant sighed.

“What about the roof?” Alec suggested, “He
had to start somewhere right?”

“Good point,” The sergeant nodded in
agreement, “Get up there and find me some answers.”

Goddamn it. Alec had to open his big
mouth.

 



Chapter 4

“I hate heights!” Alec angrily climbed up to
the roof of the restaurant/casino, “Why not check the roof?
Stupid!”

He reached into his pocket and reached for
his apple-flavored cigarillo. The detective always kept one on his
person at all times, never knew when he needed it and at
eighty-nine cents each, why complain. He lit it and began to inhale
to strengthen the ember until the smell of imitation apple filled
the frigid air.

He gently stepped on the roof while he tried
to keep his balance. His intense fear of heights always made him
feel vertigo really quickly no matter how big the roof was or if it
had ten foot guardrails. Alec looked across the roof hoping to find
some kind of clue. The cold wind rubbed his face until he felt
numb. He slowly made his way to the edge of the restaurant where
Mr. Shan was found hanging.

The detective peered over the edge as slowly
as he could. The height probably wasn’t enough to kill him, but his
phobia said otherwise. Alec’s legs shook in fear and his body
trembled. He quickly retreated away from the edge before he tipped
over and joined Mr. Shan.

“So he walked over here,” Alec traced the cut
noose to a steel roof pipe, “Tied the rope there then…”

Alec paused to collect himself.

“Jumped off.” He continued.

Even to him, it looked more like a suicide.
Not a single sign of foul play. He inhaled his cigarillo while
continuing his search. Part of him avoided the edge, but something
in his gut told him to go back.

“Anything?!” The sergeant yelled from
below.

Alec looked back at the edge and searched by
the neon sign. He saw a red item sticking on one of the bars by the
sign.

“I think so!” Alec shouted back. He knew he
was going to have to climb down to retrieve it. He flicked his
smoke then knelt down close to the edge just enough to get a
comfortable grip on the ledge. Once he held on, the detective began
to swing and stretch his foot until he got something that could
serve as a platform for his descent.

“What do you see?!” The sergeant asked
another question right under him.

“I don’t know,” Alec grunted as he finally
got behind the sign, “But it’s red.”

Alec cautiously lowered himself using the
sign’s bars to keep him from falling. His legs shook again, but he
was too close to back out now. The wind blew at the red paper
making it rap against the steel bar it was stuck to.

With a little elbow grease, he managed to
pluck the paper out and began his climb back up to the roof. He
held tightly and nervously on the bars, and his cold hands made it
a bigger struggle to scale the building. Luckily, he managed to get
to the roof just as long as he didn’t look down.

“I think a raise is in order,” Alec muttered
to himself, walking to the roof’s ladder that led to the street
below. He looked at the envelope in his hand and checked the flap
to see if it was already opened, “I wonder what’s inside.”

He quickly slipped his fingers inside the
envelope and pulled out a torn piece of paper tucked inside. He
looked over it and saw a message written in red ink:

Everything will now come your way.

 



Chapter 5

Alec sat in the sergeant’s office waiting on
some news about the piece of evidence he discovered. His foot
bounced around in anticipation. No matter how many cases he solved
he never got used to the uneasy feeling.

The bugging feeling of the chance of failure
and uselessness.

“Well,” The sergeant handed the young
detective a cup of coffee to warm him up from the cold outside.

“Do we chalk it up to suicide?” Alec
asked.

“What do you think?” The sergeant sat in his
leather chair that looked too good to be an office chair.

“Remember what I said,” Alec responded with
his timid voice, “We shouldn’t ignore the fact that he laundered
cash.”

“Would your old man approve of chasing that
lead?”

“No offense sir,” Alec sipped his coffee, “My
dad ain’t with us.”

“Good point,” His superior sighed, “You do
understand that we can’t be pissing anyone off. But you’re right.
We have a dead man who had some sort of criminal tie.”

The sergeant pulled out a folded plastic
Ziploc bag with the red envelope inside it. He slyly leaned toward
the detective.

“I’ll head back and see what they missed.”
Alec understood the subtlety and reached for the envelope.

“Tread fuckin’ carefully.” The sergeant made
himself as clear as he can.

“Got it.” Alec left the office and tried to
lower any suspicion to where he was heading to. He quickly tucked
the evidence under his jacket and kept his head toward the
door.

“Hope you don’t regret this, Garrett.” The
sergeant whispered to himself.

 



Chapter 6

Alec’s Neon was parked in an alley across
from Mr. Shan’s casino front. He got out of his car and headed
toward the entrance of the building. Blood still stained the
concrete and looked just as fresh due to the cold. The door was
already unlocked allowing the detective to enter. The place was
empty and the lights were off showing no signs of occupants. He
reached for his phone and activated the flashlight to begin his
scavenger hunt.

He began his search to the kitchen where he
can maybe find a possible murder weapon to make his theory more
cemented. The kitchen was covered with the smell of orange chicken
and beef. Some smells he hated, but this was fortunately one he
didn’t mind spending hours in. Aside from the food, he scanned the
floor for any other footprints.

“If this happened during closing hours,” He
followed the beam of light, “Then floors were mopped and no one
should be here in kitchen.”

He questioned it and re-questioned it until
he could get some kind of sense out of what he was saying. He then
made his way into the main dining area. Dining tables and booths
were relentlessly looked over with a fine-toothed comb, but now he
was beginning to look crazy trying to find something that didn’t
exist.

He had a better chance getting a picture of
Bigfoot trying to catch the Loch Ness Monster.

“All I’ve found under these damn things was
gum and a burnt joint.” Alec grew frustrated.

Then it hit him, he was doing the first thing
he said not to do.

Ignoring the fact Mr. Shan was a money
launderer.

His eyes shifted to a door that read
“Employees Only” in order to disguise it as a storage room.

The young man knew better. People walked
through there all the time. Muffled ringing could still be heard
even after hours. His hand reached for the door knob and slowly
twisted it open.

Bright colored lights shined through the dim
bulbs of the room.

“Never thought I’d see this place…” Alec
awkwardly cleared his throat, “Dead.”

He continued walking through the chiming slot
machines and paused in his steps. Out of all the machines that were
present, only one stood out. The screen destroyed and its lights
flickered trying to call for his attention. It worked.

“Impacted from an object being thrown,” Alec
fixed his hair using his hand to brush it back to the side, “Or a
human, Couldn’t be Mr. Shan’s, nowhere else on his body showed any
sign of trauma.”

The dots soon connected enough for him to
deduce that Mr. Shan wasn’t alone thus throwing the suicide theory
out the window. The other police officers may have assumed it was
an angry customer, but that’s only assuming if they even checked in
the casino to begin with.

A few days after Chinese New Years made the
red envelope even twice as morbid. The red envelope was a dark way
to kick a man while he’s down.

Alec continued his search now with more
confidence. He entered the unlocked cash room and looked as if it
may have barely survived a hurricane, which served as another piece
of overlooked evidence.
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