
    
      [image: Cover]
    

  

[image: Feedbooks]

Noir - Case of the Sphinx

Emmanuel Obi, Jr





Published: 2011

Tag(s): "Private investigator" noir howard bruce crime
investigator pi P.I. mystery detective Fedora case sphinx




*****


Noir

Case of the Sphinx

 


           
When Rebecca walked into my office all I could think about was last
night. Her knocking on my door, a deep kiss when I answered and
then her skirt dropping to her ankles before stepping into my
apartment


           
This came as a surprise to me. Especially since I knew that she and
Nancy had a fight over another guy named Allen about 3 weeks ago.
Nancy was my neighbor across the hall. A beautiful blonde with an
amazing kid, Timmy. Nancy, at one point, gave me hope that one day
I could have a family and a normal life. Then she showed me why it
would never happen. Love isn't for everyone.


           
Rebecca sat in the chair in front of my desk. Her tight white dress
showed the curves that would drive any man wild. She crossed her
legs and pulled her silky brown hair over one shoulder.


           
I smiled, "So how can I help you?" I couldn't get the image of her
naked breast out of my mind. Her long hair covering her face as she
sat on top of me. My smile got a little wider as I remembered
something. She was a screamer.


           
"I wish this visit could be a little more informal but I'm afraid I
have a problem." Her sassy, confident demeanor changed and I
noticed something in her light green eyes. Fear.


           
"What's wrong?" I was genuinely concerned. Though I knew that I
could never love her - for any longer than an hour - I would be
lying if I said I didn't care.


           
She placed a folded piece of paper on my desk.


           
"This was waiting for me at my door step when I got home this
morning." I unfolded the paper and saw that it was a letter
constructed with words cut from magazines and newspapers"

 

How many words are in the English language?

Thursday, Midnight.

 

"So you have until tomorrow." I replied. This note came from a
serial killer. One that the police had been chasing for two years.
He'd already killed six people and it looked like Rebecca was
next.


           
The first victim didn't take the note seriously and was found with
his throat slit and the riddle shoved in his mouth. Since then each
of his next victims went to the police with their riddles but
somehow the victim always ended up dead. No matter how many police
were around. Throat slit, riddle in their mouth. No one was able to
answer the riddles correctly I guess.


           
"So why come to me? Why not the police?"


           
"Yeah, going to the police really helped the guy's last victims."
She rolled her eyes. "Listen, on top of being a P.I. you're the
smartest guy I know. If anyone can solve this it's you."


           
"Thanks. I hope I'm as smart as you think I am." I chuckled a
little. I picked up the note and read it again. "So I guess you're
taking the day off from work."


           
"I'm off work this week actually"


           
I checked my watch. 9:15.


           
"Let's go to Annie's and grab a coffee."










*****



           "Does
your apartment building have cameras?"


           
"No." She took a sip of her coffee.


           
"Have you spoken with your neighbors about whether they've seen
anything?"


           
"No, not at all."


           
I looked up as I heard the bell over the diner door ring.


           
"Right on time." I whispered to myself over my cup. Rebecca gave me
a look of confusion. She turned and looked toward the diner
door.


           
"Sergeant Sharper?" She asked.


           
"Yeah, everyday she comes to the diner at 9:45 and grabs a cup of
coffee and a thin slice of apple pie. No ice cream. She's also one
of the officers in charge of the Sphinx Case." Rebecca gave an
impressed smirk.


           
I stood up and walked over to Sergeant Sharper.


           
"How ya doin, Sarge?" I took a seat next to her at the counter.


           
"Hi, Bruce." She replied with a mouthful of pie, she didn't bother
looking up. She wore her long fire red hair in a tight bun. Her
features were more delicate than her personality. In fact, she'd
even been suspended a couple of years ago for roughing up a perp.
She'd actually had that problem several times.


           
"I wanted to ask you about the Sphinx case." That got her
attention. She looked at me with contempt as if I challenged
her.


           
"Why?"


           
"Just curious.


           
"Then Google it." She returned to her pie.


           
"Why would I do that when I have you right here?"


           
"Because maybe I don't want to waste my time explaining this shit
to you." This mouthful of pie sounded annoyed.


           
I pulled my cell phone from my pocket and with a few touches I
pulled up a picture. I slid my phone next to her pie. Her eyes went
wide.


           
"How about now?" I replied.


           
She put down her fork and wiped her mouth. She looked at me like
she wanted to strangle me.


           
"Fine. What do you want to know?" I put my phone back in my
pocket.


           
"Everything you do."


           
"There isn't much. He delivers a riddle to his victims and gives
them two days to solve it. He calls and if they don't know it he
slits their throat."


           
"The last couple of times the cops were around the victim yet they
always died on time. How?" Sergeant Sharper definitely didn't like
the question.


           
"He knocked out the officers in the room." She replied through
gritted teeth.


           
"You were with your fellow officers, when this happened,
right?"


           
"Yes."


           
"Yet some how the killer knocks out you and your fellow officers
and kills the victim without being detected?"


           
"Animal tranquilizer." She replied in disgust.


           
"Animal tranquilizer?"


           
"Yeah, Fernalithal."


           
"That wasn't in the news."


           
"Yeah, because it wasn't released to the press. We all woke up with
that shit in our system."


           
"How did anyone get close enough to drug you?"


           
She stared at me.


           
"If we knew that then the guy wouldn't have done it twice." She
replied coldly. "Are you done?"


           
"Yeah." I smiled. "Don't be a stranger."


           
I nodded toward Rebecca and she got up. Sergeant Sharper looked at
her then at me bewildered. Sergeant Sharper grabbed my arm. She was
freakishly strong.


           
"Is there something you want to tell me?" She asked sternly.


           
I gently pulled away from her grip. "Why do you ask?" Her eyes
narrowed at the question. I met Rebecca at the door and we
left.


           
"What did you show her?" Rebecca asked immediately out of the
door.


           
"Let's just say you're not the first woman I've seen naked."


           
"Where are we going?" She ignored my reply. It was better that she
didn't ask questions.


           
"To the vet."










*****



           I
could see through the window that the secretary was young, early
twenties. I told Rebecca to go to the park and wait for me there. I
didn't know if she was hesitant because of fear or jealousy.


           
I walked in with a broad smile which was returned.


           
"Hi, how can I help you?" I usually didn't get involved with girls
this young but I could see myself … enjoying her
company.


           
"Yes," I handed her a business card. Bruce Howard, Private
Investigator. Her eyes widened with fear and a little excitement. I
had her. "I wanted to know if you would be free to answer a few
questions." 


           
"Sure, what do you need to know?" Her excitement was slowly
overcoming her fear.        


           
"Well," I looked at her name plate, "Courtney, I wanted to know how
many veterinarians work here."


           
"Two, Dr. Adler and Dr. Lathum. Dr. Adler is actually on
vacation."


           
"Is he on vacation often?"


           
"No more than normal. Once every 5 to 6 months he takes off to San
Diego. Too be honest, I think he has a girlfriend out there." She
said in a whisper and then looked at me as though I should be
shocked. She realized that I was missing a piece of information.
"He's married. But honestly, I think his wife has a boyfriend
too"


           
"Do you have the number of the doctor's hotel in San Diego?"


           
"Oh, yeah," she searched her desk then scribbled down a number.
"Here you go."


           
"And the name of the hotel please."


           
"Oh sure." she replied bubbly.


           
"Thanks for your help." I tipped my hat and turned to leave.


           
"Oh," she wasn't ready for me to leave. "Well is there anything
else I can do"


           
"Actually, do you have any clue what kind of tranquilizer you use
here?"


           
"Yeah, Fernalithal." I smiled. "It's the industry standard.
Everyone uses it." My smile faded.


           
I thought for a moment. "Has any of it gone missing?"


           
"No," she shook her head as she thought. "But there was something
about a year ago. Last year an intern stole a crate of it. The cops
had an investigation and everything. He denied the whole thing of
course and the police were never able to find anything so they
dropped the case."


           
"Do you remember his name?" Damn that was a good lead. A crate of
the animal tranquilizer used on the cops was stolen from here last
year. That's too good to be true.


           
"Yeah, Jason Carr."


           
I gave her a broad smile which was returned.


           
"Okay, well, I have to go. You've been a great help."


           
"Thanks, um, here." Courtney wrote her name and number on a piece
of paper. "If you have any other questions feel free to call me and
I'll help you if I can." She bit her bottom lip as she handed me
the paper.


           
"So I should only call you if I want to ask you some more
questions."


           
"Yeah, or whatever. I'll leave that up to you." Wow, that was
forward.


           
"Thanks." I left the office and saw Rebecca sitting on a bench in
the park.


           
I pulled out my cell phone to make a quick call before I got to
her.


           
"Sergeant Sharper speaking."


           
"Hi, Mary. It's Bruce."


           
She let out a sigh of frustration. "Now is not the time."


           
"Just a quick question. What do you know about Jason Carr?"


           
"How do you know that name?!" she shouted. I clearly pushed one of
her buttons. She was trying to keep that bit of information from
me.


           
"I’m following a lead on the Sphinx case."


           
"Oh, really." Her tone had not relaxed.


           
"Yeah."


           
"So you just happen to call on the day at the very moment I'm
standing next to Jason Carr's dead body?"


           
I guess that lead was too good to be true.










*****



           Next
to Jason Carr's body were a syringe and an empty bottle of
Fernalithal. Apparently one bottle was enough to put down a bull
elephant. Looking at the size of this kid he was just a few pounds
shy.


           
"So who was your source?" Sergeant Sharper stood over me as I
crouched down and examined the body.


           
"You know I can't reveal my source. Just know that I found this
information about 2 minutes before I called you." Something caught
my eye. His front door, right above the mail slot was a small dent.
"So what do you think?"


           
"I'm thinking suicide. A few drops of this stuff could knock a guy
out for half a day. So a bottle would make short work of him. He'd
just been in trouble with the law for stealing this stuff. We were
looking at him as a potential Sphinx suspect. Maybe he thought we
were close. His game was coming to an end so he killed himself.
Clearly he had the stuff even though we couldn't find it. We
searched the house to find some evidence but I'm pretty sure this
guy is - was the Sphinx." Sergeant Sharper scratched in her pad as
she spoke.


           
"So you think the guy thought the game was coming to an end so he
killed himself." I noticed rashes on his wrists. Looked like an
allergic reaction.


           
"Yes." She replied.


           
"Did you not search the place before, when you arrested him?"


           
"As I said, we did. We flipped this place upside-down and couldn’t
find a thing but clearly we missed something."


           
"So, you're ruling out the idea of homicide?"


           
"Not completely. It's possible but there was no forced entry. The
house appears to be in order. Seems like he's been the only one
here for days. Neighbors said they hadn't seen him leave the house
in two or three days." She looked up from her pad. "You think its
homicide?"


           
"Yeah." I stood and headed to the door.


           
"Why?"


           
"Because it looks too much like a suicide." I replied before
closing the door.










*****



           As
we walked up the stairs to my apartment I could hear the yelling
coming from Nancy's apartment. Nancy and her son Timmy lived across
from me and I couldn't help thinking from time to time what could
have been. How Nancy made me want to settle down and how Timmy was
such an amazing kid.


           
Nancy started seeing a lawyer from her job while I was involved
with her. Adam. That's who she was yelling at now. It had only been
a month and she was already at his throat. I had to admit that it
was satisfying but I did feel bad for Timmy.


           
"You know what? You’re not worth this headache. We're over." Adam
burst out of Nancy's door as Rebecca and I made it to my door. She
was right behind him.


           
"Good! Do me a favor and fall down the stairs!" She noticed Rebecca
and me in the hall walking into my apartment. She looked a little
hurt to see me with her best friend. The tension in the air would
have rivaled the first time Clinton was asked about Lewinsky.


           
"Try to keep it down tonight." Nancy stared at Rebecca with
disdain. Rebecca's eyes narrowed.


           
"Glad things are working well between you and Adam. Looks like you
picked the right guy." Rebecca spit back at Nancy. Nancy turned red
with anger. They both took a step toward each other. I grabbed
Rebecca's wrist and pulled her into my apartment.


           
"Whore!" Nancy screamed.


           
"Bitch!" Rebecca returned fire as I closed the door. "Can you
believe her?!" She exhaled as I chuckled a little. "She goes after
the guy I like then rejects you for a completely different guy and
then gets pissed at me when she sees me with you! What a fucking
hypocrite!" My chuckle turned into a laugh. "And what the hell are
you laughing at?!" Her aggression turned toward me. Like any other
woman.


           
I took a step toward her and placed my hands on her hips. She
folded her arms and looked away.


           
"I  … " a knock on the door interrupted me. I dropped my
head and let out a sigh. Round two.


           
I opened the door.


           
"Hey, Timmy." I was happy to see him. He clutched the football that
I had gotten him for Christmas last year. That made me smile.


           
"Hi, Bruce. Where have you been? You haven't been over to our place
in a while."


           
"I'm sorry little man. I've just been super busy lately." I didn't
have the heart to tell him what happened between me and his
mother.


           
"Is it because of that jackass that's over all the time now?" He
whispered to himself but loud enough so that I could hear.


           
"Hey, watch your mouth." I faked a harsh tone.


           
"Sorry."


           
"Besides, I don't think you need to worry about that jackass
anymore." I smiled.


           
He smiled back and then noticed Rebecca was in my apartment.


           
"Why is she here?" It had been obvious that Timmy wanted his mother
and me to be together. He didn't like Adam because of that - and
the fact that he was a jackass - and wouldn't like Rebecca anymore
if he thought she'd be replacing Nancy.


           
"She's helping me with a case." This reply received a dubious look.
"How about this? Tomorrow the three of us will go to Annie's and
have a cheeseburger, fries and a milkshake."


           
"Promise?" Timmy smiled.


           
"My word of honor."


           
"Cool! See you tomorrow! Bye Rebecca!"


           
"Bye Timmy." Rebecca replied. He ran to his door as I closed mine.
"He's a sweet kid." Rebecca said.


           
"Yeah, he is. You want a glass of wine." I walked to the wine rack
in the corner of my living room.


           
"Sure." She answered. I selected a merlot and two glasses. We sat
on the couch and I filled the glasses. "So, what are you thinking?
Where do we go from here?"


           
"Well, the most likely suspect right now is the vet, Dr. Adler.
Which means it probably isn’t him. I'll call him tomorrow."


           
"So, you don't think it was the kid, Jason Carr?" She took a
sip.


           
"Nah, it doesn't make sense. The Sphinx starts a new game and then
commits suicide. Not likely."


           
"So he was murdered?"


           
"Yeah," I replied as I put my glass on the coffee table. "Most
likely by the Sphinx. He somehow framed Jason Carr for stealing the
Fernalithal so that it couldn't be traced back to him."


           
"Or her. I think Sergeant Sharper has something to do with it. How
else could someone get close enough to the cops to use that
tranquilizer?" She made a fair point. "Plus, doesn't she have a
record of being a bit rough."


           
"If only you knew." I whispered to myself. Rebecca shot a menacing
glare toward me. She put down the glass of wine and pushed my back
against the couch. She straddled my lap.


           
"So you like it rough, huh?" She said it as though she had been
challenged.


           
"Be careful. We can't be too loud, remember?"


           
She whispered into my ear, "Fuck her."










*****



           The
call to San Diego was fruitless. Apparently Dr. Lucas Adler and a
Ms. Stacy Kent checked in a few days ago. They even connected me to
his room.


           
"My assistant knows not to give out this number." It was hard to
hear him, the connection was terrible but the irritation in his
voice was clear.


           
"Well there is an ongoing investigation. Don't blame her. I can be
pretty manipulative. So, how long have you been in San Diego?"


           
"A few days. I come here every few months. California is hard to
resist."


           
"I'm sure. I am looking into the Sphinx case, on my own time, and I
was wondering if you could tell me about animal tranquilizer."


           
"Fernalithal?"


           
"Yeah."


           
"It's a pretty powerful tranq but pretty standard. Used by
essentially by anyone that deals with animals. Zoos, vets, animal
control, everyone." He replied


           
"Who has access to it in your clinic?"


           
"Pretty much everyone. Employees know we, Dr Lathum and I, are the
only ones permitted to use it. But it's just in a storage closet.
Anyone could get to it."


           
"Could you say that last part again?" I couldn't hear because of
the static.


           
"Yeah. Anyone can get to it. It's just in a storage closet." He
spoke a little louder.


           
"Okay, well thanks for your help."


           
"No problem." I hung up the phone on my end table and shouted to
Rebecca in the shower.


           
"I'm gonna grab the mail."


           
"Okay." She responded as I walked out of the door.


           
The mailman, Phil, was just finishing when I got downstairs.


           
"Hey Phil."


           
"Hey, Bruce. How are you?"


           
"Better than some, worse than most. You?" I asked.


           
"Can't complain." Phil was an eccentric guy. He was a good enough
guy but a little weird. Despite being extremely social and easy to
get along with he spent most of his time at home. Probably in front
of a computer playing a game or with his boxers around his ankles.
There was no doubt that he was a bit of a geek. I’m pretty sure his
current girlfriend was inflatable. But still a nice guy.


           
"Did you hear about Jason Carr?" he spoke to me in a hushed tone as
he looked around. He leaned close, "They found him dead last
evening."


           
"Really, how do you know that?"


           
His eyes went wide, "I deliver to the police station before I come
here. I hear all sorts of things."


           
"Really?"


           
"Yeah. Like, did you know they thought Jason Carr was the Sphinx?
Yep, because of some tranquilizer he used against the police.
Probably used some sort of tranq gun to take out the police before
he … " Phil slid his finger across his throat.


           
"You heard all of this just from delivering the mail?" I replied
curiously.


           
"No . I hear bits and pieces and I fill in the gaps."


           
"Hm. Maybe you should have been a detective."


           
"Oh, no. Couldn't do it. I hate guns." He smiled. "Anyway, I gotta
go finish up my deliveries. Catch ya later."


           
"See ya, Phil."










*****



           
I believe most adults eat slowly when they eat something good. If
the taste is great then adults want to savor every bite. Enjoy the
food in their mouth. Annie's Diner had amazing cheeseburgers and
fries. And the milkshakes were known all over the city.


           
Children have a different approach to good tasting food. They can't
wait to get the next bite into there mouth. I watched Timmy shovel
his food into his mouth at a speed that would make a competitive
eater marvel. Now he was trying to fight the brain-freeze from his
milkshake. I chuckled to myself. Man, I loved that kid.


           
"So, tell us about this Lindsey at summer camp." Rebecca
smiled.


           
"Rebecca!" Timmy pleaded.


           
"Lindsey? Who is Lindsey?" I inquired curiously.


           
"Our boy Timmy here has a little crush." Rebecca teased.


           
"Oh, really?" I couldn't fight the broad smile on my face and I
didn't want to try.


           
"Rebecca!" Timmy pleaded again. My eye was caught by the television
on the wall behind him. Jason Carr's picture appeared on the screen
followed by a generic female reporter.


           
"Police are reporting that Jason Carr was found dead in his home
last evening. The cause of death has been confirmed to be an
overdose on Fernalithal, an animal tranquilizer. Jason Carr has
been in trouble with authorities recently due to the suspicion of
him stealing a delivery of that same substance. He was also the
leading suspect in the Sphinx Case … "


           
I didn't hear the rest of the report. I had everything I needed. I
knew who the Sphinx was. I knew who was trying to kill Rebecca.










*****



           I
received a call from Sergeant Sharper. The police found Dr. Adler
in a rundown hotel outside of town. Once I made my case to Sergeant
Sharper she convinced the DA and the judge to issue a search
warrant for his home. Like a lot of serial killers Dr. Adler kept
mementos from each of his kills. A loch of hair and a newspaper
clipping, tucked away neatly in a scrapbook. It was put in a
resealable bag and hidden in his cat's litter box. When the police
asked if he was worried about his wife finding it he replied:


           
"The only pussy she cares about is the maid's."


           
Funny enough when the police executed the warrant Mrs. Adler
answered the door a little flushed.


           
I hung up the phone and collapsed on the couch next to Rebecca.


           
"So did they get him?"


           
"Yeah." I leaned forward and grabbed my glasses of merlot.


           
"How did you know?" she seemed amazed.


           
"There were a few things really." I took a sip. "What caught my
attention first was the fact that when I asked about the
Fernalithal and the Sphinx Dr. Adler never mentioned Jason. Jason
was arrested for stealing the tranquilizer and thought to be the
Sphinx. But Jason never crossed his mind because he knew that he
wasn't a factor. Dr. Adler knew that Jason was already dead. The
only way he could know that is if he killed him. The police didn't
announce Jason’s death until after I spoke to him on the phone.
Once Jason was cleared of the charges Dr Adler had a problem. Jason
was supposed to be the scapegoat. So, Dr. Adler put some mail
through Jason's mail slot, waited for him to pick it up and slammed
the door open, knocking him out and putting a dent in his door. Dr
Adler tied him to a chair - explaining the rashes or burns on his
wrists - and had a little fun before injecting him. On top of that
there was no way Jason could have injected himself. With a
tranquilizer that powerful he would have been unconscious before he
could finish pushing the syringe. But Dr. Adler needed the cops to
think that Jason really had the Fernalithal and that the Sphinx was
really dead."


           
"But he was in San Diego. You called him." Rebecca asked.


           
"Call forwarding. Fly to San Diego, check into a hotel with a call
girl, set up call forwarding to his cell phone and fly back. That's
probably why the phone connection was so bad."


           
"But why?"


           
"That's a question for a man smarter than me." I replied and took
another sip. Rebecca stood up and pulled me off the couch.


           
"You seem pretty smart to me." She walked backwards, guiding me to
the bedroom.


           
"Liar."


           
"Oh yeah, then answer that riddle. How many words are in the
English language?


           
"Three." I replied quickly. "The - English - language."


           
"You sound pretty smart to me."


           
"So, you're staying here tonight?" I asked with a smirk.


           
"Yeah," Rebecca replied. "But only to be on the safe side. Make
sure you got the right guy."


           
"I always get the right guy."


           
"Shut up and take the hint."
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