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1

There was a knocking sound. Ollie Reed’s feet popped off his desk.

A beautiful woman in a fur cardigan strolled in. She laid a Saturday night special on his desk.

“I just killed my husband,” she said, and in a very demure way, began to cry.

Ollie went over and dried her eyes. He had a handkerchief that he kept in his top suit coat pocket for just such occasions.

“Relax, kid,” he said. “I’ll pour you a drink.”

He pulled open a desk drawer and brandished a nearly empty bottle of 150-proof tequila.

“Little shot of this will cheer you right up.”

“No thanks,” she said.

“Suit yourself.”

He poured himself a drink, then took the gun and wiped the fingerprints off.

“When did this happen?” he said.

“About half an hour ago.”

“You gotta be lying, kid.”

“Why?” she said, showing a flicker of interest.

“There’s no way you would have killed your husband and then come immediately here.”

“Okay,” she said. “It was yesterday.”

“Where?”

“At home.”

“Where’s that?”

“Beverly Hills.”

Ollie just raised his fee to one hundred dollars an hour.

He had to force himself to look in her eyes. She had that good a body. The kind you couldn’t help staring at.

“Okay,” he said. “Have you told anyone else?”

“No”

“You sure?”

“Yes, I’m sure.”

“What’s your name?”

“Sally,” she said. “Sally Derivadose.”

“You’re kidding?”

“Why would I kid?”

“No reason. Skip it.”

2

Ollie and his new client, Sally Derivadose, drove to Beverly Hills. She was in her black Cadillac. He followed in his Chevy.

They found Mr. Derivadose in the living room, lying face down in front of the television set. Wheel Of Fortune was on.

Sally stood over her late husband for a moment. She then delivered a brief eulogy.

“He was a fine husband. He really was. A great provider, excellent taxidermist, amateur numismatic, graduate of the Technical College of Lapidary Science, looked nice in a bathing suit. Oh, well. He had one problem, however ...”

Ollie cut short her monologue with a slight punch to her midsection.

“Why did you do that?” she gasped.

“It’s a big fake, isn’t it?”

“What?”

“Are you trying to make a fool out of me?”

Ollie searched the room for hidden cameras. For a fleeting instant he thought he might be on television.

“Is this on TV?”

“TV?”

“Yeah. You know. Some sort of reality TV?”

“Reality TV?”

Ollie looked at her for a moment. She wasn’t pretty. She had an old ladies’ mouth, all puckered up, with dark red lipstick.

Her eyes were weird, deep blue—very deep. But her body, that was something else, something curvy and delicious, tightly held in a silk blouse, tan pants. No, she was serious.
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