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1

There was a knocking sound and Ollie Reed’s feet jumped 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. Sally Derivadose.”

“You’re kidding?”

“Why would I kid?”

“No reason. Skip it.”

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

“You mean you didn’t know he was stuffed?”

“Stuffed? Who?”

“Your husband.”

Sally took a step nearer to the body. She bent down, and took a pair of glasses with half-inch thick lenses out of her bag. She put them on.

“My god!” she exclaimed. “He stuffed himself.”

“To death?”

“To death? No. I told you. I killed him.”

“This isn’t him?”

“No. This isn’t him. It looks like him, but it’s just a stuffed dummy. He must have done it himself.”

“How could he do that?”

“He was a taxidermist.”

“I thought you said he was a dead taxidermist.”

“That’s right,” she said, as shock continued to register on her face. “But who could have done this?”

“You tell me,” Ollie said.
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Ollie carried the dummy out to her car, parked under a veranda next to the house. Trees and high bushes obscured the view of the street and other neighbors. They put the dummy in the trunk.

“Would you mind driving?” she said. “I’m too upset. I can’t think straight.”

She handed him the keys and got in the passenger side. He sat down behind the wheel and looked for the ignition.

“Listen,” she said, “I didn’t want to mention this before, but I think I heard something upstairs.”

“You’re a pretty good listener. I didn’t hear a thing.”

“Would you mind checking?”

She took her glasses off. Not pretty, no, but she was attractive. Yes, quite attractive.

“Okay,” he said. “Wait here.”

He stepped inside the side door and drew his thirty-eight caliber out of the shoulder harness. What the hell was he doing pulling out his gun? That was the question on his mind. The bullets were probably so old they wouldn’t go off. As he got to the bottom of the stairs off the living room, he wondered whether he should be involved in all this. One hundred dollars an hour. Yes, that was why.

He stepped softly, quietly, slowly, up the steps. There was a creak. He stopped. Heard nothing, except birds chirping outside. He continued. He looked in each of the four bedrooms, all of the bathrooms. He remarked to himself on her housekeeping. The beds were all made. Everything was in order. The place looked perfect. There was no one in the closets, the bathrooms. There was no attic. Was someone downstairs now? He checked downstairs, in the basement. The house was perfect. Beautiful. Nothing.

She smiled when he got back in the car.

“Nothing. Nobody,” he said.

“Good,” she said. “Let’s get out of here.”

“We’ll dump the dummy in the desert, then figure out what to do next. Sound alright?”

“Sounds great,” she said.
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Ollie started to head out of town. He then began to doubt their plans. He absentmindedly missed an exit and got lost.

Noticing the Anaheim Angels’ stadium, he pulled into the parking lot, with the idea of stopping to look at a map. A yellow Lincoln screeched around a row of cars and broad-sided them on the left side, just behind the drivers’ side door.

A tall man in an Angels’ uniform tumbled out of the Lincoln. His baseball cap was on crooked. Ollie couldn’t open the door on his side of the Cadillac to get out. The car conked out. He crawled from the passenger side after Sally to inspect the damage.

With heavily alcohol-laden breath, looking over the wreckage, the Angel said; “Pulled in the top of the f-ing fifth with a two run lead, and now this? How the f- am I going to get to the f-ing airport. F-!”

“Hey,” Ollie said, as gently as possible, to the huge drunken athlete. “There’s a lady present.”

The pitcher grinned, a bit embarrassed, and two stadium employees ran up.

“Oh, no. Not again,” one of them said.

Another man in an Angels’ uniform now appeared. He started pulling the pitcher away.

“Pulled again!” the pitcher exclaimed, doffing his hat.

The two stadium workers started talking on their two-way radios. A tow truck appeared. An off duty cop working security arrived and took their names. Sally had a cut on her forehead. The Anaheim police arrived. One stadium worker wrote a phone number on a card and handed it to Ollie.

An Anaheim police officer stepped up to Sally, as she leaned against the Cadillac. She was dabbing a cut on the bridge of her nose with a cotton ball the paramedics gave her.

“So, this is your car, lady?” the cop said.

Sally was a bit teary eyed. “Yes, it is.”

“Looks like it will have to be towed,” the cop said. “Anything you want in the trunk?”

Sally promptly keeled over in a dead faint. Ollie tried to grab her on the way down. Her weight knocked him over. She slipped out of his grasp and hit her head on the pavement. Now she really got the paramedics attention. She had a small cut on the right side of her temple from the fall.
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Sally was put in an ambulance. Some smelling salts brought her to. Before the door shut, she yelled to Ollie, “Don’t leave me!”

The stadium worker said in a whisper, “Don’t worry. It’s covered. We’ll take care of everything.”

Sally’s car had a tow-truck guy under the front bumper.

“Anything you want in the car?” the cop said to Ollie, as he looked up from the report he was filling out.

“No,” Ollie said. “Where’s it going?”

“Bee Bee’s.”

He pointed the top of his pen to Sally in the ambulance. “You want to go with her?”

“Yes, sure.”

Somehow they managed to jam him in the back of the ambulance just before it sped away. There was no emergency, obviously. Ollie knew the ambulance guys just wanted to be available for their next job, so he didn’t complain about being rocked to and fro as they rushed through traffic, sirens blaring.
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After Sally was brought into the emergency room and put in a bed there, Ollie was surprised and none too pleased to see the Anaheim cop walk in. His nameplate read, X. Sebe.

“Lieutenant Sebe...” Ollie said.

“Patrolman.”

“Yes, officer. I’ll just call my sister in L.A. I know she’s home. She’ll pick us up.”

Ollie didn’t have a sister, much less in L.A. He doubted the cop wanted to know how they were getting home, but he needed time to think.

Ollie couldn’t come up with anything. He called in a double at Aqueduct. He liked to bet on New York tracks.

“She’ll be here in a little while,” Ollie announced as he exited the phone booth.

“We still need to finish the paperwork,” X. said.

“I’ll get the license and registration,” Ollie said. “Hold on.”

Ollie went into the back of the emergency room and found Sally stretched out on a bed. A flimsy curtain suspended from the ceiling had been pulled around her.

“I need the license and registration.”

“You were driving,” she said. “I think I must have left my bag in the car.”

“Oh, right. Great.”

Ollie pulled his license out of his wallet and went out to see X.

“Here’s my license,” he said. “I was driving. She doesn’t have her registration. Did you get the plate? It’s her husband’s car.”

“You were driving her husband’s car?” X. asked, with a crooked little grin.

“Yeah. You can run the plate. You got the plate, right?”

“Yeah, I got the plate. Does she have an I.D.?”

Ollie was stumped. He said nothing. Then he felt the keys in his pocket. He took them out now and saw there were several keys on the ring. One of them must be the house key. But no, her I.D. wouldn’t be there. It would have to be in the car. He had to bite the bullet.

“She left it in the car. Can you give me a ride to the car?”

X. shifted his feet for a minute. Ollie figured he was thinking about whether he wanted to bother driving Ollie out to the place where they towed the car.

“I’ll speak to the nurse,” X. said.

Ollie watched as he went over to the front desk.

In a few moments he was back.

“Okay,” he said, handing Ollie his card, “Get the registration and insurance card and bring it down to the station. Can you get it there by midnight? That’s the end of my shift.”

“Right,” Ollie said. “No problem.”

Ollie watched as X. turned and headed out the door. Once he was gone Ollie bolted over to Sally’s bedside.

“Give me some money. I’ve got to get the car.”

“I just told you. I think I left my bag in the car.”

“Oh, right. Crap!”

Ollie wasn’t sure he had enough in his checking account or on a credit card to get the car.

“Come on,” he said. “Let’s go.”

“It’s only a dummy,” Sally said.
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