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PRAISE FOR DIANA DEVERELL’S FICTION

Nora Dockson legal thrillers

Lay Bare the Lie, the sixth and newest Nora Dockson legal thriller, “tops all the others in so many ways. There’s a gripping I-didn’t-see-that-coming plot, the relationships among the continuing characters are evolving, and the descriptions of Oregon and Washington are wonderful.” (iBooks reader review)

 

Help Me Nora is “a compelling gritty novel. I could not put it down and found the legal background fascinating.” (Goodreads review)

 

“A great character, a great series—I highly recommend it to people.” (Stephen Campbell, CrimeFiction.FM)

 

“Deverell has a gift that grabs the reader so one cares about what happens to every character in the story. Once one starts Nora’s clear sighted and brilliant pursuit of justice it’s hard to put the book down!” (Amazon reader review)

 

“The series is great; it’s got the theme of the hard scrabble up-from-poverty Nora doing her battle of wits against a scheming, social-climbing assistant attorney general, laced with tons of good detective work.” (Amazon reader review)

 

* * *

 

Bitch Out of Hell “could be a story on the six o’clock news - the outsourcing of America’s military functions, shady corporate dealings, the suspicious death of a whistleblowing board member, and a special prosecutor’s investigation.” (iBooks reader review of Bitch Out of Hell)

 

“Helluva read! I really enjoyed this. I hope there are more books coming. The characters are intriguing, Bella is intelligent and sassy, and the plot is entertaining.” (Amazon reader review)

 

“. . . a delightfully humorous and suspenseful read with realistic characters . . . and the plot twists and weaves itself into a satisfying conclusion. For a fun thriller read, check this out.” (Kings River Life review)

 

* * *

 

Casey Collins international thrillers

12 Drummers Drumming 

“Chilling Suspense and heated passion—A brilliant debut.” (Barbara Parker, Edgar-finalist author of Suspicion of Innocence)

 

Night on Fire

“Deverell’s solid second Casey Collins novel [has] engaging narrative, gripping mystery, and wily plot twists.” (Publishers Weekly)

 

East Past Warsaw

“. . . a tale that makes you pray it’s fiction.” (S.E. Warwick, mystery reviewer)

 

China Box

“an intricate chess match of espionage, international wheeling-dealing, and love plays out in Washington and Silicon Valley.” (Amazon reader review)
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Dawna Shepherd didn’t bother sampling the inch of Bull’s Blood gleaming crimson in her glass.

In DC, fast-tracking in a Hoover Building cubicle, she drank wine maybe once a year, but what the hell, the brass had sent her back to Europe and the native red had good effects. Still she hadn’t ordered it for the taste.

She signaled the waiter to fill the goblets.

He grinned, silver-and-gold-studded teeth a nice complement to the jeweled buttons marching down his starched shirtfront to his black cummerbund.

In tune with Hungary’s new market economy, he smoothly topped all three glasses and set the linen-draped bottle down with a smiling flourish.

Erzsebet Takacs, one of Dawna’s National Police contacts, had recommended the restaurant for its authentic cuisine, live folk-dancing show and “ludicrous displays of public drunkenness.”

So it was a bonus Budapest’s Café Cristal also had a waiter as sharp as he dressed. Ordering from this fellow would not be like starting her first lecture at the FBI’s overseas training academy.

All the Central European cops said they understood English but as soon as they got Word One in Dawna’s west Texas accent, their foreheads scrunched up, their eyes glazed over. She’d been talking at half-speed ever since.

“Three goulash,” she said to the waiter slowly, but without holding up three fingers, just a test.

The waiter’s grin grew wider and he nodded vigorously.

Very sharp.

Dawna flashed her own smile and jerked her head in a way that meant vamoose.

Before her blonde frizz stopped vibrating, the waiter’s black jacket had blended into a group of men busily taking command of the table for ten in the restaurant’s center.

Dawna had chosen a smaller table at the edge of the room and a chair which put her back against the pine-paneled wall. Reflex, of course.

She lifted her wineglass by the stem and looked over the candle flame to Graham Roberts and Ladyshimarray Harms, her guests at what they thought was a Welcome to Hungary dinner. And what Dawna knew was Step One in getting the two outsiders to follow her lead.

Which was critical, she’d learned the hard way when she ran her first training session at the FBI’s International Law Enforcement Academy.

She turned a high-wattage smile on her companions. “I appreciate your helping me out tomorrow.”

“My pleasure.” Ladyshimarray raised her glass.

Candlelight heightened the wine’s ruby glow, gave a sheen like polish to her chestnut skin, highlighting the sculptured cheekbones below her startling eyes, their irises tinged with an amazing shade of purple.

She added, “Always wanted to hold up a bank.”

Tomorrow Dawna, Ladyshimarray, and Graham would pull on black balaclavas, pick up shotguns, and rob Citibank. The mock heist was the kickoff forensic exercise in the academy’s eight-week training course.

Routine stuff for Dawna, the lead instructor. She’d played the same game at Quantico, knew what evidence she needed to lay down at the crime scene for her pupils to investigate.

And she’d already been through it once here in Budapest. Which was when she discovered how badly instructors from other US agencies could blow it.

The agent from DEA had gotten into the bad guy thing, taken a hostage, finally had to be smacked back. No, we don’t even pretend to cut off and send out body parts.

Looking over her new crew, Dawna figured Ladyshimarray would do passably.

She was Secret Service, sent by Treasury to teach the critical course on counterfeiting. Seven inches shorter than Dawna’s six three, she was wiry and quick. She’d started in personal protection, was still in shape, still had the moves.

Maybe a little too take-charge for Dawna’s taste. Tonight Ladyshimarray had preempted the best chair, the one now to Dawna’s left, her back also to the wall.

Nearly a decade away from playing college basketball, Dawna kept automatically scouting for positions on her dream team.

Ladyshimarray, a perfect point guard if she didn’t screw up, keep the ball in her own hands at crunch time.

“Afraid I may not be much of an asset,” Graham Roberts said in his diffident way. “The only field training I’ve been through in the last ten years was at our facility in Front Royal.”

Won’t be much use here, Dawna thought. An academy whose star students are explosive-sniffing canines.

And maybe Graham was too self-effacing. Fine, he didn’t hot dog, but she feared he’d disappear behind the furniture when she needed him to kick ass.

Look at him now, parked in the chair she and Ladyshimarray had rejected, his back to the room, of course. Same height as Ladyshimarray and outweighing her by fifty pounds, Graham wouldn’t even get a job as equipment handler for the dream team.

He was from the other bureau—Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms. And Dawna knew his heart wasn’t in her exercise.

He’d come to Budapest to teach a short course on post-blast investigation. His specialty—his passion, to hear him talk.

Which she was going to, again; she could tell from the eager movement of his head, the candlelight turning his pale face into a full moon beaming straight at her.

“You FBI folks have been in love with this bank robbery crap since Bonnie and Clyde.” Graham’s voice earnest, not trying to goad her despite his lousy choice of words.

“Won’t cut it here. The biggest problem in Central Europe is criminal organizations and their power struggles. Gang war. In Hungary they’ve had over a hundred fifty gang-related bombings in the past two years. These cops tell me that’s the crime they want to work on.”

Another believer.

Last session it was the DEA guy—“call me Skynarc”—who insisted airport narcotics interdiction should be the academy’s focus.

Kept getting in Dawna’s face when he wasn’t trying to get in her pants. Man had a nice ass, but not nice enough to compensate.

She shut him down, hard and fast. Sulking for six weeks, he’d been a drag, never got with the program.

Now in this case, Graham was right.

Dawna’s background was transnational crime; she’d made her name in the Bureau showing how outlaw biker gangs tied into the big picture worldwide. She knew criminal warfare.

“Cops tell me the same thing,” she said to Graham. “But my boss won’t budge on this one.”

Letting her voice drop into a monotone, reciting the party line: “‘The bank exercise is an effective and contained way to teach management of the investigative process. Chain of evidence, witness interviews, the whole nine yards.’”

Graham shook his head. “No offense, Dawna, but whoever planned this training is years behind the times.”

“And the names they gave these courses,” Ladyshimarray interjected, her head moving in concert with Graham’s.

“I mean, what’s wrong with ‘How to Treat a Suspect’? Who came up with this ‘Human Dignity’ bullshit?”

Another way of asking: where does the FBI get off, thinking it can teach anybody anything?

“Not guilty,” Dawna said promptly. “And you notice I’m not the Human Dignity instructor, either.”

“Damn.” Ladyshimarray’s eyebrows lifted in mock surprise. “What, you’re right here, a real live Fee Bee and they didn’t even ask you to demonstrate how not to ask questions?”

“I offered.” Dawna shrugged. “Even said I’d let old Graham here play the suspect.”

Ladyshimarray snickered, leaned across the table, forefinger aimed at the spare tire overlapping Graham’s belt. “Boy does bear a strong physical resemblance to Rambo.”

“Sorry. Love to take the part but I just can’t do it.” Graham held up his hands, palm out, a what-can-I-do gesture. “I’m already booked as a bad example in the Wellness lecture.”

“Wellness.” Ladyshimarray rolled her violet eyes. “Now there’s a title. I’d be offended if I was a student here. It’s not as if these guys haven’t heard it’s unhealthy to smoke, get drunk, and eat like a pig.”

Graham frowned. “And I sure hope it’s one of those fat pigs recommended the goulash you promised us,” he said to Dawna. “Make my dreams come true: tell me pure lard is the main ingredient.”

“You can count on it. I got the name of this place from a seriously hefty local detective.”

Hungry, Dawna tried to locate her waiter but he was no longer in the crowd beside the center table.

As she watched, a second group of men joined the first with a flurry of male hugging, back slapping, social kisses.

It was seven o’clock, early by European dining standards, and only two other tables in the room were occupied, a couple at one, a family with three party-dressed kids at the other.

The folding chairs edging the dance floor were still
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