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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 thrille2, “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.” (Amazon reader 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)

 

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

 

* * *

 

Bitch Out of Hell – the new political thriller featuring Bella Hinton

“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 of Bitch Out of Hell.)

 

“Diana Deverell’s newest book 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)

 

“. . . 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.” (Reader review)
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Special Agent Dawna Shepherd thumped the Fiat’s rusting roof. “Eleven pounds of TNT, right in here. I click my remote, these folks will move.”

Foreign Service Officer Casey Collins focused on one of the dozen shoppers crowding the pitted sidewalk in front of the shabby Budapest storefront. “I won’t mind losing the redhead.”

Late morning on a mid-August Wednesday in district XIX, south of Budapest’s city center, and one tall blonde American woman was telling another about the car bomb she’d be exploding four hours later. Luckily, none of the prospective victims understood a word.

“You got to admit, she looks authentic.” Dawna patted the skinny backside of the female who’d caught her friend’s eye.

The dummy wore five-inch platform shoes, tight stretch pants, and visible bra straps. She pressed a cellphone to her ear and her skull was painted a vivid shade of magenta.

Casey shook her head. “Every shade of hair dye is available in Budapest these days. I don’t know why Hungarian women are still in love with that awful henna.”

Dawna sniffed. “You are so out of touch with what’s hot.”

“Like an FBI agent would know.”

Casey eyed the straw-colored curls that added another two inches to Dawna’s imposing six-foot-three.

“Don’t even think of going red,” she said to Dawna. “Overgrown Orphan Annie is not the look you want.”

“Do more for me than the Barbara Bush look does for you.”

A native Texan, Dawna never felt comfortable overseas. But so long as she was an instructor at Quantico East, the FBI-run International Law Enforcement Academy in Budapest, she wasn’t taking any lip from her more worldly State Department colleagues.

Especially one half-a-foot shorter and a decade older.

“Time to start touching up those silver streaks,” Dawna noted.

“I earned my gray hairs.”

Casey had spent most of her years in the Department as an intelligence analyst focused on terrorism issues.

She was currently assigned to the Bureau of European Affairs in an admin position with duties Dawna found suspiciously vague.

Like Casey’s reasons for visiting Budapest.

Casey definitely hadn’t come for the weather. Central Europe was gripped by a heat wave and Budapest was headed toward ninety for the fifth sweltering day in a row.

Dawna moved into the meager shade of the recessed building entrance and peered down the street to her right.

The portly security guard manning the barricade at that end of the block crouched in the shadow of an anemic linden near the street corner.

There was no sign of the representative from the company Dawna had hired to clean up after the blast.

“She’s five minutes late,” Dawna said.

Casey joined her in the doorway. “Your demolition contractor asked for this meeting?”

“Last minute, they get ultra-picky, insist their rep has to see inside before we damage the building. Head office called me at seven-thirty this morning to say she’d meet me at eleven.”

Dawna snorted. “Didn’t want to hear I already had a lunch date with you.”

“I don’t mind tagging along. You say their explosives expert is female.”

Casey tapped a finger on her forehead as if trying to knock information loose from her brain. “I might have heard of her.”

“She’s not that one you see on cable news all the time,” Dawna clarified.

“Stacey what’s-her-name from that family that pulled down the Kingdome. Their company is the big name in controlled demolition.”

Dawna shook her head. “Bid for this job was way beyond our budget. We went with a British group no one’s ever heard of.”

Pursing her lips, Dawna faked an upper class accent.

“And their Edwina Barcroft-Hunt is not veddy punc-tu-al.”

Dawna let her voice drift back to its usual West Texas rhythm.

“Shoot, I don’t have time to waste on some Englishwoman who’s got a burr under her saddle.”

“Not with your dog and pony show set for one o’clock,” Casey agreed.

To publicize the academy’s new post-blast investigation seminar, the embassy’s public affairs office had scheduled a pre-blast media event. The ambassador and the director of the academy would deliver prepared remarks and introduce the members of Hungary’s special organized crime task force. It was composed of four FBI agents and eight Hungarian police officers.

Dawna was no blast expert but the seminar was her baby.

She’d argued to have the training offered in-house, instead of referring local cops to the existing post-blast school in Athens.

She’d written the proposal and found qualified instructors. She’d located a suitable building. This crumbling pre-War edifice had once housed a dress shop on the ground floor, with apartments on the four upper stories.

To make the scene more visually exciting for the TV cameras, Dawna had added the costumed dummies.

For security reasons, the academy wasn’t allowing civilians to witness the actual blast, but Dawna had an official videographer filming the event, to edit for broadcast later.

She’d planned the day carefully, the way she’d been planning strategy all her adult life, including those four years as a basketball player for UT’s Lady Longhorns.

Control all the variables you can, because there are always some you can’t.

“The press conference has to begin at thirteen hundred,” Dawna said.

“We need to start moving everyone out by thirteen-fifteen,” she added. “We’ll clear the exclusion zone before we bring in the TNT. We’re using the same charge and delivery system that took out Big Tom Boros.”

With the collapse of the Soviet Union, over two hundred Russian-speaking organized crime groups relocated to Hungary, running their global operations from wide-open Budapest.

The resulting turf war culminated in the 1998 car-bombing of Tamás Boros, a mobster and top police informant.

His body was obliterated, his lawyer and two bystanders were killed, twenty people were wounded—and Hungary instituted a major crackdown on organized crime.

The hefty FBI presence in Budapest was in support of the Hungarian initiative.

“Using a real life model for your exercise,” Casey said. “I like that.”

“Even so, we can’t predict what our students will find when they come in tonight to search the scene. But that’s the challenge of post-blast investigation.”

Dawna double-checked her watch. Her glance flicked back to Casey.

“Hope I’m not taking you away from anything important. Tell me again why you’re in Budapest?”

Casey grinned. “To have a blast with you, of course.”

“Right. I know what a party girl you are.”

Fun was not what brought Casey into the field. A terrorist threat must be behind her visit to Budapest, or so Dawna figured.

The two women had met in Copenhagen last year. Dawna was serving as legal attaché when Casey suddenly appeared on a mysterious temporary duty assignment.

Which she survived only because Dawna figured out—on her own—that Casey needed her help.

They’d since become good friends, yet tight-lipped Casey still tried to keep Dawna from learning one fact more than she thought Dawna needed to know.

Not that Casey had any hope of succeeding at that, not in the long run. Dawna was FBI, she knew how to squeeze reluctant informants.

“Soon as we blow this sucker up, I’m going to run you a taste of the national bitters.”

Casey gave her a skeptical look.

“I thought you were loyal to Johnny.”

As in Johnny Walker Black, straight up, no ice.

“Hey, you’re the one always tells me, I’m in Europe, I need to get into the local scene. This stuff is dynamite once you get past the look and the taste.”

“Sounds wonderful.”

“You got to take a risk once in a while.”
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