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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. It’s up to Nora, aided by her state trooper boyfriend Kent Harper, to lay bare the lies and save Patty Jean, her mother, and Hunter, her half-sister.

 

“It wouldn’t be a Nora Dockson novel without a legal case, and this time Channing Palmer, Nora’s colleague at the Legal Resource Center, takes center stage. She’s working on a ‘Bogus Expert Witness Project’, trying to free a client convicted of murder solely by the testimony of a dubious ‘expert witness’ on blood stains and spatters. Determined to prove the expert witness wrong, Channing enrolls in a class on how to interpret blood at a crime scene. Fans of CSI will revel in the detail of Channing’s course. Like Nora, she will also ‘lay bare the lie’ of the expert witness.

 

“The author is a master at putting you inside a scene so vividly you’d swear you had actually lived through it. I’ve never been to Pendleton, but I feel I could walk down a street there and recognize everything. Nora, Hunter, and Patty-Jean are true-to-life characters that we’d like to spend more time with.” (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)

 

“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)

 

“. . . 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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At two-twenty-five in the afternoon on the last Friday in February, FBI Special Agent Dawna Shepherd pivoted.

In a heartbeat, she was no longer a weekend tripper lounging in a spacious superliner coach seat.

She was an on-the-job G-woman with a bad guy in her sights.

In that same instant, Amtrak’s southbound Coast Starlight train pulled out of Portland’s Union Station.

And the number one criminal on the FBI’s most-wanted list swayed toward her along the narrow aisle dividing the rows of seats in the upper level of the double-decker coach.

Dawna’s stiffening spine tried to jerk her upright.

She resisted the pull. A sudden move could spook her quarry.

As he approached, the man scanned his surroundings.

And she memorized his current appearance.

Silver curls stuck out below a tan ballcap. A neatly trimmed salt-and-pepper beard covered his cheeks and chin.

He wore a hip-length olive green parka over a red-and-blue flannel shirt, faded Wranglers, and hiking boots. No luggage, but he clutched a clear plastic bag in his right hand.

Inside the bag, she spotted what looked like a water bottle and something wrapped in the white paper used by many take-out sandwich shops.

The man paused and put his left hand on the back of the aisle seat three rows in front of hers.

She’d just finished checking her email and her phone was in her hand. All sound turned off.

The window seat beside her was empty. Good, she had privacy.

She pretended to concentrate on the screen as she used the now-silent camera function to snap a shot of the man’s face.

Impassive, his gaze again raked the upper level of the half-full superliner.

He’d found his seat. What he had to be looking for now was a passenger showing interest in him. Particularly one who might be a law enforcement officer.

Good thing she’d left her work outfit in Seattle. The combo of Navy blazer, yellow oxford cloth button-down, and khaki slacks would’ve stood out among the casually-dressed passengers. Her target would’ve suspected immediately that she could be a federal agent.

Off-duty today, she’d dressed for comfort in black joggers with a high waist and zipped side seams.

Her black long-sleeve top sported an arched OREGON above a horizontal WOMEN’S BASKETBALL. The three words blazoned across her chest in all-caps of vivid green.

As soon as the train crossed into Oregon, she’d unzipped her forest-green suede jacket to announce her allegiance. 

The Duck women would play Washington State University tonight and the University of Washington on Sunday. Cougar and Husky fans were excitable.

She didn’t want to get into a fight while she was still on Washington soil.

She’d chosen her sporty outfit because it was perfect for train travel.

Perfect for the short walk from the Eugene Amtrak station to her luxurious B&B situated at the base of a nearby butte.

Perfect for both games.

And also perfect for convincing the man in the aisle that she was a rabid fan of women’s basketball. On her way to Eugene to cheer for the team ranked number three in the nation.

Which was the truth.

She passionately wanted a close-up look at Oregon’s triple-double machine. The five-foot-eleven guard was front-runner for national player of the year and ranked number one in the WNBA draft.

Dawna’d played for the Lady Longhorns all four years she was at the University of Texas. She liked to tell people that she’d had a tough time choosing between the WNBA and the FBI.

A lie since she joined the FBI five years before the WNBA was founded.

Still, she had athletic talent and she could’ve turned professional.

But her daddy, Donny Ray Shepherd, was a life-long cop and along with her awful name—Dawna Raylene—he’d given her the law enforcement gene.

Still, March Madness sucked her in every year.

Which was why today she looked far more like a serious follower of women’s hoops than a twenty-nine-year veteran FBI agent feverishly planning to take down a bad guy.

Apparently having wrongly concluded she was harmless, the target of her bust turned his face away and dropped into the aisle seat three rows ahead.

Dawna took a deep breath to slow her heartbeat. She smelled peanuts and fresh bananas.

Her gaze flicked to the mother-daughter pair across the aisle from her. Both blondes, they wore matching elastic-waist jeans and pink hoodies—mom- and toddler-sized respectively.

Both were nonstop snackers. They’d already emptied the first can of Coke that Mom had popped open in Portland. Now Mom had refilled the kid’s sippy cup before she swigged from her second can to wash down the nuts and fruit.

Bustle at the front of the coach drew Dawna’s attention away from the blondes.

A robust woman in a blue uniform had entered the car. She wore a billed cap with the Amtrak logo. A burgundy ascot decorated with tiny white figures added color to the outfit.

A conductor, she hurried to the new arrival’s seat. Leaning down, the conductor exchanged a few inaudible words with the man. Upright again, she scrawled on a yellow sticky note and stuck it on the luggage rack above the man’s seat.

The yellow sticky above Dawna’s head was marked Eugene, her final destination. Guaranteeing that only she could sit in her reserved seat until the Coast Starlight passed that stop.

This superliner coach was at least twenty-four years old. Maybe as much as fifty. All procedures and interior décor matched the old-timey style.

In the last century, conductors wearing the same vintage caps had probably used pen and ink for the same purpose. Amtrak’s free Wi-Fi and the yellow stickies seemed to be the only nods to modernization.

The generous old-style seating was superior to the cramped airliner version. Also nicely refurbished with bright and intact blue upholstery. The crisp white cloth napkin on her headrest smelled of Tide.

She also had a tray table, an adjustable footrest, and retractable leg rests. At six-foot-three, she appreciated seating that was big-girl-friendly, especially when she didn’t have to pay a sky-high fare to get it.

Air travel sucked these days. Riding the Coast Starlight to Eugene offered a more pleasant experience than flying the economy-class puddle jumper.

And was also proving luckier.

She’d hit paydirt twice. First, the number one criminal on the FBI’s most-wanted list had boarded the same train.

And second, since she’d spent last week studying his face, she’d pegged him instantly.

He was the criminal who three months ago had used the alias Daniel B. Cooper II to buy an airline ticket from Portland to Seattle.

He’d flown on Thanksgiving Eve, the anniversary of the famous DB Cooper hijacking. His chosen alias and flying date should have set off alarm bells at check-in.

Alas, no airline staffer spotted the signals that he was no ordinary passenger.

And the man they’d nicknamed DBII, pronounced Dee Bee Two, followed the old script to recommit the crime.

In 1971, after takeoff from Portland, the original DB Cooper had opened a briefcase and shown a stewardess eight red cylinders that he claimed were sticks of dynamite. They were attached to wires coated with red insulation that led to a large cylindrical battery. DB Cooper demanded two hundred thousand dollars in cash
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