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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. 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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The first week in February 2020 and the noon temp on this island has to be seventy degrees Fahrenheit. Maybe higher.

I feel a smile split my face. Lucky me, I traded dark, wintry Copenhagen for the sun-drenched Mediterranean.

I am one happy woman. Though I do have a problem.

A small one, which hopefully I’ve solved. At least for this first week of my fourteen-day package vacation to Crete.

This morning, my thirty fellow tour members and I visited cultural and archeological sites. At noon, the gleaming silver 51-passenger tour bus disgorged our group at Rethymno’s harborside lot.

After a ten-minute walk over cobblestones, we’ve reached the center of the charming medieval village.

Our Greek guide Vassilis halts beneath an elegant black iron standard. The curved top disappears into the leaves of the palm tree towering beside it.

Vassilis is a compact man in his thirties. Shiny black curls thickly cover his head and striking brown eyes light up his pleasant face.

He wears a battered gray-brown tweed jacket over a white shirt and dark-brown corduroy pants. Plus lace-up oxblood wingtips on his feet and leather patches on his elbows.

The professor-look sets him apart from the rest of us.

Rising to the tiptoes of my sneakered feet, I straighten the hem on my rose-colored T-shirt and smooth the thin cotton fabric over my khaki shorts. Sunshine pours down from a cloudless azure sky, heating my bare arms and calves.

At five-feet-nine, I’m an inch taller than Vassilis. My once-blonde hair has turned mostly gray and I cut it boyishly short. An appropriate blend-into-the-crowd style for a retired former State Department intelligence analyst.

I’m the only unaccompanied traveler on this tour. Others in the all-white, all-Danish group are my age or older.

Probably also retired with the freedom to travel to Crete in the less-expensive pre-season. They’re also casual dressers.

At first, they assumed that I was Danish, too. An assumption crushed when I opened my mouth.

I still hear faint seabird chatter from the flocks crisscrossing the skies above the dark-blue waters of the Sea of Crete.

But the harbor’s salt-and-fish odors have given way to the smell of meat roasting with garlic. My mouth waters and I hear my stomach rumble.

Suspended from the standard beside Vassilis, a rectangular green metal sign names the taverna in all-cap yellow English. Below, more yellow letters promise Cretan gastronomy and creative cuisine.

The front of the taverna opens to the street. Wooden tables and chairs line up in rows at sidewalk level on a floor of stone slabs.

Framed watercolors cover the smooth enameled dark wood interior walls. I catch glimpses of the island’s beaches, mountains, and lovely old villages. And good-looking people smiling welcome.

I spy a slightly higher floor of polished marble set thirty feet back from the street and one step up. Despite the many tables crowding both levels, the dim lighting and delicious smells give the place a warm and intimate feel.

Vassilis claps his hands to get our attention.

With a big smile and a sweeping arm gesture, he introduces the taverna owner, a thin bald man with a trim mustache and a spotless white bib-apron.

He welcomes us in Greek and nods to our guide to translate to English.

Vassilis explains the dining options and with an all-inclusive wave of his right arm, invites us to seat ourselves.

 I follow Vassilis toward a reserved four-top table at the rear of the taverna. No other diners have chosen places so far from the outdoors.

On the first day of our tour, I’d had to overcome the guide’s reluctance to give me a seat at his lunch table.

I’m not often so pushy. But I find it impossible to talk with my fellow travelers.

Most Danes understand spoken English, yet few in my age group are comfortable conversing in it.

In the late nineties, I spent several months in Denmark and learned enough Danish to get by. I thought I’d do okay on this trip.

But after twenty years, my vocabulary has shrunk. And my foreign accent has grown more pronounced.

In particular, my imprecise enunciation of the three extra vowels in the Danish alphabet jars the native ear.

The other members of my group can’t figure out what I’m trying to say.

To stop people addressing me in Danish, I pretend I don’t understand a word they utter.

Most of the time, I’m okay people-watching, listening to the guide, or reading a book.

Still, I have to have some human interaction. Or I might start talking aloud to inanimate objects.

Vassilis is the obvious solution to my problem.

Greek is his native tongue and his only other language is English.

He’s the one person on the bus who has to speak English to me.

To get him to do more than his tour guide duties require, I’ve done my best to make him want my company.

In addition to showing great interest in what he has to say, I also had to deal with his unvoiced fear that I’d object to him collecting his kick-backs at the various establishments he selects for group shopping and meals.

 I don’t want to embarrass him by saying outright I have no problem with him augmenting his meager tour-guide salary. Instead, I ostentatiously remain oblivious to his side-action.

At our last three lunch stops, I made sure I was always looking in the other direction as cash discreetly changed hands.

His voice interrupts my reverie. “Casey,” he calls.

As proof we’re friends, I’ve persuaded him to use the nickname created from my initials, rather than my full name, Kathryn Collins.

When I make eye contact, Vassilis waves me into the empty seat across from him.

I smile, happy to be again invited to his table.

A slender young woman with dark hair pulled into a twist at the back of her head scurries over with a woven basket of crusty white bread and a cruet of olive oil. Her bib apron is as sparkling white as the owner’s.

Vassilis thanks her before turning to me.

“The taverna’s moussaka is famous,” he says. “And will pair nicely with your favorite beer. Shall I order for you?”

“Please do.” I pour a puddle of oil on the small white china plate in front of me. Slip a chunk of bread from the basket and dunk it liberally in the oil.

I take a big bite and the tasty blend of rich oil and yeasty bread fills my mouth. I sigh with pleasure.

Vassilis finishes ordering our lunch and frowns at my plate. “Too little oil,” he says. “You need twice that amount to get the full flavor.”

I swallow and say, “You’re the expert. You told me your father grows olives. Do you also have a grove?”

He laughs. “No, my father is the farmer in the family. Luckily, he shares his oil with his inept intellectual son.”

He leans toward me. “But my father is not only a farmer. During the tourist season, he loads small groups of visitors into an off-road vehicle and shows them what he calls the real Crete. ‘More interesting than a bunch of old rocks,’ as he so often tells me.”

I chuckle. “Showing us old rocks is how your father describes what you do?”

Vassilis shrugs. “Crete welcomes tourists with




































































OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
CRETE ROBBERS

A SHORT STORY

DIANA
DEVERELL






