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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)

 

“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 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)

 

“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.” (Reader review)
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For the past twenty minutes, me and a female guard have been standing in an empty high-ceilinged hallway.

On the outside wall, sets of nine impact-resistant glass panes form three-by-three rectangles. The big cross-hatched rectangles are stacked two-high all along the corridor.

Late afternoon sunlight pours through the windows onto the polished concrete floor. The air smells of steel, cement, and lemon-scented cleaner.

Before they sent me here, I was in Salem at the old correctional center for women. That place had fewer windows. Lots of them had frosted glass.

This new building is state-of-the-art correctional construction. Windows everywhere. Interior walls are solid only waist-high. Transparent the rest of the way up.

There are no dark corners to hide in. Guards can watch my every move.

Only my escort and I wait in the hallway by the thick metal door to the visiting room.

Today is the fourth Thursday in January and this medium security facility is closed to visitors on Thursdays and Fridays.

Today, I’m special.

I turn to face the windows. I’m five-feet-six and a pane of glass frames my head perfectly.

Weak winter sunlight warms my face as I check my reflection for the tenth time.

No strands stick up from my black mane. Yesterday, I got a trim and a smoother style at the inmate beauty school.

Aiming for a good-citizen look, I went easy on the makeup, too. I tried to get rid of the prison pallor. Make my skin tone closer to alabaster.

The majority of Oregon’s population is white. So are eighty-five percent of the women jailed here, including me.

Confinement turns my skin the color of school paste.

I’ve been watching my weight and I turn sideways to see if my belly’s flatter.

I don’t look bad for a thirty-five-year-old. Still, if I go back to exotic dancing, I won’t earn the fifty buck tips I got when I was nineteen.

I wish I could strip out of the crap jeans I’m wearing.

They have the word INMATE and the Department of Corrections seal stamped in bright orange on the cheap denim covering my right thigh.

On top, I wear a dark-blue sweatshirt. The orange label’s on my back, centered like the bullseye on a target.

I bought my gray-and-white Nikes with the pink swoosh. I’m not putting my feet in hideous prison-issue shoes.

The guard waiting with me wears ugly Oxfords with her unflattering black uniform.

Henderson’s chunky and all the junk hanging from her belt bulks up her silhouette. Her apple-scented cologne clashes with her outfit.

Department of Corrections uniforms on both sides of the bars are designed for men. The dress codes were set in stone by the time we women started showing up in big numbers.

I stretch and try to peer through the glass on the interior side of the hall. The four windows into the visiting room are for no-contact visits.

The inmate’s chained in the booth on this side of the glass. The visitor sits in a cubicle on the visiting room side.

A decade into my sentence, I got depressed and I made some bad choices.

You’d think passing the halfway mark would have cheered me up. But all I could see was the months I had left to serve.

I broke the rules and they took away the privileges I’d won. For twelve months, I saw my visitors only through glass.

When my former cellmate came to see me, I couldn’t give her the brief hug we’re allowed at the start and finish of a visit.

Inmates are forbidden to touch each other.

I had no human contact for a year.

I pulled myself together. Forced myself to think positive.

I’ve earned my way back to where I was before I messed up.

My ex-cellie is my only regular visitor.

I was six years old when my dad left and he’s had nothing to do with me since.

My grandma died the year before I was busted.

I don’t let my mother visit.

A metal door slams.

The high ceilings create weird acoustics. I can’t tell where the noise comes from. I crane my head to peer deeper into the visiting room.

I spot a tall brunette in a pinstriped pants suit and black flats coming through the sally port that visitors use to enter the room.

An assistant superintendent, Marilyn’s the only person from prison admin I’ve met. The puppy program is her special project and I trained two helper dogs for her.

A man in a suit and tie follows her in. He must be the hotshot from Salem, sent to make sure today’s “experiment” doesn’t cause any problems for the Department of Corrections.

I’m bouncing up and down on my sneakers, I’m so excited. If I pull this off, I’m going home.

Soon as I save the money, I’m buying a foreign car with a stick on the floor and guts under the hood.

I’ve only driven my mom’s Chevy and Dustin’s piece-of-shit Ford. When he and I took the old lady’s Honda, the asshole grabbed those wheels for the whole twenty-four hours.

I want my own cool ride.

I’ll pass my license retest easy. I memorized the manual when I worked the call center. I sound so pro on the phone:

Yes, Sir, if you are behind in your child support payments, the district attorney can order the Department of Motor Vehicles to suspend your driver’s license.

You cannot legally drive until it’s reinstated.

No, Sir, we can’t reinstate it until the district attorney authorizes us to do so.

Deadbeat Dad didn’t know I answered from inside the women’s prison.

Felons telling civilians to obey Oregon law is perfect. We know crime pays shit.

I liked the plumber job better. Hands on, trying to unplug the sewer pipes because some fool shoved bed sheets down the commode.

In our vacuum system, all the pipes are above ground. I cut into one, pull out the blockage.

I am one fine plumber.

But vacuum plumbing is rare out in the world. Few of my work experiences translate to a real job.

Graduating high school with a C-average makes me the resident genius. Some dummies I tutored earned their GEDs.

Given my grades in school, no employer on the outside will hire me to teach.

They won’t care I’m Scrabble champion of the cellblock.
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I’m pretty good at Yahtzee, too, but one stupid woman always beats me.

I pay her back at cribbage. The dice-queen’s brain isn’t wired right for cards.

I’m more versatile.

I hear Henderson’s walkie-talkie crackle.

She frowns at me. “Calm down, Yates. Five more minutes, they’ll be ready for you.”

She doesn’t need to tell me to keep a lid on. This deal isn’t done till I walk. I won’t make a wrong move today.

Nora and I figured out what I’ll say.

Nora was my cellmate at the old prison for the whole twenty-five months she spent behind bars.

Smarter than me, Nora committed her crime in Portland and her court-appointed attorney was big-city sharp.

She pled guilty to two counts of third-degree robbery and was out in two years. The governor granted her a full pardon.

The fool I got for a lawyer said that if I didn’t plead out, the district attorney would charge me with aggravated attempted murder.

A jury could put me in prison for thirty-seven years.

My lawyer bragged that he talked the DA into letting me plead guilty to three lesser charges.

He didn’t tell me those first- and second-degree crimes were covered by Oregon’s new law establishing mandatory minimum sentences.

I didn’t understand I’d have to serve each sentence separately, one after the other.

I didn’t know the new law stopped prison officials from giving time
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