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Praise for Diana Deverell’s thrillers

The Casey Collins international thriller series

12 Drummers Drumming

“Chilling suspense and heated passions—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)

 

 

The Nora Dockson legal thriller series

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)

 

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

 

“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)

 

 

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)


WARM BODIES IN A COLD WAR

1

January 1986

A low-slung black shadow smashed against my front left fender with a thump and shatter of glass.

My seat belt snapped hard against the bone between my breasts and the headlight beam shot up at a crazy angle.

I fought the steering wheel.

Marine Corporal Matt Barnes braced himself, one hand on the dash, the other on his door.

The car lurched to a halt, still upright. The engine choked and died. The winter night was bitter.

We were somewhere in western Poland returning home from the US Consulate in Poznan to the American Embassy in Warsaw.

Matt pulled off his glove, rubbed his knee.

“Casey, you okay?” he asked me.

I managed a nod. “You?”

“Banged my shin.”

He unclasped his seat belt, pulled the glove back onto his hand, and shouldered open his door.

“Better see what we hit.”

I fumbled in the glove compartment for my flashlight and tried to open my door. It was wedged shut.

I climbed over the gear shift and out the passenger side.

We’d ended up ten feet from the road in a drainage ditch, separated from the tarmac by a frozen snowbank. I scrambled up after Matt and crossed to where he knelt.

The flashlight batteries were weak but the illumination was enough.

“A pig,” I said. “I hit a damn pig.”

“Funny looking pig.”

I moved the dim circle of light over the bristly back, the elongated snout, the erect and pointed ears. “Wild boar. Lived in the woods.”

I shoved the flashlight under my arm and grabbed a rear trotter.

“We better get him off the road.”

Matt elbowed me aside and took a leg in each hand. He grunted and heaved the carcass onto the snowbank.

We turned to study my car.

Matt was a couple of inches taller than my five-nine, built thick and solid like an Olympic wrestler. He’d tossed that hundred-and-fifty-pound pig like a sack of potatoes.

But not even a muscular young Marine was going to get my car back on the road. The damage wasn’t bad—a few dents and a smashed headlight—and the engine started right up again when I turned the ignition.

But the car was stuck in a drifted-over ditch with a snowbank between us and the road. I’d need a powerful tow to get out.

I slid back my parka sleeve to check my watch. Nine o’clock.

We’d been late leaving Warsaw with the pouch of classified documents, hadn’t gotten to Poznan until well after two. Winter driving conditions dictated we dump our load, pick up their outgoing traffic and dash back to Warsaw before dark.

But the Consul was in the middle of drafting an urgent message and demanded we wait for him to finish. The consulate cashier wanted to discuss changes in the cash accounting procedure.

I gave in gracefully and spent the delay with her. We hadn’t gotten away until after five and a traffic accident near Konin held us up for forty-five minutes.

We were at least an hour from Warsaw.

“Did you notice the name of that last town we went through?” I asked Matt.

He furrowed his forehead. “Started with a K, I think.”

I studied the map. “Must have been Kutno.”

I put my thumb on the page. “We’re somewhere between Kutno and Lowicz.”

We both stared into the chill emptiness. If any farms were nearby, the inhabitants had blown out their candles, banked their stoves and gone to sleep.

My toes were starting to ache. The temperature was in the teens.

No traffic had passed on the E-8 during the ten minutes we’d been stuck.

The Milicja’s blue and white cars had been on our tail in each of the larger towns we’d gone through. They might send someone looking for us.

Not because they feared for our safety. But to discover if we were passing cash to the Solidarity underground.

Or maybe detouring north to Torun to photograph the well-fenced and heavily guarded excavation that might be the future underground headquarters for a Soviet western front.

I stomped around to the rear of the car and opened the back window. I didn’t have the required emergency triangles that might have drawn the Milicja to us.

Only a worn double sleeping bag, a relic from the days before I followed my new career path to the loveless Antarctica of the Warsaw embassy, this self-styled family post where the security officer’s admonition to “Sleep NATO” meant women officers over twenty-five slept alone.

I had as much chance of meeting my soul mate in Warsaw as the average Pole had of getting a visa to Disney World.

I touched the rough canvas cover of my bag. It was guaranteed to minus-twenty-degrees Farenheit.

I reached through the back opening to unhook the rear seatback and folded it forward to enlarge the cargo area.

“Guess we’re stuck till morning,” I said to Matt.

“What, are you planning to run the heater all night?”

“Not enough gas. But if we both get inside the bag and pile our coats over us, we won’t freeze.”

I urged Matt in first, climbed in after him and pulled the window shut. We spooned ourselves between the insulated layers, our upper bodies partly draped over the front seat backs, our lower halves snaked around in the rear.

I watched the steam on the windows turn to frost, a curtain of lacy ice-flowers dropping between us and the outside world. Cold outside. But I was warm. I felt my toes prickling as they thawed.

Matt said, “Do you think they’ll come looking for us?”

His chest vibrated against my back and his breath tickled my ear.

“Nobody at the embassy is expecting me to bring the pouch in tonight,” I said. “But don’t you have bed check or something?”

“Not so Mickey Mouse as that. A guy’s not on duty, he has to leave a number where they can reach him. One of my buddies sees my name with no number beside it, he’ll figure I got lucky. Write your number beside my name.”

“My number?”

My voice squeaked, I was so upset. I was lonely, sure, but I wasn’t interested in a one-night stand with a horny Marine five years younger.

And I didn’t want anyone to think I was.

Hurriedly, Matt said, “I’ll set’em straight in the morning.”

“Not such a great system.” I made a disgusted noise.

“I’d rather have someone worry when I don’t come home.”

“Yeah, well tonight I would too.” He paused. “Truth is, I mostly stick around the Marine House.”

“You have plenty of company.”

I was thinking of the stream of Western nannies and secretaries that ebbed and flowed through the Marines’ living room.

“I’m not into the party scene,” he said. “I’d rather watch videos. Lift weights. Sleep a lot. Ride shotgun for a good-looking budget officer doing a pouch run.”

“That didn’t turn out to be your best move.”

He laughed. “Maybe not. So what do you do in  your spare time?”

“Read novels instead of pumping iron. Though you could probably tell that.” 

“You’re in pretty good shape.”

He was so close, I smelled his aftershave.

Brut. Enticing.

I had to put distance between  us, fast. Moving wasn’t an option.

I changed the subject, instead. “How do
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