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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.

 

“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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“One kidney is all I’m asking for.”

His point made, Neal relaxed into the burgundy leather club chair and stretched out his denim-covered legs.

He was due at the track in two hours and hadn’t bothered to don a suit for this four-thirty meeting with the CEO of Endicott Dynamics.

A male administrative assistant with the physique of a bodyguard had ushered Neal into Daniel Endicott’s office minutes earlier.

As Neal’d guessed, his clothing was of no interest to the head honcho. During their initial exchange of remarks, Daniel hadn’t even pretended to make eye contact.

Instead, he’d stared out the glass wall as though he could see the Susquehanna River from his corner office.

Neal added, “Olivia needs your kidney.”

“Of course she does.” Daniel swiveled to face him, his military background obvious in his stiff-backed posture and his flattop.

Neal was startled by the sight of Livvie’s walnut-brown mane trimmed and waxed to short spikes and topping a face with cheekbones more prominent than hers.

“I can’t believe my sister sent you to me,” Daniel continued. “She knows I won’t help. She was only twenty-two when she got the bright idea to plant a piece of herself in McIntyre. I showed her the research. Younger donors have a higher rate of kidney failure than the general population. I said, ‘Don’t come crying to me when that happens.’”

“She and Quentin McIntyre had been married for four years when he got sick,” Neal said. “She loved him. Can’t blame her for wanting to rescue him.”

“I can.”

Daniel’s downward jerk of his chin was as firm as voice. In the mellow daylight coming through the windows, his eyes glowed as if he was cataloging his listener’s every feature.

Testing, Neal bared his teeth in a silent snarl.

Got no reaction.

“She loves the grand gesture.” Daniel sniffed. “That one was more pointless than most. And now she’s in trouble.”

“Chronic Kidney Disease. Stage four and heading fast for five.”

Neal shifted in the chair. It sighed, giving off the scent of leather and furniture polish.

“Olivia will die without a new kidney,” he added. “But she didn’t send me. She isn’t planning to tell you. I thought you should know.”

“Why?” Daniel asked. “She’s a living donor. She has priority when a matching kidney becomes available. If she can’t wait, she’s got the bucks to go to India and buy one. She doesn’t need me.”

“She does,” Neal retorted. “Her renal system’s completely compromised. I offered one of mine. I’m a reasonable match. Her doctor said no. She needs a kidney from a sibling. Even better, her twin brother.”

“Sorry, but I won’t risk ending up in her situation.” Lifting a wooden-handled stylus, Daniel clinked the metal end on one eye, then on the other. “I’ve lost enough.”

“As a professional photographer,” Neal said, “I sympathize. I couldn’t do my job with your handicap. I’m impressed by what you’ve accomplished. Expanding the range of assistive technology your firm offers the vision-impaired. Creating sophisticated workarounds and adaptations. Tripling profits. Amazing for a man whose last job was commanding an explosive ordnance disposal unit in Afghanistan.”

Daniel fisted his hand, pointed an index finger in Neal’s direction.

“I’ve been expecting you,” he said. “Every guy she hooks up with puts the bite on me. Soon after they discover she owns stock in the company.”

Daniel leaned back in his chair and steepled his fingers. “Kissing my ass isn’t going to get you what you’re asking for.”

“So what will?” Neal asked.

“I might consider a trade,” Daniel said slowly. “Say I save my sister’s life. In return, you restore my sight to an improved level. Yours.”

He needed a few seconds to grasp what Daniel meant. “What, you think you can have my eyes transplanted into your sockets?”

Neal’s laugh was dismissive.

“Medical science can replace a cornea or reattach a retina,” Neal continued. “But nobody’s learned how to wire in a replacement eyeball.”

“Not yet,” Daniel corrected. “But stem cell research has brought that day closer. Two years ago, the Russians made a breakthrough. Same lab that pioneered radial keratotomy. Last year, my ophthalmologist spent six months working with them. He thinks they may have succeeded after he left. I want him to attempt it with me. He’s willing if I locate a donor.”

“And I’m your guy?” Neal snorted. “Don’t be ridiculous.”

“Tsk, tsk.” Daniel clicked his tongue against his teeth. “And here I thought you loved my sister. But then, you met at her favorite casino. She has an inexplicable eagerness to trust card sharks.”

“True, I met her at Hollywood Casino. But I play the ponies, not cards. After one fine night at Penn National, I wandered in to check out the table games. Thought I might spot a craps player on a hot streak, double my winnings. Olivia caught my attention instead.”

“Of course she did,” Daniel said. “She’s a damn good poker player. McIntyre turned her on to the game. She has a knack. Or so I’m told. I put my money on sporting events. Cards don’t interest me.”

“Me, neither.”

For Neal, turf racing’s eye-popping thrills topped all betting alternatives. Not that he’d say so to a blind man.

“I follow the horses. I do all right.”

“My, my,” Daniel said. “Here we are. Two gambling men. We each want something from the other. You rejected my suggestion of a straight trade. How about a wager instead? We’ve already identified the stakes. What if we say winner takes all?”

Neal swallowed the no forming on his lips.
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“I’ll have to get back to you on that,” Neal told Daniel and quickly ended the meeting.

Five minutes later, he was in his SUV en route from the Camp Hill company headquarters to Penn National Race Course in Grantville. Crossing the Susquehanna River on the Harvey Miller Bridge, he tried to work out the odds, the way he always did before he placed a bet. Or chose not to.

Preoccupied, he registered the natural chiaroscuro of September sunlight on a soot-colored office building without once mentally framing a photo.

He didn’t make bets he couldn’t afford to lose. Giving up his eyes was out of the question. Blinded, his career in photography would be over.

Still, one thing mattered more to him than his art: Livvie.

Migod, he was crazy about her. He hadn’t encountered such unshakable optimism in another human being.

She believed totally in her good fortune. In her twenties, Olivia Endicott McIntyre had dismissed any possible down side to organ donation. She hadn’t imagined that McIntyre’s body would reject her kidney. After a week, the surgeon had removed it from her husband. McIntyre got a second one, donated by a stranger. The successful transplant had required a strong combination of immunosuppressants and antidepressants.

She found that the cocktail brought out unattractive sides of McIntyre’s personality. Unhappy, Livvie had divorced him.

Yet, she remained supremely self-confident. When she walked through the casino entrance, she carried her gorgeous body like the proud winner she expected to be. After her divorce, she’d devoted herself to playing poker and—until she met Neal—playing the field.

She was brilliant at the first. She hadn’t fared so well with the second. Daniel had correctly described her former lovers as swindlers.

When Neal reached Grantville, the sun was low in a cloudless blue sky. Long beams of amber light bathed the flatlands around the casino/race course complex. To the north, the lower slopes of the Appalachian range glowed with yellow and red fall foliage.

A perfect backdrop for the beautiful horseflesh he’d see tonight. He paused to take in the view, as vital to him as the crisp country air he was breathing.

Earlier, he’d done his research on tonight’s runners. After a quick glance at the mounts warming up for the first race, he placed his bets.

He claimed his box seat overlooking the seven furlong course and his thoughts returned to Daniel Endicott. The blind man hadn’t offered a fair deal. One kidney didn’t equal two eyes. Would Neal part with one of his peepers to save Livvie?

He imagined himself with an eyepatch and a parrot on his shoulder. He doubted the pirate look would boost sales. No, his kind of artistry required two eyes.

Between races, inspections, and betting, he tuned out the chatter around him and went to work with his smartphone. He’d turned handicapping horses into an art form, studying
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with a talent for poker,






