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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.” (iBook reader review)

 

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

 

* * *

 

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 of Bitch Out of Hell)

 

“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.” (Amazon reader review)
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I hopped off the school bus step and onto the dusty highway shoulder. Sun glare slapped my face and I got a whiff of myself.

I reeked.

I’m fifteen and the same evil gene that forces me to shave every day has also given me what my pediatrician calls “mature body odor.”

Pinning my arms to my sides to lock in the stink, I trudged toward the co-op gallery where my mom manned the cash register on Fridays.

My curly brown hair stuck to the back of my neck. Bristling beard stubble made my chin itch.

I’d hang around the gallery for another hour till Mom closed. I’d drive her home in her car. Good practice.

And more pleasant than pedaling my ten-speed three miles uphill through junipers and pinyon pines too scrubby to cast any shadow on the mesa road.

In the village, a dozen spindly aspens struggled for survival beside the paved two-lane. I wove from one blotch of shade to the next. The air was still. Gray-green leaves drooped listlessly from the branches.

When I’d left the house this morning, I’d looked sporty in my tan khaki shorts and palm-frond-patterned Hawaiian shirt.

Now, the cotton clung to my skin. My backpack straps cut into my shoulders and fine gray dirt had gotten between my hairy toes and my flip flops.

In Santa Fe County, the school year starts in mid-August. In my first two weeks as a high school freshman, the building’s air conditioning system hadn’t kept up with the ninety degree highs.

For the third day in a row, my deodorant gave up midway through last period.

Still, I’m happy to be in school with guys two and three years older than me. I don’t stand out like the freak I was in seventh and eighth grades.

My little brother is only nine-and-a-half and he’s grown a rug on his chest. Before he starts middle school next year, I’ll give him some pointers on how to get by.

Too bad our last name is Harrison. Kids can’t resist the obvious nickname.

Over the summer, I gained some body mass to go with the facial hair. I’m now five-ten and a hundred and eighty pounds. Wide and solid.

My classmates probably still think Fur Monster when they see me, but they call me Shane and smile like I’m no longer a mutant threat to mankind.

My dad is a hairy, hairy guy. Long ponytail, full beard, furry back. Big, too.

I blame him for passing on the “precocious puberty” gene to my brother Wyatt and me.

The gallery was a block ahead in an old peak-roofed Victorian. The swamp cooler would be rattling away to make the temperature bearable.

For twenty years, only ghosts lived in this village. The scenic route between Albuquerque and Santa Fe wound right past those empty old houses.

In the seventies, artists and craftspeople discovered the cheap rentals and put their creations up for sale.

The biggest customers are tourists who pass through on the old state highway, now renamed the Turquoise Trail. Today, I counted two mammoth RVs and half a dozen shiny rental cars parked alongside the highway.

The drivers were probably checking out the galleries, eating the roadhouse’s famous green chile cheeseburgers, or trying to spot a ghost.

After the living flocked here again, most spirits left. Only the boring ones lingered.

Who needs a weeping woman wandering the streets, trailing gauzy white robes behind her? Or a tongue-tied cowboy strolling with a mysterious señorita in a mantilla?

Not stellar roadside attractions.

I climbed the creaky board steps to the gallery’s front door. Three of Mom’s bowls filled the display window. She’s experimenting with turquoise-colored glazes and her bowls glow with blue-green light. Really pretty.

I reached for the brass knob on the front door. It wouldn’t turn. Locked.

Where had Mom gone?

I spotted a scribbled note taped above the opening hours sign on the inside of the glass door. The note read, “Closed due to family emergency.”

Shit. What had happened?

Mom would’ve texted me any bad news. Unfortunately, I used up all the juice on my phone reading a book during lunch break.

Dad had headed south yesterday on a chile-buying expedition. He hadn’t made it back by the time I biked off to the bus stop this morning. I hoped he wasn’t in trouble.

I ordered myself not to disasterize.

Maybe Mom got an inspiration, closed up the gallery, and whipped home to her studio. Wouldn’t be the first time. She’s dedicated to her art.

Soon as I started kindergarten, she embraced the school bus as my personal babysitter.

Snow or drought, Mom would be out on the narrow highway shoulder with five-year-old me. She’d kiss my hairy little head and mutter, “You have fun at school today, Shane.”

Stuff me in the bus and dash off to her potter’s wheel to create something new and beautiful.

While I spent forty minutes riding a stop-and-go bus to Santa Fe. Plus another forty minutes coming home.

Ten years, those minutes add up. I got my learner’s permit and I’ll be sixteen in January. I need to find a way to buy myself a car.

I was avoiding the problem in front of me.

I forced my eyes back to Mom’s note. What to do?

Maybe Dad had made it back. He might be over at the roadhouse.

He’d been sober for six months. Maybe the manager had decided he was reliable again. Maybe she’d stop sending him all over New Mexico to buy fresh produce. Put him back in charge of the roadhouse kitchen.

Wishful thinking, probably.
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But I’ve learned not to rush out to meet bad news. Hurts less if I sidle up and let it sink in slow.

If Dad wasn’t at the roadhouse, I could borrow the manager’s phone and call Mom. Quicker than pedaling home. I dumped my backpack with my bike and headed for the roadhouse.

Thirty seconds after I reached the top of the splintery wood stairs to the second-story deck, gray-haired Lottie was motioning me over to the portable steel bar.

The manager, her office was tucked into the top floor maze of rooms. She must’ve stepped out here to watch for me.

Two women smokers were the only customers seated on the deck. On hot afternoons, the air-conditioned ground floor room with the long historic pine-and-oak bar was more popular.

I headed for Lottie, weaving around the empty tables. The spray misters were on. When I passed under them, droplets landed gently on my hair and face and arms. The cool splashes calmed me.

By the time I heaved myself onto a tall wooden stool, Lottie had a moisture-studded glass of homemade lemonade waiting on the white acrylic bar top. I put my lips around that straw and sucked up a big swallow. It tasted sweet and tart at the same time.

Lottie’s hair was longer and straighter than mine. She twisted hers into a bun on top of her head. As usual, a stubby number-two pencil stuck out of it. The eraser looked like it had never been used.

Lottie’s yellow blouse was sleeveless, showing off her ropy arms. She wore rust-colored pants that ended halfway between her knees and her braided leather sandals.

Brownish freckles covered her face, her eyes dots of darker brown behind her bifocals. “You heard about your dad?” she asked.

“No, my phone’s dead.”

Nobody else sat at the shaded bar, but I heard a rumble of male voices coming from the other side of the flimsy wall.

I lowered my voice. “Where is he?”

“ABQ. Around noon, somebody spotted Dan passed out in the truck.”

ABQ is Albuquerque. Dan is my dad. 

“Tapped on the window but he wouldn’t wake up,” Lottie continued. “They called nine-one-one. The EMTs hauled him to UNM Hospital. They have all his records from last time.”

UNM stands for the University of New Mexico. Last time was six months ago. I’d gone with Mom to retrieve the car and I’d seen the two empty vodka bottles lying on the mat. 

 “Took him straight to detox,” Lottie went on. “Soon as the hospital called your mom, she took off.”

I bent over the glass and pulled more of my drink up the straw. I let the lemony goodness trickle down my throat while I reviewed my research on alcoholics.

“Dad can’t help it,” I told Lottie. “His father and his grandfather died from liver failure when they were still in their sixties. His great-grandfather was fifty-five when
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