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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)

 

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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Not cheerleader material. FBI Special Agent Dawna Shepherd had always known that about herself. A former basketball star at the University of Texas, she’d wanted to play the game, not rally the fans. Now, in her tenth day in Dallas working undercover as a newly hired medical equipment sales rep, she’d learned she wasn’t cut out to sell either. Her jaws ached from maintaining a pleasing expression rarely required by the Bureau. And her manufactured zeal was fading faster than her smile.

Pale winter sunlight poured through the glass window-wall, warming the room. Dawna stifled a yawn and glanced at the petite brunette sitting to her left. Like the other six women in Dawna’s group of new recruits at Nacere Health Management Systems, Whitney Stone was a former cheerleader. Most recently she’d been doing back flips and handsprings for the Dallas Cowboys fans. Now she stared raptly at the speaker, as if she heard destiny calling. Maybe she did. She was the ideal candidate for a career in medical sales.

After all, there are ninety thousand drug and medical equipment sales reps out in the field, all trying to reach the same doctors to make their pitches. Former cheerleaders have a superb track record when it comes to making it through the office door. They rely on exaggerated motions, exaggerated smiles, exaggerated enthusiasm—packaged with good looks and a winning personality. The skills most useful in medical sales are ones learned from the sidelines of college sports.

Dawna’s glance flicked to the man sitting on her right. A recent SMU grad, Roc Jefferson had broken all school records for the hurdles. The sunlight glinted off his smooth black scalp, and he winked at her before his dark eyes slid back toward the speaker. A real charmer and a brilliant salesman. Attractive sports stars ran second only to cheerleaders in the sales arena, which was the reason why Dawna and the four men in her group had been hired. The other athletes, however, showed a flair for selling that was contrary to Dawna’s law enforcement mindset. 

Dawna forced herself to tune back in to the speaker. She felt her little gray cells turning bone white, they were so clean. She’d been brainwashed before, but neither the Lady Longhorn basketball coaching staff nor a long string of FBI experts was a match for this outfit. The parade of marketing people had repeated the corporate message in a relentless drumbeat: Nacere’s medical equipment was the best in the industry, Nacere’s experience in the use of ambulatory devices was unparalleled in the world, and Nacere’s approach to home health care management was a boon to all mankind.

Horse pucky. Dawna knew it. But she had to struggle to keep the facts she’d memorized about Nacere from bleaching away. She suspected that when the other eleven, less-resistant new hires opened their mouths to describe the products, the only words coming out would be those of the sales pitch. The indoctrination was that good.

The mastermind responsible stood in front of her. Kyle Forrester, Nacere’s marketing czar, was exhorting the class to tell him the ten reasons why their infusion pump was superior to the one manufactured by the closest competitor.

An energetic thirty-seven year old, the former linebacker for Texas A&M had removed his jacket and tie and rolled up the sleeves on his salmon-colored dress shirt, the casual look nicely displaying a hard-muscled torso. He looked good from the rear too, his fine backside enhanced by the two-inch heels on his eminently touchable ostrich-skin cowboy boots. Forrester’s well-toned body was topped by tousled curly hair that matched his dark brown eyes.

He was an altogether pleasing sight, aromatically enhanced by his cologne. The exotic odor hinted at rareness and expense. The scents emanating from Dawna’s fellow trainees seemed cheap by comparison.

Did anyone besides Dawna realize how poorly they measured up to the speaker? She peeked again at Whitney. The woman seemed perkily unaware that her Giorgio was failing her. A discreet cough on Dawna’s right drew her gaze to Roc. He and Dawna had agreed to keep each other cool during the fevered pitching. A friend, he was reminding her to look attentive.

Dawna squared her shoulders, straightened her long, trousered legs, and locked on to the lovely Forrester. That Kyle. What a heartbreaker. Literally.

The heart he’d broken most recently belonged to Dawna’s sister, Crystal Gayle Allison, who spent the last three and a half months of her pregnancy with Nacere’s infusion device strapped to her thigh, pumping terbutaline through her body to prevent her from going into labor too soon. After eight years trying to have a baby naturally, Crystal and her husband had resorted to in vitro fertilization. She was desperate to take her twins full term.

Happily, Crystal gave birth to two healthy girls. Less happily, one week postpartum her heart began to fail. She narrowly recovered and improved enough to make a heart transplant unnecessary, but she’d never be able to use the frozen embryos she and her husband had saved. They’d wanted more children but Crystal’s heart couldn’t stand the strain of another pregnancy.

Big sister Dawna had immediately started trying to find out why things had gone so wrong for her little sister. Quick internet research led her straight to terbutaline, a drug whose side effects included heart problems. She learned that it was approved by the Food and Drug Administration, the FDA, to treat only asthma. Yet more than half of the prescriptions for its use were to pregnant woman, written by doctors who hoped the drug would prevent preterm labor.

Dawna discovered that such “off-label” prescribing—using a drug in a manner not approved by the FDA—is legal. The American Medical Association, the AMA, estimates that doctors write forty percent of their prescriptions to treat conditions where no rigorous testing has proven the drugs will have the desired effect. Despite that lack, the prescribing doctors believe there’s good reason to try the medication, based on what they’ve read and heard.

Health professionals argue about the safety of off-label prescribing. Each side in the debate has many examples to support its case. Proponents can point out that doctors successfully prescribed antibiotics off-label to treat ulcers before clinical trials validated that use.

Opponents call the practice a “clinical crapshoot.” They can cite the off-label prescription of certain estrogen replacement therapies to postmenopausal women to prevent heart disease before slow and careful research proved the drugs increased the risk.

Dawna pored over Crystal’s medical records. She found that her sister had consented in writing to the use of drugs “outside their labeling.” Crystal hadn’t understood what she’d agreed to. Her OB/GYN—now her former OB/GYN—hadn’t broken any laws when he prescribed terbutaline. Likely he agreed with the AMA spokespeople who object to waiting years for FDA approval of drugs that appear to be helpful for other ailments. Doctors argue that they decide carefully to use drugs off-label, drawing on peer-reviewed research published in medical journals. No good doctor wants to deprive a desperate patient of cutting-edge pharmaceuticals while waiting for all the data to be assessed.

Except that argument didn’t apply to prescribing terbutaline for treating anything but asthma, Dawna decided. She could find no research underway on the effectiveness of terbutaline in prolonging pregnancy. None of the drug companies selling it in generic form was conducting randomized clinical trials. The only internet references were mealymouthed statements on health websites that pointed out the ambivalence and inadequacy of study results with vague references to the dangers. Darkly, Dawna concluded that the people making the drug didn’t want to know if it worked.

When she zeroed in on the method of administration, she found that as early as 1993, the FDA warned terbutaline pump manufacturers against promoting its use for preterm labor therapy. Marketing a medical product or device for off-label use is illegal, she learned. Against the law, pure and simple.

Precisely what Dawna was looking for. Her daddy Donny Ray Shepherd was a former Texas Ranger and currently police chief of Amity, Texas. If a crime was committed on his turf, Chief Shepherd went looking for the law breaker. She’d always done the same.

The guilty party was the one who had encouraged the doctor to prescribe the terbutaline pump. Dawna turned her attention to Nacere, which hadn’t existed in 1993. The pump manufacturers warned off at that time by the FDA had disappeared in a flurry of mergers, consolidations, and reorganizations. Nacere had emerged from the ashes, the terbutaline pump one of a range of products included in their home health care programs for the management—conveniently—of respiratory disorders and high-risk pregnancies. Only one device out of a half dozen, Dawna noted, but at a cost to the
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