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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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Back in Budapest training foreign cops at the International Law Enforcement Academy, FBI Special Agent Dawna Shepherd had staged a dozen mock bank robberies.

On this quiet Monday morning in her hometown of Amity, Texas—at a branch inside Walmart, no less—she was witnessing her first real one.

And she couldn’t do one thing to stop it.

A minute earlier, her withdrawal slip dangling from her hand, she’d been idling at the WAIT HERE sign behind a strawberry blonde whose silky hair fell straight to the center of her back.

Automatically, Dawna’s hand went to her own curly blonde locks. She stopped herself. No quick pat would subdue their riot.

Sighing, she gave her attention to the only window open at nine o’clock in the morning.

From six feet away, she read the petite dark-haired teller’s name tag. HI! I’M CARMEN.

The blonde stepped forward and Carmen’s face blossomed into a cheery smile.

The customer used her left hand to slide a money bag and her slip of paper across the counter.

A quickly smothered gasp sharpened Dawna’s attention.

She watched the young teller’s expression change to wide eyed alarm. A second later, Carmen’s face had gone blank.

Pecos River National Bank was big on customer service. Carmen wouldn’t provoke the robber.

Dawna sized up the blonde. Five feet tall, fifteen inches shorter than she was. Probably weighed fifty pounds less.

She’d have no problem manhandling the woman into submission.

Except that this bad girl had not locked her personal weapon in the glove compartment of a motor vehicle parked outside. No, the robber’s right hand was resting in the pocket of her purple windbreaker.

Dawna saw the outline of a fist curved around what was likely a pistol grip.

The bulge at the pocket bottom was where she’d expect the barrel to end. Pressure on the fabric signaled a piece weightier than a squirt gun.

Carmen filled and zipped the cash bag. She nudged it across the counter.

Dawna pretended to study her withdrawal slip and edged right to get a better view of the robber.

A maroon and gray headband held the shoulder length mane off a tanned forehead. The blonde kept her chin tucked and hair curtained her cheeks, hiding her features from Dawna and the surveillance camera filming from the ceiling fixture above Carmen.

Below the blonde’s windbreaker, a paisley broomstick skirt swirled to her ankles. Once-white slip-on canvas shoes covered small feet, no larger than size five and a half. No purse, no jewelry on the visible hand.

She turned and Dawna registered the tiny mole below the woman’s lower lip. She strode out into the Walmart lobby and made a sharp left.

Dawna shoved up to the window, flashed her shield at Carmen, and slapped her name imprinted withdrawal slip on the counter.

“Call 911,” she ordered the scared girl in a harsh whisper. “Tell ’em she’s armed and I’m in pursuit.”

Two seconds later, she stepped casually into the Walmart interior. The branch bank was located along the front wall of the building at the midpoint of the hundred-yard-long lobby running between the entry doors.

Dawna saw no blonde trying to exit either one. The robber had no more than five seconds head start. She couldn’t have gotten out of the building so fast.

She must have melted into the growing crowd of shoppers.

Dawna moved in front of the ATM and peered into the adjacent Walmart customer service section. One man and two heavyset women waited in line.

Dawna shifted swiftly and scanned every female queued at the half dozen open cash registers.

All eleven were too old or too fat.

Impatient, Dawna widened the sweep of her gaze, inhaling the distinctive discount store aroma, a blend of man-made substances embedded in plastic shelving, synthetic fabrics, and faux marble pedestals ringed by gigantic bags of dog kibble.

The scent of frying bacon from the snack bar was the only clue that anything in her vicinity had once been alive.

Adjacent to the snack bar, she spotted a public restroom.

Lounging near the door marked WOMEN was a young male wearing a black warm up suit. A matching baseball cap merged with his thick, ebony hair. One hand gripped a collapsible baby stroller with a chocolate brown canopy.

Dawna could make out the ruffled edge of a pink sunbonnet. A matching flannel blanket covered the baby from neck to toes.

Dawna was ten feet from the man when a young Latina in an off-the-shoulder white peasant blouse over black biker shorts hurried out and bent over the swaddled child.

The high-pitched motherly coo of baby talk followed Dawna as she pushed into the restroom. A harsh chemical smell of disinfectant bit her nose.

The room was vacant. A single crumpled paper towel covered the bottom of the trash can and doors to the four stalls stood open.

In the first on the left, she spotted the purple windbreaker fabric peeping from the covered container for sanitary napkin disposal. Stuffed beneath the windbreaker were the paisley skirt and blonde wig.

Dawna raced from the restroom, dashed past the grandmotherly woman serving as Walmart greeter, and zipped outside. Pausing on the curb, she surveyed the parking lot.

Searching for a young mother with stylishly short hair. White blouse. Black Lycra shorts. Slip-on shoes. Once-white, small size.

She wished she’d paid better attention to those tiny feet.

She spotted a short figure in black and white power-walking a brown-canopied stroller toward the far side of the lot.

Beyond her, exhaust smoke plumed from a silver minivan poised near the exit, its side door open.

A string of cars in front of Dawna pinned her to the curb as she watched her target toss the stroller through the open van door. The woman jumped in and slid the door shut.

The van shot from the lot. Moving too fast and too far away for Dawna to decipher more than the first three characters—BB7—on the Texas license plate.

Damn, she was pissed she’d failed to make this bust.

Her father, Amity Police Chief Donny Ray Shepherd, wouldn’t be pleased, either.

Dawna’d accepted a recruiting and community outreach assignment to southwest Texas because the ho-hum duties allowed her free time to catch up with family and old friends.

Last Friday, she’d been in Odessa, working her second career fair at a University of Texas campus, and she’d driven to Amity to enjoy the weekend with her folks.

She’d be spending her weeknights with them too, until she finished her assignment.

Over the weekend, her mother, Nancy Lynn Shepherd, brought her up to date on her two younger sisters’ activities and little brother Zane’s current plans.

With her father, Dawna talked shop.

Donny Ray was nearing retirement, but the only signs of his advancing age were that his near black hair had turned all white and his weathered face showed more deep creases than smooth skin.

His compact body was still as lean and muscular as Zane’s, his brown-eyed gaze equally sharp. He filled her in on recent developments and spoke proudly of his department’s excellent clearance rate.

She had to help his team clear this crime fast.

Ten minutes later, she and teller Carmen huddled in the temporarily closed bank with the two investigating cops.

She was pleased that familiar Officer Marcellus Moody, Junior, was one of them.

She reported what she’d witnessed. “Either the plates or the vehicle were probably stolen,” she added. “That pair were professional bank robbers.”

Marc pursed his lips and nodded his buzz-cut head.

Having grown up on the other side of the fence separating the Shepherd and Moody backyards, he’d learned young to agree with Dawna. She had devoted considerable effort to keeping Zane and his best pal Marc in line.

She reminded herself she and Marc were fellow second generation law enforcement officers. He wouldn’t appreciate hearing the lecture she’d honed for students in Budapest.

She put an aw-shucks expression on her face and down-home back in her drawl.

“You know, at first, she looked to me like your typical amateur. Workin’ alone. Not tryin’ to disguise herself. Walkin’ in and walkin’ out again. I figured y’all would take the surveillance photo and canvass the neighborhood and she’d be locked up by lunchtime.”

She grimaced. “Boy, was I wrong.”

“Maybe you still are.” Officer Gustav Vega smoothed his thick black mustache with thumb and forefinger, and his skeptical tone matched his hard eyed stare.

Dawna watched him register the smart business attire she’d selected with her morning interview and late afternoon FBI meeting in mind. Navy blazer over pale blue button-down shirt, flat-front khaki slacks—as close to a uniform as the Bureau offered.

She hadn’t met Vega before. He’d joined Amity
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