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Praise for Diana Deverell’s thriller series

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)

 

Nora Dockson legal thrillers

“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)

 

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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CON PRINCE OF COPENHAGEN

A Short Story

by DIANA DEVERELL

CHAPTER 1: MOTIVE

Toby was five minutes into his first school field trip on a Copenhagen city bus.

His Danish dad’s mockery of the old-fashioned yellow behemoths that hauled Oregon kids to school had been total crap.

This clunker was no improvement and you needed a ticket to ride it. What, did somebody believe opening a single roof vent on a sweltering mid-August afternoon would chill a standing-room only crowd?

Hello, Denmark, ever heard of air conditioning?

At least he was sitting. All twenty-two kids in his ninth-grade home room had boarded together. He’d had to move fast to squeeze past an old lady huddled in the aisle seat and claim an empty spot by the window.

Which was sealed shut, but he hadn’t known that. Most of his classmates were on their feet in the aisle, swaying and shouting Danish at one another.

Kids and noise ebbed and flowed around him as the bus lurched along the avenue, stopping too often to let passengers on and off.

Three stops later, his luck ran out when the old lady left and a fat stranger mashed himself into her seat.

A sweaty blotch darkened the front of the dude’s dingy once-white tank top and his huge thighs lapped over into Toby’s space.

Toby trained his gaze on the passing storefronts and breathed through his mouth, trying to escape the sickening blend of diesel fumes and funky clothes.

A class outing to a first-run movie on his second day of school beat pretending to listen while the teacher droned on about Danish literature. At least no film actor would keep hitting the name of one dead writer like a hammer.

Herman Bang, Bang, Bang—the world-famous author. What a joke. Did anyone outside of Denmark know that name?

Not that Toby expected to get anything from a Swedish movie with Danish subtitles. Supposed to be a comedy where kids from the Middle East try to adjust to life in Scandinavia.

He’d find that funny, you bet.

Still, Mom had opened her tight fist and shelled out her idea of lunch money. As if twenty crowns would buy much from a cinema snack bar.

Still, a coke would make him happy. He’d find solid food when he got home. For the next two hours, he could be a normal teenager at a movie.

He rubbed a hand over his hair, the blond strands damp and limp. How many more stops before they reached the theater?

He craned his neck, looking for a familiar face to ask. He didn’t see a single kid he knew.

Damn!

The rest of the class had gotten off the bus without him. He twisted in his seat, half-standing to peer back down the sidewalk.

Empty as far as he could see, except for two women draped head-to-toe in black robes, only their eyes showing. Not classmates, neither of them.

So the others had been gone a while. He might be ten blocks past the right stop.

If he hopped off, could he walk back and find them? Doubtful, he hadn’t been memorizing landmarks.

And where was the theater, anyway? Western Bow Wow was what he’d read off the chalkboard.

He hadn’t asked the address. Seemed to be a place everyone else knew, why sound stupider than they thought he was?

He wiped moist palms on his cargo shorts and peered out the window, searching for any landmark he recognized.

He couldn’t ask the driver for help. The class had traveled on a group ticket. As soon as he revealed he was separated from the others, he’d have to start paying for his ride.

He jingled the coins in his pocket. What did a bus ticket cost? Would his lunch money cover it?

The PA squawked, the driver garbling an announcement as the bus stopped. His seatmate grunted and heaved himself to his feet.

Toby watched El Chubbo shuffle across the aisle and down the steps. He felt abandoned, as though he were looking at the backside of his last friend on earth.

He glanced glumly outside.

Wait!

He recognized that big red sign with the white capital S. The bus had stopped at a station on the city train system.

An electronic buzzer signaled that the exit doors were closing.

”Stop!” He shoved into the aisle, stumbled down the steps and tried to force the door open. “Let me off.”

The driver spat out an irritated retort. But the bus didn’t move and the doors slowly re-opened. Toby landed happily on the sidewalk and raised a clenched fist in the air.

Yes, a giant step for mankind!

Now, to find the train going to the station nearest home. He studied the Seven-Eleven window and spotted the decal indicating that train tickets were sold inside.

Toby forced his shoulders to relax and pulled his sunglasses from his shirt pocket. He sauntered through the automatic doors, relishing the blast of refrigerated air.

Of course, an American chain would understand how critically important temperature is to customer satisfaction.

The dude handling the counter was no older than eighteen, his black hair thick and straight, as though his ancestors might have come from Asia. Yet he was as tall and broad-shouldered as most young Danish men.

A mixture like himself except that all Toby’d inherited from his non-Danish mom was a jaw too small for his huge Danish teeth. 

Toby gambled that he was facing someone who understood English and plunked his coins on the counter. “Ticket to Nordhavn,” he added.

In response, he got his ticket and a few crowns in change.

Heartened, he repeated a question he’d heard Dad ask at the airport. “Which platform?”

“Two, man.”

The counterman’s Asian-looking eyes narrowed as he took in Toby’s cargo shorts, T-shirt with The Offspring album cover, and shades.

Must have pegged him as a clueless tourist because he pronounced his next words slowly and distinctly. “You want the train to Farum. Nordhavn is the fifth stop.”

The train clattered through Central Station, passed colorful buildings, dove underground into darkness, crawled back into daylight.

Toby rode standing up by the exit door, carefully counting the stops, double-checking with the overhead digital display. Half-a-brain was enough for that.

He used the rest to make a good story of today’s adventure. He increased the passenger count to make the bus more crowded.

He added a group of marching demonstrators on the sidewalk and police vans lurking in side streets, accounting for his moment of distraction when the others disappeared.

He gave El Chubbo a ghetto blaster propped on his inside shoulder to explain why he hadn’t heard classmates calling to him.

At home later, slathering peanut butter on white bread, he tried it out on his mother.

Mixed results—but that was Mom.

On the plus side, she listened to his whole spiel without interrupting. But instead of praising him for getting himself home, she fussed that he’d paid adult fare—double what the law required for a fifteen-year-old.

Lucky for him she had to cut it short and zoom off to her Danish class.

He poured a glass of milk to go with the sandwich, and slid through the door to the terrace.

No point trying to explain to Mom. He’d done what he had to do. He’d needed not to be a little kid so he could get himself home.

He knew
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