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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. It’s up to Nora, aided by her state trooper boyfriend Kent Harper, to lay bare the lies and save Patty Jean, her mother, and Hunter, her half-sister.

 

“It wouldn’t be a Nora Dockson novel without a legal case, and this time Channing Palmer, Nora’s colleague at the Legal Resource Center, takes center stage. She’s working on a ‘Bogus Expert Witness Project’, trying to free a client convicted of murder solely by the testimony of a dubious ‘expert witness’ on blood stains and spatters. Determined to prove the expert witness wrong, Channing enrolls in a class on how to interpret blood at a crime scene. Fans of CSI will revel in the detail of Channing’s course. Like Nora, she will also ‘lay bare the lie’ of the expert witness.

 

“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 – a 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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On a Friday morning in February, Washington State Patrol Trooper Captain Kent Harper was improbably eager to investigate a case.

The petty theft was way below his pay grade. Yet he rushed out of his log home in Medical Lake twenty minutes early. He couldn’t wait to start.

Claiming the privilege of being boss of the Spokane special investigations unit, he detoured into downtown before heading to his office.

He paused outside the glass entry door to LaNoir’s Hair and Nails as the clock atop the Great Northern Depot tower struck the hour.

He counted to eight. Glanced at his digital watch to confirm the 1892 tower timepiece was correct.

To the minute.

And he was running like well-oiled clockwork.

Grinning, he pushed the door open.

Warm air caressed his cheeks as he stepped onto the marble-look vinyl flooring.

A rush of foreign smells overwhelmed his nose, freezing him in his tracks.

He figured the nostril-biting chemical odor must come from hair dye or permanent solution. The flowery scent of shampoo didn’t soften its tang.

Not only his nose, but also his ears were under assault. The roar of a blow dryer rode above the chatter of high-pitched female voices.

Four early-birds occupied chrome-and-white customer chairs at separate work stations. Each woman was draped in a slick black plastic cape and the four-foot tall mirrors reflected oversize white script across their torsos.

As if stunned by the alien environment, he needed a few seconds to reverse what he saw in the mirror and read LaNoir.

To do so, he had to peer around the four female stylists standing behind each customer. Every stylist had abundant hair, and not one coiffure was a single shade. The natural brown, blonde, and reddish strands faded from darker to lighter hues and vice versa. Streaks of magenta and purple added to the patchwork look.

Not that anyone working in LaNoir’s would use the word patchwork. Beauty-world people spoke a different language, one he’d never learned.

Right now, their world had gone silent.

“Kent Harper.” A lush voice cut through the stillness. “You must be lookin’ for me.”

He shifted his gaze to a chest-high redwood podium topped by a cash register and a computer screen. The short woman standing beside it wore a lavender silk jump suit and had teased her golden hair into a high-rise bouffant.

She had to be LaNoir Kennedy, owner of the salon and victim of the crime. Age sixty-five, he’d been told, but she looked twenty years younger.

He’d been hearing about her for years. Seemed like every woman he knew was one of her customers.

Which was why her problem had ended up in his shop instead of with Spokane PD. The victim had asked one of his troopers what to do. The trooper had brought the problem to him. He’d stolen the case for himself.

Why?

Because he had a tiny little problem and dealing with this minor crime was the way to solve it fast.

“Kent?” LaNoir repeated.

“Yes, ma’am.” He stepped briskly to the reception podium.

He’d left his campaign hat in his Jeep, revealing blond hair buzzed military-short. His Navy-blue parka had no official insignia and it concealed his uniform shirt with badge, nameplate, and captain’s bars.

But the French blue trousers with the darker blue stripe down the outside seam and his shiny black lace-ups screamed law enforcement.

The customers and stylists knew he wasn’t some random man who’d walked in to get a trim. A cop was calling on LaNoir.

The eight women stayed quiet. Like they were waiting to hear how much trouble the salon owner was in.

LaNoir led him behind the podium and waved him onto a low stool that brought his eyes within an inch of the podium top.

And level with LaNoir’s generously-endowed torso.

He dropped his gaze to her feet. Damn, her stiletto heels added three inches to her five-foot frame. Seated, she wouldn’t be able to see over the podium.

And he and the Dolly-Parton-lookalike would be hidden from view.

“Treasa,” LaNoir called, drawing the attention of the stylist with the magenta streak who was positioned at the far end of the row. “Cover the phone for the next five minutes while I talk to this gentleman.”

Dropping onto the stool beside him, she winked. “Long as we speak softly, they won’t hear a word. You keep an eye out, make sure some nosy parker doesn’t sneak up on us.”

He laughed. “I should’ve realized that beauty parlors don’t have private conference rooms.”

“Nope. Not here and not in my other store out at the mall. That’s why Winnie does my bookkeeping from home.”

Which reminded him of his complicated connection to LaNoir. Winnie Yates was the former cellmate of Nora Dockson, the improbable love of his life. Nora was probably the only ex-con in Washington who’d earned a JD and become an appeals lawyer.

After Winnie was released, she’d followed Nora to Spokane and gone to work for LaNoir.

Winnie was skilled with styling scissors and also with numbers. She’d worked her way up from shampoo girl to stylist to bookkeeper. Her talent as a stylist had drawn Nora, Nora’s co-workers, and some of his own staff to the salon.

LaNoir eyed his haircut. “I don’t think we’ve ever done your hair.”

He ran a hand over his bristles. “Guess I’m more of a barbershop kind of guy.”

She laughed. “We can do anything they can. My stylists are genius at trimming ear and nose hair.”

He managed not to cringe. Call him old-fashioned, but he wasn’t letting a woman get an eyeful of those hairs.

Grinning, LaNoir said, “I see you’re not convinced. I guess we better switch to business before the gals interrupt me.”

Relieved, he said, “I understand you have a photo of the missing item?”

LaNoir’s right hand went to a small pile of papers on the shelf running along the backside of the podium. She removed a worn color snapshot and slid it in front of him.

The shot showed four gold coins and a square gold medallion with an outdoor scene and the word ALASKA engraved on it. The five items were connected by a chain of golden links and arranged on a black fabric background. They lay in a pool of artificial light and the photographed gold gleamed brightly.

“This is my charm bracelet,” LaNoir said. “My grandma said the Alaska charm was her good luck piece. Grandma added the four gold coins because she claimed they made the luck stronger.”

 “Very eye-catching.” He pulled a small spiral notebook and a BIC pen from his parka pocket. Uncapping the pen, he said, “Your grandmother gave you this bracelet?”

“Practically on her death bed. She wanted to pass the luck to me. She said I might be able to sell the coins for decent money. Told me to go ahead if I had to. But she warned me never to part with the charm or I’d lose the luck.”

LaNoir laughed. “I guess you could say Grandma believed in magic.”

He cast a meaningful glance around the salon. “Looks like her magic worked for you,” he said, and inked the bracelet’s history into his notebook.

“For sure, my life changed for the better the moment Grandma gave
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