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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.” (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)


DUBSTEP: A Dawna Shepherd Short Story


1

FBI Special Agent Dawna Shepherd watched the gleaming Lincoln Navigator roll into the parking lot of the northern Virginia Safeway.

A dozen other vehicles clustered near the grocery store entrance, but the burgundy SUV bypassed them and headed toward Dawna at the far corner of the lot.

The driver must be her target, the not-so-innocent bystander who’d witnessed an auto accident that had supposedly happened last week right where she stood.

She tucked her clipboard under her arm, freeing a hand to shade her eyes from the glare of a bright November afternoon sun. The SUV parked next to the boxy sedan she was using for this undercover operation.

The muscles in her upper back tightened as the man who had to be Clayton D. Cooper slid out. Winning his confidence was vital to the op’s success and her well-being.

She had maximum ten seconds to size him up and choose her strategy.

He was as tall as Dawna, six foot three, and looked younger than his seventy-two years, with more than two hundred and fifty solid pounds distributed nicely on his long frame.

His suit was well cut but the sheen of the gray silk announced that Cooper rated flamboyance higher than discreet tailoring. Tieless, he wore his pink dress shirt open at the collar, no chest hair visible.

But his head was thickly covered by a silvery Elvis pompadour, and his wide smile showed a full set of gleaming teeth.

As the man neared, Dawna got a whiff of Old Spice and her tension eased.

Smelling old fashioned was better than smelling old. Cooper wanted ladies to find him attractive.

She’d be safest and most appealing as an admiring woman-in-need. She smoothed her curly blonde mane, a casual move to mask her wariness of this career criminal and draw his gaze upward from her chest and the recording device riding next to her skin.

The man could react badly—perhaps violently—if he suspected she was an FBI agent setting him up for another prison term.

Cooper had been defrauding auto insurance companies for two decades. He’d served an eighteen-month sentence for staging a major crash between a “hammer car” and a multiply insured “nail car” stuffed with passengers ready to claim false injuries.

He’d been released ten years ago and so far sophisticated FBI data mining programs had detected no sign he’d resumed his criminal activities.

Yet, a confidential informant had named the aging Cooper as ringleader of a major northern Virginia gang.

Dawna’s assignment today was more ambitious than the routine low-level undercover goal of getting Cooper to incriminate himself on record. She wanted to discover how Cooper was evading FBI software.

To glean that vital information, Dawna had to get close to the man. She needed to come across as a potential ally and lure Cooper into offering her a first-string position on his team.

But carefully, without a single off note to arouse his suspicions.

Extending her hand, she passed Cooper the business card with her cover name, cellphone number and email address. All three matched the registration on the sedan she was driving.

She let her Texas roots flavor her introduction. “I’m Waneeta Backus. Investigator workin’ for the attorney representing the injured parties. And I ’spect you’ll be my witness.” 

“Earl Rogers.” Cooper pronounced his alias with matching ease as he shook her hand.

His grip was firm, the skin warm and dry. “Pleased to meet you, Mizz Backus.”

“Waneeta,” she corrected, laying her good-ol’-girl persona on thick. “Thanks for meetin’ me. Why don’t you walk me through what happened on November tenth?”

“Sounds like a plan.” Cooper flashed his Hollywood teeth again, but the laugh lines at the corners of his eyes didn’t crinkle.

He added in an offhand tone, “You don’t sound like you’re from around these parts. I’m thinking maybe you grew up in west Texas.”

“Good ear. ’Fraid we Texans don’t talk quite so pretty as you Virginians.”

Cooper’s reserved smile turned into an engaging grin. “Don’t go puttin’ too much weight on my Clifton address. I’m not from the horse-owning set. Only moved recently. I grew up in Manassas Park. Lots of good folks thereabouts, but they don’t favor long white fences around their property.”

More like cut-open water heater planters on the porch, Dawna recalled. Cooper had been living in Manassas Park at the time of his earlier conviction. 

His three adult children were arrested with him, but he’d insisted during the trial that they knew nothing of his scam.

Loyal but lying, Dawna assumed.

Cooper added, “Lot of my people are still in the Manassas Park area.”

 And most likely, part of Cooper’s racket, Dawna concluded.

“I’m not so lucky as you,” she said. “No relatives this side of the Mississippi. But it’s hard times out West, not much work in private sleuthing. Figured I’d try to make a new start. DC area’s supposed to be recession-proof, everybody working for the government. I heard folks might be willing to pay for investigations.”

“And are they?” Cooper asked.

Dawna lifted one shoulder in a half shrug. “To tell the truth, not much of that loose cash has drifted my way.”

“Give it time.” Cooper narrowed his eyes, studying her. “Got to give it time.”

Neutral but not negative. He was sharp and didn’t need more than a hint that she was short of money.

Flipping up two sheets of paper on her clipboard, she said, “Better get down to business.”

After a few seconds studying her notes, she continued, “All I have on the accident is the police report. Doesn’t appear any cops came to the scene.”

Cooper shook his head. “Virginia police usually don’t when it’s a nonfatal accident on private property. The driver whose car was hit filed the report. I saw the whole thing so he put my name in as a witness.”

Dawna let the papers fall back so a blank one was on top and pulled a pen from her jacket pocket.

“So tell me what happened.”

To her amusement, Cooper acted out the parking lot collision.

He imitated first one car then the other to show in which direction they’d been traveling, making gear-shifting noises and calling out estimated speeds.

At the point of impact, he waved her closer and shouted, “KAPOW!”

Dawna was chuckling as she approached and when Cooper pointed dramatically to his stomach and rear-end to indicate the site of major damage to each car, she guffawed.

“Very helpful,” she sputtered. “Makes me wonder—were you an accident investigator at some point?”

“Not exactly.” Cooper wiped sweat from his forehead, removed his suit jacket and folded it over his arm before meeting Dawna’s gaze.

“When I was young, I got involved with a guy who was making money off the insurance companies by setting up accidents.”

“Heard that went on,” Dawna said, “but far as I know, I’ve never investigated a fake collision.”

Cooper shook his head, lips pursed in disapproval. “Dangerous stuff. I’d never take those risks again. ’Course I got busted. Did my time. Learned my lesson. But I also picked up on what information the cops and the insurance companies need after an accident. Felt like it was my civic duty to help the poor fellow who got hit.”

“Sounds like you had to learn things the hard way, but it surely does make you a good witness.”

She smiled sympathetically while noting Cooper’s cleverness in using a sanitized version of his history to make his statement more credible.

She held out her clipboard to him. “Take a look at this sketch I made, see if it’s correct.”

He pulled a pair of reading glasses from his shirt pocket, slipped them on, and took the clipboard from her.

After ninety seconds, he passed it back and repocketed the glasses. “Perfect. You got a good ear, too.”

“Thanks.” She stepped to the rear of her sedan, opened the trunk, and put the clipboard inside.

She removed her coat and tossed it in, too. The air was springtime warm, despite the late fall season.

Cooper joined her as she shut the trunk. “Really appreciate your help,” she said. “And I’ve got another question for you. Seems likely I’ll run across one of those staged accidents someday. Be handy for me if I was able to spot early on when that’s happening. You mind telling me what I should be looking for?”

“These days?” Cooper whacked a dismissive palm on her trunk. “Somebody with no brains at all, thinks he can outfox the US government intelligence apparatus.”

“US government intelligence?”

Dawna larded her voice with skepticism to hide her surprise at Cooper’s unexpected response. “Aren’t all those folks out huntin’ terrorists?”

“S’posed to be.”

Cooper ground
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