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Praise for 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)

 

 

Praise for the Nora Dockson legal thriller series

“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)

 

 

Praise for the Casey Collins international thriller series

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)


POLONAISE

ONE

For the past hour Basia Skotarczak had sat so still she could have passed for dead.

Which was precisely what Warsaw crime boss Michal “the Stallion” Mroczkowski wanted Basia to be.

What FBI Special Agent Dawna Shepherd wanted was to get Basia moving.

Dawna skirted the scanty remains of a gargantuan room service breakfast, plucked a pair of black hightops from beneath the luggage rack holding Basia’s suitcase, and crossed the hotel’s VIP suite to place the shoes beside the younger woman’s long, bony feet.

Basia must’ve been waiting for her cue.

She had a shoe on her right foot and was cinching up the laces as Dawna finished saying, “Time for us to head out.”

It was December 22, 2000, and the trial of the Polish gangster was in its second week. Prosecutors were putting Basia on the stand in forty minutes.

Her testimony would mean a permanent end to freedom for Mroczkowski, Basia’s ex-boyfriend, the ruthless but runty head of a mafioski family.

He was called “the Stallion” only to his pockmarked face. Behind his back everyone, including Basia—especially Basia—referred to him as “Michalek Malenstwo”.

Mike the Midget.

He’d claimed Basia as his woman four years before, right after her twin brother Tomasz recruited her to ferry stolen cars from the Baltic seaport of Gdansk to Terespol on the Belarus border.

Sixteen years old then, she was already huge, only thirty pounds and three inches short of her current weight of two hundred and thirty, height of six foot five.

Entranced, Mroczkowski had brought Basia into the Warsaw headquarters where he and his lieutenants ran the organization.

When he wasn’t enjoying Basia’s body, he was doing his business in front of her, giving orders to Witek and Zigmunt and the rest of his thugs as if Basia’s being a foot and a half taller than he put her out of earshot.

Or maybe he misread the big woman’s deliberate self-effacement and her talent for prolonged silent immobility as evidence of stupidity.

He’d made an even bigger mistake last spring, ordering the execution of Basia’s brother without first blowing Basia away.

She’d fled to the American embassy and asked for asylum. No way Basia qualified—political persecution wasn’t her problem.

But the savvy consul general passed Basia to the LegAtt, the FBI agent based at the embassy. And the LegAtt saw gold.

The FBI had helped the Polish cops set up their Organized Crime Strike Force and was furnishing forensic assistance and use of the Federal Witness Protection Program.

Testify against Mroczkowski, the LegAtt and his pals told Basia, and we’ll send you to live in the US, new identity, disguising surgery, the whole nine yards.

First time Dawna saw Basia, she thought the idea was crazy.

How’d they plan to disguise this girl? By cutting six inches off her femurs?

But Basia took the deal, which told Dawna how suicidally desperate she was for revenge against Mroczkowski. She still was.


TWO

Today, Basia’s brown hair was drawn back in cruelly tight French braids, making her broad, pale face seem even larger. Every pore had hardened into an expression of grim determination as she double-knotted the laces on her ugly shoes.

Nobody in the world manufactured attractive footgear for a woman who wore a men’s size seventeen.

Dawna had investigated—not even a Budapest store catering to transvestites had women’s dress shoes in Basia’s size.

“Game day,” Basia said, drawing on her small store of English phrases.

She stood and held up her palm for a high-five from Dawna, the same way they started every practice on the basketball court.

“You go, girl.” Dawna thwacked her hand against Basia’s. Turning fluidly together, the two women surged toward the exit.

In solidarity, Dawna was wearing an identical pair of size eleven hightops—not her usual on-the-job footgear.

She was in Europe on assignment as an instructor at the FBI’s International Law Enforcement Academy in Budapest.

For that job, she exaggerated her own six foot three by wearing two and a half inch platform shoes and fluffing her naturally curly hair into a high-rising blonde cloud.

A thirty-one-year-old woman lecturing to jaded East European cops, she got over quicker if she looked ten feet tall.

Today she was also wearing body armor under her unstructured jacket and flatfront pants, and she’d forced Basia into a Kevlar vest.

Dawna was sure Mroczkowski would try once more to silence Basia, and she’d done everything she could think of to stop him.

His first attempt had come two days after Basia made her deal. She and her minders were hiding out in a safe house in Krakow.

A car bomb exploded at midnight, taking off the front of the three decker. Basia and one surviving guard had escaped out the back. 

Dawna halted at the room door and pulled Basia into position directly behind her. She tapped twice on the door to warn the guard outside they were coming through.

She led Basia quickly down the hall to the elevator she’d commandeered for their exclusive use, its master key in place, overriding the automatic controls.

Dawna closed the doors, turning the car into a lemon-scented claustrophobic box. Basia gripped the rail, her knuckles white.

Dawna figured that the elevator car was too much like the first-class compartment on the train in which Basia had fled from Krakow.

The bad guys had tossed in a gas canister in an attempt to incapacitate the guards. Luckily for Basia, the Polish-designed product malfunctioned.

When the pair of shooters burst in expecting to find a sleeping target, Basia’s team wiped them out.


THREE

To reassure Basia now, Dawna swept a hand toward the security camera mounted near the elevator’s ceiling.

“Wave to Ladyshimarray,” she said.

Ex-Secret Service Agent and counterfeiting expert Ladyshimarray Harms was also an instructor at the overseas academy.

Right now she was in the hotel’s nerve center, making sure that Mroczkowski had no chance to turn the elevator into a coffin.

A grin’s ghost slid over Basia’s face. She let go of the rail long enough to give the camera a thumbs-up.

Dawna turned the key to send the car at a stately pace nonstop to the ground floor.

When the FBI realized they couldn’t defend Basia in Poland over the long term, they’d spirited her to Budapest and put her under round-the-clock protection.

Every agent in the area ended up on the guard roster.

Which was how Dawna had gotten involved, pulling duty every other weekend.

She bitched about it until she got face to face with Basia. Instantly Dawna was thinking rebounds and blocked shots.

A former star player for the Lady Longhorns at UT, Dawna was already teaching Ladyshimarray how to play basketball.

Why not include Basia? They had to find a way to pass the time, didn’t they?

So Dawna ordered the size seventeen shoes and she and Ladyshimarray hauled Basia down to the Academy’s well-protected court.

Basia learned the game fast but she held back, careful not to hurt anyone, as if she’d been told as
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