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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)


MONGOL MASH: A Dawna Shepherd Short Story


1

Standing on the platform, last stop before the border, FBI Special Agent Dawna Shepherd focused on her surveillance target, but not so intently that she ignored her other traveling companions.

Two men had tracked her every move during the thirty-seven hours since she’d boarded the Trans-Mongolian railway. A comparatively affluent Western woman who was not part of a tour group, Dawna knew she appeared to them to be their perfect victim.

And now she felt them closing in.

Protectively, she patted the left front pocket of her fisherman’s vest and edged to the front of the passengers gathered on the broad pavement separating the tracks from the Russian border outpost and station buildings.

Beyond the crowd, the fenced pavement gave way to a parched and unpeopled plain that stretched to the horizon.

Dawna shoved damp frizz off her moist forehead, her crisp blonde curls flattened by the heat. The only trees were fifty yards farther along the platform.

Yet passengers lingered under the relentless afternoon sun, watching a dozen well-coordinated Amazons tossing balls to one another. The touring USA women’s junior basketball team was using the lengthy stop to run a pass and block drill.

Top players, they represented eleven different colleges and had been a team for only one month. Dawna was impressed by their choreography, the synchronization they’d achieved.

Forward Alyssa Norgaard was moving to the center of the dance and Dawna stretched on her tiptoes to track her rangy subject. Alyssa and her teammates were as tall as Dawna, six foot three, but even without her usual height advantage, she easily spotted the trademark reddish ponytail.

Alyssa wrestled the ball away from Jerrie Justin whose dimpled cheeks were red with exertion below her ebony brush cut. Alyssa’s ponytail flared out above them, a proud strawberry blond banner.

Dawna spotted Lupe Navarro on the sidelines. She was the team’s coach and Dawna’s former roommate from their days as college players at the University of Texas.

Lupe was the reason the FBI agent had traveled undercover across Siberia.

The coach yelled a command and the workout tempo ratcheted up.

Dawna heard Alyssa grunt as she grabbed for the ball, saw sweat shining on her pale face, felt her own T-shirt growing moist. 

Suddenly, a choked groan came from the crush of female bodies. Dawna concentrated on sorting out arms and legs in the play that had gone down.

But the pair of Mongolian men tracking her had chosen this moment to run their own play, she realized, as a body smashed into her right hip.

The shorter and stockier descendant of Ghenghis Khan—she’d labeled him “Smokes” because he always had a cigarette pack in his hand—had slammed her on the right.

No surprise that equally sturdy “Beer”—a lover of Baltika in tall cans—was in position on her left to fake breaking her fall as he slid grasping fingers into that front vest pocket where she’d lured him.

He ended up kissing the pavement, one arm jerked up behind his back, Dawna’s knee pinning his lower spine.

She recognized the classic pocket-picking maneuver and glanced up to confirm that his partner had disappeared. Smokes was no longer a threat.

Her tension eased.

“Leave me alone,” she said to her captive. “Or I will break your arm.”

She twitched the limb higher by way of translation.

He let out a defeated moan.

Satisfied, she released him. She watched him take off toward the tail end of the train.

“May I help you?” a male voice asked, the question laden with the polite diffidence of the world traveler. 

Dawna turned to face Magnus, the thirty-year-old Norwegian backpacker who had the fourth bunk in the railway compartment she shared with Alyssa and Jerrie.

He was as tall as she, but bonier, with sparse, mud-colored hair. His faintly tanned skin was one shade lighter than his dusty boots and faded trekking shorts.

He peered at her through black-framed spectacles. “Do you want me to find a policeman?”

  “No, thanks.” Dawna didn’t want to draw more attention to herself. Her FBI job was a secret from all but two others riding the train.

“No harm done,” she added.

“Unfortunately, we cannot say the same of our bunkmate,” Magnus said, tilting his head toward the silent ballplayers. “Alyssa should have a doctor attend to that cut.”

Dawna followed his gesture toward the team crouched around a fallen Alyssa.

Dark-eyed Lupe met Dawna’s gaze for an instant. She turned back to Alyssa and pressed surgical gauze against the ballplayer’s temple.

Below the patch, blood streaked her bleached cheeks, dotted her workout jersey.

“What happened?” Dawna asked Magnus.

He shrugged. “One minute she was playing ball, the next minute she was on the ground, bleeding.”

Precisely the move Dawna had been looking for. And she’d missed it.

“Damn,” she muttered. “You see who hit her?”

Magnus shook his head.

“I was watching the Mongolians. That pair tracking you, they remind me of sheep dogs, the way they operate in a crowd. They seem to know where one will be next, before one knows it oneself. Must be instinctive; not likely all these so-called traders are straight off the steppes, taking a break from herding their flocks. But they have that same amazing talent for observing, predicting, and altering animal behavior.”

He eyed Dawna curiously. “Although they seem to have misjudged you.”

Dawna stared pointedly at her wristwatch. “Better get some grub.”

She cast a glance at Lupe. The coach clearly needed no immediate help from her.

Trotting quickly, she led Magnus toward the far end of the platform where a group of local vendors huddled beneath the meager shade. They poked busy hands through the fence, selling barbecue sandwiches and cold drinks to the passengers.

The heat and dust mixed with bartering voices and the smell of charcoal and grilling meat, giving Dawna an off-kilter reminder of her west Texas birthplace—ranch lingo with an Asian accent.

She stayed a few steps ahead of Magnus, evading his implicit question: What are you doing here?

She imagined his brow wrinkling in puzzlement if she explained.

Basketball was the key and the Norwegian knew nothing about the sport. Because of basketball, she and Lupe had been friends for more than a decade, ever since that golden season when the Lady Longhorns ruled the big dance.

Still in the game, Lupe was building a dynamite women’s team at a scrappy California school. This summer, she’d taken time out to coach the US Junior team.

At exhibition games en route to Mongolia, her powerhouse women had trounced clubs in Kiev and Tblisi.

But trouble began at the Astana, Kazakhstan game. In a tough match against a well-prepared national team, the American women were lucky to play to a draw after Alyssa was sidelined by concussion early in the second half.

In the hotel that night, a shaky Alyssa showed Lupe old warning messages in her email and admitted that threatening calls had come in on her cellphone. Someone was trying to throw her off her game—and not only mentally.

Lupe recalled that the concussion had been preceded by some hard knocks in practice—all deemed accidental, but were they? Frightened for Alyssa and worried about the upcoming world championship game in Ulan Bator, Lupe called Dawna in Budapest, asking for help.

Although Dawna’d been tempted by an offer to play pro ball after college, it was the competing bid from the FBI she accepted.

She’d pulled two overseas tours assigned to US embassies in Europe, and was on her third stint as an instructor at Quantico East, the FBI-run International Law Enforcement Academy in Budapest. 

Lucky for Lupe that Hungary was relatively near Kazakhstan, because an off-duty cop was what she needed. Lupe couldn’t identify any player who would gain by disabling a teammate.

The other women came from entirely different schools, so no intra-team rivalry explained it. And the twelve athletes represented eleven separate leagues from the Atlantic Coast Conference to the PAC-10, so next season’s standings weren’t a consideration.

But this tournament was. Alyssa was a menace on the boards, the key to winning in Ulan Bator and everyone wanted to win.

On the other hand, maybe Lupe’s star player was off her game and faking the threats to explain away damage caused by her own mistakes. Lupe had to coach the team; she couldn’t watch Alyssa every minute, trying to keep her from getting hurt or hurting herself.

But Dawna could. A little quiet bird-dogging, and in return, Lupe promised, she’d get the vacation of a lifetime.

This unlikely tour to the Far East was made “educational” for the players by inclusion of a scenic ride on the famous railway line linking Moscow and Beijing.

The team would make an easy connection north from Kazakhstan to a regular stop in






OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
A Dawna Shepherd Short Story





