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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.

 

“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 – 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)

 

* * *

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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A clean-cut guy holding a metal detection wand stood beside me in the Mineshaft Saloon and Dance Hall lobby. The dude looked to be my age, twenty-nine. 

Like me, he wore a tomato-red golf shirt over black jeans.

My shirt had security embroidered in white thread over my heart and in all-caps on my back. The color went well with my loose streaky blonde mane.

Before I became a Washington State Trooper, I went to film school. I learned to live any part I played. I was doing the same for tonight’s undercover role.

I enjoyed the change from my blues. The uniform shirt and jacket flattened my boobs and I had to twist my hair up to get it under a Smokey-Bear hat.

Not that the dreadlocked male coming through the entrance showed any interest in nicely-costumed me. When he held out his arms for wanding, his eyes focused on the first line of the framed notice screwed to the knotty pine paneling.

NO MINORS

The recently-renamed Washington State Liquor and Cannabis Board required all bars and taverns to post the notice headed by those eight scarlet letters.

I hoped the kid read the black line below the red:

Persons under age 21 not permitted.

Tonight’s underage patrons got to read the law before they broke it.

While a security camera filmed each illegal drinker’s misdemeanor, I focused on my main objective.

I wanted to identify the felon responsible for the rash of phony driver’s licenses turning up in Spokane County.

Often, an underage drinker will buy a fake online. The kid gets a package from China in the mail with the bogus ID hidden in a plastic novelty item.

Early this summer, the number of counterfeit Washington State driver’s licenses showing up at university-area bars, liquor stores, and recreational marijuana vendors mushroomed alarmingly.

Each fake had a working bar code plus the bearer’s real name, address, and photo with an altered birth year.

To the untrained eye, they were indistinguishable from the real thing.

University officials were alarmed. Their stats showed that increases in student drinking correlate with more sexual assaults on campus.

We cops feared that in a car-dependent Spokane County, younger, less experienced drivers might attempt to drive while high on pot and booze.

Most likely, we’d be first on the scene of more gruesome and bloody crashes on local highways.

So town and gown got together to discuss how to solve the problem.

I was at the meeting with my boss Kent Harper because we work for the Washington State Patrol’s special investigation unit based in Spokane.

At that first meet, Kent pointed out that the increase in high-quality fake IDs among university students might mean the person making them had established a base on campus.

Nodding agreement, a deputy sheriff proposed raiding a nightclub catering to a young crowd. We’d bust some minors and make one of them cough up the counterfeiter’s name.

Kent’s smooth talking refined that old-fashioned head-busting into tonight’s sophisticated sting.

As the youngest law enforcement officer in the group, I was tasked to make it attractive to illegal drinkers.

Kent hooked me up with the owner of the Mineshaft. It sits in a dusty valley east of downtown that reminds me of a third-world country.

Land is cheap in Spokanistan and a sea of asphalt surrounds the five-thousand-square-foot saloon.

Now, at five o’clock, I peered out the glass double-doors. Long rays of golden August sun glinted off dozens of parked cars and trucks.

The outdoor host sat six inches from the glass. He was running a bar code scanner over the ID presented by a chubby-cheeked girl. Twenty more eager youngsters waited in line behind the rope.

I was hot to save lives and catch whoever was profiting from youthful recklessness. Crime fighting is in my blood.

I’m named Andrea after my father, Andrew Jackson Clark. He’s an FBI agent in DC. When I was growing up, he told me stories of righteous stings going all the way back to Abscam.

When I phoned Dad for tips, I could tell he envied me. He was too senior to go out in the field. I got to have all the fun.

While I identified suspects, my security cover required me to patrol indoors like an old-fashioned bouncer.

I’m six feet tall and in good shape. I can toss drunks out of the Mineshaft if I have to.

My colleague finished frisking the dreadlocked patron and waved him in.

The kid fit my profile and I trailed him through the archway. I made a mental note when some pal shouted, “Hey, Barry, over here.”

The Mineshaft is a huge rectangular box of a building with a gorgeous hardwood floor and polished oak bar. At the moment, the DJ was relying on the Country Party play list.

The air smelled of fresh popcorn and every wooden chair clustered by the round cafe tables was filled.

Male and female servers in white shirts with black vests held loaded beverage trays high as they wove between the bar and the tables.

The crowd of young men and women standing at the edge of the shrunken dance floor was three deep. A few couples were out two-stepping, but everyone else had a hand around a hard-plastic drinking glass.

Today was the Friday before Labor Day and classes at the big private university would be in full swing on Tuesday. I’d persuaded the Mineshaft owner to hold a Back-to-School Party.

We bargain-priced the beverages and placed catchy ads highlighting the happy hour savings, nonstop music, and hundred-dollar-gift-card door prizes.

We neglected to mention that our draft PBR was the lite version, the well-drinks were half-strength, and the colorful Jell-O shots held more water than vodka. We were betting the baby drinkers couldn’t tell the difference.

More than half the two hundred and fifty patrons already indoors lingered in front of me. Another hundred had gone to the enclosed patio where the music featured rock, rap, and hip hop.

A couple dozen drinkers packed the indoor tropical-themed section. Hellboy used to rule that corner but the mechanical longhorn had been replaced by beach sand, palm fronds, and a tiki hut.

The flat-screens over the tiki bar scrolled surfer shots, casting bluish light over the drinkers.

Snaking through the crowd, I stopped every minute or so and asked a random patron, “How ya’ doin’?”

Security personnel pose casual questions to reveal how inebriated the respondent is and decide if it’s time to stop service.

I was also picking out interrogation subjects.
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Going in, I’d figured the youngest lawbreakers would cave the quickest under questioning. I’d concentrated on getting names from adolescent-looking patrons.

But maybe my strategy wasn’t smart. Maybe older students would be more clued-in. I needed to include some of them.

I headed for a peppy redhead who might be a cheerleader. She’d know everybody in the student body.

A clumsy passerby knocked me gently into a svelte brunette.

She recovered her balance like a pro. A single splash from her cola drink hit the dusty-rose silk blouse topping her white cropped-leg jeans.

She smelled like expensive Moroccan hair oil. Her poise convinced me she was legal age and I was eager to get past her.

“Excuse me,” I began, and she turned.

Panic flashed in her gray eyes. I added the brunette to my list.

After apologizing, I promised we’d pay her cleaning bill. Reluctantly, she gave me her name.

I continued across the floor, stepped behind the bar, and hustled through the swing door into the brightly-lit kitchen.

No food service tonight. Instead of grilled beef, the room smelled of freshly-scrubbed cop.

Three uniformed Spokane County deputy sheriffs occupied the folding chairs fronting the make-shift desks spaced along the walls.

I spotted Trooper Sergeant Steve Larson tending the computer system. He wore French-blue uniform trousers, a pale blue shirt, and a dark blue bow tie.

The computer array sat on the stainless steel worktable at the center of the kitchen. Every license scanned
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