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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)
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Cadet Stela Dragomir leaned over the desktop and moved her finger to the next line of the flier inviting good looking women to apply for jobs outside of Romania.

Her voice rose inquiringly as she read aloud the boldface print, her wide-eyed aquamarine gaze trained on the hiring agent seated on the far side of the desk, a Gypsy-handsome thirty-year-old who called himself Vlad.

FBI Special Agent Dawna Shepherd didn’t understand Romanian but she knew her undercover partner was asking Vlad about each of the openings advertised for “Girls—single and very pretty, young and slender, apply in person with valid passport.”

Vlad shook his head mournfully and muttered, “Nu, nu, nu.” Right now he had no positions for models or dancers or choreographers or gymnasts as the flier promised.

He sighed and spoke a couple of tentative sentences to Stela.

She blew air across her full lips, a snort of disgust.

Vlad responded soothingly, sounding to Dawna as if he was downplaying his last remarks, a Romanian version of no big deal.

Forehead wrinkled thoughtfully, Stela tapped the flier twice against the desk. She crumpled the paper decisively, exaggerating the motion so that even a speech-and hearing-impaired person would understand none of those jobs was available.

Of course not. Vlad was a small-time opportunist who recruited females for the international prostitution circuit. This first interview was designed to weed out choosy women, those who weren’t yet truly desperate for work.

But he wasn’t going to reveal that to a pair of attractively gullible young things. 

Stela slipped out of her cheap blazer, moving away from the desk to the center of the room and fluffing her honey-colored curls. Her expression grim, she held up her index finger toward Dawna in a way that made it clear the women had one last option.

Stela slowly unbuttoned the top two buttons of her white nylon blouse, revealing generous cleavage as she moved her sculpted pelvis in an unhurried bump and grind. Telling Dawna that the only work available was in a strip bar.

Stela held out her hands, palm up: Should we take it?

Dawna screwed her face into a worried expression, the way she’d look if she were thinking, oh no, this isn’t how I see my new life in the West. But Dawna didn’t say the words aloud. An essential part of her cover as an impoverished Romanian woman was that she could neither hear nor speak.

Fingering the collar of her high-necked, long-sleeved dress, Dawna shook her head unhappily to signify that yes, she wanted to leave Romania, but she didn’t want to take off her clothes in front of men.

Stela turned to Vlad, her voice plaintive, following the script she and Dawna had worked out earlier. Surely there was other work for her shy older sister.

Vlad shrugged his shoulders. No other jobs, take it or leave it.

Stela faced Dawna, her hands moving in what they both hoped would appear to be the sisters’ private sign language. Speaking in glacially slow Romanian, Stela synchronized her hands and lips as if she were sounding out the phrases she was signing.

Dawna frowned and shook her head vigorously, but her motion slowed to a stop as Stela’s plea continued and her expression and body language grew more beseeching.

Stela’s round, childlike face was at odds with her full-bosomed broad-hipped physique. The exuberantly healthy girl-woman combination radiated sexuality.

She was perfect bait for this trap which was why the Romanian National Police had plucked her out of basic training and plopped her into it.

How Dawna had ended up in nowhere Romania trying to get hired as a sex slave was another story—one in which Dawna’s FBI colleague Brian Kennedy played a suspiciously large part.

Brian was one of three US agents assigned to the international Human Trafficking Task Force based in the Romanian capital of Bucuresti, or Bucharest as Dawna was taught in school. One of the task force’s goals was to shut down the procurer networks operating in Romania and other former Soviet Bloc states.

The task force had had some early success, rescuing a half dozen women from forced prostitution. But powerful criminal groups were behind the global trade in human lives.

Romania’s feeble witness protection program couldn’t guarantee safety from retaliation by the Russian mafiya. The rescued victims were poor and naive but not crazy.

None was willing to testify against the men who’d enslaved them.

So the Romanian National Police elected to set up a sting operation. All on their own, Brian Kennedy claimed.

Dawna didn’t believe him. The sting was a favorite FBI tactic, one Brian had used successfully back in the States.

Dawna figured that Brian had given the idea to the Romanians and laid out for them how a sting would work. Ideally a female police officer would go undercover, job hunting in the provinces. She’d bust the local recruiter.

To save himself, he’d rat on his buddies, who’d then turn on each other. Bingo, the cops could roll up the whole network and shut down the franchise in-country.

With luck and with cutting-edge on-site training for the undercover policewoman.

Brian and his two FBI colleagues were in Bucuresti strictly for liaison, observing how the task force handled cases with a direct US connection. Legally the agents couldn’t provide training or technical assistance for a local law enforcement field operation.

That kind of help was available close at hand, however, from Quantico East, the FBI-run International Law Enforcement Academy in Hungary. The Romanian National Police had immediately requested ILEA assistance.

And Instructor Dawna Shepherd had been assigned to provide one week of training to the female officer going undercover.

Brian had advised the Romanians to ask for her specifically, Dawna learned later. Because of her skills, he claimed.

After all, Dawna had run more successful stings in the US than Brian had. Plus, her years playing basketball—including four as a Lady Longhorn at UT—had made her both a skilled team player and an excellent coach.

All true, yet Dawna had a bad gut feeling about Brian. He wasn’t telling her everything she needed to know about the operation.

She considered begging off the assignment. She had a good excuse.

Her teaching duties at the academy left her only a single week in October when she was free to travel to Bucuresti. And one week—five days, really—was the bare minimum amount of time she needed to prepare an experienced police officer to go undercover.

She could have argued that five days was cutting it too close—the ILEA should loan the Romanian cops an instructor who could devote more days to the job.

But professional pride won out, and Dawna let Brian get away with his sloppy maneuvering. She was the best qualified agent for the job—she couldn’t deny it.

But not even Dawna could work miracles. Brian had “forgotten” to mention that Stela Dragomir was not a veteran but a cadet, fresh from the police academy. She’d come to the National Police by way of the wildlife service.

One look and Dawna saw that what the poor baby needed was hands-on, in-your-face training with the coach calling every play from the sidelines. No way could Dawna ready a brand-new player to go out on the floor and then turn her back on the game.

She’d scrapped her original training plan and written herself into the script as Stela’s handicapped older sister. Stretching the rules big-time, and Dawna knew it.

She was supposed to be only a consultant to local law enforcement. She couldn’t legally participate in their undercover operation.

But as Dawna saw it, this way she was technically a silent observer of Stela in action. Sure. Just along for the ride.

This morning, she and Stela had ridden two hundred kilometers northeast from Bucuresti. They’d come to Vlad’s two room office in a storefront on the outskirts of Tulcea, a town of a hundred thousand which billed itself as the Gateway to the Danube Delta.

Europe’s largest wetland west of the Volga, the delta was a refuge for sturgeon, otter, and wild boar. It also served as breeding, resting, and feeding grounds for such rare and threatened birds as the black stork, white pelican, and pygmy cormorant.

But bird watching was no great attraction in mid-October when a skim of ice covered the waters. From now until spring, tourism was dead and Tulcea’s economy had to depend on enterprises like the multistory chicken factory across the street from Vlad’s office.

Which looked like a travel agent’s, with posters on the walls advertising foreign cities and new vinyl and chrome furniture suggesting a prosperous operation. Yet even with the doors and windows tightly closed, the air in the room had the stale scent
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