
  
  What readers are saying...


"Joslyn Chase successfully combines mystery, action, and emotional complexity into a thriller that keeps readers engaged until the final chapter." ~ Midwest Book Review

“Joslyn Chase’s storytelling prowess transcends mere excitement; it ventures into the realm of inspiration, reminding us of the power of narrative artistry.” ~ Conrad Bux, author of Killer Witness

“Author Joslyn Chase expertly weaves high-stakes action with complex character development to please readers who want a fully-rounded novel.” ~ Reader’s Favorite

“As  always in her writing, the settings and action scenes are vividly portrayed and the relationships between the characters are seamless and authentic. Ms Chase has a talent for bringing characters to life.” ~ ReadnGrow  

“Author Joslyn Chase has now confirmed my first impressions of her being a formidable suspense writer bound to make readers sit up and take notice.”  ~ Amazon reader

“There is a reason Chase is an award-winning author. Highly recommended.” ~ Justin Boote, author of Badass 

“The author is a great storyteller.” ~ AstraDaemon

“Joslyn Chase skillfully connects subplots, then injects a few surprises, then connects things again in an interesting cycle; weave, disassemble, repeat.” ~ Ron Keeler, Read 4 Fun  

“In the movie Field of Dreams, there is a now famous line, “If you build it, they will come.” Apply this sentiment to Joslyn Chase—if she writes it, we will come and read it.” ~  William DeProspo, author of Unlikely Outcome  






  
  GET YOUR NEXT JOSLYN CHASE BOOK

FREE!



But catch up on your sleep now. 

Once you start reading,

 it’ll be No Rest for you!
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Get the book free when you join
 the growing group of readers who’ve discovered
 the thrill of Chase!

Get started now!
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  A Few Telling Details


Window down so she could enjoy the refreshing breeze, Cathryn steered past two open parking spots on Main Street, waiting until she found a free space where she didn't have to parallel park. Reveling in the spirit of the peaceful autumn afternoon, she chose to avoid the wrench that parallel parking always gave to her gut. Besides, the short walk to The Whispering Kettle would do her good. 
Pulling on the handbrake, she climbed out of her fourteen-year-old BMW and retrieved her purse from the passenger seat. Straightening, she took a moment to breathe in a lungful of the cool air, spiced with the scent of damp tree bark. 
Fall was her favorite season. She loved the lift, the invigorating crispness after the heavy languid heat of summer, and the gradual rise toward the holidays ahead. She stepped onto the sidewalk, squinting against the shaft of sunlight filtering down through the rust-red maples lining the street.
As she turned toward the coffee shop, she heard shouts behind her and the rapid pounding of feet. With a shocking abruptness that stole her breath, a fast-moving mass bowled her over, sending her sprawling onto the sidewalk.
Palms scraping painfully on the rough concrete, Cathryn stared up at her assailant. The blow had spun him around and stopped him momentarily in his tracks. She got one quick glimpse of his partially hooded face—dark eyes under a heavy shelf of brows, bulbous nose, a multi-colored figure inked across his collarbone—before he took off running, leaving her with a view of his Nike tennis shoes and striped socks as he vanished around a corner.
Another flurry of footsteps announced the approach of a man in brogues and a woman wearing high heels. The man reached Cathryn as she sat up and examined her left wrist, flexing it gingerly.
"Are you all right?" he asked, his voice an indignant baritone. "That Neanderthal plowed right over you."
"Yes, I think I'm okay," Cathryn said. The man took hold of her arm, hoisting her up as she added, "He was rather rude, wasn't he?"
"More than rude," the woman in high heels said, catching up and out of breath. "He's a thief."
Her face, red and sweaty, wore a look of exasperated concern. "I do hope you're not hurt." Without waiting for Cathryn's response, she said, "I can't believe he plucked my wallet right out of my hands! Walter, can't you—?" 
She broke off and stared down the empty street, hope waning from her eyes. "No, I suppose there's no way for you to catch him now."
Cathryn began gathering the things scattered from her handbag across the pavement. The man stooped to help her. He seized one of the postcards printed with Cathryn's latest series of mystery novels.
"I've read these," he said. Seeing she had a stack of them, he peered at her closely. "Wait a minute...you're her. You're the author."
"I won't deny it." Smoothing her rumpled sweater, she added, "I was on my way to an informal gathering of fans at The Whispering Kettle but I'm afraid they'll have to wait."
"Right. Of course," the man said. "We must call the police, and you got a better look at him than either of us. They'll want a description."
Cathryn sighed. "I'm afraid so."
While the man, Walter, called the police, Cathryn dialed her niece, Margot, and explained the situation.
"Are you okay, Cathryn? Where are you? Shall I come?"
"No, no. I'm fine. You girls go ahead with your coffee and cake. I'll be along as soon as I can."
Cathryn was surprised to see Detective Emmett Ellsworth himself arrive on the scene. In his mid-30s and ruggedly handsome, with dark blond hair and a dimple punctuating his permanent five o'clock shadow, Emmett Ellsworth was only a scant few years older than Cathryn's son, Julian.
Which was why she was half amused and half mortified to harbor a secret crush on the man. It was the dimple that did her in.
"Cathryn," he called as he strode up the sidewalk, his cowboy boots tapping out the most measured rhythm she'd heard on that piece of concrete all day. "How did you get caught up in this mess?"
"I regret to inform you that I was shoved down, rather than caught up, Emmett. I didn't know what hit me." Cathryn ran a hand over her mussed hair. "Since when are you a first responder?"
"Since all the patrol boys are otherwise occupied. There's a five-car accident on the highway."
"Oh dear."
Cathryn introduced Walter, letting him name his companion—Maggie—and tell his story while Emmett made notes in the leather notebook he kept in his pocket. Cathryn had caught a glimpse into it once and seen a few stanzas of poetry written in Emmett's strong hand. The man was deep.
When Walter finished, Emmett turned to Cathryn. "And you got a look at this guy?"
"I did." She described the pickpocket, supplying a few specific observations that seemed to impress Emmett. He raised his brow. "You've got a good eye, lady."
She shrugged, feeling a tinge of heat in her cheeks. "It's part of a writer's toolbox, I guess."
"Okay," Emmett said, closing his notebook. "You’ve given me a few telling details to point me in the right direction, Cathryn. I think I know where to start looking for the man.” 
Turning to Walter and Maggie, he said, “We'll be in touch." 
With a parting smile for Cathryn, giving her a last peek at the dimple, he stepped off the curb and gave a short wave. "See ya."
As he retreated across the pavement, Cathryn offered a few words of comfort and said goodbye to Walter and the dispirited Maggie before turning once more toward The Whispering Kettle. She hurried across the street and along the storefronts.
I may be late to the party, she reasoned, but at least I have a good story to offer up when I get there.

      [image: ]Washing down the last bite of her cinnamon streusel muffin with a swig of hot chocolate, Cathryn smiled at the group of women gathered at the corner table of The Whispering Kettle. As a way to make up for her late arrival, she'd revealed a little more of the plotline of her work in progress than she'd intended, but the ladies' reactions had confirmed her hunch that she was onto something good with her latest book. 
Not a coffee drinker, Cathryn nevertheless loved the cozy aura of the coffee shop. Scattered with tables and informal seating areas and accented with slate blue panels, folksy artwork, and exposed red brick, the focal point of the space was the stone fireplace rising to the ceiling, currently crackling with the gentle flames of the season's first blaze.
As Cathryn glanced around the shop, soaking in the details and storing them for possible future use, she noticed a woman seated alone at a small table near the window. She held a crumpled napkin in her lap and used it occasionally to dab at her eyes, seeming to ignore the steaming cup at her elbow as she stared through the glass, face twisted with misery.
Trying to tamp down her writer's imagination as it began constructing scenarios for the woman's obvious distress, Cathryn debated whether to offer help and get involved or allow the woman some privacy and politely pretend not to notice.
Cataloging particulars, Cathryn regarded the woman's expertly coiffed hairstyle, her expensive shoes and clothing, taking extra notice of the gorgeous scarf she wore looped around her shoulders. Probably Hermes. Of fine-woven rust-colored silk, it draped in soft folds around her shoulders, complementing the cream-toned sweater beneath it.
Margot, seated beside her, gave Cathryn's shoulder a light squeeze. "What's the frown for?" she asked. "We all love the idea for your next book."
Cathryn pulled her attention back to the clatsch and assured everyone how much she appreciated their support. In a low voice, she said to Margot, "Don't turn around and look, but there's a woman sitting by herself across the room, and I'm worried about her."
Margot's nose scrunched. "Worried, why?"
"She's obviously struggling with deep and troubling emotions. I'm wondering whether to approach her and offer support or simply stay out of it."
"Hmmm." Margot twisted around with the pretense of grabbing something out of the bag draped across the back of her chair. Cathryn heard the sharp intake of breath as Margot straightened and stared at her with wide eyes.
"I know her!" she said. "That's Tiffany Brandt."
Her eyes took on a vague expression as her mind reeled back into the past. "I don't know if you ever met her, Cathryn, but she and I were friends in high school. Pretty good friends...until she traded me in for a higher class of companion."
Cathryn shook her head. "You're the tops, kid. When it comes to companions, they don't get any higher-class than you."
Margot laughed
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