
  
  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  
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  Delivering the Egg MacGuffin


Willa Pierce bit her lip and followed the butler up a wide gracefully curving staircase. Last time she’d traversed this course, she’d let her gaze wander to the rich carpets, the extravagant paintings and exquisite sculptures. A gorgeous Chinese screen in crimson silk stood out in her memory as a thing of inestimable value. She’d entertained the delicious idea that someday she might live surrounded by such beauty. 
This time, she had no such hope.
The butler’s leather-soled shoes made little noise on the marble steps and Willa felt each loudly echoing tap of her own high-heeled pumps like a nail in her coffin. A lump rose in her throat and she got another taste of the burnt toast she’d forced down at breakfast. Swallowing hard, she kept her eyes focused on the taut shape of well-formed muscles beneath the servant’s custom-tailored suit as he climbed the stairs.
Willa wondered, as she had before, if the rugged-featured handsome butler was more to Alberta Blair than a mere manservant. She sensed something intimate between them, though Blair was a good fifteen years the senior of the pair and a hard-bitten battle-axe of a woman. Some men might find that attractive.
They gained the top of the staircase and Willa was relieved to find her heels muffled in a deep pile carpet, sinking an inch into it with each step. The butler threw open a door at the end of the hall and Willa entered, assailed by the scent of roses.
Vases, urns, and bowls of roses rested on every shelf and table, all blood-red or pristine white. No pink or yellow blossoms here. The flowers ranged from full-blown blooms with petals dripping from their heads to tiny, unopened buds. 
And there were thorns.
Willa shuddered. Last time in this room, she’d been filled with confidence, sure she was on the road to a stellar career. The smell of roses had seemed fresh, intoxicating, inspired. Now their presence was cloying and made Willa think of a casket being lowered into the grave.
Maybe her own.
The butler stopped in front of an enormous mahogany desk and stepped to the side, bringing Willa face to face with Alberta Blair, broker extraordinaire in the world of thieves.
“Well,” the woman demanded, her tone clipped and unyielding. “Report.”
Willa stared into the black marble eyes and gulped. “I don’t know how to tell—”
“I want a clear and complete rundown of everything that happened, Pierce. Can you do that?”
Willa gripped her hands together, squeezing hard. “Yes.”
“Then get on with it.”
Willa breathed deep and lifted her chin. “To pull this off, I’ve been playing three separate roles over the last five weeks. First, I got a job as a maid in the Tiederman residence.”
“The house where the private collection is kept.”
“Yes. When you tasked me with getting the Dalmatian Egg, I did some digging and found out that Jan Tiederman purchased the Fabergé egg last year at Claridge’s. He housed it among his private collection on his Mercer Island estate.”
“Good. What else?”
“I started volunteering at a local soup kitchen, working the Saturday morning shift.”
The forehead beneath Blair’s bleached and rough-chopped hair furrowed. “Pin a medal on you, Pierce, but how does that help me?”
“I noticed that the Tiederman cook prepares a box of food every Friday evening for the housekeeper to deliver to the local soup kitchen on Saturday morning.”
Blair nodded. “Continue.”
“I shared a load of juicy gossip with the maid responsible for cleaning the library where the collection is kept. Yolanda was only too happy to reciprocate while I helped her clean. She didn’t notice me watching while she punched in the code to deactivate the security system so she could dust the display cases.”
Willa paused. “I tested it. It worked. Then, all I had to do was wait until the big Friday night party.”
She’d been put on silver platter detail, circulating among the guests with trays of hors d’oeuvres. Laughter and conversation rose and fell like the murmuring of the sea while piano music tinkled in the background, played by a man in an eye patch with long, flowing hair.
Ladies wore slinky gowns in black or shimmering jewel tones—ruby, emerald, sapphire blue—while the gentlemen sported classic black-on-white tuxedos. Willa and the other maids had worked extra hours the previous day to bring the woodwork and marble up to a brilliant shine and the faint odor of pine oil still hung in the air.
Willa’s plan required a distraction, so she’d prepared a special hors d’oeuvre for a random unfortunate guest. The cream cheese and caviar concoction, laced with finely chopped ghost peppers, rested at the center of her tray. When the Asian man who popped it into his mouth began to cough and writhe on the floor, Willa put down her tray and fled.
With everyone’s attention on the choking guest, she was able to mount the stairs without notice and enter the corridor outside the library where the Dalmatian Egg waited for her on a gold-plated pedestal. Chad, the security guard tasked with patrolling the upper floors during the party, was heading away from her, thumping softly along the carpeted floorboards.
Willa knew he’d use the service staircase at the end of the hall to access the third floor before returning for another circuit past the library. She waited until she heard the clunk of his shoes on bare hardwood, then let herself into the library and entered the five-digit code she’d seen Yolanda use.
Holding her breath, Willa waited for the beep. The back-lit keypad blinked from red to green. Go time.
Heart pounding like it always did when she was about to seize the prize, Willa removed the glass-cutting tool from her bra and used it to score a circle in the display case, right beside the gleaming jeweled egg. She punched the circle into the case and the egg was hers.
Her maid’s uniform had no pockets. Even the white apron was more for looks than utility and provided no place for her to hide the egg. It was back to the old sports bra. 
She nestled the egg between her breasts and hoped, as she’d come to expect, that no one would spare a second glance for the hired help. Willa hurried to the door but as she reached it, something thudded against it from the other side and the doorknob twisted.
The door started to open inward.
Gasping, Willa pushed all her weight against the slab of wood, gritting her teeth and pushing hard. She felt it latch and turned the bolt, stepping back to catch her breath.
Pressing her ear against the cool polished wood, she listened. The door bucked slightly in its frame and she heard soft grunts and moans. She imagined a couple groping, making out, their impatient passion blocking her exit. As the doorknob twisted and rattled, Willa moved to plan B.
Behind a sofa, she found a decorative grille covering a ventilation duct about two feet square—large enough for her to squeeze into. She came out in the adjacent room—someone’s bedchamber—and eased the door open an inch to peer out. The couple had vanished and the hallway was empty.
Smoothing her hair into place, she took a deep breath and plunged into the corridor. She didn’t dare use the service stairs for fear of running into Chad as he descended for another turn past the library. Where was Chad? Had he already come past and dispersed the over-eager lovers? Or had they simply found a better venue?
Willa hurried down the staircase and past the ebony-black grand piano, followed by a whirl of Chopin. She’d nearly made it to the kitchen when she was stopped by a man weaving in front of her, spilling champagne from his wobbling flute.
“’Scuse me, miss.” He hiccuped and covered it with a giggle. “Could you tell me…”
He trailed off, staring at her oddly augmented chest. He raised his glass. “I’ll drink to that,” he said, tipping champagne down his chin. “Three’s company, two’s a crowd.”
Willa ground her teeth, impatient to get past the drunken guest to the safety of the kitchen. “The restroom is just through there, sir,” she told him, pointing toward the powder room.
Stepping around him, she pushed through the heavy swinging door into the kitchen and sighed with relief. As anticipated, the cook was much too busy prepping canapes and chopping garnishes to notice her as she rushed past and let herself into the pantry, closing the door behind her.
Trembling from the adrenaline flooding through her veins, Willa took a moment to steady her breathing and slow her racing heart. Then she stepped to a double row of Maxwell House coffee cans lined up on the pantry shelf. Going up on her tiptoes, she reached for the last can resting against the wall and removed the plastic lid.
She’d purchased this specially-constructed can years ago and found it useful many times. It was well-designed with a fake seal which could be removed to reveal a secret compartment. Digging the fabulous jeweled Fabergé Egg from her bra, Willa inserted it into the compartment and tamped the seal over it. She shook the can and heard ground coffee move inside, a nice touch of verisimilitude.
As she pressed the plastic lid back into place, she heard someone come into the kitchen and speak to the cook.
“Where’s the pretty maid?” asked a familiar slurred voice.
Willa groaned. She moved to the louvered door and peered through the slats. It was the drunk. She stared at him, consternated. Too bad he was a lush and a boor—he was actually quite good-looking.
“The serving wench,” he persisted with the cook, leaning over the counter with a leer. “She came in here.”
“There’s no one here but me,” the cook assured him. “Can I pour you a cup of hot coffee, sir?”
“You’re hiding her.”
He lurched toward the pantry door, but before he’d gone two steps, a piercing alarm blared through the house in agonizing bleeps.
“My stars! What’s happened?”
The cook wiped her hands on her apron and rushed from the kitchen. The drunk staggered after her.
Willa
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