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  What readers are saying...


“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

“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  

“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  

“Joslyn Chase paints intriguing pictures with vivid, colorful descriptions…you feel like you have a front row seat from which to watch as everything unfolds.” ~ Amazon reader 
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  Colder Than Gazpacho


Cathryn stood, hands on hips, feet splayed on the wet sand, waves lapping at her ankles, as she gazed out over the western horizon. In the first days of spring, the sun set early, even in southern Spain, and its golden rays melted across the copper ocean like butter on a golden pancake. 
She dug her toes into the cool grains beneath her feet. Though the day had been fine, the breeze feathering across the bay from Cadiz raised a slight shiver along the hairs on her arms, and Cathryn hadn’t gone past her knees into the aquamarine water.
She might have picked a warmer time of year to do the research for her next mystery novel, but she liked the relative quiet of the off-season, offering long moments of solitude, perfect for pondering and plotting. Licking the slight salt tang from her lips, she gathered her things and began trudging along the slithering sand back to her rented apartment, one block from the beach.
Climbing the steps to the promenade above, Cathryn skirted a few piles of dog detritus dotting the sidewalk. Everyone in Spain, it seemed, owned a dog and the messes were shrugged off and accepted by the locals as part and parcel. Cathryn tried to adopt an equally casual attitude, grateful the aromatic lumps hadn’t been baking all day under a scorching sun.
Entering the foyer of the apartment building, she scraped the last of the sand from her sandals on a nubby mat before starting across the marble floor. Water from a fountain at the center of the space splashed gently into a ceramic bowl, and the soft strains of a Spanish guitar floated on the air. Cathryn liked the building, and her apartment offered a spectacular view of the bay.
From the corner of her eye, she caught movement at the manager’s counter and heard the slight murmur of conversation as she headed to the elevators. She jabbed the button and as it lit, a resounding crash echoed in the airy space, making her jump.
Turning, she saw a woman staring down at the shattered mess of a potted plant, her palms pressed to her cheeks. Cathryn dropped her beach bag and hurried to help.
“I…I’m sorry,” the woman stuttered as León, the property manager, came forward with a bag to collect the broken shards.
“Are you all right?” Cathryn asked her. The woman was shaking, her face extraordinarily pale. “Can I get you a glass of water?”
Cathryn nodded to León who handed her the bag and went to fetch the water. The woman pulled her hands from her face and began helping with the cleanup. As Cathryn worked, she studied the woman from beneath her lashes. There was something familiar about her, and as León arrived with the water and a broom, it came to her.
“Paige?” she ventured. “Paige Kincaid? Is that you?”
The woman’s startled eyes flew to Cathryn’s face and she stared hard, her mouth dropping open. “Cathryn?”
The two college roommates embraced over the pile of scattered soil. “It’s been thirty years!” Paige said. “How can you possibly still look the same?”
Cathryn laughed. “I’m sure I don’t.”
“Nor do I. But you recognized me anyway.” 
She sat back on her haunches and was about to speak when León shooed them both away. “Por favor, señoras. Go now. I will handle this.”
Cathryn helped Paige to her feet and they walked arm in arm to the elevator, Cathryn retrieving her bag on the way.
“I’m Paige Morrison now,” her long ago roommate said.
“Is your husband here with you?” Cathryn asked.
Paige sighed, shaking her head. “My Walter has passed on. Been almost five years now.”
Cathryn squeezed her hand. “Six and a half years since my Ryan died. I guess we’re kind of in the same boat.”
Paige gave a wan smile. “Paddling along with you was always a good thing.”
The elevator arrived and they stepped inside. “Which floor?” Cathryn asked, her finger poised over the buttons.
“I’m on six.”
“And I’m on seven,” Cathryn smiled.
“Come in for a drink?”
Cathryn regarded her friend. “I think I should,” she said. “Something really upset you back there, and if there’s any way I can help, I’d like to do that.”
The sparkle went out of Paige’s eyes, but she nodded, leading the way as the carriage arrived on the sixth floor. Like Cathryn, she wore sandals that made little slapping noises on the polished marble floor of the corridor. Inside the apartment, she kicked off her sandals and padded into the kitchen, opening the refrigerator and gesturing Cathryn onto the sofa.
“Did you ever take up drinking, Cath, or are you still strictly no alcohol? I have a passable cabernet I could open.”
“No wine for me. I still prefer water over everything else.”
Paige shook her head. “I never could understand that, but…good for you.”
She brought two bottles and settled next to Cathryn on the sofa—one water and an amber-colored cerveza which she drained past the halfway mark in one long draft before speaking.
“I’ve read some of your books, Cathryn.” She thrust her beer bottle out, clinking it against Cathryn’s water in a sort of salute. “They’re good. You’ve come a long way from Professor Darnell’s English class.”
Cathryn smiled. “I’m glad you enjoyed reading my characters’ exploits.” She paused. “I don’t claim to be an expert at solving mysteries, but I like to think I can help an old friend. So, what’s up, Paige?” she asked gently. “What happened down there in the lobby?”
Instead of speaking, Paige dug a crumpled note from her pocket and handed it to Cathryn.
What can one admire more than the honest and pure?
What can lift the soul higher than noble truth?
What can hold us with fervent allure,
More than the sweetness of innocent youth?
Enjoy my gift,
Jane
Cathryn read the note twice, unsure what she should be taking from it. “This came with the plant?”
Paige bit her lip and nodded.
“It’s a lovely poem,” Cathryn said. “Why has it upset you so much?”
Paige clenched her fists in her lap and squared her chin. “The sender—Jane Lucas—couldn’t have written that note.” She raised her eyes to Cathryn’s.
“Because I killed her, thirty-three years ago.”

      [image: image-placeholder]“Thirty-three years!” Cathryn exclaimed. Shock and disbelief washed over her in equal measure. “That was before we met. Why did you never tell me anything about this.” 
“Would you, in my place? If you were trying to put the awful past behind you and start a new life?” 
Paige’s hand trembled as she raised the beer bottle and downed another long swallow. “I wanted to forget it, pretend like it never happened.” She paused. “I wanted to be somebody else. And so, I was.”
Cathryn remembered that bright college girl of long ago, the wistful hopeful air she’d carried. There had been a brittle edge that Cathryn had sensed but never come close to breaking through. And now, more than thirty years later, she was about to take that plunge.
“Tell me,” she said.
Paige set the beer bottle on the glass-topped coffee table with a hard click. “I was a stupid teenager with a brand new driver’s license. After a school dance, I took a carload of friends out for a ride.”
Paige’s nostrils flared and she swallowed hard, her face twisting under the bitter taste of it. “I thought I was so cool, so invincible. Driving fast, pedal to the floor, the road like silk under the tires. My friends were laughing, cheering me on, and everything was wonderful.”
Creases rose on Paige’s forehead as she fought to control her riling emotions.
“Until I saw the girl.”
Cathryn could almost feel the words sticking in her former roommate’s throat, knew it hurt her to spit them out. But also knew she had to.
“She was just there. Suddenly. Out of nowhere. And I couldn’t stop in time. I just mowed her over.”
Paige’s face crumpled. “The awful, haunting sound of it.” She shook her head, unable to say more for several minutes. When she spoke again, all she said was, “Her name was Jane.”
Cathryn moved closer on the sofa, taking her friend’s hand, lowering Paige’s head to her shoulder while the woman sobbed into the silence of a Spanish evening.
After a while, Cathryn asked, “What happened to you after that?”
Paige sniffed, reaching for a tissue from a box on the end table. She mopped her face, pressing her lips together to quell further tears. “I served nine months in juvie for vehicular manslaughter. The judge ordered me to write a letter of apology to Jane
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