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!


[image: image-placeholder]

Get the book free when you join
 the growing group of readers who’ve discovered
 the thrill of Chase!

Get started now!






Praise for Steadman's Blind


 "Just like  Nocturne In Ashes, I found Steadman's Blind a one session page-turner and gave it five Amazon stars."
~ Ron Keeler, Read 4 Fun  

"Ms.  Chase's second novel is just as unputdownable as the first one was. I  got lost in the book and the world the author created, transported to  another place and time."
~ Gabi Rosetti (reader, Amazon.com)  

"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."
~ Manie Kilian (reader, Amazon.com)  

"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 (Amazon.com)   
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The Devil's Trumpet


The moon was past its zenith, waning in the sky. Darkness, inky black and almost thick enough to slice, spread over the yard, clinging to the fringe of woodland, dispelled only by a single streetlamp casting a small yellow globe of light speckled by flying insects. 
Dr. Luka Sims pressed the door gently closed behind her, wincing at the tiny clink of the latch catching hold. She’d bring a scolding down on her head if anyone caught her sneaking out, but she hadn’t been able to sleep, couldn’t bear the suffocating, cloistered feel of the safe house another moment. 
She needed to breathe, to feel normal again.
She judged at least an hour until dawn. She’d be back before anyone missed her. Luka drew in a lungful of air and crept onto the lawn, straining her eyes against trip hazards while making for the line of Norway spruce and sycamore maples separating the safe house from its neighbor, thirty yards further along the block.
A pair of headlights rounded the corner, piercing the dark like blue-white lasers then blinking out abruptly. Luka heard the quiet purr of an engine cut out and the creak of a car door opening. She slipped noiselessly into the trees, feeling caught in a time warp as she remembered her favorite childhood game.
Six brick colonials with expansive lawns had stood between her house and her best friend Cesily’s. Their assignment— should they choose to accept it—had been to move unseen between their two houses. The butterfly heartbeat in her chest, the thrill that tugged at her gut on those long-ago forays came back to her now. Except tonight’s game was the adult version.
With adult consequences should she be caught.
Luka shivered. Wisdom dictated a return to the safe house, so-called for a reason. But surely half an hour of freedom couldn’t hurt, wouldn’t even be noticed by anyone else yet counted precious to her.
Here, among the spruce and maple, the air held a resinous, almost spicy scent. She peered from behind a thick trunk, eyes adjusted to the dark, and watched two men climb from a white panel van with a plumber’s logo on the side—a coiled red cobra and white lettering on a dark background. They wore uniforms with the same crimson cobra across the back.
They moved to the back of the van and opened the rear doors. Strange hour for a plumbing appointment, but didn’t emergencies always strike at odd moments? The unfortunate homeowner who’d called them would be paying a premium.
With the plumbers busy removing equipment, Luka stole across the neighbor’s yard, keeping behind a well-trimmed hedge, grateful they didn’t have a dog. She continued her secret progress to a park on the next block and let out a sigh of relief as she sank onto a dew-moistened bench.
Slouching, legs splayed, arms slack at her sides, head lolling against the back of the bench, Luka breathed deep through her nose and felt the muscles in her chest loosen. She stared upward at the stars, watching them fade and wink out as the sky lightened by slow degrees.
The tension, held so tightly in her shoulders and around her gut for the past two weeks, melted and diminished. Not completely, but maybe enough to make it through the rest of this mess. She simply sat, unmoving, enjoying her taste of freedom. Not until she heard the first bird twitter did Luka think about returning to the safe house. 
To captivity and a life turned upside down.
As she rose and brushed at the damp seat of her pants, a distant siren broke the peace of the morning. It was joined by another and they shrieked in raucous harmony, getting closer and louder with each second.
Dismay stabbed at Luka’s chest. They’d wake the whole neighborhood. Her keepers would check her room and find her gone and next would come a stern lecture and a guilt trip for wasting taxpayer money and putting lives at risk. Including her own.
She hurried back to the safe house, arriving at the same time as the fire truck and ambulance, but unable to take in what her eyes showed her by the plain light of day.
The house was gone.
Not a blackened shell, flaming and smoking, crumbling upon its foundation. Just gone. Completely obliterated, with only a litter of rubble and restless ash to show there’d ever been anything there.
Dumbstruck, Luka stared around her at the faces of strangers, their expressions ranging from fear to fascination. Neighbors in robes and pajamas, policemen and firefighters as mystified as she was.
And not a familiar face in the crowd.
Nausea stirred in her gut. Everyone she knew in this little town was gone with the house. Incinerated while they slept or sat up on watch. Burned because they guarded her.
A guilt trip far heavier than the one she’d anticipated descended upon her, overshadowed by another thought that sparked the coals of anxiety in her stomach, fanning them to flame.
She was still vulnerable, still in danger.
And now, she was on her own.
[image: image-placeholder]Luka turned away from the crowd, keeping her head down. How had they found her? She still didn’t even know who t hey were, though their reason for hunting her was frighteningly clear. Inside her chest, something lurched painfully as she remembered Dr. Mills, locked in his office with a bullet in his brilliant brain.
Swallowing hard, she clamped down on the urge to moan. The acrid smell of char filled the air, a fine dust of ash dimming the pale morning light. Those who wanted her might be among the milling bystanders. Did they believe her dead? Burned with the house?
No. The incineration was meant to cover the damage they’d done inside the house, looking for her. Evidence. Bodies left behind. 
They wanted her alive. They were here, searching.
Luka walked away from the house, toward the heart of town. She’d brought nothing out of the house with her except what she had in the pocket of her jeans—two twenty dollar bills and a packet of tissues.
No phone. No ID or credit cards. And no one she could trust.
She kept walking, keeping her face turned downward, letting her eyes travel left and right, taking in her surroundings. She had to disappear. Hide. Think.
Heart hammering in her chest, she picked up the pace and stole a glance behind her as she rounded the corner. No one seemed to be paying her any attention. She swiveled her head, facing forward just in time to slam headlong into a tall man in a dark green sweater. 
His arms went round her, pressing her face into his chest, muffling her screams. Hurting her.
She struggled, trying to kick at his shins, but he pulled her into a recess between two buildings, dragging her behind a garbage dumpster. The smell was appalling, and she gagged as he released her face from his sweater and grabbed her hard around the upper arms.
“Dr. Sims,” he said in a low hiss, “it’s me. You’re safe.”
Luka stared at Agent Underwood, one of the men assigned to protect her while the FBI arranged her new identity and prepared a way for her to vanish.
He loosened the death grip he had on her arms and gazed into her face, wonder and worry in his eyes. “Where were you?” he asked. “Not in the house. The whole thing went up so fast there was no time for anyone to escape.”
Luka returned his frank scrutiny. “How did you manage it, then?” she asked.
One corner of his mouth lifted slightly in the ghost of a sardonic smile. “I wasn’t in the house either. I was out—looking for you.”
She drew in a shaky breath and let it out in a sigh. “What on earth happened?”
Underwood shook his head. “A highly organized, highly lethal attack. They must have used a powerful accelerant and some heavy-duty detonators. The crime scene—and everything it could tell us—vaporized.”
“You have a mole,” Luka said.
His hands dropped away from her to hang loosely at his sides. “That’s the obvious conclusion.” 
He stared at her, his brow furrowed like an unplanted cornfield. “First thing we have to do is get you out of here,” he said. “I’ve got a car around the corner.”
A rush of relief flooded over Luka, so powerful it made her quiver. She wasn’t alone anymore.
“Let’s go then,” she said. “One more second of this stink and I’m going to pass out.”
[image: image-placeholder]Underwood drove fast, but not fast enough to draw notice from local cops or anyone on the hunt. The car, a Ford Fiesta with a faded blue paint job, hummed along the two-lane country highway, taking the bumps with a jolt that told Luka the shocks were bad.  
The agent at the wheel clearly didn’t fear anyone stealing his ride in small-town Virginia—he’d left it unlocked with the keys under the visor.
“No company car?” she asked him.
He shrugged, rueful. “Sorry. I planned a few days of leave when we finished the job here. My mom lives in Murfreesboro. I was going to visit, so I drove my own car out. It’s not very…deluxe.”
Luka smiled. “Your baby may lack bells and whistles, but it’s probably missing a GPS tracker as well.”
“True,” he agreed. “A lifesaver for us.”
The road curved through patches of forest and farmland, fields of ripened hay or the post-harvest umber of barren earth. Leaves fluttered on the trees, shimmering in shades of green, red, and autumn gold against the blue sky of midday. Luka held her fingers in front of the air vents, feeling their engine-warmed output with its faint chemical odor.
“Where are we going?” she asked. “Your mom’s?”
Underwood’s eyebrows shot up. “Hell no! I wouldn’t bring trouble to her doorstep.” He was silent a beat or two as the car swooped over a rise and started into a dip. “I know a place in the mountains,” was all he said.
The warmth, the thrum of the wheels on blacktop, the dwindling of adrenaline in her veins—they all combined in a blanket of weariness that lay over Luka like a shroud. She fought off the languor, wanting to stay vigilant, alert. As a way of keeping awake, she let herself think about the horrific events of the past few weeks, feeling their impact all over again.
Until exactly seventeen days ago, she’d been employed by a medical research lab outside Washington DC, working on the development of a new inhaled drug for the treatment of asthma. She and her fellow chemist, Dr. Jared Mills had a breakthrough with their formula, creating a mist that relaxes bronchi more effectively than anything on the market.
But it had a side effect.
A sinister, potentially diabolical side effect.
The drug released a chemical cocktail in the brain that rendered the subject highly and horribly suggestible. Vulnerable. 
Controllable, in fact.
As soon as she and Dr. Mills recognized what was happening with their test subjects, they started backpedaling on the results, trying to dial back their success rate and call off the intense interest their work had generated. 
But it was too late.
The drug they’d created was a two-edged sword—a life-saving elixir to some, but a savage tool for ultimate power in the eyes of others. In an instant, their accomplishment had summoned a dangerous level of attention. 
After a sleepless night, Luka had arrived at the lab early to find Dr. Mills destroying everything—every file, every test tube, every vestige of their work over the last two and a half years. His eyes, when
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