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

“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 (Amazon.com)  

“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, weave, 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.” 
~ Gabi Rosetti (reader, Amazon.com)  

“The flow of her writing is a delight to me, elegant and soothing, woven like fine linen.” 
~  Margherita Crystal Lotus, author of The Color Game  







  
  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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  Author's Note



The Bermuda Triangle Blueprint Exchange was first published in Thrill Ride Magazine, thanks to an invitation from editor, Matt Buchman. The theme Matt chose for this issue was "Gadgets," and when I sat down to brainstorm ideas for the story, I immediately thought about my series character, Tal Bannerman. 
Tal is a Homeland Security agent whose exploits might be described as Mission Impossible with a Get Smart vibe. From battling terrorists intent on using a volcanic eruption to atomize a deadly bioagent to pulling a daring heist at a crime network Christmas party, he and his partner have a knack for getting into the craziest scrapes.
In The Bermuda Triangle Blueprint Exchange, they meet a former nemesis from an earlier Tal Bannerman thriller, Green Storm Rising. This story is fun, fast-paced, and thoroughly thrilling. 
I had a marvelous time writing it and hope readers will enjoy it just as much!






  
  The Bermuda Triangle Blueprint Exchange


Department of Homeland Security Agent, Tal Bannerman, was a man on vacation.  
As his wife kept reminding him.
He pasted a smile on his face and made a left turn out of the Myrtle Beach airport, joining the sporadic stream of traffic headed toward the beach. There wasn’t far to go. The day was fine, and they had the windows down, letting the balmy breeze blow off the dust of their long flight from Seattle.
The discordant cry of a seagull shrilled overhead, melting Tal’s plastic smile into something more genuine, despite the pounding of his heart. He wished this was just a romantic getaway.
Bridget, dressed in shorts and a polka-dot halter top, turned in her seat and placed a hand on his thigh.
“Sun and sand in South Carolina,” she said. “I’ve been wanting to go to the beach for forever.”
“Washington has beaches,” Tal said. 
He knew his wife needed this vacation and had put a lot of effort into planning it. Leaving their five-month-old baby with Bridget’s parents had been difficult for both of them, but it was their first real opportunity to spend time alone since Callie’s birth and they needed it. 
Thinking about how much they needed it brought a bitter taste to Tal’s throat. He swallowed it down. 
Bridget snorted. “Sure, Washington has beaches. But, I want a beach where I can actually swim in the water. Without a wet suit.”
“Point taken.”
Bridget rummaged in her purse and donned a pair of white-framed sunglasses. “Did you remember to book our massages for tomorrow?” she asked.
“Yes, and I insisted on a deluxe room with an ocean view.”
Bridget gave him a look. “You mean like last time, when we had to walk out on the balcony and stretch up on tiptoe to get a glimpse of the water?”
“It’ll be better this time,” he said. “I promise.”
Inside, he cringed. Would it be better? He had a feeling Bridget wouldn’t like the arrangements he’d made. He’d be taking flak about it for years to come.
Pulling in a deep breath of salt-scented air, Tal guided the car into the shadow of the underground parking garage beneath their high-rise beachside hotel. It felt like a dank pit after the sunny glow above ground. 
He struggled with the suitcases while Bridget managed the beach bag, and they emerged at last into a clean lobby bathed in natural light.
Tal registered, keeping an eye on where his wife lounged on a peach-colored upholstered chair beside a panoramic plate glass window. He felt slightly ill as he signed the registration card and signaled Bridget to join him at the elevators.
“Ready?” he asked as he jabbed the up button.
“More than ready,” she replied.
Right. 
Tal grabbed his wife and planted a fervent kiss on her lips, feeling them curve in a smile beneath his own stiff mouth. “Let’s go,” he said.
The elevator arrived with a ding and the doors opened. Tal motioned Bridget to go ahead and wheeled the luggage cart in after her. He pushed the button for the fourteenth floor and felt a gentle roll in his stomach as the car lurched upward.
The gut heave he experienced when the car stopped abruptly on the eleventh floor was less gentle. The back side of the elevator opened like a beetle spreading its wings. This was the service entrance, seldom used and well concealed so that most hotel guests never knew of its existence.
Bridget gasped as three DHS agents flooded into the space. One took her by the elbow, leading her into a narrow corridor. The other two moved front and back to clear the area and watch for trouble. Tal remained on the elevator.
His heart wrenched at the look on his wife’s face as she turned to him, perplexed and alarmed.
“I’m sorry,” he said. “So sorry, Bridget. Please don’t worry. Go with these men. They’ll explain everything.” 
Watching realization dawn on her face, he held out the only olive branch available to him. “You’ll still have a room with a view.”
Pathetic.
That, and room service, might be all she had for the next couple of days. She glared at him—hard—as the agents escorted her away down the dim corridor.
Still, this was the best plan they could hatch on short notice. A woman agent joined Tal in the elevator. In dress and appearance, she was Bridget’s twin, right down to the white framed sunglasses perched atop her dark curls.
“Hello, darling,” she said.
Tal gave her a surly smile and punched the button for the fourteenth floor.
In the hotel room, Tal and the woman he’d be thinking of as Faux Bridget for the foreseeable future, dropped their luggage and stood beside the wide glass sliding door, gazing down on the scene below.
“See, I told you we’d have a nice ocean view,” he said.
“Well done, sweetheart.” The agent smoothed a hand across his chest and moved in for a kiss, but Tal side-stepped her.
“Check out the gift basket,” he said, tossing a tangerine into the air. “They even included those chocolates you’re so fond of.”
As he caught the tangerine, a shadow fell across the table and Tal looked up to see two black-clad men rappel noiselessly onto the balcony. Faux Bridget screamed. She wrapped her arms around him, trembling and breathing hard. Clutching her by the elbow, Tal pulled her toward the hallway door just as two more men in black burst through it, each carrying a mean-looking pistol.
Tal gave his pseudo-wife top marks for her acting skills. She responded just as Bridget would have. The agent’s eyes were huge and terrified. She gripped his arm so tight it hurt.
“What’s going on?” Tal demanded, slipping a protective arm around Faux Bridget’s shoulders.
The alpha male, the one with the bigger gun, motioned his men to separate the two of them. The man had colorless hair and faded blue eyes. His skin was a dark, mottled red. He looked as if he spent too much time in the sun, bleaching and burning.
“You’re coming with me,” he told Tal.
Tal stepped forward. “Fine. But leave my wife out of this.”
The sun-sizzled man laughed. “Oh no, she’s coming too. Leverage,” he explained, “in case you don’t feel like cooperating.”
“I’ll cooperate,” Tal said. “Whatever you want. Just leave her alone.”
“Leave her alone? No chance. You’re having a romantic getaway. We respect that. All we’re doing is moving your vacation to somewhere a little more…private.”
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As the private jet moved in a wide circle, a rush of gratitude washed over him, making him almost weak with relief.
Whatever happened to him, Bridget—the real Bridget—was safe.
The plane touched down on a private airstrip somewhere on the eastern side of the island. As Tal started down the gangway, the humid air hit him like the hot, sloppy kiss of a giant dog—all over his face, almost knocking him to his knees.
He stumbled and gripped the railing hard. “How does anyone breathe this stuff?” he complained to Faux Bridget, who was coming down the steps behind him.
She inhaled deeply, letting out an appreciative sigh. “I think it’s wonderful.”
“Maybe for those of you born with gills.”
The over-baked bad guy hustled them into a waiting car, and from there into a waiting boat, which whisked them away to a smaller island, one dot amid a sea of thousands in the heart of the Bermuda Triangle. 
Tal shouted above the sound of the engines, asking questions all along the way, but the men studiously ignored him. After a while, he gave up and just enjoyed the scenery.
Sparkling turquoise waters, seabirds calling overhead, gray stone cliffs, and cream-colored sand. The place was paradise—if you didn’t mind stewing in your own sweat. The boat, an eight-seater catamaran, glided in to dock at a pier jutting out from a lush, sand-fringed curve on the southeastern face of the island.
A greeting party waited on the beach. Tal clambered out of the boat and reached down to help Faux Bridget. As they made their way along the pier, prodded from behind by the cadre of black-clad men, Tal recognized the figure waiting for them on the spreading sand.
And got his first inkling into what this was about.
A well-placed mole working for DHS had alerted Tal’s department about a plan to abduct Tal and his wife in an unguarded moment during their vacation. The mole only knew about the operatives who’d been hired to do the job. He didn’t know who hired them, or
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