
  
  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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  Green Storm Rising


Eluf crouched inside the tiny hut, coaxing fire into the frozen twigs and bits of paper he’d tossed into the pot belly of the ancient iron stove. It slumped in the corner like an old man gone to fat, creaky with age and temperamental. At last, a few licks of flame rose and caught on the kindling with a gentle crackle, giving Eluf hope for a nice blaze by the time Betina arrived.
He turned and surveyed the pile of quilts and blankets stacked on a mattress in the opposite corner. On the other hand, the cold might drive her more quickly beneath the sheets and that suited him fine. The thought of Betina’s skin beneath his fingertips, her lips, roughened by the arctic winds, moving along his collarbone and up to nip at his earlobe, made his breath come faster and he watched the vapor puff out of him like a dragon’s breath.
He would be like a dragon in bed tonight.
But they had to be careful. Meeting like this, in secret and only once or twice a month, made Eluf all the hungrier for her. But it had to be like this. At least, until they could figure out what to do about Betina’s husband.
Eluf plumped the pillows on the low mattress, wrinkling his nose at the smell of unwashed bedclothes that wafted up from the tangle of blankets. Ah well, nothing he could do about it now. He scooped the binoculars from the seat of an old wooden chair and stepped outside.
The midnight sky rose above him, green and magnificent, shifting lights as magical as fairy dust. Greenland, in December, always brought the Northern Lights and their brilliance allowed him to see through the binoculars. Not sharp detail, as in daylight, but he could make out the village below and see smoke rising from chimneys, the outlines of shops and houses, the church steeple and village maypole like two masts of a great ship against a heaving emerald sea.
And in the nearer distance, a dark figure moving up the hillside to meet him, her alluring curves hidden beneath layers of coats and sweaters. He looked forward to removing every one of them.
The dancing lights above him brightened and sharpened, their radiance becoming harsh in a way he’d never seen before. He shielded his eyes, but the glow intensified into a searing flame of color that tore through the sky like Thor’s firebolt.
Eluf squeezed his eyes shut and sheltered his head beneath his arm. The storm of brilliant color passed with a boom he felt in his gut, though he heard nothing. The sky now was white, washed clean. He focused the binoculars downhill and was relieved to see Betina hurrying toward him.
Shifting his gaze to the village below, he stared, refocused, and stared again.
It had vanished.
Where before had stood houses and shops, a school, a church, a post office, there was now only a scattering of ash, stirred by a restless wind.
Eluf gaped for the merest moment before the binoculars bonded to his face with a suffusing heat and he and Betina turned to dust.

      [image: image-placeholder]Agent Talmadge Bannerman stared at the screen on the wall above the conference table. Silence hung in the room like a heavy cloak for one and a half seconds before cacophony broke forth, everyone talking at once. Men and women dressed in dignified military uniforms and distinguished business suits gesticulated violently enough to put out the eyes of their neighbors, who were gesticulating wildly in turn. More than one coffee cup tipped and spilled, sending hot brown liquid across the polished table. There was a sound of shattering glass and a crunch as someone rolled their chair over the resulting mess. 
Tal, a newly-minted member of the Department of Homeland Security team, waved his hand for attention and cleared his throat. Beside him, his partner, Carl Wrigley, took things a step further.
“Hey!” he shouted, the pink of his scalp deepening under the stress of the situation. “Before we all go ballistic, could we get another look at that footage, Secretary Livingston?”
The room fell into a tense quiet, tinged by the smell of coffee and fear. Assistant Secretary Pete Livingston pushed a button on the remote control and replayed the satellite surveillance recording.
Tal watched the grainy image of a far-off village, shimmering under an eerie green light. The light intensified, pulling into a cone shape. There was a flash on the screen and the village disappeared. Nothing but a residue of light ash remained, gray against the snow and blowing in the wind.
Tal felt a shiver run up his back. This time, no one broke the stunned silence until the Secretary froze the image on the screen and said, “What you’ve just witnessed is only one instance of the phenomena. We know of at least two more.”
“What is it?” a woman three notches up Tal’s chain of command asked. Her coral-colored lipstick had smudged on one side, giving her mouth a lopsided appearance. “An alien attack?”
The Secretary had a face like an Easter Island rock carving. “We don’t think so,” he said. “Our mole in the scientific community has been tracking a troublesome development over the last several months. His team have focused their attention on a lab facility in northern Greenland.”
The Secretary pushed a button and everyone’s eyes swiveled back to the screen. Tal watched as the frozen wasteland of a vanished village was replaced by a frozen wasteland dotted by a fenced compound.
“We believe an astrophysicist by the name of Antonia Scylla has been developing and testing a solar weapon, powered by geomagnetic coronal emissions.”
“What does that mean in English, Mr. Secretary?” asked a balding man across the table from Tal.
“The science behind it is rather complicated, as you can imagine. Put simply, she’s found a way to harness the power of the Aurora Borealis.”
“The Northern Lights?” someone asked.
“And presumably the Southern Lights as well. Aurora Australis.”
“How is this possible, Mr. Secretary?” asked the coral-lipped woman, the boss of the boss of Tal’s boss. He wished he could remember her name.
The Secretary’s eyes narrowed. He turned to the man beside him. “Commander Johnson, you want to take this?”
A man in uniform rose and took control of the remote. A huge fiery ball appeared on the screen. It seemed to be covered in bright orange lava which splashed and glowed with a fierce intensity.
“The Auroras originate some ninety-three million miles away, on the surface of the sun,” he began. “When massive explosions of electromagnetic matter occur—we call those CME’s, Coronal Mass Ejections—they create a stream of electronically charged solar particles known as Solar Wind.”
“And you’re telling us we’re feeling that wind from ninety-three million miles away?” Director Hawkins asked. He was Tal’s immediate supervisor.
“Not feeling it,” the officer explained, “but sometimes we can see its effects.”
“I’ll bet that village we saw disappear was feeling it,” said the boss of the boss of Tal’s boss.
The Secretary cleared his throat. “I’ll bet that village didn’t feel a thing. It all happened too fast. One second there, the next…vaporized.”
The woman’s face was pale. She bit her lip, transferring lipstick to her two front teeth. The officer continued his science lecture.
“Solar Winds move at extraordinary speeds, up to forty-five million miles an hour. Their energy causes a distortion in the earth’s magnetic field and some of those charged particles work their way into our atmosphere around the magnetic poles, creating what we call the Auroras. Apparently, this Scylla has developed a way to focus the power of those particles into a weapon. Sources tell us she calls it a Geomagnetic Concentrator.”
“Those same sources,” the Secretary added, “have been calling it The Oven Cleaner, because it incinerates everything in its path without flame, leaving only ash behind.”
Tal’s chill of unease grew. News of this fearsome weapon was troubling in the extreme, but something he’d have expected to be way above his pay grade. Why had he and Carl been included in this conference? He didn’t think he wanted to know.
But he was about to find out.
The DHS Secretary resumed control of the remote. “Thank you, Commander Johnson.”
He pointed to the screen where a woman’s face appeared, mid-forties with cocoa-brown skin and dark hair parted down the middle with one white stripe snaking down each side. Tal couldn’t determine if the stripe was natural or artificially produced and he didn’t spend more than a second on speculation. The mesmerizing eyes caught his attention and held it like a small child holds a puppy—by the neck in a suffocating grip.
“This is Antonia Scylla,” Livingston said. He flashed another photo on the screen, a blonde woman, tall and sleek, near the age of fifty, but toned and elegant with glacial blue eyes. “And this,” the Secretary said, “is the eminent physicist, Eudora Petrovna. We believe these two women have been neck and neck in a race to perfect a new weapon technology. It now appears that Scylla has won.”
“Let me guess,” said the boss of the boss of Tal’s boss, gesturing to the blonde. “They call this one Charybdis.”
“You pegged it, Director Miskin.”
Miskin! That was it.
A new image replaced Eudora Petrovna, a jingling video showing a Christmas wonderland of a town with a gigantic statue of Santa Claus to welcome newcomers and candy cane street lamps lining the main avenues. Livingston froze the frame on a cheery sign at the town limits. It read: Welcome to North Pole, Alaska. Pop. 2103.
“Our inside man tells us Scylla has finished her preliminary testing. She now plans to make a more extensive, more public demonstration of the weapon’s efficacy. She’s alerted potential buyers of her intention to incinerate the town of North Pole, Alaska at the stroke of midnight on Christmas Eve.”
“Letting the world know what she thinks about peace on earth and good will toward men,” said the balding man across the table.
Livingston nodded. “When the demonstration concludes, she’ll open the bidding and hand her Geomagnetic Concentrator over to the highest bidder. We need to stop all of that from happening.”
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