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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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  The Groom's Club


Cathryn Harcourt took Jordan Porter’s hand as he helped her from his old maroon Mercedes. Stepping from the car, she caught her breath in delight, assailed by the uplifting fragrance of many blossoms fluttering in the light April breeze. Wordsworth’s “Lines Written in Early Spring” flowed into her mind and she spoke them aloud: 
“Through primrose tufts, in that green bower,
The periwinkle trailed its wreaths;
And ’tis my faith that every flower
Enjoys the air it breathes.”
Her companion looked at her, his eyebrows raised questioningly.
“It’s poetry,” Cathryn said. “Really, Jordan, you sincerely ought to read more.”
“I read all your books promptly and with pleasure,” he said gallantly.
“Yes, you do,” Cathryn agreed. “And for that, I am humbly grateful. I think you’ll really enjoy the next one. It’s set on the high seas.”
“Indeed? I look forward to it.”
Cathryn thought with satisfaction about the mystery novel she’d just submitted to her editor for a final review. She’d had such fun with the research and writing but felt in need of a break. When Jordan had invited her to drive up from their little town in southern Virginia to attend his niece’s wedding in Manassas, she’d accepted without hesitation. Jordan was a good friend, and an April wedding seemed just the thing to refresh and prepare her for writing the next book.
The dogwoods and cherry trees were in glorious bloom, pink and white blossoms thronging their branches, perfuming the air with sweetness. Cathryn walked along beside Jordan, her heels sinking into the soft earth beneath the lush green of the grass, aerating it as well as any tool designed for the job. If a tubful of barefooted women could produce a fine wine, why not put them in high-heels and turn them loose on the lawn? Cathryn smiled as she thought about suggesting the method to her gardener.
Jordan’s sister, Abigail Ellis, lived with her husband and their daughter in a gorgeous sprawling house large enough to host a convention of investment brokers, and likely had, since that is how Winston Ellis had made his fortune. As Cathryn and Jordan moved past the many cars parked along the lane, the sound of strident shouting arose and they watched two men in dark suits and sunglasses escort a struggling young woman to the edge of the property.
“I won’t stop digging into this!” the woman shouted. “I’ll expose it all. Are you people afraid of the truth?”
Shaking the men off her, the woman took a defiant step back and snapped a few photos with her cell phone. The men ignored her and returned to their posts as she pulled a ballpoint pen from behind her ear and scrawled something into a notebook before tucking the pen back into her nest of curls and stalking off further down the road. Cathryn watched her go, intrigued by the way the woman’s wild red hair bounced with every furious step.
“What was that about?” Jordan asked.
“I’m certainly interested to know,” Cathryn replied.
“Come on. I’ll introduce you to Abigail and Winston. And I can’t wait for you to meet the bride, my favorite niece, Tamara. And her soon-to-be husband, Andre.”
“Do you have any lesser-favored nieces?”
“No.”
On the expansive lawn beside the house, a huge white pavilion had been erected and a small orchestra played, setting the strains of Beethoven free on the gentle breeze. Jordan hailed a slender woman in pale yellow silk and she waved back, affection showing through the strain on her face. Mother of the bride.
“Cathryn,” Jordan said, taking her elbow. “This is my sister, Abigail.”
“I’m so happy to meet you,” Cathryn said. “And congratulations on Tamara’s marriage.” She glanced over the surroundings. “What a lovely venue, too. You have a beautiful home.”
“Thank you.”
“Sis, we saw your, er…bouncers eject a woman off the property,” Jordan said. “She was yelling about exposing the truth. What’s she talking about?”
A wave of annoyance washed over Abigail’s face. “Just what we need today,” she grumbled. “Some tabloid reporter has been harassing us, digging for a headline story. She’s cooked up a theory that the whole family is involved in a smuggling ring, selling Mayan artifacts on the black market.”
Jordan’s brow wrinkled. “Ridiculous! And she draws that conclusion simply because Andre and his friends dabble in amateur archeology and collect fine replicas?”
“Hare-brained, right? Tabloids.” She let out a long breath and brushed the air with her hands as if dismissing the topic. She gave Cathryn an apologetic smile. “Do you mind if I borrow Jordan for a moment, Cathryn? We’ve got a spot of family business to attend to. It won’t take long.”
“Of course.”
As Jordan disappeared into the house with his sister, Cathryn wandered toward the gift table piled high with brightly decked boxes and bows. When she’d asked Jordan why he wasn’t bringing along a beribboned package, he’d sent her a secret smile and said his gift was the sort that couldn’t be gift-wrapped, refusing to say more about it except that she’d find out soon.
Stopping beside a brick-lined bed of multi-colored tulips, Cathryn watched two young men in tuxedos approach the gift table. She guessed she was looking at the groom and perhaps his best man. They shared a conspiratorial grin as the best man lifted a long rectangular box from the table and gave it a little shake.
“Bet you can guess what this is,” he said, his voice low and just audible to Cathryn from where she stood.
“From Professor Huggins?” the groom replied. “I hope I can. He knows I’ve been wanting that Macuahuitl club for ages.”
“And this box is just about the right dimension.”
“I was thinking the same.”
The two men slapped a high-five and wandered off to chat with a knot of guests. But as Cathryn watched from the corner of her eye, the groom returned to the table a moment later. Tucking the oblong box beneath his arm, he walked with brisk steps to a side door of the house and vanished inside.
Jordan appeared at her elbow. “You’ve got a flower petal in your hair,” he said, brushing it away. “Come inside. I want you to meet Tamara.”
The house had an impressive entry with marble floor and a sweeping staircase. Jordan led her up the stairs and along a pale green plush-carpeted corridor. “I’m taking you to the bride’s dressing room,” he said. Gesturing at a mirror-image corridor on the opposite side of the wide gallery, he added, “The groom’s dressing room is down there.”
He knocked and was invited to enter. Cathryn stepped into a room filled with brilliant natural light, thanks to a row of tall, narrow cathedral windows.  The bride, turning in a swirl of white satin and caught in the pool of sunbeams, looked radiant.
“My dear,” Jordan said, embracing her, “you are beautiful beyond words. I’m so happy for you.”
“Oh, Uncle Jordan, thank you.” She gave him a meaningful look and a peck on the cheek, pressing a small, folded slip of paper into his hand. He opened and read it while Cathryn stole a glimpse over his shoulder. Contraba—was printed in neat handwriting but Jordan’s thumb covered the rest of the message. He refolded the paper and tucked it into his pocket.
Cathryn guessed the word on the paper was contraband—a term for smuggled goods—and felt a moment of anxiety. Remembering the ousted reporter, she wondered if her friend was involved in something illegal. Dangerous, even. It would surprise her greatly, being completely unlike the Jordan Porter she knew.
“Cathryn,” he said, pulling her into a circle with him and his niece. “This is Tamara, and I’m so pleased the two of you could meet on this happiest of days.”
Cathryn expressed her best wishes and listened while the two of them chatted, Tamara clearly nervous as brides tend to be in the hours before the wedding. 
After a moment, Jordan glanced at his watch. “It’s time, my dear. We’ll leave you now.” He hugged her and stepped back. “See you on the other side,” he said.
Back on the lawn, under the enormous, tented pavilion, Cathryn and Jordan found their seats as the orchestra finished “Pachelbel’s Canon” and moved into the “Wedding March.” Winston Ellis escorted his daughter down the aisle, followed by a string of little girls in pastel chiffon scattering tiny flowers in their wake. 
The groom stood at the end of the aisle watching Tamara’s approach, his face poignant with adoration. The best man and maids of honor occupied the front row, alongside Tamara’s mother, Abigail.
As the minister began his remarks, Jordan surprised Cathryn by excusing himself with a murmured, “Be back in a moment.” He was gone for nearly ten minutes, returning just in time for the vows.
“You almost missed it,” Cathryn said, frowning.
“Couldn’t be helped,” he replied.
The minister pronounced the couple husband and wife and they kissed as the orchestra swelled with the harmonies of Mendelssohn. With a whoop of joy, Tamara grabbed Andre’s hand and they ran down the aisle to the cheers of their guests. Tamara tossed her bouquet and it hit an astonished octogenarian, falling into her lap amid laughter and applause.
The couple didn’t stop when they reached the end of the pavilion. They kept running, Tamara’s skirts clutched in her hand, and disappeared around the corner of the house. Winston Ellis stood up, chuckling as he went to the microphone.
“My daughter and her new husband, ladies and gentlemen,” he said, raising another round of cheers. He let a beat pass, then made his appeal to the absent couple, trusting they were still within the sound of his voice. “Let’s have Tamara and Andre up to the front here,” he boomed into the mic. “I’m sure they’d like to thank our guests and say a few words.”
He waited, but the couple didn’t appear. Cathryn saw him turn to one of the men she’d seen earlier in suit and sunglasses. Winston uttered a terse command and gestured toward the house. The man trotted off. Winston stepped away from
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