
  
  What readers are saying...

about Joslyn Chase


“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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  Beyond the Horizon


Geneva Marks sat in the church pew and stared straight ahead as the strains of Wagner’s Bridal Chorus swelled through the chapel, carried on a blare of organ. The bench beneath her felt cold and hard, unyielding against her spine, and she needed that right now. Something to keep her from sagging. 
A current of air brushed the side of her face as the bride swept past with the scent of lilies, moving a little faster than Wagner had intended. Excited, no doubt, to become Mrs. Gabriel Bradley. Neva swallowed the bitter lump that rose in her throat and forced herself to look at the groom, standing tall in front of the altar.
On the pew beside her, Tasha Bradley cleared her throat and took Neva’s cold hand in her own, squeezing it gently. The gesture nearly broke her. Neva clenched her teeth and drew a long, shuddering breath through quivering nostrils. The organ sent out one last vibrating chord and the church fell silent.
Straightening her spine against the wooden bench, Neva lifted her chin and watched Gabe greet his bride with a wide smile. He wore a beard now, neatly trimmed against his smooth, cocoa brown skin. But it didn’t hide the dimple as he beamed across the altar at the white-gowned Celia.
Neva had to admit Celia looked gorgeous. She glowed in a simple, white satin gown, blond curls cascading around bare shoulders beneath the sheer veil. Her white, even teeth glistened between coral-pink lips, and the mole high on her left cheekbone only served to accent her beauty. 
A sharp stab of pain rippled through Neva and her hand moved convulsively. Tasha strengthened her grip, sending comfort and support. They exchanged a look.
The day Neva had learned about Gabe’s engagement to Celia, a weight had settled over her breastbone, making her feel as if she were slowly suffocating. A year on the good side of a bad divorce found her renewing ties with her best and oldest friend, Tasha Bradley, while the crush she’d always had on Tasha’s brother firmed into something far more substantial.
Her hopes that Gabe might come to feel the same were dashed to bits when Celia breezed onto the scene. She entered Gabe’s woodturner studio, fell in love with the beautiful pieces he crafted, and commissioned him to build her a coffee table. By the time he’d finished, they were engaged.
And now they were married.
Neva watched Gabe slip the ring onto Celia’s finger and suddenly, she couldn’t draw breath. Heart pounding, eyes blurring, she struggled to pull air into her lungs. This was wrong. 
This was so wrong.
It wasn’t just watching the man she loved pledge his life to another woman. Her deep misgivings went beyond that. Celia had raised prickles on the back of Neva’s scalp from the moment they’d met. Her smile, her sweet southern accent, her congenial manner—all seemed as genuine to Neva as those emails that pop up in your inbox promising money from a dying cancer patient.
Unable to help herself, Neva had done some poking around. She’d gone to the ad agency where Celia worked and found a spiteful secretary willing to gossip over a double latte and Danish pastry. 
“I don’t like to stick my nose in,” said the secretary, taking a big bite of Danish, “but she worked a lot of late nights with Mr. O’Donnell. I file the payroll records and I noticed she’s had two pay hikes since she started here last June.” One eyebrow rose on her lined forehead. “I’ve seen her work, and it’s not that good.”
Neva smiled encouragingly. “You mean you’ve seen her ad copy work.”
The secretary nearly choked on her mouthful of pastry. She swallowed and patted herself on the chest. “Exactly. How she works behind closed doors is apparently on another level.”
Neva had to take everything she said with a gargantuan grain of Himalayan pink—it was clear the woman was motivated by jealousy—but Neva’s impression of Celia as conniving and manipulative was strengthened.
The secretary mentioned that Celia had come to them from another agency across town. When Neva called there, posing as a prospective employer checking references, no one had heard of Celia Alexander.
Neva had told Tasha about this, aware of how desperate she sounded, like someone grasping at straws from a haystack of spite. She had to acknowledge that’s precisely what she was.
“Don’t be petty, Neva,” Tasha had warned. “It won’t make you any more attractive in Gabe’s eyes. If you’re right and she’s bad news, the marriage won’t last and you can be there to help him pick up the pieces.”
“Wonderful. Then he can pat me on the head and bid me lie down at his feet. I’ll always just be his little sister’s bestie.”
Tasha had cocked her head, looking thoughtful. “Perhaps not,” was all she said.
Now, in the church, Tasha let go of Neva’s hand and placed an arm around her shoulder, bracing her for the moment when Gabe walked past with his beautiful new wife. The couple approached and Gabe twinkled at the two of them as he passed. 
The organ started up again. The voluminous chords vibrated in Neva’s stomach, stirring her to nausea, and she felt an urgent need to get out of the church and into the open air. Rising, she pushed past guests crowding the aisle and burst through the arched doors of the chapel. 
Sudden sunlight dazed her vision and she nearly stumbled on the stairs when something hit her in the face. Reflexively, she grabbed it and a cheer went up from those gathered on the church steps. She blinked down at the bouquet of lilies and white roses in her hands.
As Gabe stepped into the waiting limousine, he paused to catch Neva’s eye. Grinning, he gave her a thumbs up and the last thing she saw as the car pulled away from the curb was Gabe’s face through the window, still watching her.

      [image: image-placeholder]Neva worked hard to scrub those wedding images from her mind and not to think about the honeymoon in Tahiti at all. She focused on her job cataloguing specimens and relics at a natural history museum downtown. She found the work fulfilling and fascinating, though the chemical fumes emanating from the preservatives and fixatives sometimes gave her a headache. 
One evening as she headed home, windows down to blow off the faint ache behind her eyes, Neva impulsively turned onto the street where Gabe lived. With Celia.
She drove slowly past the small craftsman cottage set well back from the street on a neat lawn. The porch swing hung empty, a thing of beauty Gabe had created in his workshop and polished to a golden shine. She and Tasha had spent many evenings gently swinging there while Gabe perched on a stool, strumming his guitar and singing softly into the night.
Neva’s eyes blurred as she pulled to the curb. She blinked and swallowed hard. What was she doing here? Unbidden, the memory of Gabe’s face watching her through the limousine window pushed into her mind. His expression had seemed wistful and a little sad.
Convinced that neither one of them wanted to lose the friendship they shared, Neva squared her shoulders and stepped out of the car. She passed Gabe’s ancient blue BMW in the driveway and climbed the steps to the porch, careful not to look at the empty swing.
Two newly potted geraniums flanked the door and the smell of damp earth floated on the evening air. Pulling in a deep breath of it, Neva raised a trembling finger and pressed the bell. After a long pause, Celia opened the door and gave Neva a plastic smile.
“Hello, Geneva. Thanks for the waffle iron. I’m sure we’ll get a lot of use out of it.”
Celia’s tone suggested Neva’s wedding gift would be relegated to the dusty back of a cupboard.
“I’m glad. Is Gabe in?”
Celia puckered her forehead in apparent regret. “No, I’m sorry. He’s not home right now.” She lifted one shoulder in a half-shrug. “I’d invite you in, but I’m just heading out to meet him.”
Neva let her gaze wander to Gabe’s car in the driveway, but Celia let the unasked question go unanswered. “I’m in a bit of a rush, so if you don’t mind…”
“Of course. I won’t hold you up. Tell Gabe I dropped by.”
“Will do, Geneva. Goodnight.”
The door closed with a decisive snap and Neva walked slowly back to the street. Standing in the shadows next to her car, she stood looking at the tidy cottage. From this vantage point she could see through to the den at the back of the house.
Gabe sat in his favorite chair, laughing at something on TV.
The blinds blinked shut, blocking the sight. The impact of it hit Neva like a boom to the gut. With shaking hands, she started the engine and pulled onto the street, trying to convince herself the episode wasn’t as menacing as it felt. Celia didn’t like her. So what? 
Problematic as that was, it didn’t mean Gabe was in danger. So why did the roiling in her stomach send the hairs at the back of her neck standing to attention? 
Over the days that followed, Neva tried to forget about it, to brush it off, to rationalize the incident and put it out of her head. She went to a movie with friends and even met Tasha for lunch without mentioning it.
Just as she started to believe she might get past the hurt and forget about her qualms, something happened to bring it all back and nail it home.
Neva drove by the dry cleaner after work, looking for a parking spot, but nothing opened up nearby. She had to leave her car two blocks down and around the corner, beneath the shady elms of a waterside park. As she walked back with two freshly cleaned dresses draped over her arm, Neva caught a glimpse of a couple walking hand-in-hand along the bay.
Gabe and Celia.
She stood transfixed, watching as they picked their way along the pebble-strewn beach. The lowering sun created a soft light around them and they appeared almost in silhouette, their features shadowed and indistinct. But there was no mistaking them. 
Gabe wore his signature hat—a tweed flat cap he’d bought on a trip to Scotland and rarely left at home. The sunlight glinted off the gold of Celia’s curls and played up her curvaceous figure.
And there was no mistaking they were in love.
They gazed at one another as they walked, stopping to kiss more than once. Neva looked away, letting her gaze travel to the far-off horizon, wishing she could float out to the edge of it with Gabe at her side. Wishing he’d been able to see beyond it to where she waited for him.
But he hadn’t.
Neva heard a faint lilt of laughter carried on the evening breeze and watched Celia toss her head back, curls tumbling. She felt her stomach tighten. As the couple drew closer, she pulled back into the shadows but couldn’t stop staring.
And that’s when it happened. Gabe raised a can to his mouth, tipping his head back, and drank. He crumpled the can in one hand and tossed it over his shoulder into the bay.
Neva gasped. The action was so out of character. The Gabe she knew would never pollute the environment like that. He’d given her and Tasha sermons on the evils of littering. Celia was clearly
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