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What readers are saying...


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 her first. 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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Kissed by the Snow Angel




“Why do I get the feeling, Chief, that Michigan’s middle finger is flipping us off?” 

Chief Deputy Randall Steadman shook his head and gave a rueful laugh. “It is the Mitten State, Frost—and with good reason.”

He stared out the thick plate glass at the snow globe world beyond, thick flakes whirling as if shaken by a furious hand. Gusts of wind, so powerful they shook the window, howled in the tumult like a banshee set on revenge. He turned away and regarded the deputy sharing his table, noting the young man’s dejected posture. This was his first out-of-state law enforcement conference. Too bad it was a bust.

“Doesn’t seem fair,” Steadman said, “to get more snow dumped on us in western Washington than we’ve seen in twenty years, only to travel a couple thousand miles to get dumped on again.”

He stirred the sluggish coffee in front of him, breaking up a slimy layer which had formed on its surface. He pushed it away. “I could live with that,” he said, “but the storm is interfering with cell reception and it’s my wife’s birthday. Bad enough I can’t be with her—I’m determined to at least get a call through.”

“Sorry, Chief. I didn’t know it was Vivi’s birthday. Wish her a good one from me, will you?”

The deputy leaned back from the table, balancing his chair on two legs. Steadman gritted his teeth. He hated when people did that but found it was worthless asking them not to. Habits were tough to break. He concentrated instead on unwrapping a mint, sucking on it to erase the coat of sour coffee scum on his tongue.

“I’m betting they’ll cancel the rest of the conference,” he said.

Frost’s chair thumped down. “Bat scat!” he said, using his favorite peculiar curse word. “They had a psychologist from the Marshal's Service lined up to talk about behavioral analysis. I was really looking forward to that. Not to mention, the skiing. Guess that’s not going to happen.”

The harsh blizzard conditions and high winds called for all hands on deck, and the local lawmen were engaged in saving lives and maintaining safety conditions. Many of the out-of-town guests were being tasked to support their efforts, further depleting attendees for the conference. Steadman had offered his assistance, but so far there’d been no takers. 

He crunched down on the mint. “At this rate, we may have to ski home, partner. No flights going out. We’re stuck here for the foreseeable future.”

He thumbed the button to wake his phone. The screen lit, but there was still no signal. He slumped, kneading the candy wrapper between his fingers. Faint murmurs of conversation rose from the few occupied tables in the conference room, sounding to Steadman like the drone of a fly trapped inside a window. He sighed.

A loud snick crossed the empty air as the big double doors swung open and the local sheriff entered and scanned the room before making his way to Steadman’s table. They’d met yesterday at the conference’s kick-off mixer. Sheriff Calloway.

“Word got around that you offered to help,” he said as he reached Steadman, “and we could sure use it. Just got a report of a missing person and there’s no one left to send.”

“Well, seeing as how you’ve reached the bottom of the barrel…” Steadman began.

The man didn’t crack a smile. “I didn’t mean it that way, Chief, and please pardon me when I say there’s no time for chit chat. Things are really bad out there. The missing man is Lance Medford, works for a pharmaceutical testing lab not far from here. He was in the building, and then he wasn’t. Probably went out for a smoke and got disoriented, but it’s got to be checked into. Will you and your deputy lend a hand?”

Steadman noticed Frost’s posture improve. He figured both of them would benefit from a chance to get out of the stale hotel and contribute what they could to the stricken community.

“Of course, Sheriff Calloway. We’d be glad to.”

“Sorry to say I don’t have a vehicle to spare, but I’ve got a high-powered flashlight and an extra radio. The lab’s only half a mile down the road. Did you bring sturdy boots with you?”

They had. And lots of extra socks. Something past experience had drilled into them.

“Great,” said Calloway, handing Steadman a printed page with preliminary details, including the lab address and name of the person who made the initial call. Will Parsons. “Come with me and I’ll get you equipped the best I can.”

The three of them headed to the hotel’s security office and Calloway handed Steadman a heavy-duty flashlight, a small hand-held radio, and a pair of ski masks.

“Bundle up warm,” he said. “Conditions out there are no joke. With the wind chill factor, body temperature can drop into the danger zone in under ten minutes. Get to the lab, get inside, get the story. Search for the man, if warranted, but don’t put yourselves in danger. Frankly, if he hasn’t already made it to safety, there’s nothing we can do for him now.”

Steadman swallowed. His week in Michigan had moved from theoretical to hands-on in the course of a few short hours. “Understood,” he said.

“If I guess right, the guy’s probably back at the lab by now, getting reamed by his boss. But check it out, and if you need backup, radio in.”

“Got it,” Steadman said. He and Frost hurried to their rooms to change into warmer gear and Steadman was glad they’d come ready for some snow time. This wasn’t the sort of thing they’d had in mind, but it was nice to be flexible.

Stepping out into the elements took his breath away. Frigid air attacked him with buffeting force, nearly knocking him from his feet. He nodded to Frost and saw that the eyes peering through the cutout in the ski mask held as much eagerness as trepidation. The two of them had faced extreme conditions while working together before and come through it well.

Steadman hoped that record would hold.

He shone the flashlight’s powerful beam against the gloom and pushed into the wind like a swimmer fighting the current. He was a jogger, covering four or five miles on most days, and half a mile had sounded like an easy distance. But the freezing temperature, slippery snow, and gale force winds sapped his energy faster than he would have believed possible.

“Let’s kick it into high gear and get out of this mess,” he shouted to Frost.

They picked up their pace, shuffling quickly along the icy surface of the road. Flurries of crystallized flakes pelted Steadman’s parka as the wind shrieked and wailed, threatening to suck him into the void one moment, and in the next moment nearly shoving him headlong into the drifts. He tasted snow melting on his tongue like shaved ice without the sweetness. The intensity of it gave him a headache.

“There it is.” Frost’s snow-caked arm motioned toward an industrial-looking building about thirty yards distant.

“Good eye,” said Steadman. Flying snow reduced visibility and they might have missed the signpost, pushing right on past. He felt a surge of desire for a warm room away from the cutting wind. They trudged through the small parking lot and Steadman counted five cars hunkered down under shells of undisturbed snow.

The thick-paned double entry doors were locked and Steadman saw no movement beyond them to indicate anyone on the premises.  He found a button attached to a speaker beside the door and pressed it.

“Deputies Steadman and Frost,” he shouted into the speaker. “We’re responding to the report of a missing person.”

There might have been a buzz, but it was lost amid the screams of the wind. Frost pulled on the door and it opened. Steadman almost pushed him into the vestibule, fighting the gale to pull the door shut behind them, dropping the windy howling to a subdued moan. The sudden silence fell like a blanket. Only the sound of their panting filled the darkness as they waited for something to happen, the cone of Steadman’s torch pointed at the floor. Dirty boot prints covered the tiles, pointing in every direction as if the wearers had danced a polka there. 

Light flooded from beyond, and Steadman saw they were in a glassed-in area with another set of doors. A man approached. He slid a card through a reader and the lock clicked, allowing them entrance.

“Thank you,” Steadman said, removing his gloves and stamping his feet on the mat. “Are you Will Parsons?”

“Yes, I am. I’m the one who called about Lance.”

“Is he still missing?” asked Frost.

Will hesitated. “No,” he said, shaking his head. Relief melted through Steadman. He didn’t want to go out searching in that hazardous squall, and he hated to think of anyone out there, lost in that mess.

“No,” Will continued. “We found him.”

“Where was he?” Steadman asked.

Will tipped his head toward the doors. “Out there. Still is. We didn’t want to move him until…”

Steadman’s stomach dipped inside him. Oh no. “You mean—“

“I’m afraid so, sir. He’s dead.”



[image: image-placeholder]Steadman clenched his teeth as the chill blasted him again, renewing the headache that had been on the wane. Once more, he and Frost battled the driving wind and snow, carrying an empty stretcher between them which Will Parsons had supplied from the first aid room at the lab. The man walked in front, leading them to Lance Medford’s body, and Steadman wondered if there was any chance he might still be alive. One glance at the blue, frozen face and the idea fled his mind. The man had clearly been dead for some time. 

Steadman switched on the radio and got a squeal of static. His efforts to get through to dispatch went nowhere.

“I assumed this thing would be tuned to the proper frequency,” he grumbled to Frost. “I don’t know which one they use here.”

He fiddled with the dial until he heard a clear transmission, then broke in and identified himself. His recipient gave his own call sign in a scratchy, wavering voice and asked how he could help.

“We’ve got a situation here,” Steadman said, “and I need to reach the paramedics and the sheriff. Do you happen to know the frequency for—“

“Oh sure, I can tell you all that. Hal Cooper’s my name. I cover emergencies for local radio and newspapers, so I know the whole network.”

The man’s warbling tone suggested he was an octogenarian. At least. Steadman pictured a retired military officer or fireman, someone still yearning for excitement and keeping his hand in by writing articles for small time publications.

“That’s great, Hal,” he said. “Please give me the frequencies for an ambulance and Sheriff Calloway.”

“Will do, son, but I smell a story. Promise you’ll get back to me with the details.”

“I’m not sure how much I can—“

“Just note my channel and contact me when you can. Here’s the information you’re after.”

He gave Steadman the frequencies, and asked him to repeat them back. “Don’t forget me, now,” the old man said and signed off.

Steadman tuned the radio and reached emergency dispatch, asking them to send out a team of paramedics and requesting they meet him at the lab. He was informed it might be a while before anyone showed up. Live people in need of help trumped the dead.

“Copy that,” he said, signing off.  He turned to their guide. “Stand back, if you would, Mr. Parsons, and train the light on us please.”

Steadman held out an admonishing arm and nodded to Frost. They each used their cell phones to document the scene and the position of the body, and Steadman took several closeup shots from various angles. Wind whipped torrents of snow around them, obscuring the view and making it necessary to repeat many of the photos. Steadman knew they had to work quickly, but he insisted on examining the body in situ before they moved it. The heavy gloves encumbered his hands as he searched the victim’s pockets for a cell phone, without success.

“All right,” he said, “let’s get him on the stretcher and back to the lab.”

They lifted the victim onto the orange canvas of the stretcher and Steadman took another series of photos before he and Frost hefted the load and carried Lance Medford’s remains back to the lab. After seeing the body situated in a half-empty storeroom and covered with a sheet, Steadman excused himself and found a quiet corner of the building. He radioed Sheriff Calloway.

The sheriff wasted no time on what he called chit chat. “Did you find the man, Steadman?”

“We found him, Sheriff. Frozen to death at the side of the road, about a block from the lab.”

“What was the fool man doing? Do you know?”

“We haven’t questioned anyone yet.”

“Well, can you do that? Will you and your deputy stay and take statements? I’ll get there as soon as I can.”

“Yes, Sheriff, but I have to tell you I think we’re dealing with a suspicious death here.”

There was a pause. “Oh hell, Steadman, that’s the last thing we need. What makes you think so?”

“The victim had no cell phone on him, which strikes me as odd, and though we found him lying in a pile of snow, there was no snowpack in the treads of his boots. I don’t think he walked there.”

“Seems thin, Chief. Anything else?”

“When I opened his parka to check for a cell phone, there was snow on the inside.”

“Well, sure. It’s rough out there. Half a dozen ways snow could have got up inside his coat.” Steadman heard a loud sigh from the sheriff’s end of the connection. “Look, Chief, I don’t think there’s a basis for suspicious death. Let’s treat this as an accident unless, and until, something changes. Take statements from everyone on site and sit tight ‘til I get there. Got it?”

“Yes, sir. It’s your town.”

“That it is, Steadman. Thank you for recognizing that, and for stepping in where you’re needed.  Just…” Steadman heard shouts in the background on the sheriff’s end, followed by a slamming noise. The sheriff spoke again, tension in his voice. “Just don’t overstep, Chief. I gotta go.”

Static buzzed on the line before the radio let out a squawk and went still. Steadman gripped it hard, staring at lime-painted cinder block walls as the silence congealed around him.



[image: image-placeholder]Steadman ventured through the dim corridors, straining to discern where the murmur of voices was coming from. Following the sound, he found the others in a room with scattered tables and sofas. Vague images flashed across a large flat-screen in one corner, but the audio was turned down and no one was watching. Steadman picked up the remote control and switched off the screen.  

“All right folks,” he said, asking for their attention and getting it as four heads swiveled in his direction. Frost stood near the door as if on guard, and a look of relief spread over his face as Steadman took the lead.

“I’d like to meet you all,” Steadman continued, “and hear a little about why you’re here.”

He looked at Will Parsons, noting that the man had changed out of the jeans and boots he wore while leading them to the site where Lance’s body lay. He now wore dark blue sweats and sneakers, apparel that suggested he wanted to be comfortable, but the tension in his shoulders and the way he ran his hands through his ginger-colored hair suggested he was far from it. Steadman gestured in his direction.

“Let’s start with you,” he said.

“I’m the lab chief,” Will said, shifting his position on the couch. “Which means I’m in charge of all the research that goes on here.”

“Which is what?” Steadman asked.

“Our company is developing a number of drugs to treat various ailments. Right now we’re excited about a breakthrough drug for the treatment of Alzheimer’s Disease. We’re just wrapping up trials and anticipate FDA approval by next month.”

Steadman raised an eyebrow. “That’s a big deal,” he said. Four heads nodded.

“And what was your relationship to Lance Medford?”

Parallel lines rose on Will’s forehead. He opened his mouth to speak, then closed it and looked away, fighting to hold on to his composure. When he did speak, his voice was husky. “Lance was my best friend. We’ve known each other since high school.”

Steadman waited a respectful moment before asking, “Did you, or he, begin working here first?”

“I did. Lance hit some hard times when the retail concern he worked for shut down and he lost his job. His wife left him and took their kid. I helped him get hired on here and it’s worked out great. Until now.”

“What was his position here?”

“He was the lab manager. Kept things running smoothly—paperwork properly filed, reports made in a timely fashion, correspondence with government agencies, test subjects, suppliers. That sort of thing.”

“Sounds like a critical link to what you do here. Was he qualified?”

Will shrugged. “Sure. He had an MBA.”

“From…?”

Will shifted again, crossing his legs. “He attended Cathcart College.”

“Okay.” Steadman was pleased to see Frost taking notes, his pencil moving furiously over the pages of a pocket notebook. “Why don’t you go next,” he said, facing the woman on the couch beside Will.

“I’m Beth Parsons,” she said. “Will is my husband.”

Steadman was surprised. Though seated together, he hadn’t noticed any sign of affection between the two. As if reading his mind, Will Parsons reached out to squeeze his wife’s hand and draw her a little closer.

“And do you work here as well?” Steadman asked.

“Yes. I’m a researcher and analyst.”

“And how long have you known Lance Medford?”

“Since before Will and I married. About six years.”

“Can you tell me a little about him? What kind of man was he?”

She covered her mouth with a shaking hand, pressing fingers against her lips. Will’s hold on her tightened as her large brown eyes went luminous with a sheen of tears. She blinked them away and took a deep breath.

“Lance Medford was a nice man, an honorable man.” Her voice cracked, and the tremulous hand went back to her lips.

Steadman nodded and turned away, directing his attention to a quiet blonde woman, thin to the point of scrawny, and clearly upset. She’d been biting at her lip and wringing her hands since he’d walked in the room.  
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