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JUSTIN HAD ONE JOB. PROTECT PRINCE JAHAL. THEN THE PRINCE DISAPPEARED!

Justin Macdonald has one task. Protect Crown Prince Jahal while he’s visiting Justin’s hometown of Port Salser on a diplomatic visit. But when the prince vanishes under Justin’s watch, Justin is plunged into a race against time to find the missing teen.

As the clock ticks, Justin and his friends unravel a tangled web of international smuggling, betrayal, and deadly secrets. 

Every clue draws them deeper into danger—from shadowy corridors of Port Salser, to the streets of Toronto—where trust is scarce and enemies lurk everywhere. 

With lives on the line and the fate of a kingdom at stake, Justin must summon every ounce of courage to outwit kidnappers and expose the truth. Will he save the prince—or lose everything?
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Chapter 1 
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THE DARK-HAIRED YOUNG man in the photo didn’t look like he was only 16, but that’s what the article said.

Crown Prince Jahal, 16, will accompany his mother, Princess Malalay Tanwar of the Kingdom of Kerasha, to the town of Port Salser on the 23rd of this month. There, they will attend a state dinner with the Prime Minister and other dignitaries in the Canadian government...

I looked up from the newspaper—yeah, we still got the newspaper, even though I got all the news I cared about online—and asked, “Mom, why are the Tanwars coming to Port Salser? The Prime Minister is coming here too? What’s so special about this town?”

Mom glanced at the newspaper. “Read the rest of the article if you really want to know. I’m sure it says something in there about why they’re coming here.”

“I don’t really want to know,” I said, putting the paper down. “I don’t really care. It’s just that this guy doesn’t look 16. He looks older than I do. I mean, the dude has a freaking moustache—well, not really. It’s just peach fuzz, but it’ll be growing in soon enough.”

“Jealous?” a voice from the end of the table said. My younger sister, Kimmy, took a mouthful of her cereal and just grinned at me. 

I just rolled my eyes. “No,” I said. 

“Yeah, right,” Kimmy said. She got up, picked up her now empty bowl and took it to the sink. “I’m off to school—oh, he’s cute,” she said as she glanced at the newspaper behind my back. 

“I’ve heard he’s having an arranged marriage,” Mom said as she grabbed her briefcase. “So, he’s already spoken for, I’m afraid,” she added with a sympathetic pout. 

“Jealous?” I mimicked, and she just sneered and left the room.

“You’d better get going to school too,” Mom said as she headed for the door.

“I’m going,” I said, folding up the paper, then grabbing my backpack. I headed to my SUV parked in the driveway. I waved to Mom as she drove off in her car, then I got into the SUV and started it up. As I did, my cell phone buzzed with an incoming message.

<can you pick me up?>. 

It was from my buddy, Van Gilman. He had his own beater of a car, but it must be on the fritz again. 

<sure> I texted back then put my phone back into my backpack. 

Van lived a few blocks away and was waiting out front when I pulled up. “Thanks,” he said as he climbed into the passenger seat. “My car’s in the shop again.”

“Van, that piece of junk is in the shop more than it’s in your driveway.”

“Yeah, well, it’s a classic,” he said, looking out the window.

“A classic piece of crap,” I said. Van remained silent, which wasn’t like him. Something was bothering him. 

“Hey, bro, what’s up? I was only kidding about the classic piece of crap remark.”

“Nothing,” he said, still staring out the window. 

“Are we still on for Saturday night? Melissa and I are looking forward to dinner with you and Neela.”

“Neela can’t make it,” Van said, turning to me. “And before you make a smart comment, we’ve broken up.” 

“Ah,” I said with a nod. “That’s why you’re in a funk.”

“Not really,” he said. “I’m actually OK with it. It’s something else, but I don’t want to talk about it now. Maybe later.” 

“Fair enough,” I said. We were soon at school. I parked in the student parking lot, and we jumped out and headed to the back entrance to the school. Just inside the door, we were met by two girls. One, Melissa Mulhall, was my girlfriend. She had long, blonde hair and green eyes. Her companion was one of my closest friends. Jenn Vincent was the resident brain of my group of friends and had dark blond hair. 

“What’s up?” I asked, noticing the girls’ excited expressions. 

“He’s coming here!” Melissa said.

“Tomorrow!” Jenn said. 

“Who?” I asked, looking between the two of them. 

“Prince Jahal,” Melissa said as she turned to head to homeroom. 

“Prince—Jahal?” Van asked, looking at me and shrugging. “Is he some new singer?”

Jenn just shook her head and pulled a newspaper from her backpack. It was the same article I had just read at home. 

“Who’s that dork?” Van said, looking at the picture of the young prince. 

“He’s adorable,” Jenn said. “And he’s only 16—only one year younger than us.”

“Then he’s too young for you,” Van said. “Come on, let’s get to homeroom.”

On the way, we met up with another one of my buddies. Raj Mistry was a year older than us and had dark brown hair and bright green eyes. He had recently moved to Port Salser from India with his family. His sister was Neela, the girl who had just broken up with Van. 

Raj gave Van a curious look. “Are you OK?” he said as he fell in step with us. “Neela told me about you two.”

“I’m fine—guys,” Van said, mustering up a grin. “Really. Just leave it, eh? I like your sister—a lot, but we didn’t spend a lot of time together and besides she likes someone else now.”

“Yes,” Raj said. “She told me that, too.”

“Who? Who is it?” Van said, stopping in the hallway and glancing at Raj. 

Raj bit his lower lip. “I’m not supposed to say,” he said finally. “But we’ll find out today sometime. He goes to PSC.” 

“Great,” Van said, then grunted. He started walking again. “Now I have to see them together.” 

“I thought you said this breakup was a good thing,” I said, eyeing him with a frown. 

“It is, it is,” he said. “But—I don’t know.” 

“You just don’t want her to be with someone else? Am I right?” I asked.

“No—yeah—no, it’s fine.” 

“If it’s any consolation, she really likes you too, Van,” Raj said. 

“Thanks,” Van said. “Oh well, there’s plenty of fish in the sea, I guess.”

Raj and I groaned at his remark. “I can’t believe you just said that,” I muttered.

Van remained silent as we continued on to homeroom. Something was definitely bothering him, and I didn’t think it had all to do with Neela. After homeroom, I met Melissa and Jenn in math. “What’s up with Van?” Melissa asked as I took my seat in front of her. 

“Dunno,” I said. “He broke up with Neela, but something else—.”

Melissa’s hand flew to her mouth in surprise. “No, not Van and Neela. What about our date on Saturday night?”

“I guess it’s just you and me,” I said with a grin. 

“Oh, well, OK,” she said. “I guess that will be alright.”

I just glanced at her, and she laughed. 

Ha ha, very funny.

Van came into the classroom and took his seat at the back without saying anything to us. I just shrugged at Jenn and Melissa. The teacher, Ms. Metcalfe, came into the class at that moment, and we got down to work.

Later at lunch in the cafeteria, Van was already seated at our table and was munching on his submarine sandwich and checking something on his cell phone. He looked up at me as I sat down across from him 

“Have you seen him yet?” Van said, looking around the room.

“Who?” I said, taking my own sandwich from my lunch bag. 

“Neela’s new guy,” he said in a low voice. 

“No, and I haven’t seen her either today.”

Van just nodded. 

“Why do you care?” I said, then took a bite of my turkey on rye. 

“I don’t,” he said with a sniff. “It’s just—I don’t want it to be awkward, that’s all, if we were to run into each other in the hall.”

“Since when do you care about things being awkward?” I asked, shaking my head. “You know, Van, I hate to have to remind you, but you’re the most together guy at this school. Nothing fazes you. Right now, you seem rattled, though. What’s up?”

He just looked at me, chewing his sandwich. He looked about to say something when Melissa and Jenn showed up and sat down, Melissa next to me and Jenn next to Van. Raj came up a moment later and sat down next to Melissa. 

We ate in silence for a moment. I looked at Van, but he was looking elsewhere. 

“So, Prince Jahal is coming to town,” Melissa gushed. “I wonder if we can meet him. That would be so cool.”

“Prince Jahal?” Raj said, taking a bite of his sandwich and dribbling mayo onto his t-shirt. He wiped it off with a napkin. “You don’t mean the Prince from Kerasha?”

“Yes,” Melissa said. “Do you know about him?”

Raj looked down. “Yes,” he said. “I have a cousin from Kerasha. It is not even a country, just a province near India. He is not a real prince,” he added, looking up at us. 

“How do you know him?” Jenn asked. “Have you met him before?”

Raj nodded. “Many years ago, when I was a kid, he was three, and I was six. Even then he knew he was a prince—I mean, he thought he was better than the rest of us. He is—what you would call a ‘snob’.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” Melissa said. “He might have changed. You never know, Raj.”

“Why are they coming to Port Salser?” Raj asked, putting down his sandwich. 

“I asked the same question this morning at breakfast,” I said. “I have no idea. There must be a reason.”

Jenn and Melissa exchanged glances. 

“You guys know something?” I asked.

“Well, yes,” Melissa said, sitting up straight in her seat and putting down her own sandwich. “I guess the Prince picked this town when he found out they were coming to Canada to meet with the PM. He wanted to come to a small town; I guess he lives in some big city in his country—.”

“Province,” Raj interjected. 

“Province,” Melissa continued. “He didn’t want to meet in Toronto or Ottawa. Port Salser is in between, so he just picked it on a map of Ontario.”

I nodded slowly. “Lucky us,” I said finally. Raj caught my eye and just shook his head. 

“I get the feeling you don’t like Prince Jahal?” I said, looking at my friend. “Between you and Van, with your secrets. You guys do know that I’m a detective, right? I will get to the bottom of it.”

Van looked up from his phone. “Just leave it, Justin. It’s not a joke. I was going to ask you to help me with something, but now I’m not so sure. I’ll figure it out on my own.”

“Van, I’m only joking. We’ll talk later, bro.”

“Sure,” he said, then went back to checking his phone.

Jenn and Melissa glanced at me as if to ask, ‘What’s up with him’?

I just shook my head and mouthed ‘later’. 

The rest of lunch went uneventfully. It was almost time to get to our next class when Jenn gasped. 

“What is it? I asked, looking around.

At the entrance to the cafeteria, a young Indian girl—Raj’s twin sister Neela — was standing holding hands with a guy. Someone we knew well. 

Corey Cross.

Corey was another one of my buddies; he was the lead singer in a rock band in town, but he kind of had issues with low self-esteem and depression. I glanced over at Van, whose face was turning red. He was staring at Neela and Corey. A second later, he tossed his sandwich aside and stood up. 

“Where are you going, Van?” I asked, but I think I knew. 

“To straighten someone out,” he muttered, leaving the table. 

“Uh-oh,” I said. This isn’t going to be pretty. 

Van approached Neela and Corey. Their hands parted when they saw Van approach, a look of terror on Corey’s face. He gulped and started talking, but we couldn’t hear what was being said. Van said something to the two of them. 

I stood up, about to go over to settle what was going to be a very heated conversation. Suddenly, half the people in the cafeteria gasped. 

Van had punched Corey in the face!
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