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JUSTIN’S SEARCH FOR A MYSTERIOUS STATUE TURNS INTO A RACE AGAINST DANGER

When Justin's friend Matt Logan—his father's operative—invites him to share the apartment above the garage, Justin jumps at the chance. Matt needs someone to watch the place while he's away, and Justin is happy to help.

But shortly after moving in, Justin discovers a strange iron statue. What seems like an odd curiosity quickly becomes something far more sinister.

Break-ins. Threats. A suspicious fire. Someone is desperate to get their hands on the statue, and they don't care who gets hurt in the process. Justin and his friends are determined to find out why this seemingly ordinary object has made him a target.

Their investigation leads them from a local professor to the streets of New York City, where decades-old secrets and bitter rivalries finally come to light. 

As danger escalates and loyalties are tested, Justin realizes he's running out of time.
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"AND THE AWARD FOR BEST local up-and-coming band goes to..."

I crossed my fingers, though I knew it wouldn't do any good. ComfortZone had this in the bag.

"... ComfortZone!"

I jumped to my feet at the back of the huge auditorium and clapped loudly, though my claps were drowned out by the noise in the theatre. People went wild. 

I watched as my friend Corey Cross, lead singer of ComfortZone, his blond spiky hair gleaming in the overhead stage lights, went up on the huge stage, a corny disco ball glistening overhead throwing sparkles over the stage and the front half of the theatre. He had a purple t-shirt and black cargo shorts, and black combat boots. Big square diamond stud earrings in each earlobe completed the ‘rock star’ look. 

Following him was a guy with long dark hair and a beard—Dylan Price, the guitarist—along with Teresa Simmons, the keyboardist and lone female in the band. Both were dressed in leather and denim. 

Corey went to the mic and moved it nervously. “Thanks to our fans,” he blurted out, and the theatre erupted in another roar. “And our manager, Jenn Vincent.”

I beamed at the girl seated to my right. Jenn Vincent—ComfortZone manager. She blushed. 

“Yeah, and radio for playing our first single,” Dylan blurted, grabbing the mic from Corey and hefting the award high in the air. 

Another round of cheers. Then the band members returned to their seats in the third row. 

“And now for best album—” the emcee blurted out as I stood up and loosened my tie. 

“Let’s get out of here and beat the rush,” I said to Jenn, and the girl seated to my right. My girlfriend, Melissa, dressed similarly to Jenn in a nice dress, had her dark blond hair pulled back in a braid. I grabbed her hand, and we headed to the exit, which was just behind us, as we were in the back row of the auditorium. 

Once we were in the lobby, Jenn spoke up. “You know what this means?” she blurted as we moved to the side of the lobby near the elevator. 

“Yeah, ComfortZone is going to be a lot busier,” Melissa remarked. 

“Yeah, and I'm going to get a lot busier,” Jenn remarked ruefully. 

Just then Corey came up to us, his face flushed with excitement. 

“Congratulations!” I said, giving him a quick bro hug and a slap on the back. 

“Thanks, Justin,” he said, beaming. Jenn gave him a hug, as did Melissa. As he pulled away, a young woman came up to stand beside him. She was dressed all in black with short, cropped hair, bleached white. Her makeup was thick, with bright red lipstick. A nose ring adorned her left nostril, and she had multiple piercings in each earlobe. She grabbed Corey's arm, and he turned to her. 

“Martina!” he said, breaking into a huge grin. “I didn't realize you were here tonight. I thought you weren't feeling well.”

“I wouldn't miss this—my boyfriend getting the huge award of the night. I took some—stuff and I'm feeling good now.” She had a slight accent—Eastern European? 

Corey blushed and turned to us. 

“Boyfriend?” I said, looking between Martina and Corey. “This was the first I had heard of this.”

“Yeah, well, it's not official—yet,” Corey said, looking back at Martina. 

“But we just made it official this afternoon, Corey,” Martina said, looking first at me, then glancing at Melissa, then back at Corey. “Remember?”

“Right,” Corey said, looking a little sheepish. “I didn't realize—.”

Martina just rolled her eyes. “Corey, sweetie, what am I going to do with you?” she said, grabbing his arm. “We have that party to go to—remember?”

“Yeah, right,” he said. “See you guys later, eh?” he said. “The band is headed to the Rusty Flamingo. You guys are invited, of course.”

“Sure, Corey, maybe some other time,” I called out as he was led out of the lobby by Martina. “Congrats again on the award!”

He nodded as he went out of sight around the corner of the lobby towards the back entrance. The auditorium was starting to empty as ‘Album of the Year’ had been the last award of the night, and people were leaving their seats and coming into the lobby. 

“Come on,” I said. “Let's get out before the parking lot gets jammed with cars.” We headed to the parking lot and got into my SUV, Melissa beside me and Jenn in the back seat. 

“Who's this Martina girl?” Melissa said.

“Dunno,” I said, turning on the ignition. “I haven't seen her before, and I don't remember her from school. She must be from out of town.”

“Yeah, I don't remember her either,” Jenn said from the backseat. “Corey's never mentioned her before, has he?”

I shook my head.

“Did you catch the nose ring?” Jenn said.

“Yeah,” Melissa said with a chuckle. “Looked kind of cute though,” she said, looking at me. 

I looked over at her as we left the parking lot, thankfully before any of the other cars. “What?” I asked. “What's that look for? Do you think I should get a nose ring? No thanks,” I added. “I already wear earrings; I don't think I want to wear a nose ring as well.”

“Not you, silly,” Melissa said. “I was thinking of getting it done.”

“What? Really?” I asked. “Sure. I mean, I think it would look cool.”

Jenn just grunted from the backseat. 

“You don't think it's a good idea?” Melissa said, turning to her. “Carrie-Ann Nevison got it done last week, and it looks nice on her.”

I nodded emphatically in the rear-view mirror. 

“I don't know,” Jenn said, sitting back in the seat and folding her arms. “Don't you think it will look a little—trashy?”

“I don't think so,” Melissa said, turning back around in her seat. “Not if it's small and tasteful.”

“OK, then,” Jenn said, sitting up in her seat. “I guess you'll look good with a nose stud. But don't think you're going to talk me into getting anything like that done.”

“We would never talk you into anything like that,” I said with a smirk.

“No, perish the thought,” Melissa said with mock severity. 

“Hmmm, I think you guys are mocking me.”

I just shook my head. “We wouldn't do that, Jenn,” I said. 

“Well, I am the voice of reason. I just thought I would play devil's advocate on this one, but it looks like I'm in the minority,” Jenn said with a sigh. “I am up with the times and trends in fashion, though. I just think restraint is the key here. Very well, if Justin can get away with his earrings, which I think suit him very well, then I guess you can get a nose stud,” she said finally.

“We still love you, Jenn,” Melissa said with a giggle. 

We approached Jenn's house a few minutes later. I pulled into her driveway and she got out. “When are you going to get it done?” Jenn asked when Melissa rolled down her window.

“Tomorrow I was going to go with my sister Maryanne. Why, do you want to come?”

“Sure,” Jenn said. “Someone has to supervise. Someone older and more mature. Make sure you don't get rings on your lips and eyebrows as well.”

Melissa laughed. “No chance. OK. We're meeting at the mall at 10:00.”

“I'll be there.” With that, she headed for the door and was soon inside her house. 

Melissa turned to me. “You really think it's OK? My getting a nose stud?”

I nodded. “Of course,” I said as I pulled away from the curb. “I think it will look hot.”

Melissa beamed as I drove the two blocks to her house. With a quick kiss, she was out the door. Soon she was inside her house. 

The ride home was uneventful, but then I wasn't in the middle of a case. I was getting a reputation around town as an amateur detective and had solved a few cases over the last while. My dad was a private detective, and I wanted to follow in his footsteps. I hoped he was home.

Dad was home—his car was in the driveway. And Matt's light was on in his apartment over our garage. Matt Logan was Dad’s operative. He had been a lawyer back in California, but had recently lost his wife, so had moved back to Port Salser, his hometown, and soon after began working for my dad as his operative. 

As I said, Dad was a private detective, known all over Canada as a first-class investigator. He was often called out of town on a case and had recently been in Montreal on a top-secret investigation. I was glad to see him home safe. He was in the kitchen when I went in through the back door. “Oh, Justin, how did it go at the awards?”

“They won best up-and-coming group,” I said, kicking off my dress shoes and taking off my suit jacket, and hanging it on the back of a kitchen chair. Dad had taken his own suit jacket off, loosened his tie, and was now spreading peanut butter on a toasted bagel. 

“That's great,” he said with a grin. “Corey and his band deserve it. I'm an old codger and I even like their music.”

Even though he was always busy with a case, he kept up with stuff going on in my own life. He was an awesome dad.

“You're not old, Dad,” I said with a smirk. “Well, not really.”

“Hey, I can rock out with the best of them. I still got moves,” he said, licking peanut butter off his fingers. 

I laughed, and he joined in. 

“Yeah, I saw you dance at Clarice's wedding last year. You got the moves all right, Dad.” 

He just smirked back at me.

“Yeah, how did your case go?” I asked.

Dad nodded as he took another bite of his bagel. “Matt and I just got home; everything went great. The ranks of the criminal underworld are a little smaller tonight.”

I rolled my eyes at his dorky comment.

“We're back out in the morning—off to Vancouver on another case. Matt wanted to talk to you tonight before we left.”

I glanced at my watch. It was just after 9:00. “I'll go see him now,” I said, getting up from the table. “After I change out of this monkey suit, that is.”

I bounded up to my room and pulled off my tie, dress pants, socks, and shirt and put on a t-shirt and gym shorts. Just then, my cell phone rang. It was Corey.

“Hey buddy, what's up?”

“Yeah, listen, Justin, I need your help. We need your help. We're in a little trouble.”

“What is it? Are you OK?”

“I'm OK, it's Dylan and Teresa. They've been arrested.”
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