

    
        
          Line Of Fire

        

        
        
          Justin Macdonald Teen Agent, Volume 2

        

        
        
          J.T. Brock

        

        
          Published by J.T. Brock, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      LINE OF FIRE

    

    
      First edition. July 17, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 J.T. Brock.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8235166981

    

    
    
      Written by J.T. Brock.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by J.T. Brock

	    

      
	    
          
	      Brendan Starr Sci-Fi Mysteries

          
        
          
	          Rogue Station

          
        
          
	          The Time Tunnel (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Clayton Boys Mysteries

          
        
          
	          Terror Trail

          
        
          
	          Deep Trouble

          
        
          
	          Deadly Deception

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Justin Macdonald Mysteries

          
        
          
	          Terror On Tour

          
        
          
	          The Vanishing Game

          
        
          
	          The Deadliest Stunt

          
        
          
	          Sabotage At Sea

          
        
          
	          Enemy Match

          
        
          
	          Secret Of The Sunken Treasure

          
        
          
	          Danger In The Extreme

          
        
          
	          Game Plan For Disaster

          
        
          
	          Life On The Line

          
        
          
	          The Cryptic Symbol Mystery

          
        
          
	          The Iron Statue

          
        
          
	          Mystery Of The Missing Prince

          
        
          
	          The Misty Lake Monster

          
        
          
	          Trial And Terror

          
        
          
	          Marked For Terror

          
        
          
	          Cold As Ice

          
        
          
	          Out Of Bounds

          
        
          
	          Racing To Disaster

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Justin Macdonald Teen Agent

          
        
          
	          Nowhere To Run

          
        
          
	          Line Of Fire

          
        
          
	          Over The Edge (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Running On Empty (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Against All Odds (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Theo Tanner Case Files

          
        
          
	          Case Of The Sinister Shadow

          
        
          
	          Case Of The Comic Book Crime

          
        
          
	          Case Of The Disappearing DJ

          
        
          
	          Case Of The Mausoleum Mummy

          
        
          
	          Case Of The Creepy Caretaker

          
        
          
	          Case Of The Rock N Roll Renegades

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By J.T. Brock

Line Of Fire (Justin Macdonald Teen Agent, #2)

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Sign up for J.T. Brock's Mailing List


A crowded airport. A hidden assassin. One bullet away from chaos.

Betrayed by two teen agent networks, Justin is recruited into TeNACity (Teen Network Against Crime) Will this usher in a new chapter in his life?

Justin is used to solving local mysteries, but he never expected to be recruited into a top-secret, global network of teenage spies. 

What starts as a simple errand in Los Angeles quickly detonates into a deadly international conspiracy. A rogue ex-agent is out for blood, orchestrating a devastating bombing at Toronto's CN Tower that nearly kills one of Justin’s new teammates. 

Now, the threat is personal. With a target on his back and a shocking clue linked to a cold-case murder, Justin and his best friend Van must race across the globe to stop a ruthless terrorist.

Trapped in a high-stakes maze of deception and ticking clocks, Justin must neutralize the threat before the final shot rings out. The countdown has begun and Justin is in the Line Of Fire...
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“YOU KNOW I HATE WEARING ties”, my friend Van Gilman grumbled as he looked at his reflection in the mirror. He grabbed the end of his tie and pulled up, feigning a choking noise. “Remind me again why we’re going, Justin?” he asked, a moment later, after turning around to face me.

“It’s the Summer Fling ball. You’ll have a ball, I promise,” I said, tying my own tie and slipping on my black suit jacket. I grabbed Van’s beige jacket off the chair and tossed it to him. 

“Yeah, I know it’s important. We’re meeting some professors at U of T. They really want us to go there after we graduate high school at the end of this year, but why did they invite us to the ball?”

I rolled my eyes. Van hated getting dressed up, but this ‘ball’ would introduce us to university life and some of our professors, and some students. Give us a taste before we make our big decision about where to attend. It was a new thing that they started this year for fourth year high school students.

“We have 15 minutes to get there, and we’re meeting Melissa and Jenn in five minutes down in the lobby,” I added. 

Van just nodded. I’d known Van since kindergarten, and we had gone through school together and were hopefully going to university together after we graduated at the end of this semester. 

We were staying at a swanky hotel in downtown Toronto, a few blocks from the university campus. It was a mild night, so we were going to walk. What with the traffic on a Friday night, it was also quicker to walk, and we wouldn’t need to find parking, which would be expensive in itself.

Van followed me out the door, and his grumbling was echoing off the corridor walls. We stepped off the elevator a few minutes later and spied Jenn Vincent and my girlfriend, Melissa Mulhall, sitting on a large blue couch. As we went up to them, they looked up at us, and I gasped. 

Melissa was dressed in a gorgeous black evening dress, and her long dark blonde hair was made up in curls that cascaded down her back. Jenn was dressed similarly in a dark blue dress and heels, her dark hair done up on her head.

“Justin, Van, you made it,” Jenn said. “How did you get this guy into the suit?” she asked, motioning to Van, who was loosening his tie and looking irritable.

“I told him that you were going to stay with him all night and keep him company.”

“And what else?” she asked, rolling her eyes.

“And that I would spring for dinner later at Pizza Pete’s—after he gets to change back into his cargo shorts and t-shirt.”

“You got that right, bro,” he muttered. He loosened his tie even more and took off his jacket and draped it over his arm. “Can we just go already?”

“Yeah, come on, let’s go get this over with,” Melissa said, moving past me to the door.

Jenn and I exchanged glances. Melissa wasn’t that keen on dressing up either. She was more comfortable in her track shorts and t-shirt. Come to think of it, neither was I nor Jenn that keen on dressing up, but we could at least tolerate it. I grabbed Melissa’s hand and led the way to the corridor, Van and Jenn following. 

We headed outside. The sky was clear, and even though it was August, it was unseasonably cool. At least we wouldn’t sweat in our monkey suits.

The campus was only a block away, and soon we arrived. Earlier that day Van and I scoped out the campus to find Renfrew Hall, where the reception was to take place. We led the girls into the main entrance and were greeted by two students.

“Names?” a blond guy who was dressed like Van and me, in a beige suit, said, looking bored. The other guy, who had dark hair and dressed similarly in a grey suit, yawned.

“Keeping you up?” Van cracked.

“Hey, we got ourselves a wise guy,” the blond guy said, turning to his companion. “High school flunkies,” he said with a sneer. “Just wait till first year exam time, then we’ll see who’s tired.”

“Sorry for my friend,” I said, but the dark-haired guy waved me off. 

“No problem,” he said. “Only joking with you guys. We aren’t in the middle of exams. We were just up partying last night. Last few nights, actually.” he added with a grin. “What are your names?”

We gave our names, and the two guys exchanged glances. “You’re Justin Macdonald?” the blond one said, looking at me. 

“Yeah,” I said. “What’s the problem?”

“Ah, no problem, but we were told by Professor Langley to alert him when you arrived.”

“I’ll go get him,” the dark-haired guy said, moving off. “You guys can go in and get acquainted, except you,” he said, pointing to me. “Just wait here for Professor Langley.”

“You guys go on ahead, I’ll catch up with you,” I said, my mind racing. What did Professor Langley want with me?

Van, Jenn, and Melissa went into the large dining hall. I waited a moment, and soon the dark-haired guy returned with a middle-aged man dressed in a tuxedo, his hair slicked back and reaching down to his shoulders. He wore wire-rimmed glasses and had a short grey beard. A small hoop earring gleamed from his left ear. I sported earrings myself, a diamond stud in each ear, so I could relate.

“Ah, Mr. Macdonald,” he said, and we shook hands. “I remember your father when he attended here; you look just like him. Done very well for himself, I must say, oh forgive me, I’m Professor Langley. Stuart Langley, professor of criminology here at U of T.”

“Nice to meet you, sir,” I said. “You wanted to see me? Is there a problem?”

“No, no problem,” he said, suddenly nervous. “Can we talk for a minute? Then I’ll let you get back to your friends? The reception doesn’t start for another half hour.”

“Sure,” I said.

“Not here,” he said, looking at the two guys at the reception desk. “My office is just across the courtyard,” he said, pointing back out the door. I followed him as he led me across a bricked plaza bordered by older buildings covered in ivy. We entered a building called ‘Samuels Hall’ and went along the corridor to an office at the end. I followed Langley inside, curious as to what he wanted to talk to me about.

“Have a seat,” Justin he said. “Oh, and call me Stu. I don’t care for all this Professor Langley stuff. Could never get used to it.”

The man must be pushing 70 if he taught Dad, but his office was modern with a well-known rock star's poster on the wall. When I peered closer, I noticed that it was actually autographed by the singer.

“You noticed my famous poster. Went to his show twenty years ago and met him backstage. Quite an interesting man.”

“Sorry, didn’t mean to be nosy,” I said, taking a seat that Langley motioned to.

He shook his head. “Justin, listen, I’m not some stuffy old professor. Don’t be afraid of offending me. I’ve done some things in my life that would curl your hair. You would probably at least be shocked. I guess I never really grew up. Hence, the earring,” he said with a smirk, pointing to his ear. “I guess the fashion is to get both ears pierced now, like you got there,” he added, glancing at my ears. 

I nodded. “Yeah,” I said with a grin. “Dad doesn’t even mind them. He just thinks they’re cool.”

“Your father always was an open-minded person. As for me, I’m 65 years old and I was a cop for 15 years before becoming a professor. Your dad’s class was my first year of teaching. Ask him when you see him if he remembers Rockin’ Stu. I’d be quite surprised if he didn’t start laughing. That was quite a class. Ah, fond memories. Anyway, the reason I asked you to come is that I’ve followed your amateur detective career over the last few years. Quite a resume you’ve racked up. Sharp mind, your father. Used to call him Lukey.”

“Lukey?” I said, flabbergasted. “No one’s ever called my father Lukey, at least that I’ve ever heard.”

“Luke was one of my best students. I’m the only one who called him that. I haven’t seen him in years. How is he doing?”

“Good, he’s busy on his cases. He travels a lot. I don’t see him much now, and Mom got her law degree a few years back, so she’s busy as well.”

“Oh, I see,” Langley said. He seemed to be lost in thought for a moment, then came around. “You must be wondering why I called you here. I knew you’d be attending the reception with your friends this evening, but I wanted to talk to you, Justin, specifically about a matter of great importance. I need your help with something that I’m sure is right up your alley, if what I’ve been reading in the papers is true.”

“What is it?” I said, curiosity piqued. Was this another mystery?

“Since you’re on a short break from school, I need you to fly to Los Angeles for me on an errand.”

“What?” I said, perking up. “Why? What’s in L.A.?”

“I need you to find something for me. I have a pretty good idea where it is, but I won’t know for sure until it’s confirmed. Unfortunately, I can’t travel. Ol’ Rockin’ Stu has a heart condition, and my doctors don’t want me to go too far. I was thinking about your father and his successful career and read in the papers about some of your exploits at such a young age. You already have the knack for solving cases, just like your father. I knew I could count on you to help me with this.”

“Well, I would need to talk to Dad first, but I don’t see any reason why I couldn’t help you with this. I could be back in time for classes to start up.”

“This shouldn’t take more than a couple of days,” Langley said, handing me a card with his name and phone number on it. He smiled and showed me to the door. “You ask your dad—I’m sure he’ll agree—and let me know as soon as you can. This is very important.”

“OK, I will,” I said, then left and went back to the reception. On my way, I pondered what Langley had said and what I was going to say to ‘Lukey’ when I got home. Boy, won’t Dad get a laugh out of this.

*
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“SO, YOU MET ‘OL’ ROCKIN’ Stu?” Dad said to me later that evening as we sat in the den. I had just dropped Melissa off at home and gone up to change into gym shorts and a t-shirt and came back downstairs in time to see Dad come in the back door.

“Yeah, and I’ve got something to ask you. Langley wants me to go to Los Angeles and retrieve something for him.”

Dad just smiled at me and shook his head. “Stu Langley was the craziest professor I had at university. I can’t believe he’s still teaching there. I thought by now he would have hung up his cloak and be in the jungles of Borneo looking for lost tribes or maybe playing in a rock band for old geezers. Does he still have the earring?”

“Yeah,” I remarked. 

Dad chuckled. “He taught criminology but always had a penchant for finding new tribes—or a new band. What does he want you to retrieve for him, anyway?”

“He wants me to pick something up for him—he wouldn’t say what it was—top secret. Seems he can’t travel—he has a heart condition, and he thought of me.”

“That’s very interesting, Justin,” Dad said.

“What do you know about it?” I asked, turning to face him. “Did Langley contact you about this already?”

Dad shook his head and was silent for a moment, and didn’t answer. Then he said, “Stu, he was always like that—did I tell you that in one of his classes he used to tell his stories of his great adventures—in the wilds of Africa and deep-sea fishing off Antarctica. I think most of it was just talk, but well, you never knew with him. The fact that he’s still teaching says a lot. He should be retiring soon.”

“He said he’s 65 now and not ready to retire,” I added, then raised my eyebrows in anticipation of Dad’s answer.

“Well, of course you can go, but I want to talk to old Stu first. Seems an odd request even for him.”
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THE NEXT DAY DAD AND I took my SUV to downtown Toronto to the campus and Samuels Hall. Langley met us
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