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BOOK ONE OF THE JUSTIN MACDONALD TEEN AGENT SERIES!

Waking up in a sweaty Rio de Janeiro room with zero memory is bad. Realizing you’re an 18-year-old Canadian kid hunted by international spies is worse. 

Armed with a cryptic note from his missing father to ‘trust no one’, Justin Macdonald is running on pure instinct. 

When his only contact is murdered, Justin is thrown into a lethal underworld of stolen data and mind-wiping technology. 

Caught between two shadow organizations, his fracturing mind holds the key to a million-dollar secret. 

To survive, Justin must piece together his past before the killers hunting him erase his future for good.
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Chapter 1
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THE NOISE OF THE CITY and the hot sun streaming in the window roused me from a deep sleep. A car honking and a distant siren jolted me awake. I was lying down with the sun streaming in through the window, and I was starting to sweat. I looked around the room, and it suddenly hit me. 

I had no idea where I was. It was then that I sat bolt upright in bed. Something else was bothering me. 

I had no idea who I was.

What a strange feeling that was. My head hurt and my clothes were damp. I looked around the room, which was getting brighter by the minute. I was lying on an old, smelly cot, and there was a wooden dresser beside a door that was in bad need of a paint job. In fact, the whole room needed a paint job. I heard a plopping sound in an adjoining room, and couldn’t place the source of the noise.

Did I mention that the bed smelled? Or maybe it was me. The sun glared in my eyes as I got out of bed and promptly fell back into bed. Dizziness overwhelmed me as I lay back down. A minute later I tried again—slowly this time. 

That’s better. I made my way to the window and gasped. I was in a very large city. I could see building reach off into the distance and large skyscrapers farther away. But this was no city that I recognized. It was definitely a foreign city. I looked down at the street below; I was on the second floor of an older building. Crowds milled along the narrow streets. Laundry hung on lines between the buildings across the way. Vendors shouted out in a foreign language, words I didn’t understand.

It was very disconcerting to not know who you were and very scary to be in a foreign city and not know how you got there.

My wallet! I groped in my jeans pocket, but there was no wallet. Oh well. Hey, what’s this? I pulled an envelope out of my front pocket. It was slightly damp and was folded and had a name on the front—the ink had started to run, but I could read the words on it. 

“Miguel Avelho”. Sounded like a name. Was it my name? I doubted that, as it looked foreign. Foreign to what, though? I was Canadian; that much I remembered. But where did I live in Canada? I certainly wasn’t in Canada now. 

I ripped open the envelope and saw that it was a short note. 

“Meet Sr. Miguel Avelho at the Hotel Diguresta at 9 am Wednesday, the fourteenth. Trust no one. Take no one into your confidence. This is imperative.” 

It was signed Dad. My dad? Too bad ‘dad’ didn’t give his name, but he probably had no idea that something like this would happen to me.

I suddenly felt like I had to go to the bathroom. I spied a door in the corner of the room and hoped it was a bathroom. I opened it and was rewarded with a small, dirty toilet and a stained sink with a leaky faucet. Ah, that’s what was making the plopping noise that I think woke me up. 

When I was finished, I wondered if I had a calendar. I hadn’t seen anything on the walls, not even a picture on the wall. 

And when was the fourteenth? Today? Had it come and gone? I hoped it hadn’t come. I felt like my only chance to get a handle on who I was or what I was doing in this strange city—whatever city this was—I felt that this Sr. Avelho would be the key to finding out.

I washed my face with water from the rusty tap and glanced in the mirror on the wall in front of the sink. I brushed my dirty dark blond spiky hair with my fingers as much as I could. 

I stared at myself for a moment, but nothing registered or seemed familiar. I had short, dark blond hair and no visible scars. I rubbed my cheek and chin. I looked horrible and needed a shave, but there was nothing in this cramped bathroom, not even soap. I noticed I was wearing earrings, a stud in each earlobe. As the light from the other room caught them, they glinted, and for half a second, I wondered if they were real diamonds? I had no idea. Maybe I could sell them? I had no other jewelry, not even a watch. 

Of course, I had no money, which was not good. I would need some soon. And my clothes were damp. I had no idea why. A sudden rise in panic overwhelmed me. I was truly scared. It was an alien feeling. Had I ever been this scared before? I had no idea, and that scared me even more.

I went into the other room and found my shoes under the bed. They were damp, but I pulled them on and left the small apartment and went into a narrow and cramped hallway with stairs beside the door to this apartment. No one seemed to be around. 

I went down the creaky stairs and came to a door. I opened it and stepped out into the hot sun, but there was a slight morning chill in the air. I wondered if it really was morning. A large truck lumbered by noisily as I left the doorway and headed down the narrow street past the vendors who I could feel were watching me, or was I just paranoid?

The sun soon dried my clothes, and I was glad because my jeans were starting to chafe. Now I began to sweat. I heard conversations around me, but no one spoke English. What language was that? Spanish, Portuguese? I didn’t think I knew those languages because nothing sounded familiar.

I was suddenly hit with a wave of nausea and a fierce headache. I fell to my knees, but no one came to see if I were all right. I wretched but didn’t bring anything up, and it was then that I realized I was hungry—no, I was starving. The headache subsided a bit, and the nausea eased a moment later. I got up weakly and stood in the relative shade of a nearby shop to catch my breath and wait out the urge to throw up.

A voice from within the shop said something in a foreign language that I didn’t understand.

“Sorry, I don’t understand,” I said weakly, standing up to my full height.

“Oh, you speak English?” the voice said. 

I couldn’t see very far into the shop, but the voice belonged to a young woman; that much I could tell. I stepped into the shade of the store and noticed that it sold trinkets and jewelry. At the end of a large cabinet filled with silver and coloured jewels, necklaces, rings, earrings and brooches, a young woman stepped out to greet me.

She stood almost to my height and had shoulder length dark hair and was dressed modernly in cutoff jeans and a pink striped t-shirt with pink sandals. I suddenly felt very conspicuous in my dirty jeans and dirty shirt. Thankfully, I was now dry, but I must’ve looked like I hadn’t showered in about a week. For all I knew, maybe it had been a week.

“Yes, I do,” I said, trying my hardest to smile amid the nausea. I felt like I wanted to throw up, but that would not be cool.

“You look ill,” she said, turning her head slightly. “Are you OK?”

“No,” I mumbled. “I don’t feel well.” I fought the urge to retch, but it was too strong. I did retch again. 

“Oh, dear,” she said, coming over to me. “You do not look well at all.” She looked sympathetic. “There is a clinic in the next block. Can I take you there? You will need your passport if you are not a local citizen. You don’t look like you are from around here.”

“Oh, I—um—lost my passport,” I mumbled with a slight smile, trying not to look suspicious. “And my wallet. I don’t have any money.

“Oh,” she said. “That’s not good. Were you robbed?”

I nodded as I wasn’t sure. Maybe I was robbed. I had no idea.

“I have something in the back that might make you feel better. Then we can take you to the police. You can report that you were robbed. My Nana lives in the back. I’ll just call her to bring some of her medicine.”

Trust no one, the note had said. But surely this young woman was OK. “Thank you,” I said. “My name is—” I hesitated slightly, then said, “Tom.”

“Hi Tom,” she said. “My name is Maria. Where are you from?”

“Canada,” I said. I don’t know why I said that. Was I from Canada? I must be, or why else would it have come to mind? It felt right to say it.

“Canada’s a big country. What part?” she asked.

“I—ah—Ontario.” Again, it just popped into my head. 

A small woman with her hair in a tight bun appeared at the back of the small store. She took one look at me and bellowed to Maria something in that foreign language. She gestured to me with a look of revulsion on her face. I couldn’t half blame her; I must have looked like a thug or drug dealer or something.

Maria said something back to her Nana, and the older woman left the room in a huff.

“You must excuse Nana; she’s very old and doesn’t like it when I talk to strangers—well, it’s OK, she’s going to get the medicine.”

Odd, I thought. You work in a store, so you must talk to strangers every day. But I didn’t say anything. Maria’s Nana reappeared a minute later with a small dark bottle and poured some out in a cup and offered it to me with a cold stare.

I looked at the liquid with a mixture of dread and thankfulness. I hoped it would soothe my upset stomach. Maybe it would kill me.

Trust no one, the voice inside my head rang again. What should I do?

I decided to drink the liquid. I gulped it down quickly and almost gagged. It tasted horrible! “Ack!” I said a moment later. Maria just smiled, and her nana shook her head. She said something to Maria, who took the small cup from me and handed it back to the old woman. 

“Thank you,” I said, regaining my composure, but my throat was burning. I hoped I felt better soon, because I felt worse right now. 

“Come on, sit down for a bit,” Maria said. “Once you feel better, we can go to the authorities.”

Before I could move, a shot rang out, and I felt a sharp pain in my shoulder. I reached around to touch my shoulder and felt that my shoulder was wet. I pulled my hand back around and saw it was smeared red. At that moment, I slumped to the floor, and everything went dark.
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Chapter 2
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AGAIN, I WOKE UP TO bright sunlight. My whole body was numb, and the massive headache was back with a vengeance. I heard a voice that sounded like that of a young woman.

“He’s coming around,” the voice said. 

I opened my eyes and saw the young woman I had met in the store earlier—when that was, I had no idea. Earlier today or last week? I tried to sit up but fell back onto the bed. Pain shot through my shoulder. I reached around and felt a bandage on my left shoulder, but it ached. “Where am I?” I managed to mumble. “What happened?”

“Just rest for now,” the voice—Maria, I think her name was  — said. “Try to sleep.”

“No!” I gasped. My patience was wearing thin. “I want to know what the heck was going on. Where am I? What city is this? I need to talk to the authorities.” I looked over at Maria, who looked fearfully at me, then at the door. It looked like a hospital room. 

“What happened? Was I shot?” I exclaimed. 

“Yes, the police were here. I told them everything that had happened, at least everything that I knew. They seem to think it was just a random street shooting; the shooter was lost in the crowd. I tried to chase him, but I lost him. I gave his description to the police.”

“Wow,” I said, impressed. “What are you, a detective yourself?”

“Well,” she said with a slight
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