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    Arena Schmidt had no trouble facing a big wave, but the kidnapping of her roommate by a bunch of secret agents was too much to ask. Even worse, these agents were flying around on hoverboards.


    


    Steal a hoverboard? Check.


    Chase down the agents while being shot at? If necessary.


    Get captured by the CIA for stealing said hoverboard and manipulated into helping them capture all the hoverboards? Not really part of the plan.


    


    Assigned to a geeky unit of CIA spies known as "The Misfits", Arena struggles to recover the technology. Each Misfit offers a unique perspective and unconventional methods, from martial arts master Nate to enigmatic analyst Sterling to bubbly, enthusiastic Lorna. Arena finds herself in the middle of gunfights and high-speed chases, on the run from a sinister organization's treacherous double-agent out to claim her and the technology for their own.


    


    Surfer Girl is an action-adventure young adult/adult crossover book appropriate for ages 14 and up. There is  moderate violence and several deaths.
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    Surfer Girl is the first book in the Misfit Spies series.




    Find Rebel, the second book in the Misfit Spies series in all major e-retailers.




    Look for Catalyst coming to e-retailers soon.
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    chapter one




    “I don’t have it! They took it! They took all of it! Leave me alone!”




    The fire shattered one back window and crept through the lab toward the student crouched in the opposite corner sobbing and screaming. More glass exploded, causing several objects to tumble across the metal tables and onto the floor. The agent panted, chancing to peek once more around the corner. Shots pummeled the wall across from him. He wanted to close his eyes, but it was too dangerous.




    The poor kid had no idea what to do, and the rest of the team were outside engaging the guards. Why they didn't have better security on this place was a mystery. Surely they were aware of the importance of their inventions. He knelt, gun pointed at the floor,and took a deep breath. Four large interior windows surrounded the room, two around each door front and back. One back window was broken and if its partner went, he had seconds to escape the fire.




    Scuffling footsteps moved toward him, sliding rather than stepping to avoid crunching on glass. There was no time left for thought. He focused his entire concentration within the room, then spun around the corner and shot to the last location of the sound. The man went down.




    "Come toward me! It's alright! I'm going to get you out!" He pointed the gun away from the boy and beckoned to him with the other hand.




    The boy shook and put his arms over his head, still sobbing. Shock was keeping him from saving himself.




    Smoke from the fire was making it harder to see. The agent scuttled across the room, ducking to breathe fresher air near the floor. Broken glass littered the floor like opals, glowing in the light of the fire in the adjacent lab.




    The boy pushed himself backward under the lab table, then crawled quickly toward the back door of the lab, which earlier had been guarded by the man who now lay on the floor .




    "Wait! It's too hot in there! We have to get out the other way!" The door swung closed. Just as the agent reached the table, he was thrown back, fire whooshing through the door.


  




  

    



    chapter two




    “Get hit in the head with your board, poser?” The stringy blond wearing a red bikini two sizes too small shoved herself into the way, jutting her chin out over the top of Arena’s head. “You’re not from around here.”  A group of girls gathered around her; most of them were likely still in high school.




    “I’m from LA; it’s only a few hours away,” Arena planted her surfboard in the sand and tried to hide the fact she needed to lean on it.




    “This is a small-time competition.” The smaller girl had a shrill voice and a bright pink board. “A local circuit. We know you haven’t surfed here before.” She inched toward Arena, but used her board as a shield. The group likely competed in the junior division, since she was at least five years older than the oldest in the group.




    “I thought it would be fun. The swell here isn’t bad.” Arena picked up her board. “Besides, I’ve already competed. It’s a bit too late now,” she said, and pushed past the girls, going forward instead of backward. Their standoff didn’t offer any real threat, but it blackened her mood.




    After about a hundred feet, Arena slammed the board down into the sand. She peeled the wetsuit to her waist, exposing her black bikini top. The early March breeze left goose bumps on her skin, and her left shoulder ached from where she slammed into the board on her practice run. Half a mind to collapse, she hiked across the beach, ready for the day to be over so she could go back and take a shower.




    She found Sophia talking to two tan boys by the snack tent, flipping her hair over one shoulder. Her roommate was all California girl, tall, blond, and blue-eyed. The taller one puffed out his chest more than the other, but his cheeks were puffed out like a squirrel. Arena wondered if he was holding his breath. The other tried to lean against the sign in front of the other and missed, stumbling backward. He caught himself, but recovered and spun around, winking and grinning at them both.  Why did she always encourage complete idiots?




    “Oh, Ari!” Sophia gushed to her, patting Arena’s shoulder. “I’m sorry you only placed third!  What was that? A gift certificate?” Sophia batted her eyelashes to each boy in turn.




    Pushing back the urge to retaliate with a snide comment, Arena sank down into the sand, every muscle protesting the weight of her body in an upright position. “Yes, a gift certificate for a surf shop,” she muttered.  “So much for a quick way to $1000,” she mused. The boon would offset a little of the loss of her secondary scholarship, but she couldn’t force her mind to concentrate on the waves. Financial worries caused her to make several small but crucial errors. She needed money to finish out the school year, and it kept her from doing well.




    “Boys? Would you mind grabbing my roommate a drink? I’m sure she would really appreciate it after swallowing all that salt water.” Sophia turned and smiled at the men, which caused them both to collide into one another, then scramble to be the first in line.




    The clumsy one returned with a soda, and she accepted gratefully.  Ice weighed down the foam cup, leaving little room for cola. She stood up, still exhausted, but determined to get out of this place and back to the motel.




    “Sophia, I’m going to head back.  If you want to stay, that’s fine, but I just want a shower.”




    “No, no. I’ll come, too,” Sophia responded brightly. “Somebody should be taking care of you.  Are you sure you didn’t hit your head on that fall?”




    “I’m fine. Just tired.  And sandy.” They began walking off the beach in the direction of the motel, which was about three blocks away. Sophia had chosen it for its reputation as a party motel, but Arena was still surprised they were not staying in something fancier.




    “Didn’t you forget something?” Sophia tilted her head toward the judging booth.




    “They’re emailing it.” $50 would maybe cover a couple of cans of wax, but it was better than nothing.




    Casting her head over her shoulder, Arena looked at the beach one last time.  It seemed like an ordinary California beach, although it was quieter than some. A narrow strip of sand and larger swells meant that its popularity depended more on surfing than a family fun sort of location. The salt and sea air didn’t seem as fresh here as in Hawaii though, and Arena felt a pang of homesickness for her island.




    They walked in silence for a block before Sophia burst out into chatter. “Ari, is this what Hawaii was like all the time? All these boys on the beach? Of course, my family went to Hawaii once, but it was when I was a child. You should take me back with you!”




    Arena hated when Sophia called her “Ari”, but every protest earned a perky “But it’s cute!” Her middle name was Noelani, since her dad insisted she have a traditional Hawaiian name. Schmidt was an ordinary, practical American last name.




    “I kinda had bigger things on my mind than boys.”  Sophia was a passable roommate. Arena had worse roommates in the past, though she wasn’t quite sure why Sophia was living on campus in a dorm, since she probably had enough money to rent an apartment. Their dorm was one of the nicer ones on campus, and more than acceptable in Arena’s mind, but seemed below Sophia’s comfort zone.




    “You really need to get out more!  We should get dressed and go out to a bar tonight! C’mon, it would be fun!” Sophia continued.




    “Fine.” Sophia wouldn’t stop until she agreed, and she wasn’t planning to go anywhere until she had slept for a few hours. The bright pink and yellow motel threatened to make her headache worse, so she kept her head down and her eyes focused on Sophia’s feet, trying to shut out her chatter.




    She succumbed to the bed shortly after her shower.


  




  

    



    chapter three




    “It’s a nice night. We’ll walk there and take a taxi back,” Sophia pronounced when she finally relinquished the tiny hotel bathroom. “I found a bar about five blocks away. Not much else in this town.”




    Every muscle ached, but Arena followed her roommate out of the motel and into the street. The air was too chilly to be muggy, a light mist sparkling under streetlights. Hawaii didn’t have a lot of fog, and Arena was still fascinated by the amount of it in California.




    Sophia wore a soft-green belted top over tight blue jeans and cream-colored tall heels. Arena wondered how she would make it five blocks, but she rarely saw Sophia in flats or sneakers even when she was running across campus to class.




    Arena caught a glimpse of herself next to Sophia in a window, her head barely passing her roommate’s shoulder. She tugged at the white tank top under her brown leather jacket, and hoped she would at least be comfortable. Her knee-high leather boots over dark jeans meant that Sophia was less likely to comment about her attire, as Arena preferred flip-flops. The street lamps cast a weak orange glow over everything, even reducing Sophia to a dismal pallor. The blond streak in Arena’s thick, shoulder-length black hair had fallen over one side of her face, shading her features. Others back home often commented she looked a bit more Japanese than Hawaiian, though she had a more golden complexion like her father.  Years of surfing had failed to improve her puny, flat physique, though she did have some definition in her shoulders.




    They had gone about three blocks when the screeching of tires startled Arena. This small California town wasn’t like LA, but it was still creepy in the dark. A dark van sped past them and whipped around a corner a few blocks ahead.




    A hissing sound preceded muffled bellows, and Sophia lunged for Arena’s arm.  A man in dark clothes shot around the corner.  But this wasn’t an ordinary man, and he wasn’t running. He was--flying?  He was about five feet above the ground on what appeared to be a large skateboard.  That can’t be possible, Arena thought. But she could see clear underneath him, and he crouched on the board clutching the sides, swaying wildly, barreling straight toward them.




     “We have to get out of the way!” Arena tugged her roommate’s wrist. Sophia tried to shake her off, and Arena let go, flattening herself against the lumpy brick wall. Sophia finally pulled herself to one side, and the man on the board shot past them, yelling something indecipherable.




    Sophia was transfixed by the man on the hoverboard. Arena attempted to pull her into the alleyway, but it was like moving a ton of bricks. Several men in dark suits appeared around the corner and ran past the alley, intent on the man on the hoverboard. Arena didn’t think they’d been seen, but she pulled herself deeper into the alley, back into the shadows.




    Pulling her phone from her pocket, she began to dial 911. A hand snatched the phone from hers, and dashed it against the ground.




    The man was in his mid-thirties, stocky and fair, with a rough beard. A scar marked one eye so it drooped slightly.  “There’s no need for that right now, sweet thing.” He revealed the gun in his hand and shoved Arena against the wall.  “Not if you would rather have your lives instead of just a few minor injuries. Of course, anything can change, and I am not sure we want any extra witnesses.” He had a slight accent that Arena could not place.




    “Please, just leave us alone! We won’t tell anyone, I promise!” Arena pleaded. Sophia looked at him wide-eyed, pressed against the wall next to her.




    “That’s what they all say before going to the cops.” The man gestured at them with the gun. “Of course, somebody else found out about it anyway. You could be with them. Don’t want to leave a mess.”




    The man’s head whipped up and he touched his ear. “But I got two… Oh, alright. I’ll be right there.” He dropped his hand and glared at the two girls.  “Guess you get lucky tonight, ladies.  Maybe we will meet again.” The man turned and took off around the corner in the direction of the others.




    After he disappeared, Sophia crossed the alley to peek around the corner.  The buzzing grew louder again. When the man on the hoverboard came from the other direction, he swung abruptly into the alley, ramming into Sophia. She slumped to the ground.




    “Sophia!” Arena shouted, starting towards her.




    The men on foot came around the corner.  They fit every stereotype of mafia thugs or secret government agents--big, buff, and wearing black suits and dark ties. One of them shoved Arena back into the wall, not so much out of his way as perhaps a warning to not get involved. They followed the man on the hoverboard down the alleyway, sprinting but still lagging behind.


  




  

    



    chapter four




    Panting and a bit dazed from being shoved against the wall, Arena knelt to examine her unconscious roommate. Her chest was rising and falling, but a little blood was dripping from her forehead where the board hit her. It didn’t look to be too serious, but a lump was forming around the gash.




    Arena wrapped her arms around Sophia’s waist and half-carried, half-dragged her to a small 24-hour laundromat across the street. Wondering how someone so thin could be that heavy, she got Sophia inside the laundromat and slouched on a bench at the far back. There was no one inside, but it was bright and felt a little bit safer than the street.  The door had a round metal handle that required a key to be locked. A camera poked out from one corner of the ceiling, then she realized the glass was smashed.




    Blocking the door was a priority, but the laundromat had obviously been designed to prevent theft. A metal bench filled with ads seemed her best option, but it was bolted to the floor. Arena suspected it had been stolen from a bus stop. Folding chairs wouldn’t be heavy enough, and the washers and dryers were immovable. There was a booth for a pay phone, but upon examination she found an empty booth with the phone missing.




    For now, the street appeared to be empty. The van was still parked close to the front of the laundromat, so Arena stayed as low as possible and took off across the street. Sophia’s purse peeked around the corner, the contents strewn on the ground. Arena snatched the bag, and sorted through the lipsticks and compacts until she found the phone. She touched a few screens trying to figure out how to dial. The hissing sound and the sound of running feet grew louder, and Arena started. She grabbed Sophia’s wallet and stuck it in her pocket, then stood. The hoverboard zipped past her, the man on it now hanging more off than on it, his feet flailing behind him.




    The men in dark suits followed, and before they could push her out of the way, Arena slipped around the corner. She scanned down the street in the direction the man on the hoverboard had flown, and the man in the T-shirt appeared around the corner at the end of the block. The flyer crossed the street and headed for the laundromat. Arena looked panicked toward her roommate, who was spotted by the man wearing the T-shirt. He said something  into his earpiece, and another man appeared from a van near the laundromat. He ran into the laundromat and picked up Sophia, dragging her toward the entrance and the van.




    Another hissing noise grew louder behind her as Arena shouted “NO!” at the men across the street.  Another man, this time in a light-colored suit, appeared from the alley on a second hoverboard. Arena leaped sideways at the hoverboard, knocking the man off.  The board dropped but didn’t touch the ground while Arena managed to climb on, and instinctively her body shifted on the board, controlling it like a surfboard. She wasn’t about to worry about how to stop the thing. She angled the board toward the van, but the men had beaten her to it, and took off. 




    The men in dark suits started running after her, shouting to give up the board, but she ignored them. They scrambled into a dark car and began to follow her, shouting out the windows and pointing guns toward her. A woman with black, curly hair in a waitress outfit ran in front the hoverboard. Arena shouted at her to move out of the way. The woman stood her ground, arms raised, and Arena shifted her weight heavily and flew around her, still aiming for the van.




    The van accelerated, and Arena tried to figure out how to go faster. Physical movement controlled the direction, but how to control speed was a mystery. She tried moving forward and back, and kneeling, but it didn’t seem to help. She crouched, put one hand on the side of the board, and realized there were grooves on the side. The segment clicked upwards, and the hoverboard slowed quickly, nearly tossing her off. The car chasing her came close, so she pushed down on it, and the board sped up again. Then she stood and used her front foot to push down on the edge, and it went even faster. Ingenious, she thought. No wonder they all want it so bad. I wonder how it’s powered.




    Gaining lost ground, Arena held on to one side in a low pose, urging the hoverboard faster.  Light pressure applied with her toes kept the speed consistent, and transferring her weight slowly kept her balance stable.  The traffic lights remained green in this tiny town, and the van remained on a straight path. Town changed into industrial outskirts, and the streetlights were scattered.




    The van made a sudden sharp left into a port area.  Arena stood and turned after the van, but the arc was wide and she lost time. The car behind her missed the turn, and switched into reverse, slowing them considerably. A succession of turns made Arena feel dizzy, weaving through vehicles and giant metal boxes. She cast a quick look to the side at the sound of shouting, and saw a man aim a gun at her. Arena swerved, and ducked, crouching close to the board. The gun fired, and she felt nothing but her breath and pounding heart. She looked up to find the van had disappeared, and she raced forward, determined to find it again.




    After whipping around a stack of red containers, a dark car shot into her path. Men emerged from the car faster than she could blink. They waved guns toward her, and one fired into the air. Shifting sharply to the left, she lost her balance, and fell off the hoverboard. She hit the pavement hard, and the world went black


  




  

    



    chapter five




    Gray filled her vision. She sat up abruptly, causing the flimsy metal cot to wobble. She steadied herself on the cement wall. An aluminum table sat in the middle of the room, with three chairs placed neatly around it. Next to the white door behind her was a giant mirror.




    “Hello?” She scrubbed her head, and winced when her fingers found a tender lump.




    The door opened and a man entered, his spiky blond hair nearly brushing the door frame. He carried a file, and his jacket flared on one side. Arena’s stomach clenched. He’s armed? When he scrutinized her, Arena wondered if he wore jade-green contacts.




    “Hello, Arena.” He pronounced it correctly as “Ah-RAY-nah”, which was at least some points in his favor. “Please sit down here, if you don’t mind.”




    “Where am I? And where’s my roommate? How did I get here?” She panicked and ran to the door, pounding on it and then the mirror. “Please, I just want my roommate back!”




    “I’m afraid we can’t do anything about your roommate at this time. However, we do need to talk about you.” He gestured to one of the chairs by the table again, then sat down. “Please?”




    “Please just let me go home?”




    “I’m afraid I can’t do that.  Not right now at least. Besides, I think you’ll want to hear what I have to say, even though it might not seem like it right now. Oh! That’s right, I brought something for you. I’m sure you must be hungry.” He pulled a peach out of his jacket pocket and set it on the table. “I promise it’s fine.  Was going to eat it myself, but I figured you needed it more than I do.”




    She sat carefully across from him, curling her fingers around the edges of the chair. He was right. She was starving.  It had to be hours from when the chase happened.  She decided that if he wanted to hurt her, he probably would have done it already, so she picked the peach up and bit into it. 




    “My name is Nate, by the way.” She was sure he was the type of guy who had women swooning all over him on a regular basis, but he held her hostage in this cement room—without caffeine.




    The file plunked onto the table. “Arena Schmidt, age 21. Junior at UCLA, major in Atmospheric Sciences.” His mouth quirked as he studied her. “A weather geek? Sounds interesting.” Arena shrugged and continued to eat the peach. “Straight-A student. From Molokai, Hawaii. Parents run a Japanese restaurant.”




    Arena’s chest tightened at the thought of her parents.  The last bite of peach suddenly feeling sour and heavy in her mouth. She set the pit on the table.




    “Did you know you are on a CIA recruit watch list?” Nate eyed her contemplatively.




    “What?” The thought occurred to her that maybe it was a lie.




    “Yes, you seem to have already attracted the attention of the CIA.  They were planning to recruit you sometime during your senior year.” He ran his finger down one of the pages of the file.   “Now it looks to be earlier than that.”




    “Earlier? You mean,  you…?” Arena sat back in her chair, staring him down.




    He took his ID from an inside pocket and dropped it on the table in front of her. It stated “Nate Johnson” and looked just like the IDs on television. His hair was plastered to his forehead in the picture, and he looked distinctly like he was constipated.




    “It rained that day. Not my best side. I wish I could explain, but there’s a lot of paperwork before that happens.  Always more paperwork.” Nate seemed to be really working the dimples at this point.  He was pretty like the guys you see in fashion magazines, posing with their shirts crumpled, one hand on their abs.  “Once we go to that point, you really can’t go back. At least, not easily. You might not have a lot of choice in the long run anyway.”           




    “I, uh… I have to go to the bathroom.” Maybe it would give her a chance to get out of here, or at least a moment to process.




    “Oh. Right.” He turned and gazed at the mirror. “You’ll have to be escorted, of course.”




    The door opened and a dark, curly-haired woman entered. Arena recognized her as the waitress who tried to stop the hoverboard. Up close, the woman had buck-teeth, and was dressed somewhat oddly in a purple-flowered dress, black newsboy hat, and green stockings under laced black boots. “Please come with me.  It won’t help to try to run because everything down here is sealed and scans are required.” The woman led Arena down the cement hall to a small bathroom. She was right, everything looked sealed tight, and there were touch panels at every door except the bathroom.


  




  

    



    chapter six




    Trailing her fingers along the wall as they returned to the room, Arena asked the woman. “What are they going to do to me here? Do I have to join?”




    “It’s not that bad, I promise. Quite fun, actually. And this, it’s better than regular ops. That’s all I can really say.” The woman obviously wanted to say more, but ushered her back into the room. The blond man leaned back in his chair, looking relaxed. The file lay closed on the table.




    Arena sat down fast, causing the chair to wobble. Elbows on the table, she asked, “So what do you want with me?”




    “Well, right now, we’d like to give you some tests. IQ, EKG, that sort of thing. The doctor looked you over while you were asleep, but mostly to see that you didn’t have a concussion or other injuries. Before we can even talk further, we have to make sure you are fit for the job. There’s nothing that I don’t think you couldn’t handle easily.”




    “Do I have a choice?”




    “You always have a choice, though none of the options might seem desirable. I think they want to see what you can do.” Slipping the file from the table, he tapped it on his other hand, eyes steady and manner mild. “Though, the circumstances in which you were brought here do seem unusual. I don’t know if that can be helped anymore. From what I’ve seen of the vid, you’re amazing on those hoverboards.”




    Arena didn’t know what they were going to do to her or how long they would keep her here. There was no way she could go up against a bunch of people with guns. Not finishing school wasn’t an option either. 




    Standing up, she said, “Let’s go then.” He stood, the door opened, and the woman waved her past.




    They led her through a series of doors, each activated by a touch screen, and ended the uninspiring tour in a doctor’s office filled with various pieces of equipment. Nate gave her a funny bow and walked out of the room. A tall, dark female doctor examined her, asking questions about her daily routine. She ran on a treadmill while hooked up to various sensors, under the eye of the doctor and the buck-toothed woman. After a series of other mild physical tests, the buck-toothed woman led her to a conference room with a pile of booklets.




    “These are just general intelligence and logical analysis exams. You’ve probably had something similar in school already.” She left and closed the door. Arena noticed the camera set in one corner.




    One section was all logic problems, just like the graduate school test. Another test included a list of questions asking ethical questions on what she would do if faced with someone stealing or had to save someone from drowning in a pond marked “No Trespassing”.  Arena answered them as truthfully as she could, thinking if she failed it would be a bonus, but that it might be obvious if she failed it on purpose. She didn’t think she was smart enough to interest them for long anyway.




    She put down the pencil and sat back.  The door opened, and the buck-toothed woman came in.  “We have a room ready for you. I’m sorry, it’s not very homey, but it should be alright to sleep for a night.”




    Arena followed the woman to a small cell with a cot, table, chair, sink, and a toilet that had a curtain to wrap around it. Exhausted, Arena sank on the cot and wrapped the blanket around her.
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