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Chapter One

The golden beach stretched for miles. The azure sea lapped the shore. A row of low-slung wooden beach houses followed the coastline, their verandas and balconies opening straight out on to the sand. A blue heat haze hung over the heath-covered foothills in the distance. England? No way. This was Californ-I-A.

On a marked-out volleyball pitch in the sand, the four Kirrin cousins took their places: Allie and Dylan on one side, and Jo and Max on the other.

“I have to say, these teams don’t seem fair,” Jo grinned, tossing the ball from hand to hand as she stared down her cousins – one blond, one dark – on the far side of the net. “Max and I are much better volleyball players than you two.”

Dylan looked humble. “Oh well,” he sighed, winking at Allie. “We’ll do the best we can. Go ahead and serve.”

Jo shrugged and served the ball.

Dylan raced to the net. He set the ball up to Allie. Allie leaped into the air like a blond-haired kangaroo and spiked the ball so ferociously that both Jo and Max were knocked off their feet.

“Oopphh!” Jo groaned, landing on her bum.

“Ohhhh!” Max mumbled. He was a little more muffled than Jo, as he had ended up with his chin in the sand.

“Rowfff,” whined Timmy, Jo’s dog, covering his handsome black and tan eyebrows with his paws.

“Boo-yow!” Allie crowed. She gave Dylan a victorious high-five and tossed her blond hair back over her shoulders. “This is Malibu beach volleyball! You’re on my turf now.”

Max sat up and spat out what looked like half the beach. “It’s worth a mouthful of sand to be in Malibu,” he grinned up at Allie, pushing his tousled blond fringe out of his eyes. “It was great of your parents to invite us.”

Jo’s parents Ravi and George came down the steps of the beach house to join the kids.

“Too bad your mother had to go to a Kwakiutl tribal art conference, Allie,” said Jo’s father Ravi. “They make masks that look like this.” He started pulling hideous mask-like faces at the kids, making Jo groan with embarrassment.

“But if her absence means Ravi and I have to bring you kids to Paradise for a few weeks, well,” George cut in with a grin, “as parents we make sacrifices.”

Ravi stopped making faces long enough to rummage in his rucksack and produce a camera. He waved it at Jo and the others in excitement. “I’m going to Hollywood to spot movie stars!” he announced. Malibu wasn’t far down the Californian coast from Beverly Hills. “I want to see the twitchy guy from the comedies who makes those faces.”

“And I’m off to collect local algae, fungi and moulds,” said George, patting her samples bag fondly.

Jo rolled her eyes. “Go wild, Mum,” she teased.

Max pointed reverently towards a colourful run-down beach shack that had been built right into the hills behind it. Surfboards and beach bums leaned up against its walls. “I want to go there,” he said. “Duke’s Surf Shack! It’s in all the surfing magazines. All the best surfers hang there.” Shading his eyes, Max looked out towards the ocean. “Look who’s on the water right now!”

The others squinted out to sea. They could see a couple of specks riding the waves, but for all they knew they could have been looking at seals.

“That’s Bodhi Weinrib,” Max gasped, pointing at the tousled blond speck that was leading the way. “And Jeannie Garcia. And Big Steve and Little Steve Renfro. They’re awesome!”

Now the others had some names to go on, the specks started looking like humans on slick-looking boards. They curved up, over and under the curling waves.

“They do seem pretty good,” Dylan said, impressed.

Suddenly, the surfers’ boards all appeared to splinter into pieces. The surfers were hurled through the air, skidding gracelessly and landing on their noses in the water.
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“I take it back,” said Dylan.

Max frowned. The surfers were being swept in to shore, dangerously close to the pilings of a pier that jutted out into the sea. “Something’s wrong,” he said. “They’re in trouble!”


Chapter Two

The cousins raced down the beach and plunged into the waves. The hapless surfers were struggling with the currents. All were in danger of being smashed against the pilings that held the pier in place.

Max splashed towards the shaggy-haired blond surfer he’d identified to the others as Bodhi Weinrib. He grabbed a shattered piece of surfboard as it floated by. Then he seized Bodhi by the scruff of his wetsuit and pulled him up on to the board.

“Ooff,” Bodhi groaned.

Max held Bodhi firmly in place. He steered the broken board away from the pilings, then let the waves carry him and his passenger safely in to shore.

Allie, Dylan, Jo and Timmy weren’t far behind. They were towing, helping or barking at the remaining surfers, coaxing them out of the danger zone and ashore.

Bodhi gasped and retched on the sand. He squinted up at Max. “Thanks, bro,” he croaked. “Don’t know what happened out there …”

A relaxed-looking Hawaiian man in his fifties with a tan to rival a leather saddle had been watching the whole thing.

“Good job, little grommets,” he said in a gravelly drawl, patting the Kirrins on the back. “You saved the best prospects for my team.”

He glanced around. One of his surfers was cradling an injured arm. Two others were now limping away up the beach. The man scratched his head. “But seems they’re all banged up,” he said ruefully. “So now I’ve got no prospects.”

Bodhi struggled to his feet. “Still got me, Duke,” he said weakly.

Max’s eyes widened. “You’re Duke Sonoma?” he gasped. “The Duke Sonoma?” He spun round to his cousins. “Duke sponsors a team every year in the Pacific West Pro-Am,” he explained enthusiastically. “It’s, like, the team to be on.”

Duke grinned. “You handled that busted board pretty good,” he told Max. “Try-outs are later today, if you’re interested.”

Bodhi nodded. His nose was peeling from too much sun, sea and surf. “You should try out, bro,” he agreed. “I am. The team hangs out at Duke’s place during the tournament. Most cool.”

“You can borrow a board from the shop,” Duke told Max.

Dylan picked up the broken pieces of surfboard as they washed ashore. “Bodhi’s going to need a new board too,” he said. He waved the bits in the air. “Unless we can just lick the pieces of this and stick it back together …”


Duke invited the Five plus Bodhi back to his surf shack. The shop was just as exciting inside as it looked from the outside. The walls were plastered with old surfing posters. Shelves groaned with trophies and tropical knick-knacks like dried puffer fish and driftwood. A huge conch shell lay on the counter.

Max was particularly interested in the row of surfboards lined up against one wall.

“Sometimes we get shore breaks round here,” Bodhi said, looking at the boards with Max. “Watch out for those – they’ll mess you up.”

“Speaking of breaks,” said Jo, studying what remained of Bodhi’s surfboard, “there’s something very wrong with your board …”

Allie picked up a glass of water from the counter, dumped the water in a potted plant and used the bottom of the glass to get a close-up of the damage.

“Wow,” she said. “There’s a ton of tiny little holes drilled in the board.”

The others clustered around for a look. Max gazed through the glass at pieces of all the different boards that had shattered out on the waves that day. The magnification showed rows of dots that differed very slightly in colour.

“Same with these boards,” Max said. “The holes are covered with resin to hide them, but they’re there.” He turned to Bodhi, who was listening with his mouth open. “Your board broke along the drill line.”

“Somebody sabotaged your boards,” Dylan said. “Why would they do that?”

Bodhi pulled himself together. He wasn’t used to being in the same room as a bunch of amateur sleuths. “Massive competition to get on Duke’s team, bro,” he said with a shrug. “Maybe someone’s trying to improve his odds.”

“Don’t worry,” said Jo in determination. “We’ll work it out.”

“I’ll be in the try-outs,” Max put in. “I can check things out from the inside.”

Jo picked up a flyer from a stack on the counter. She turned it over, and smiled. “There’s an Extreme
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