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There was something magical about storms.

I sat on a rock, arms wrapped around my knees and slowly inhaled the scent of lightning on the wind. Waves lapped restlessly against the sandy beach. Their colour had dulled from a perfect turquoise to pewter-grey, only a few shades darker than the sky. Soon they’d start crashing on the beach and the rocks, but I wasn’t worried about drowning. I lived in Seaglass Cove, and like everyone else who’d been born there, I could breathe underwater.

I frowned, peering into the distance. Was that a sailboat? Whoever was in it had better get to dry land quickly, or they could be in trouble later.

Maybe I could go for a swim in the waves when they started getting wilder. My parents were out, and they wouldn’t be back until evening at the earliest. This small cove was set apart from the rest of Seaglass Cove, and nobody would know I’d strayed out of the village borders – but then again, they might be able to smell seawater on me.

Thunder rumbled threateningly in the distance. I grinned as my long red hair was blown about by the wind. The weather had been hot and muggy for several days now, and this storm seemed way overdue.

I had a good feeling about today. For the past couple of weeks, I’d been begging my parents to let me go to Topaz Coast Sixth Form for my second year of A-Levels. They’d wanted to know why I didn’t want to finish studying at Blue Millby Secondary like everyone else my age in Seaglass Cove – and I kept saying that I wanted to try some new things. Experience new places, meet new people, make new memories.

Seaglass Cove and Blue Millby Secondary were all I’d known. And my hometown was beautiful: it was built right next to the sea and was a tourist town as well as a fishing town. It got its name because of all the glass that constantly got washed up on the beach. Mum’s shop sold jewellery made from these pieces; I was wearing a pendant made from dark blue glass right this moment, and a bracelet made from different shades of green.

I jumped as thunder crashed loudly, a lot closer this time. The sky was fully overcast now, without a hint of blue in sight. Rain fell, softly at first but then heavier sharper.

I slid effortlessly off the rock and ran into the centre of the cove. Throwing my arms out, I spun around and laughed as the rain soaked my clothes and hair. Sheet lightning flashed, and the waves started crashing harder.

Storms like this were amazing. When was the last time I’d felt so alive? Of course, they could also be enjoyed inside, with a blanket around you while you were sipping hot chocolate instead of being out in...

The sailboat.

I hurried to the water’s edge and peered out at the sea. It didn’t look anywhere near as playful and carefree as it had this morning; instead, it was angry and dangerous. A white sail waved frantically in the distance, then the boat slowly started to tip onto its side.

There was no time to think. I plunged right into the waves and as soon as I was underwater, swam as fast as I could towards the floundering vessel. Suddenly, the sail and the little mast were right in front of me. It had fully capsized.

So where was the sailor? I couldn’t see any frantic flailing of arms and legs in the water, so I swam all around the boat in case he or she was there, making sure to keep my distance from the boat in case a wave slammed me against it.

My heart sank. A pair of legs poked out from under the boat, kicking desperately. Suddenly, he sank fully, his hair waving in the water. Before I could reach him, he swam upwards and broke the surface.

The water shifted, and I knew what was going to happen. A wave crashed into him; he collided with the boat with a thud, and his legs went still as he began to drift downward.

I swam forward, grabbing him under the arms – and gasped when his weight threatened to pull us both down. We needed to get to shore as soon as possible. I could breathe underwater, but he couldn’t, and he might come around at any moment.

At least there was no blood in the water. That could only be a good thing, right?

I swam away from the boat, pulling him with me. It was a lot harder than it looked on TV, and when I raised my head above the surface to look for the shore, it was farther than I’d thought it would be.

A wave crashed right into my face; the violence of it almost made me let go of him.

I looked around desperately. Were those trees in the distance?

They were!

I swam as fast as I could, pulling him along with me. Finally, legs and arms trembling, I dragged both of us out of the waves and onto cold, damp sand.

Was he breathing? 

Suddenly he began convulsing. I grabbed his right shoulder and pushed, rolling him onto his side and moving his arm across his chest. Was that the right way to do it?

He coughed and spat out seawater, then went still. I peered over his shoulder to get a better look at his face. His dark hair clung to his head. His eyes were closed, and his face was peaceful and still, almost as if he were sleeping. His chest moved gently as he breathed in and out.

I couldn’t look away.

A wave lapped dangerously close to his feet. I slipped my hands under his arms again and pulled him further up the beach, where they couldn’t reach us. I sat beside him and stared out at the water.

The wind blew sharply into the cove and over both of us. I shivered and rubbed at my arms, then got up and walked over to the trees. There had to be a path or steps somewhere, right?

But if there was, how could I just leave him?

“Is that someone down there?”

I looked up sharply. A woman stood amongst the trees, peering down.

“It is! There’s someone lying on the beach!”

“Are they OK? Let’s go down and see.”

He would be. He would be all right.

I rushed back and knelt beside him.
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