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Sarah stood at the edge of the beach, the salt air clinging to her skin as the waves rolled lazily toward the shore. The sea stretched out before her, endless and peaceful, its rhythm like a heartbeat pulsing in time with her own. The sound was soothing, almost hypnotic. She could feel the soft, cool breeze brush against her face, and for a brief moment, she allowed herself to relax. The small seaside town was still quiet this early in the morning. The sun was barely cresting the horizon, painting the sky in soft hues of pink and orange. She was alone on the beach, the only signs of life were the distant cries of seagulls and the occasional ripple of the tide. Her eyes wandered over the horizon, where the sea met the sky.

There was something strangely comforting about the ocean, something that made her feel both insignificant and infinite at the same time. The vastness of it made everything else seem small, her recent breakup, the empty apartment, the ever-present shadow of grief. Everything felt so far away now. She kicked off her shoes and let the cool sand slip between her toes. The ground was firm beneath her, the perfect contrast to the wet, shifting earth beneath the waves. Just a walk, she told herself. She needed it. Fresh air, the sound of water, a moment of clarity.

The sea had always been her mother’s domain. Sarah’s mother had always loved it. But now, the sea felt different. There was a pang of loss every time she looked at it, a reminder of how her mother had been taken by it, swallowed whole, leaving nothing but a memory and a sense of helplessness. Still, Sarah had always been drawn to the water, ever since she was a child. She couldn’t deny it. Maybe it was a way of coming to terms with the loss, of overcoming the fear that had haunted her since that day. "Just a swim," she whispered to herself, trying to ignore how she felt. She went into the water slowly, her feet sinking slightly into the wet sand as she felt the first waves touch her ankles. 

The water was colder than she expected, sending a small shiver through her legs. She took another step forward, letting the water rise to her knees,It was only then, as the water crept higher, that she noticed the subtle change. The waves had become a little more restless. The usual rhythm, the gentle crash against the shore, had been replaced by something slightly more erratic. It wasn’t much,just a subtle shift, like the sea was aware of her presence, paying attention. Sarah took a deep breath and went deeper, feeling the coolness rise to her waist. It wasn’t too bad. The pull of the current was gentle. She swam a few strokes, each movement slow and deliberate, as though she was testing the water, testing herself. The ocean was still beautiful. The soft lap of the waves against her body, and she was almost surprised by how comforting it felt.
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