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PROLOGUE

The sun is already starting to dip beneath the horizon as I reach the beach. It’s high tide. I’m cutting it fine.

Second thoughts? No way. After everything that’s happened, I need this.

Before I can change my mind I wrap the leash round my ankle and charge into the sea, holding the board in front of me like a shield. Splashing my way through the white water, I take a deep breath and hurl myself into the ocean.

Resurfacing, I gasp in shock as the cold hits me. I shake the water from my hair and start paddling my way out across a golden pathway of light towards the red ball of the sun. As I duck-dive under the waves all the bad stuff starts to recede. By the time I’ve made it out back and am sitting up, my mind is clear. Magic.

I wait for the first decent wave, see one worth paddling for, then realise I’m too late and let it go. There will be more. Suddenly I have all the time in the world.

Before long my patience is rewarded and I spot a set of waves coming. As it gets closer I let the first one go, and the second, then get ready for the third. This is it. A good one.

I stand up and start to move across the wave, feeling its strength beneath me. I try out some turns and to my delight they work until, over-excited, I twist too fast and tumble in head first. No matter. I paddle out for more. This is it – the best feeling in the world!

My next wave is a mistake. It’s too steep. I take off but nosedive, banging my head on the sand. I’m held under by the power of the wave and taste sudden, sharp fear. It feels like someone’s standing on my back, pinning me down; it can only be seconds but feels like a lifetime.

As soon as I swim back to the surface all fear is gone. Grabbing my board I head out again, hoping the next one will be better.

I sit back and wait. My head’s killing me but it’s worth it. I am alone with the ocean. I am free.

Another wave comes. A really good one. I catch it this time and, “Whoa!” For the first time in my life I’m carving it! Twisting and turning, I keep going, edging my way to the back of the board. I’m doing it, I’m in control! Until finally, inevitably, the wave opens up and pushes me out.

I pull away, exhilarated, triumphant, drained, and sink slowly into the sea.

That was it. The perfect wave.

The sun has gone leaving a brilliant red line but I can still see clearly. The waves call to me and I can’t resist them.

Just one more …

I paddle back out and sit waiting patiently. Time ceases to exist. I feel calm, at peace with the world, all tension and conflict gone. Before my eyes the incredible red, pink and orange-streaked sky melts into the horizon, blending with the oily blue-black sea to form a glorious explosion of colour like a huge abstract painting. I am lost in the wonder of it all.

Suddenly I want to share this moment with the person closest to me in the world, but I can’t. A sense of loss pierces me, as sharp as a knife wound.

The ocean is flat now. There are no more waves.

I shiver. I’m beginning to get cold and tired.

Time to head in.

As I turn round to face the shore I realise to my surprise how far I have drifted out. An offshore breeze has whipped itself up and Porthzellan Cove is almost invisible beneath a bank of solid grey cloud. I strike out for shore, paddling strongly against the wind. It shouldn’t take me long.

After a while I stop paddling and lift my head to check where I am. What? I am stunned to see that I am even further out now, almost to the headland. How did that happen? I sit upright on my board, confused. True, the wind has picked up, but I’ve managed worse. And then I understand.

The tide has turned. How stupid am I? It’s taking me out. In the short time I’ve been sat up I’ve moved beyond the headland.

Quickly I lie back down on the board and start to power my arms furiously through the water. I call on all my reserves of strength, every muscle in my body fired by my determination to get back to safety. I’m stronger than I look, I can do this.

But when at last I pause for breath, I can feel the wind has intensified and the sea has got rougher. And even before I lift my head to peer through the darkness, I can tell that I have left the rocky shelter of Porthzellan Cove far behind and am adrift in the open sea.

Too late I realise something else.

Nobody knows where I am.
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chapter 1

KAI

Kai had been trying to get hold of Jen all morning. He’d been late for school – as usual! Then he’d missed her at break time because she was on library duty, and Kai was banned from the library (unfairly in his opinion – it wasn’t inappropriate use of a computer, it was research). He’d looked for her throughout lunchtime until someone said she was probably in the hall, rehearsing for the autumn show.

That was Jen. Busy, popular, successful, involved in absolutely everything. And yet, to his eternal surprise, it was him she wanted to be with.

He peered through the glass panel of the door hoping to get her attention but she was nowhere to be seen. His stomach sank. Where was she? He needed to speak to her.

Then he spotted her in the far corner of the hall demonstrating a dance routine and grinned in relief. She never changed. In charge, as usual.

They went back a long way, he and Jen, to primary school in fact. He cringed as he remembered how he’d arrived in the far west of Cornwall around the age of four with a hippy mum, the wrong accent and long hair like a girl’s.

He’d been practically feral in those days, running round semi-naked all day long like Mowgli. Only his jungle was Porthzellan Cove and his mum was definitely no wolf. More like prey, he thought.

But it was OK. As soon as he started school, Jen had taken him under her wing. She’d shouted at the boys who’d laughed at him, tugged his hair back into a ponytail so tightly he’d thought his scalp was coming off, and said she liked him best.

They’d been best friends ever since and before long he’d been totally accepted into Sandy Bay. He had Jen to thank for that. She led and he followed, that was the way it worked. They were inseparable.

Over the years little had changed. Until this summer, that is, the year they were both fifteen. Things had shifted. Maybe it was because he’d shot up, filled out a bit, too. For the first time in his life he was taller than Jen, and still growing. Now she was the one looking up to him!

She was different, too. In a good way. Loads more tactile than she used to be, Jen had started acting like they were a proper couple. She was always hanging on to his arm, stroking his back when they were talking to others, hugging him, kissing him hello and goodbye.

It was weird.

It was wonderful.

It was confusing.

Jen was gorgeous. He wanted to kiss her too; proper kisses that lasted for more than one second. But how could he? She was his best mate.

And what if he’d got it wrong? The last thing he wanted to do was ruin their friendship.

The bell went for afternoon school and Kai groaned. He daren’t be late again or he’d get a detention. And then he’d be late for work and then all his carefully laid plans for tonight would go wrong. Tentatively he opened the door.

‘Out!’ bawled Miss Todd.

‘Six o’clock, Beach Café! Don’t be late!’ he shouted. Jen turned, grinned and stuck her thumb up and everyone laughed except for the drama teacher. Kai let out a sigh of relief and scarpered before she could get hold of him.

Jen had got the message. She’d be there.

He’d been gearing himself up to this for ages. Now the time had come for him to take the initiative for once in his life. After school he was working an hour or two as usual at the Beach Café, clearing tables. But tonight, unbeknown to Jen, when the families had left and the couples came out to dine, he had booked a table for two.

The best table, on the balcony. The one overlooking the Pass.

It was time to make their relationship official.

And tonight he was going to do it properly.


chapter 2

JEN

‘Beach at six?’ said Ellie when Miss Todd had finally let them go. ‘Mind if I tag along too?’

‘To see Kai?’ teased Jen.

Ellie frowned. ‘No! To see Macca, of course.’

Oops! Said the wrong thing there, thought Jen. To her great surprise, Ellie had had a bit of a thing about Kai earlier in the year, but it had come to nothing. It was obvious to everyone, even Ellie eventually, that he wasn’t interested. In fact, he was totally oblivious to her.

Jen thought she’d got over it by now but apparently she was still touchy.

‘Macca’s awesome!’ added Ellie.

‘Macca’s awesome!’ parroted Jen. ‘You even sound like him! What are you like?’

‘Everyone fancies Macca!’ Ellie protested.

‘I don’t!’

‘Only because you’re all loved-up with Kai,’ said Ellie, sourly.

Jen rolled her eyes. Sometimes she felt years older than her friend. Macca had been THE summer sensation at Sandy Bay. Tall, bronzed and Australian, Martin Mackenzie, the new beach lifeguard with his long, sun-streaked hair and easy, laid-back manner, had been an instant hit with everyone when he’d arrived at the start of the season. Especially the girls.

Ellie had a point though. Macca was seriously fit, there was no doubt about it.

‘No, it’s just that Macca doesn’t do it for me. Like, he’s a really nice guy but there’s no … mystery … to him, if you know what I mean.’

‘Yeah! Unlike Kai! That’s my point. You compare everyone with him.’

Jen shook her head at her friend’s persistence but recognised the truth of what she was saying. Slim and slight, with thick dark hair, the ponytail having disappeared years ago, thank goodness, though his fringe still fell into his deep brown eyes, there was so much more to Kai than most people realised.

Jen knew him better than anyone else in the world and yet sometimes she wasn’t sure she knew him at all. He was always surprising her with the things he said, the things he did. Most people didn’t get him. They liked him enough, but he was a bit of a loner. He could come across as quiet, awkward, moody, a bit of a wimp almost, compared with the macho rugby boys and the regular surfing crowd.

But he wasn’t, not at all. He was deep and complex and different from anyone else she knew, and that’s what appealed to her.

Kai was so many things. He was a complete paradox. She couldn’t help smiling at the thought of him.

Kai was thoughtful and a dreamer. He could also be impetuous and disorganised, his home life, over the years, being a tad chaotic. He read more than anyone else she knew, wrote poems, loved Shakespeare, was into music, not just pop and grime but other earlier stuff she didn’t get at all. At the same time he was equally at one with the elements and the natural world, and was far, far tougher than he looked. Mr Davis who took them for English really rated him. Most of the other teachers thought he was trouble, probably because of his habit of bolting out of class when things went wrong.

All this, combined with his cute smile, the way his eyes lit up when he saw her and the fact he was way taller than her now, she found incredibly sexy.

This had come as a big shock to Jen. She hadn’t expected to feel like this about Kai. She didn’t know how to deal with it and it was driving her mad.

‘I can tell you’re thinking about him, you’ve got that look on your face. Admit it, Jen! You’re besotted with him,’ said Ellie.

Jen groaned inwardly. She blamed Ellie. It was her fault. Hers and one or two other girls at school who had recently woken up to the fact that strange little Kai had grown up and morphed into someone intriguing and pretty fit.

It was like they’d alerted her to the possibility of a romance with her best friend. Weird! Weird! Weird! But she couldn’t stop thinking about it.

The worst thing was, she had no idea if Kai felt the same.

 

After school they went back to Ellie’s. The two girls had been friends since their very first show together at Sandy Bay High. Ellie, small and lively, was terrified of missing out and always up for everything. She blitzed through life like a mini tornado, following every single trend, whereas Jen, taller and more alternative, wasn’t afraid to do her own thing and be different. Despite that they were good mates – most of the time.

Jen flopped onto Ellie’s bed and checked her phone to see if there was a message from Kai. Nothing. He’d be at work by now at the Beach Café. She wondered what all the fuss was about, telling her to be there on time, bang on six o’clock. She smiled to herself. That was rich, coming from him.

She couldn’t wait to see him later.

‘What shall I wear?’

Ellie was busy tearing clothes from her wardrobe, holding them up for inspection then flinging them down on her bed. Jen picked up a sparkly dress from the growing pile with raised eyebrows.

‘Uh? Can I remind you that we’re going to the beach?’

‘I don’t like it anyway,’ said Ellie, snatching it back. ‘What about these?’ She held up a pair of jeans with rips in the knees.

‘Better. But they’re your dancing ones.’

‘So? Who says I won’t end up dancing with someone by the end of the night?’ She whirled round and round the room with a daft, dreamy look on her face, clutching the jeans to her. Jen laughed out loud.

‘Who might that be, then? As if I didn’t know.’

‘Oh no!’ Ellie came to an abrupt standstill. ‘l’ve got less time than I thought to drive Macca wild. I just remembered, I promised Mum I’d babysit later. Right, I’ve got to up my game. Yes? No?’ She waved a pair of miniscule shorts at Jen.

‘Bit unsubtle.’

‘That’s me, babe!’ She shook her head in mock exasperation at her friend and pulled them on regardless. ‘D’you know what, Jen? Sometimes you remind me of my mum! What are you wearing anyway?’

Jen glanced at her watch. ‘I was going home to change but it’s getting a bit late.’

‘D’you want to borrow something?’

‘It’s okay, we’ll probably just be sitting around on the beach.’

Ellie stared at her. ‘You cannot hang out at Sandy Bay in your school uniform!’

‘Why not?’ Jen glanced out at the blue sky. ‘Okay, maybe I’ll change into my shorts and trainers.’

‘Tell me you’re joking!’ Ellie watched in horror as Jen fished inside her bag for her PE kit. ‘Look, put this on at least.’ She threw an off -the -shoulder top at her friend.

‘But it’s brand new. You only bought it on Saturday. You haven’t even worn it yet.’

‘So?’ Ellie, generous to a fault, was more concerned about replacing her school studs with big hoops. “I’m not going to the beach with you looking like a div!’

Jen gasped. ‘Are you allowed to say that?’ Then, ‘What is a div, anyway?’

‘I dunno.’

The two girls laughed and finished dressing, continuing to swap jokes and friendly insults. When they were ready they stared at themselves in the full-length mirror.

‘That top looks loads better on you than it does on me,’ said Ellie, sounding a bit wistful. ‘I wish I was tall like you. Look how long your legs are! It’s not fair. You look great, even in your PE shorts.’

‘So do you,’ said Jen and gave her a hug. And Ellie really did look nice in her skimpy shorts, flimsy top and hoop earrings. Though personally, she wouldn’t have been seen dead in them.

‘Wait a sec.’ Ellie tugged on a pair of lace-up heeled sandals, stretched herself up to her full height and examined herself in the mirror with satisfaction. ‘That’s better. Look, I’m nearly as tall as you now. Perhaps Macca will notice me at last.’

Jen shook her head in despair at her fickle friend. Rejected by Kai, Ellie had found it easy to transfer her affections to Macca and now she was obsessing about him non-stop even though last year it had been all about the other lifeguards on Sandy Bay, Ben and Danny, and Jen’s cousin, Jay.

How could two mates be so different? She’d never wanted to be with anyone but Kai.

‘Come on,’ sighed Jen. ‘We’re going to be late.’

She should have let it go. But as they ran down the lane towards Sandy Bay together, she continued, ‘Anyway, El, admit it. You only fancy Macca because he’s a lifeguard.’

She was rewarded with howls of protest.

‘No way! It’s his accent I love.’

‘What? Everything he says sounds like a question.’

‘And the way he smiles. His eyes crinkle up.’

‘That’s because he’s had too much sun,’ said Jen, unkindly.

‘Shut up! His eyes are gorgeous. He’s gorgeous. He’s so friendly. I feel like I’ve known him for ages.’

Jen did her famous eyebrow-raising face. ‘You’ve known him about five months.’

‘So? That’s long enough,’ declared Ellie, beginning to sound nettled. ‘Just because you and Kai have been together for ever.’

‘Me and Kai? I’m not going out with Kai.’

‘Yeah, right! “Meet me after work, Jen. See you at the Beach at six, Jen.” ’

Where did that come from? Jen stared at her friend in surprise. Ellie’s silly high voice was infuriating. Kai didn’t sound a bit like that.

‘Don’t deny it, Jen,’ said Ellie. ‘You two are together.’

‘Not in that way! We’re mates, that’s all.’

‘Come on, admit it!’ shrieked Ellie. ‘You’ve gone bright red!’

‘No I haven’t!’ Jen could feel her cheeks on fire. She wanted to slap Ellie. Hard. Or rather, she wanted to tell her, Yes, you’re right, we are together, so there!

But how could she? Because they weren’t. Not yet, anyway. And if Kai didn’t feel the same way as her, they never would be, no matter how much she wanted it. She knew that for certain after what had happened between him and Ellie.

Maybe he just wanted to be friends.

Aargh! This was so frustrating. And still Ellie wouldn’t shut up. ‘Jen, admit it! You’ve always had a thing for him.’

‘Don’t be daft.’ Ellie was really getting on her nerves.

‘Kai snaps his fingers and you come running. It’s always been the same. You’re a soft touch where he’s concerned.’

‘That is so not true!’ Jen glared at Ellie. How dare she?

She had a mind of her own. She didn’t run after anyone.

Did she?


chapter 3

MACCA

Martin Mackenzie from New South Wales, Australia, had little idea of the effect he was having on the female teen population of Sandy Bay, Cornwall.

As a lifeguard, Macca, as he was known to one and all, was used to being asked questions about tides and rip currents but, until his new colleagues informed him otherwise, he had assumed these questions sprang from a genuine need to know the answer. Therefore, having fairly recently swotted up on local knowledge, he readily passed it on with enthusiasm to grateful enquirers who, now he came to think about it, were often young girls, like the trio who had just arrived on the beach after school.

After he’d answered all their questions and directed them to a safe area to enter the water, he came back to find the other lifeguards chuckling away amongst themselves.

‘What’s so funny?’

Jay looked at him pityingly.

‘They don’t want to go surfing, dipstick!’

Macca was confused. ‘They said they did.’

‘Duh! So where are their boards?’

Macca shrugged. ‘I guess they’re going to hire them at the shop.’

‘You’re hilarious, mate,’ Danny chipped in. ‘You still don’t get it. They’re just trying to get off with you, birdbrain!’

‘It’s your Aussie charm that turns them on.’

‘It’s the twang that does it.’

‘And his curls.’ They all burst out laughing.

Macca scratched his head and laughed, enjoying the banter. Tall, with sun-bleached hair that hung down over his ears in thick, salty twists, a deep tan left over from the Cornish summer and the Australian sun that preceded it and a six-pack honed from years of surfing, Macca didn’t give a stuff about his looks and had very little interest in the girls who were so impressed by them.

He lived for one thing and one thing only: surfing.

Which was what had brought him to Sandy Bay in the first place. He wanted to surf the Pass. He’d met Jay while surfing six months ago at Byron Bay in Australia at a place also called the Pass. And when Jay told him that where he came from in the UK there was a place with the same name and a brilliant set of waves, Macca decided, on the spur of the moment, to make it summer all year round and come back with Jay to Cornwall to try it out. It was as good a reason as any.

Macca travelled light. He’d arrived in Sandy Bay with nothing but his passport and a board he’d bought on eBay, a retro single fin Bruce Palmer, 7-foot collectible. He and Jay had picked it up in Devon on the way down. He’d always hankered after one and it didn’t disappoint, being slower, cruisier, thicker and more stable than any other board he’d ever owned. He didn’t need anything else.

He’d bedded down at Jay’s and before long had joined him and the others as a lifeguard on Sandy Bay where he was proving a hit, not just with the girls but with the rest of the team, because of his expertise and abundant enthusiasm.

Not that they ever told him that, of course.

‘Uh-oh, here come some more fans.’ Ben had spotted some girls wending their way along the beach. ‘Isn’t that your cousin and her mate, Jay?’

Jay narrowed his eyes and saw Jen and her friend coming towards them. ‘Yep. Watch out, Mac.’

‘I thought she went around with that hippy kid who helps out at the café,’ said Danny. ‘What’s his name?’

‘Kai. She does. But Ellie, the other one, is a Macca fan, you can tell.’

Ben groaned. ‘We need a name for them. What shall we call them?’

‘Macca Pakkas,’ said Danny, who fancied himself as a bit of a wit, and everyone roared.

Macca shook his head with a grin. What were they on about now? Sometimes he felt he didn’t speak the same language as these guys.

‘Kids’ programme on TV,’ explained Jay, taking pity on him.

‘Ah! The one you watch every night before you go to bed,’ said Macca, joining in the joke, even though he had no idea what they were talking about.

‘Sends me to sleep,’ agreed Jay, which led to another round of laughter.

‘What’s so funny?’ asked Jen as she came into earshot.

‘I’ve just been telling the guys I watch In the Night Garden every night.’

‘Better get home or you’ll miss it then,’ said Jen, laughing. ‘You guys are weird.’

‘Oops! Swimmers in the surfing area,’ said Ben and grabbed the megaphone. ‘Danny, move those flags up the beach a bit. It’s nearly high tide.’

The two of them sprinted towards the shoreline and Jen gave her cousin a hug. She was dead proud of him. Recently he’d been taken on as the newest crew member of the Sandy Bay lifeboat.
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