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For Caro






‘It could happen in ten thousand years’ time, but it could also happen tomorrow…’

Sir David King, former chief scientific adviser to the UK government and founder of the Centre for Climate Repair at Cambridge University warns that a mega tsunami, caused by a landslide in the Canary Islands, could hit the south coast of the UK at any time.








PART ONE INITIATION
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I slam the car door shut and follow Mum and Parker into the large, brick headquarters of Mayes Cranston Engineering. I woke up today with that prickly, irritable feeling in my head again, the one I’ve had on and off since Dad left last summer. It’s like that sensation when you’re wearing something scratchy and uncomfortable, except you can change out of itchy clothes; I can’t seem to change my brain.

At least we’ve got the morning off school.

The January chill of the car park gives way to the warmth of the carpeted lobby. It smells of furniture polish and stale air. Mum works here five days a week as an admin assistant – though she’s also doing a big project for the company, which has taken up all her spare time since the new year. The last time I was here was on a ‘bring your kid to work’ day, nearly a year ago.

‘This is going to be sooo interesting,’ Parker whispers.

I say nothing. Interesting is not the word I’d use.

‘Hello, Christian!’ Mum says, hurriedly clipping her staff key card to her cardigan. Mum’s always in a hurry these days, thanks to the fact that she is almost constantly working.

I look up to see a square-jawed man in a crisply cut navy suit striding towards us, arms open in welcome. Mum talks about Christian a lot – he’s the head of the engineering department and gets on with everyone, or so Mum says. I vaguely remember him from when I was here last year.

‘This can’t be Hollie,’ he says, grinning broadly. ‘She’s so tall!’

‘I’m actually the average height for fourteen,’ I mutter. People always think I’m tall. It’s because I’m lanky. That’s the word my Great-aunt Louella uses for me; she says I’ll grow into my long, skinny arms and legs. I’m not so sure; anyway, I’d rather just look normal.

‘Hollie!’ Mum is smiling, but there’s a warning note in her voice. Don’t embarrass me! That’s what she’s really saying. I cross my arms, feeling awkward. I hadn’t meant to be rude, but what are you supposed to do when people make highly personal remarks? Beside me, Parker is fidgeting from foot to foot, chewing on her lip.

‘And this is Parker, Hollie’s friend. They’re doing their science project together,’ Mum explains.

Can’t she remember anything?

‘It’s not a science project, actually,’ I say. ‘It’s a project-based learning assignment.’

‘To research, identify and analyse key aspects of the upgrade to our local storm defence system at Salthaven, which was designed, tested and then installed a few months ago by Mayes Cranston Engineering,’ Parker blurts out. She has clearly memorized the outline that we – by which I really mean Parker – wrote for Miss Griffin who set the environmental studies assignment.

Christian stares at her, a smile playing across his lips. ‘That sounds ambitious.’

‘It’s basically just a report on how Mayes Cranston recently rebuilt the seawall,’ I explain.

‘I’ve already done lots of research,’ Parker says proudly. ‘The original seawall was constructed in the 1990s but degraded over the years and, with global warming accelerating, it was decided a few years ago that it wasn’t big or strong enough. A new, larger seawall, with reinforced steel embedded in the concrete was finally installed last autumn.’ She clasps her hands together. ‘I can’t wait to check out how you interfaced with the supercomputer; maybe even try out the projection mapping software? Ooh, and I’d love to see how you programmed the simulation tank.’

I roll my eyes. Parker is such a geek.

‘No worries!’ Christian laughs, revealing two rows of perfectly white, even teeth. Parker blushes the colour of a strawberry and Mum gives her shoulder a reassuring pat. How come she can respond like that to Parker being a bit anxious, but can’t handle it when I’m feeling awkward?

‘Well, that certainly sounds like a science project, Hollie!’ Mum says pointedly.

I look down at the dark red carpet. Until recently, Mum and I were really close. But since Dad left, everything’s changed. It’s not just that Mum’s always working, it’s that even when she is around, she’s distracted. She doesn’t listen properly to me – or anyone – any more. I know she’s always stressing about money now we’re living on just her salary, and I get that it’s hard for her. I really do. But she’s only in that position because Dad left.

And Dad left because of her. He told me that specifically on 30 August last year – the last day I spoke to him. ‘I just don’t want to be with your mother any more,’ he said. Of course he added ‘it’s no one’s fault’, but that didn’t fool me. Mum was always nagging at him to get a job before he went. If it isn’t her fault that she pushed him away, whose is it?

‘What about you, Hollie?’ Christian’s voice brings me back to the stuffy Mayes Cranston lobby. He’s still smiling warmly. Mum, on the other hand is frowning at me, while Parker is staring at her toes.

‘What about what?’ I ask.

Mum gives a tsk, like I’ve said something highly offensive.

‘I was just wondering what you’re interested in?’ Christian asks. ‘The supercomputer like Parker here? Or maybe the engineering process? We own a very powerful scanning electron microscope that we use to check for defects in metal alloys.’

‘Oh.’ I shrug. I care about rising sea levels and the climate crisis as much as anyone else my age, of course, but I can’t imagine I’ll find anything very interesting in the new seawall, even if I use one of Christian’s super-powerful microscopes to look for it.

Unlike Parker, who has spent the past few days reading as much as she can about storm defence systems, I’m only doing this project because I have to.

‘Come on, Hollie, this is a state-of-the-art engineering company.’ Mum gives me a gentle prod. ‘I would have given my eye teeth to be shown around a place like this when I was at secondary school.’

I roll my eyes. Mum’s always going on about how she missed out on being a top-level scientist because she didn’t go to university and how important it is for me to do well at maths and science, so I can get to uni myself.

What about what I want?

Mum frowns, her voice growing sharper. ‘Ms Somersby has been very kind to allow your visit today, Hollie, so I hope there’s something you’re interested in?’

‘Not really,’ I mumble.

The silence turns awkward. Mum lets out a frustrated sigh. Christian looks embarrassed.

‘Who’s Ms Somersby?’ Parker mouths.

‘Big Boss Lady,’ I grunt. I’ve never met Mum’s boss – she only started at the company six months ago, shortly before they started building the new seawall. However, I don’t like what I know. It’s Mum’s boss who keeps her working so hard.

‘Ms Somersby to you, Hollie,’ Mum says tersely. She turns to Parker. ‘She’s the managing director of the whole company.’

‘I reckon Big Boss Lady works just as well,’ Christian says with a grin.

I almost smile back. Maybe Christian isn’t so bad.

‘Is Ms Somersby showing us round?’ Parker asks eagerly.

‘No, that’ll be me,’ Christian says. He taps his staff key card which is clipped to his jacket pocket. ‘I think I’ve got something to show you that even Hollie will be interested in. Are you ready to get going?’

‘Not yet,’ I say quickly. ‘We have to wait for Rex; he’s in our group too.’

As I say his name, I feel the heat rising at the back of my neck and hope nobody notices.

Rex Russell started in our year at school last September and is one of those cool boys that everybody wants to be friends with. He’d barely exchanged five words with me until Miss Griffin assigned him to our group. Which, to be honest, wasn’t really fair on Rex. Every group wanted him – while nobody wanted to join me and Parker – so I guess Miss Griffin thought it made sense.

Of course it does mean that nobody got what they wanted.

Except me. Not that it’s panned out like I’d hoped. Not yet anyway. Rex and I might have talked now – but only about the outline for the project. Having said that, I think he was impressed that, thanks to Mum working at Mayes Cranston, I was able to organize a visit here so quickly. I touch my hair, feeling self-conscious. Are my dark curls behaving themselves? I wish I could check myself in a mirror.

‘So, I found out from my search that the new seawall is bigger, with steel inside the reinforced concrete, but how else is it different?’ Parker asks, phone in hand and all poised to take notes.

‘Ah, we also improved the resilience of the deadmans at the wall’s base in the seabed,’ Christian explains. ‘Not even a tsunami could get through that now! Ha, ha! We tested…’ His voice fades away as I turn towards the glass front door next to us and peer out at the drizzle.

Rex should be here by now, shouldn’t he? I offered him a lift with me and Parker, but he said he’d make his own way here.

A sleek, black car turns into the parking lot. It glides past all the other vehicles, including Mum’s battered estate, drawing to a halt just to the left of the main door where we’re standing. A uniformed security guard appears from around the corner and rushes over to open the driver’s door. A woman in heels and a cream trench coat steps out. The sharp lines of her bob swing forward as she speaks to the security guard, then bends down, clearly talking to whoever is in the passenger seat. I sense movement behind me and turn. A serious-faced youngish man is standing by the reception desk, holding a laptop and a reusable coffee cup.

‘She’s here!’ he calls to someone out of my eyeline.

I turn back to watch the woman. This must be the boss, Ms Somersby. She’s still talking to whoever is sitting in the passenger seat. The security guard strides to the front door of the building and holds it open for her.

‘Hi, Geoff,’ Mum says to him.

He nods at her. ‘Morning.’

As Ms Somersby shuts the driver-side door with a click, I glance at Mum, with her unstylish mop of greying hair and her shapeless cardigan. A horrible thought darts through my head: maybe if Mum looked as groomed and sophisticated as Ms Somersby, then Dad wouldn’t have left.

The thought evaporates as the passenger on the other side of the car gets out and strolls behind Ms Somersby towards the building.

My jaw drops. It’s Rex Russell!
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Ms Somersby sweeps inside, Rex sauntering behind her. He catches my eye and smiles. I realize I’m gawping and shut my mouth.

‘Come on, Rex,’ Ms Somersby says impatiently. ‘We’re late as it is.’

The realization lands with a thud: Rex must be her son.

Ms Somersby glances around, taking us all in as she removes her coat. She’s wearing a silk blouse and a black pencil skirt; the blouse alone looks like it probably cost as much as Mum is paid in a month. Ms Somersby holds out her coat to Geoff, the security guard. He takes it silently, then gently closes the front door and disappears outside again.

‘Morning, Anthea,’ Christian says cheerfully. ‘As I’m sure you remember, Mrs Norris’s daughter and friends are here today for a school proj—’

‘Of course I remember,’ Ms Somersby says, an impatient edge to her voice. ‘My son Rex is in their group.’ She grips Rex’s shoulder and steers him towards us.

So much for me thinking Rex was impressed that I’d been able to organize this visit because of my mum working here, when his mum is in charge of the whole company. He must have been laughing at me over that.

‘Oh.’ Christian looks as taken aback as I am. ‘I didn’t realize.’

‘Hi, everyone.’ Rex holds his hand up in a casual wave.

‘Why didn’t you say something?’ Mum hisses at me.

‘I didn’t kn—’ I start.

‘Is this your daughter?’ Ms Somersby turns to me. ‘Hello, there, Mollie.’

Beside her, Rex winces.

‘Er, it’s Hollie,’ I say. ‘With an H.’

‘And this is Parker,’ Mum adds quickly. As she ushers Parker forward, Mum’s key card unclips itself from her cardigan pocket and falls to the floor. I glance around. Nobody, apart from me, appears to have noticed.

Parker gives Ms Somersby a shy nod.

‘I’m so sorry, Ms Somersby,’ Mum says plaintively. She glances crossly at me. ‘Hollie didn’t explain that the Rex in her group was your Rex.’

‘I didn’t know,’ I protest. ‘Rex never said.’

Why is Mum making out this is my fault? She’s actually frowning at me. At me! Rex is the one who didn’t explain who he was. The irritable feeling inside my head builds. I glance at Mum’s key card on the floor again, then take a tiny step sideways and cover it with my shoe. I’m going to take it with me on our tour, see if it can open any interesting doors. Mum won’t like me snooping, of course, but it serves her right for not taking my side just now.

‘Sorry,’ Rex says. ‘It’s true I didn’t mention who my mum is, it… er… it didn’t come up.’ He wrinkles his nose, as if to suggest he doesn’t understand why we’re all making such a big deal over the confusion.

‘I’m not sure I follow,’ Mum says faintly.

‘For goodness’ sake.’ Ms Somersby rolls her eyes. ‘Rex has his father’s surname.’ She stretches her lips into a thin smile. ‘I didn’t realize that retaining my own name when I married was going to have such confusing consequences.’ She makes a sound which is half laugh, half cough.

I frown. Is that her idea of a joke?

Christian appears to think so. He laughs himself, just a little too loudly, then says: ‘Well, now that everyone’s here, shall we get on with the tour?’

‘Good idea. I do hope the children find it useful. Bye, Rex.’ With a glance at her son, Ms Somersby glides across the lobby. The young man with the coffee and the laptop scuttles forward and hands her the reusable cup. A moment later they move out of sight. Streams of people are now arriving, filing through the lobby beside us.

‘I need to start work too,’ Mum says apologetically. ‘Ms Somersby asked me to do a couple of hours on reception this morning, while Priya’s at the dentist.’

‘No worries,’ Christian says. ‘I’ll have the kids back here in an hour.’

‘Great,’ says Mum. ‘I’ll organize a taxi to take them straight to school.’ She turns to me and, in front of everyone, like I’m six years old, says: ‘Now, please behave, Hollie.’ Then she scuttles away across the lobby to her place behind the reception desk.

I glance down at the floor. The irritable feeling in my head morphs into resentful anger. Mum’s key card is still under my foot. I bend down quickly, pretending to adjust the strap on my shoe, and slip it into my pocket.

‘Good to go?’ Christian asks, rubbing his hands together.

‘Okay,’ I say, standing up.

‘Sure,’ Rex says with a nod. ‘Hey, Parker, how’re you doing?’

‘Good, thanks.’ Parker smiles for the first time since we arrived.

I have to hand it to him. Whatever beef I might have with Rex, he’s good with Parker. A lot of kids at school make fun of her for being so enthusiastic about science but easy-going Rex just accepts her as she is.

He still could have explained that his mother was Mayes Cranston Engineering’s Big Boss Lady.

‘This way!’ Christian leads us across the lobby to the door next to the reception desk. He holds his key card next to the pad on the wall and the door clicks open. We follow him through and along a carpeted corridor. Rooms lead off on both sides.

‘Why didn’t you tell me about your mum?’ I ask, falling into step beside Rex.

He gives me a lazy, one-shouldered shrug. ‘Dunno, guess I didn’t think it was that big a deal.’ He hesitates. ‘I’m sorry she didn’t get your name right, though.’ A strand of his hair falls over his eyes and my stomach gives a little skip.

Feeling self-conscious, I purse my lips. ‘Whatever.’

Christian rounds a bend in the corridor and leads us past a large, glass-panelled room marked Boardroom. Other members of staff hurry by, each one smiling and saying hello as they pass.

‘This is so exciting,’ Parker trills.

‘Definitely interesting,’ Rex agrees. ‘We’re going to see how Salthaven is protected from the kind of storm surges at sea that are more and more likely to happen thanks to the ice caps melting. It’s like, the most important thing we could be doing our research on.’ He gazes down at his phone and I wonder if he’s messaging with his girlfriend. Or boyfriend. Unlike me, Rex doesn’t live in Salthaven and is, I’m starting to realize, very private. He certainly hasn’t boasted that his family are well off or let slip that his mum is a big shot here at Mayes Cranston. In fact, I’m fairly sure that nobody at school knows anything about his personal life, though lots of them would like to.

At the end of the corridor, Christian opens another door with his key card and ushers us into a dimly lit room. A double row of tall, black servers stand along one wall, with a single computer terminal at one end.

‘Is this the supercomputer?’ Parker sounds excited. ‘I read that it runs on 1.6 million processor cores and can reach speeds of up to twenty petaflops.’

Christian laughs. Rex makes a face. ‘What’s a petaflop?’

‘It means the supercomputer can perform at twenty times ten to the power of fifteen,’ Parker gabbles. ‘That’s more than a billion processing actions per second.’

‘Indeed!’ Christian sounds impressed. ‘But this is just our own bank of servers. We actually execute all our supercomputing in the cloud.’

‘Ah, of course.’ Parkers face falls, expressing a mix of embarrassment and disappointment.

‘How about looking at the program for the simulation tank?’ Christian suggests with a sympathetic smile. ‘I think you said you’d like to see that?’

‘Ooh, yes.’ Parker’s eyes light up again.

I exchange a glance with Rex. He’s clearly as in the dark about what they’re talking about as I am. A delicious shiver wriggles down my spine at the shared moment.

‘What’s the simul—tank thing?’ Rex asks.

‘The simulation tank, commonly known around here as the wave tank,’ Christian explains. ‘It’s what we used last year to work out the height, depth and quality of the steel we needed for the new seawall.’ He opens the computer terminal at the end of the row of servers and taps in a long password.

I suppress a yawn, my eyes glazing over.

‘I imagine you’ll be more interested in the test itself than the software, eh, Hollie?’ Christian asks, his fingers flying over the keyboard as he finds the files he’s looking for. He grins, glancing sideways at me.

‘The test?’ I have no idea what he’s talking about.

‘You mean we can do an actual test? In the wave tank?’ Parker turns to Rex and me, eyes shining. ‘It’s really cool,’ she says. ‘The computer sets up a program so the engineers can test different steels for the seawall using waves of seawater to see how effective each type is.’

‘What, with real seawater?’ Rex asks, sounding impressed.

‘And actual waves?’ I add, trying to imagine how the test might work.

‘That’s right, the steel panels and the waves are all to scale.’ Christian points across the room to a door in the corner marked Simulation Tank Room – authorized personnel only. ‘That’s where the wave tank is.’ He turns back to the screen in front of him, which is now showing a bewildering array of equations and graphs. Parker peers at it, her face lit up. ‘This is the program we used when we ran the final test. The one that we followed when deciding which steel to install in the new seawall.’

Christian’s phone gives an insistent beep. Frowning, he picks it up, then sighs. ‘Sorry, I’ve been called into a meeting. We’re going to have to take a quick break.’ He presses the ESC on the keyboard and the screen goes black. ‘Can you find your way to reception? It’s back the way we came, just past the boardroom, remember?’

‘Of course,’ Rex says.

‘Okay, thanks.’ Christian holds up his hands in apology. ‘Soon as I’m free again, I’ll show you the tank itself. I shouldn’t be more than fifteen minutes.’

‘Thanks,’ Parker says.

A moment later, Christian has swept out of the door, leaving the three of us in the dimly lit server room. Parker’s fingers drift across the keyboard. I can tell she is itching to take another look at the software program for the tank test.

Her thick, sandy-coloured hair falls over her face as she leans closer to the screen. ‘Do you think it would be okay if I had a proper look at what he showed us?’

‘How are you going to do that?’ Rex asks.

I grin. Knowing Parker as I do, I’m pretty sure I have the answer to that. ‘You memorized Christian’s password when he logged on before, didn’t you, Parker?’

She nods. ‘Do you think he’d mind if I… you know… used it to take a peek?’

I’m fairly certain Christian would rather Parker wasn’t let loose on the Mayes Cranston network. On the other hand, one of us might as well be enjoying themselves while we wait for him to come back.

‘That’s not a good id—’ Rex starts.

‘I don’t see why not,’ I interrupt. ‘Parker just wants to examine the software for the wave tank, don’t you, P?’

‘Yes, I won’t damage anything,’ Parker says eagerly.

‘Exactly.’ I smile at her. ‘It’s fine. Isn’t it, Rex?’

‘I guess.’ Rex still sounds uncertain, but Parker lets out a squeak of excitement, then starts tapping away, inputting Christian’s long password. With all her science and IT smarts, I’m certain Parker would be a brilliant hacker. But she looked appalled when I suggested it once, even when I pointed out that ethical hackers are a total thing.

Parker said she’d never break the rules.

I told her that was a waste of her skills.

‘Wow.’ Rex looks seriously impressed as the terminal flashes into life again. Christian closed it down in such a hurry that the screen opens on the tank test program he was showing us before, complete with all its mystifying graphs and equations.

I glance over at the tank room in the corner.

‘Shame we can’t go in there,’ Rex says, catching my eye. ‘Get an advance look at the wave tank before Christian comes back.’

With a surge of excitement, I remember Mum’s key card, still stashed in my pocket. ‘Let’s use this!’ I take it out and flourish it in front of him. The last vestiges of my earlier irritation vanish on a wave of adrenaline. I never imagined, just half an hour ago, that I’d be able to use today’s tour to impress Rex and annoy Mum while still doing research for our school project.

Rex’s eyes widen. ‘Seriously?’

‘Come on!’ I cry. ‘Let’s go!’
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I race over to the wave tank room and run the key card over the pad on the door. As I walk inside, the movement triggers the overhead light. My jaw drops. The room is dominated by a massive glass box, reaching right up to the very high ceiling, way above our heads. This must be the wave tank. It’s empty apart from a series of low steel panels; each one stretches across the width of the tank. The glass walls are etched with litre markings at regular intervals, all the way to the top.

‘Wow,’ Rex says, appearing in the doorway. ‘Hey, Parker, look! It’s enormous.’

‘What exactly are the panels for?’ I wonder out loud.

Parker appears behind Rex. I can see by the expression on her face that she is torn between fascination with the tank and worry that we’re going to get into trouble for using my mum’s key card to get in here. ‘The panels are made from different types of steel, from low grade to high quality,’ she says. ‘For the tests, the engineers programmed them one by one into position, then filled the tank with waves, to see how well each panel would hold back the water. That way they were able towork out what kind of steel to use inside the concrete wall out at sea. Apparently the one they picked was the highest quality steel there is!’

‘Cool,’ Rex enthuses.

‘You mean they just kept crashing waves against different panels until they knew which steel to use for the real thing?’ I ask. Parker nods. ‘So the tank acts like… like a wave machine at the swimming pool?’

‘More like waves in the actual sea.’ Parker frowns. ‘This is supposed to be a simulation of what would happen to the seawall if the sea produces the biggest waves that could ever hit the coast, like thirty-footers. It’s all built exactly to scale.’

I stare at the glass tank, a fresh idea fizzing up inside me. I turn to the others. ‘How about we try it out?’

The others stare at me.

‘Could we do that, Parker?’ Rex says uncertainly. ‘An actual test, with real waves?’

‘Yes.’ Parker frowns. ‘It’s all set up on the terminal. But I think we should wait for Christian. He’ll be back soon.’

I look at the time, my excitement building. ‘Not for at least ten minutes,’ I say eagerly. ‘And it’ll be much better to do the test ourselves. Mr Barker’s always saying in science that the best research is when you work it out on your own. You know, when it’s em—emp—’ I stop, unable to remember the word.

‘Empirical,’ Parker says. ‘I still don’t think we should do it.’

I look at Rex. I can see from the sparkle in his eyes that he’s seriously tempted. ‘Come on,’ I plead. ‘If we start now, the test will be over by the time Christian gets back.’

I have no idea if this is true but, right now, I don’t care.

‘I don’t know,’ says Rex.

My thoughts flit back to Mum and how frustrated she got with me earlier. I can’t seem to do anything right these days. Well, she wanted me to be more interested in science. It’ll serve her right if I conduct a real-life experiment. Right here, in her workplace.

Yeah, that’ll show her.

‘We’re doing it,’ I say and before the others can stop me, I march back to the computer in the next room and press the start button for the tank test.

I look up. Rex and Parker have followed me over to the computer. Rex’s eyes are wide with shock. Parker shakes her head, but I can see the smile twitching at the corner of her mouth.

‘Keep an eye on the screen, yeah?’ I say to Parker, then I hurry back to the tank room.

I stand in front of the tank. Nothing happens. There’s no movement inside the tank; no sound indicating anything starting up. A second later, Rex joins me.

‘Why isn’t anything happening?’ he asks.

‘Are you sure you pressed the right thing, Hollie?’ Parker calls from the computer terminal in the next room.

‘It was a big green button marked Start test, so yes!’ I roll my eyes.

‘Oh well.’ Rex lets out a heavy sigh. ‘Probably just as well that it hasn’t worked.’

‘No.’ The irritable feeling starts to nibble at my brain again. ‘It has to work.’ I press my palms against the huge glass outer walls of the tank.

Still nothing.

‘Maybe they disconnected the water supply,’ Rex suggests, making a face. ‘I mean, they finished upgrading the storm defence system months ago, and the tests would have been completed way before that.’

I stride over to the small glass door at the far end of the tank and pull at the handle. To my surprise it opens easily, and I walk into the huge glass box. There are grooves on the floor, at the bottom of each wall, presumably for draining the water.

Rex follows me inside and shuts the door behind him. We stroll over to the first of the three enormous steel panels. It stands at waist height above the bottom of the tank and stretches across its entire width, blocking our way.

I peer closely at the panel. Like the others, it’s marked with a code.

‘A1-135 CS.’ Rex reads the code out loud. ‘What do you think that’s for?’

I shrug. ‘Probably so they can tell which bit of steel is which; they all look the same, don’t they?’

Rex nods. I grin to myself. I had hoped I could get closer to Rex by doing this project but even in my wildest dreams I didn’t think we’d bond over some minor rule-breaking like this, and certainly not so quickly.

‘Parker said the software they use programs these panels to different heights. How d’you think they go up and down?’ Rex asks.

‘Dunno.’ I examine the smooth steel. ‘I can’t see any buttons or lev—’ A strange sucking thud sounds behind us. I spin around. ‘What was that?’

‘The door!’ Rex strides over and yanks at the handle but it doesn’t budge. He stares at me in horror. It’s the first time I’ve ever seen him jolted out of his normal, easy manner.

‘It must be vacuum-sealed.’

‘You mean we’re locked in?’ I meet his shocked gaze, as a judder vibrates through the tank.

‘What the hell is that?’ Rex demands, wild-eyed.

‘Listen!’ I put my finger to my lips and we both concentrate on the strange, rumbling noise that is now coming from all around the tank.

‘Oh no!’ Rex mutters, as the steel panel in front of us extends, filling the whole width of the tank and quickly rising up, up, until it’s almost at the top.

I hammer on the glass. ‘Hey, Parker!’ I yell. ‘Let us out!’

‘It was on a one-minute delay, it’s working now!’ Parker appears in the doorway of the tank test room. ‘Oh!’ She claps her hand over her mouth as she spots us inside the tank. ‘What are you two—?’

‘Get us out!’ I shout.

Parker rushes over to the door and tries to pull it open. ‘It’s no good,’ she shrieks. ‘It must be on a timer, you know, like… like a washing-machine door when the cycle—’

‘Can you override it from the computer?’ Rex yells, pressing his palms flat against the inside wall of the tank.

‘I’ll try.’ Parker turns and races away.

The rumbling stops as the steel panel finishes its rise. It looms above our heads, a sheer, flat grey wall separating us from the far side of the tank. And then another sound begins.

The unmistakable noise of rushing water.

‘Look!’ Rex shrieks. I follow his pointing finger to the wide round holes at the end of the tank.

Water is gushing through them, already lapping at our ankles.

‘Parker!’ yells Rex.

‘Hurry, Parker!’ I shout. I splash over to the door and yank at it myself.

It refuses to open. The water swills around us, almost at our knees now. My school trousers are cold and heavy against my skin.

‘How high will it get?’ I shriek.

With a jolt the water surges, hard against our thighs. I look across the tank. A small wave is building, heading straight towards us. With a crash it breaks against our stomachs. I stumble sideways, my clothes clinging to me, weighing me down.

‘It’s the wave test!’ I shriek.

Rex and I exchange a look, then together we yell out: ‘Help! Parker, help!’

‘I’m trying!’ she yells back. ‘The system is locking me out!’

Another wave slams against our chests. This time I’m knocked off my feet, the cold wet dragging me under. I scrabble about, trying to find the right way up.

A hand on my arm and Rex helps pull me into air. I gulp it down, treading water. I can no longer touch the bottom of the tank with my feet.

‘We need to swim away from the panel,’ he splutters, as another wave breaks over our heads.

My hair is plastered to my face. I brace myself, trying to move against the push of the waves.

‘This is like the rip tide when I was in Australia,’ Rex gasps.

I close my eyes as yet another wave batters us. I’ve never been on holiday anywhere that far away, but I’ve grown up here, in Salthaven, and I know how strong the sea can be. I claw at the water. The further I swim, the closer the panel seems to get. One slam against that steep, hard steel wall could knock you out. I imagine losing consciousness in this watery cold, then drifting down, under the waves. I shudder, kicking out. A metre or so away Rex is panting for breath, trying to stay above the surface too. I can see the panic in his eyes.

‘Come on!’ I splutter, trying to tug myself forward again.

Another much bigger wave catches me, hurling and twisting my body. Again. Again.

I’m exhausted. My limbs aching, my eyes stinging, my body numb with cold. Fighting the force of this water is impossible. I let my arms stop moving, just making small kicks with my feet.

‘Parker! Help!’ I try to yell again, but my words are swallowed up in the crash of the waves. They keep coming, each one stronger and faster and heavier than the one before. Water splashes into my mouth and I cough it out. Across the tank, out of the corner of my eye, I can just make out Rex, his head almost under the surface.

And then the biggest swell of water yet smashes over me and I squeeze my eyes tight shut as I’m plunged down and around. Arms and legs flailing, I don’t know where the sides of the tank are any more. Panic surges inside me, rising like the waves.
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