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My heart pounded in my chest.

Everyone I had ever met in the lifeguarding community already hated the first few moments whenever the pager went off and we all instantly knew that a life was in grave danger and without our people someone was going to die.

I always hated those moments because it was always such a deadly race against time. If we were too slow then a corpse would wash up on a beach shortly. Too fast and we risked making a mistake that would make us accidentally kill someone through our own stupid mistakes.

I stood proudly in the large box-room of the driving cabin of our immense bright orange hovercraft stretching tens of metres in all directions. We were a beast of the seas around the UK and we only ever got called in when some serious shit was going down and tons of lives depended on us.

Immense gusts of wind smashed into our hovercraft and whilst the holo-shields tried to keep the worst of it from impacting us. The shields were failing today.

Waves tens of metres tall rose up and down out of the dark blue sea like claws stretching out to pull us down to its foul depths and I had no idea how the hell we were meant to help anyone out here.

The reason why we had been called out was because the conditions were way too bad for the small lifeboats even with their holo-suspension that made it next to impossible for them to capsize.

I wasn’t sure we were going to be any better.

The howling, roaring and screaming of the wind wrapped around us and I knew it was far too dangerous to go outside in these conditions. And I knew it was dangerous enough on deck with the worst of the weather being filtered through the holo-shields.

I had a sick feeling that if the holo-shields weren’t there then we would simply fly off the deck as soon as we stepped outside.

It was that dangerous.

The rich wonderful smell of coffee, Danish pastries and salty sea air filled my senses and I was glad that I hadn’t had breakfast yet because judging by the face of Victoria our helm she was about to lose hers.

I suppose not having breakfast was the only advantage of early morning calls.

“Hovercraft, this is Eastbourne Coastguard do you copy, over,” 

As soon as the coastguard came over on the radio and a small holographic woman appeared on the hard wooden console where Victoria was driving the hovercraft from everyone else fell silent.

I really wanted to know exactly what we were getting involved in.

“Confirmed Eastbourne Coastguard. This is Hovercraft, over,” Victoria said.

“Hovercraft we have reports of a Cargo Ship losing all power, engines and shipping containers have become loose in the storm. The ship is approaching rocks and the ship is carrying explosives too, over,”

As Victoria relayed her response saying that we understood everything I looked at my best friends Jeremy, Claire and William. They were all gripping on grey metal bars for dear life and I didn’t blame them.

We had to save the lives of everyone on that ship but we also had to arrange a tow line because if the explosives went off (something that still happened way too regularly for my liking in the 2100s) then everyone on that ship would die and the ocean ecosystem would be damaged for centuries.

We had to help them.

“Thank you Eastbourne Coastguard, we will be at target in ten minutes, over,” Victoria said.

My stomach tightened and my entire body tensed as I imagined what on Earth could happen in those ten minutes. The ship could explode. The crew could die. A crew member could need a med-evac.

Everything would go wrong.

Victoria hit full power and I stumbled over to my best friends and none of us spoke for the next ten minutes.

You could cut the tension in the air with a knife. We all just wanted these people to be safe and we were all nervous as hell about establishing a tow line.

There were no other ships in the area that could handle this mission. If we couldn’t help them then no one could.

And if we did need to med-evac someone then we couldn’t. There was no chance a Jet could fly in these conditions.

A seagull smashed into the window of the driving cabin.

A second later the wind blew it away. Thankfully the window didn’t crack but the conditions were clearly getting worse.

Ten minutes later we all gasped as we saw this ship wasn’t just any old cargo ship it was a brand-new ship designed to be the Titanic of the oceans.

I had seen plenty of amazing pictures online of its immense blade-like grey metal exterior with huge angel wings on the side to help give it better stability (and they disappeared when the ship went into port) and it was said to be indestructible.

Clearly that was just excellent marketing.

We all went over to Victoria waiting for her command. We were all in our dry suits, thick coats and bright orange helmets ready to spring into action at a moment’s notice.

Victoria frowned at us and we all knew how badly this was going to go.

She picked up her holographic handset and tried to contact the ship.

“Brownsea Ship, Brownsea Ship, this is Hovercraft please respond, over,” she said.

She waited a few seconds before she tried again. And again. And again.

There was no answer.

I shook my head. “We have to assume that everyone onboard isn’t fit enough to help us,” 

Claire swore under her breath and then she taped the hologram on top of the driving console and she scanned the surrounding area.

I shook my head as we all realised that the cargo ship was less than a mile away from sharp extremely shallow rocks that wouldn’t destroy the hull immediately but slowly it would.

It definitely would be death by a thousand cuts.

Immense booms echoed around us as we watched huge red shipping containers smash into the water below and they were floating towards us.

As we were a hovercraft I wasn’t concerned about them as we could properly just hover over them but if they were damaged and had sharps shards of metal then I was concerned.

“We have to turn back,” Victoria said.

Normally I was always the first one to do as a helm commanded but I didn’t want to leave yet.

“We have to stay. We have to try,” I said.

“We can’t,” Claire said. “The first rule of lifeguarding is to protect yourself and don’t become a casualty,” 

“I know but-” I said.

“I am helm and it is my duty to protect my crew first of all,” Vic said.

“Hovercraft, hovercraft, this is Brownsea Ship, over,”

We all looked at each other completely stunned.

“Hovercraft, I do not know how long this fix will last. Please respond, over,”

Victoria immediately responded.

“Brownsea Ship, this is Hovercraft. We need to immediately establish a tow line between our vessels. Can anyone help? Over,”

“Negative Hovercraft. My crew are injured, trapped below deck or fighting to contain loose containers. I am the only one available to help. Over,”

I could see the look of despair in Victoria’s eyes. I snatched the handset off her. Everyone gasped.

“We need to break protocol,” I said. “Captain where is the strongest point on your ship,” 

“The stern,” 

I looked over the huge waves that rose and fell rapidly and tried to ignore the howling, roaring, screaming wind smashing into us.

The stern was the closest part to the rocks. We couldn’t risk the Hovercraft heading that way towards the back.

“What about the bow?” I asked.

“That would be strong enough for a tow line but I cannot reach there,”

“Leave it to us. Just make sure the ship doesn’t steer to one side or another. Over,”

The line crackled so I presumed the captain’s fix finally failed.

Before Victoria could moan at me I looked at her. “Can you get us to the bow of the Cargo ship? Give me a line and when we’re on top of wave and the Ship is below us I’ll jump,”

The entire crew were silent and I hated it. The plan was crazy and I was basically doomed to die but it was the only way.

“Only if you wear a secondary line so if you fall in there’s a small chance we can pull you up,” Victoria said.

I nodded. Knowing full well that if I fell into the water the current would easily snap the line or my little body would get smashed in-between hundreds of tons of between Cargo Ship and Hovercraft.

I was a dead man anyway but for the sake of the people on that ship I had to die trying.

Victoria quickly went over to the Cargo ship and tried to position us as best she could.

Meanwhile me and Claire strapped me into a very comfortable bright orange harness with a bright red rope tied around me and we set to work.

Me and Claire forced open the large door outside and the sheer coldness, wetness and brutality of the wind smashed into me like bullets.

I forced my feet to move through the pain and we set to work.

We slowly inched ourselves forward more and more and when we reached the very tip of the Hovercraft’s bow my stomach flipped as I saw us nose-dive into a wave.

I gripped onto the wire railing as my feet rose up off the floor and Claire screamed. Thankfully she was okay but this was deadly work.

As the Hovercraft rose up into another wave Claire passed me a thick tow line and I made the “okay” sign at her. It was impossible to talk over the sound of the waves but I was tense as anything.

I had everything I needed to make the jump so I waited for the Hovercraft to reach the dip of the next wave.

And I saw the Cargo Ship just flopping around there. Huge waves were smashing over the decks and the bow.

If a wave hit me then I was
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