Thunderbolt
(Wilbur Smith with Chris Wakling)
	I was concentrating so hard on the beep-beep-beep of the metal detector probing the ocean bed beneath me that I didn’t notice the shark.  The little green light in the middle of the detector’s circular head winked in time with the beeping.  I floated above it, breathing slowly.  The mouthpiece tasted rubbery.  Silver bubbles swam lazily above me in gentle bursts.  If the detector sniffed out metal – a bottle top, the tag of a broken zip, or an old coin, say – the beeps would come closer together and the winking would go mental.  Though I’d only turned up rubbish all morning, the idea that I might actually find what we were looking for was compelling.
Sand puffed up around the roving detector’s head as I swung it gently from side to side.
Beep-beep-beep-beep-beep.
I’d finned my way to the edge of a patch of sea grass and bobbed there for a moment, watching the green tips of the grass swaying in the current.  A few metres beyond this underwater lawn the detector had picked up a metallic scent of some sort.  I rooted about in a circle, sending up another billowing cloud of sand.
My fingers, magnified by the glass of my mask, sifted the sand carefully.  Before I even saw it, they had closed around something small with a hole in its middle.  I realised that – breaking the first rule of scuba diving – I was holding my breath.  Lifting the item to inspect it, I heard the rush of bubbles as I let the breath go: not a wedding ring as I’d hoped it might be, but the ring-pull off a drinks can.
Rather than chuck litter back into the Indian Ocean, I slid it into my mesh bag and looked up to see where Amelia had got to.  And that’s when I saw the shark, not thirty metres away, the colour and length of a torpedo, gliding towards me.
The in and out of my breathing was suddenly very loud indeed, the column of bubbles above me thickening to a constant mass.  The shark, drifting my way, looked utterly at ease, comically chilled in fact.
Though I’d been diving a lot over the last few days, enough to get very comfortable underwater again, I suddenly felt as out of place as a football boot in a fridge.  The shark slipped closer.  With an almost imperceptible flick of its tail it veered to my left.  But it didn’t get any further away.  It was circling me.  The unblinking dot of its nearside eye took me in.  ‘What on earth are you doing here?’ it seemed to say.
Fair question.
What was I doing there?  Searching for treasure, obviously.
