Primordial Soup

They stumble across wooden planks over polluted creeks, past littered food wrappers and the dunes with their ragged razor leaves. Past beer cans and a blackened crater radiating out from the remains of a bonfire. Skinny limbs and salty hair, stripped for the summer of sweat-soaked blouses and heavy, dull skirts. Bare feet slipping over and dipping into pools of lukewarm water, seaweed-slick rocks and soft, damp sand.
They leap into the waves, kicking, splashing. Worn swimsuits stretched over tired skin, freckles vibrant and brown, acne blushing in the saltwater. Driftwood and seashells brush their ankles as they stride deeper across the sandbanks. The horizon wraps around them like elastic.
Some distance from the shore they find their bodies submerged. Here, supported by the water, their muscles and tendons begin to loosen. Blood, sweat and heavy brows slip softly from their minds, melting and diffusing in the water. Their atoms begin to ease apart, swirling and mingling with the sand particles, the seaweed and the jellies. The tenuous strands that hold them together foam and dissipate; they lap rhythmically with the sea and with one another. Liquefied, they become primordial soup, seething and bubbling and reinventing. They stretch, reaching for the ever-expanding blue line at the edge of the world. 
The sun grows cold and begins to fall behind the dunes, the small beach cast in shadow. They lie back, suspended. The waves cascade and undulate beneath them. Breathing salt into their lungs, feeling the cooling currents of late August, their bodies once again begin to solidify.
They emerge from the water, towel-bound, perfect, pockmarked and sunburnt, goose-bumped and shivering. Stronger and hungry for more.

