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January 3rd, 2015

“Please welcome... Nancy Bay!”

I glided onto the ice, my glittering leotard sparkling under the overhead lights. I released a breath. I had done this so many times, but the screaming crowds, the bright lights, and that first glide across the ice—it never stopped feeling surreal. Later, when I watched myself on replay, people always said it looked effortless.

They never saw the truth hiding in the details.

A triple jump wasn’t just a leap—it was a controlled free fall. I raced across the ice, planted my toe pick, and threw my body upward, trusting years of muscle memory to rotate me fast enough before gravity won. Miss it by even a fraction, and the landing rattled through my bones.

Edge jumps were even crueller. The Lutz and the Flip looked nearly identical, but the edge had to be perfect. One wrong lean, one instinctive correction, and the mistake was obvious—not just to the judges, but to my body when I hit the ice.

Spins demanded a different kind of discipline. I pulled in tighter and tighter, balancing over a point no larger than a coin while the world blurred around me. My inner ear protested, my vision tunnelled, and I forced myself to stay calm, centred, still.

Then came the step sequences, when my legs were already burning, and my lungs begged for air. Every rocker, counter, and bracket had to be deep and precise, timed exactly to the music. This was where exhaustion tried to steal my focus—and where I had to sell the illusion the hardest.

Because the most difficult move in figure skating wasn’t the jump, the spin, or the steps.

It was making it all look like it cost me nothing at all.

When I stepped off the ice to screaming crowds, my heart was still hammering, and sweat gleamed on my forehead. I smiled as my mother pulled me into a hug.

“I’m so proud of you, Nancy! You did amazing,” she said, kissing my cheek and handing me a bouquet.

I was still taking in what I had just done on the ice, dazed and breathless. I smiled, thinking about how I had wanted to be at the Crystal Blade Championships since high school. I had worked toward this moment for years, and when I won regionals, I’d been ecstatic—it was my one-way ticket straight to internationals.

I stood in the Kiss and Cry area while the last performer stepped onto the ice.

Representing Scotland, this skater brought a rare blend of strength, precision, and quiet fire to every performance.

Known for her powerful edges, fearless jumps, and commanding presence, she had earned her place among the nation’s elite.

Skating in today’s competition, please welcome... Tamsin Keir.”

I watched as my nemesis stepped onto the ice. She wore a sparkly red leotard and her signature crimson skates. Tamsin had beaten me twice at regionals, but I’d beaten her at nationals. Internationals were our showdown. We weren’t just rivals on the ice—we were rivals online too. Our heated Twitter debates went viral daily. Our competitiveness made it inevitable.

I watched Tamsin absolutely kill it on the ice, the entire arena holding its breath as if the world itself had paused. Every glide she made was sharp and confident, her edges cutting clean lines across the rink as if she owned every inch of it. Her spins were dizzying—faster than I thought possible—yet somehow flawless, perfectly centred and fluid.

Then came her jumps—triple, maybe even a quadruple—and she landed them like it was nothing, as if gravity had agreed to take the night off just for her. Every movement carried intent. Every gesture told a story. Even from where I stood, I could feel the music in her bones, see it reflected in her eyes.

It wasn’t just a performance.

It was a statement.

Tamsin Keir was here, and she wasn’t holding anything back.

My chest tightened—part awe, part irritation, part something I couldn’t name—and I realised she wasn’t just skating against the ice that night. She was skating against me.

And damn, she was good.

Tamsin finished her performance, and the arena exploded in applause, the sound crashing over us like a wave. She skated off with that infuriating half-smile still on her face and dropped down beside me in the Kiss and Cry area. The cameras loved the moment—two rivals, shoulders nearly touching, tension thick enough to choke on.

We locked eyes.

“Ready for me to completely pummel your ass?” Tamsin asked, her voice smooth and supercilious, like she already had the gold draped around her neck.

I scoffed. “Oh, please, Keir. I had this in the bag.”

She leaned closer, lowering her voice. “Your jumps were off-beat, and your spins were sloppy. You didn’t stand a chance.”

I smiled sweetly, even as my jaw tightened. “Your quadruple needed work,” I shot back. “And your edges could’ve been cleaner.”

“Fuck off,” she snapped. “I beat you fair and square.”

“Guess we’d just have to see what the judges had to say, then.”

Her jaw clenched, nostrils flaring, but neither of us spoke again. We turned back toward the screen, hands folded in our laps, bodies rigid. Around us, the other competitors waited too, the air buzzing with nerves and whispered hopes.

The scores took forever to load.

When they finally appeared, the numbers lit up the arena—and hit me like a slap to the face.

Gasps rippled through the crowd. Tamsin froze beside me, her breath catching sharply. Whatever either of us had expected, this wasn’t it. The rivalry we’d sharpened into a weapon all season suddenly cut deeper than either of us had been ready for.

“And the winner of this year’s Crystal Blade Championships... representing Colorado... Elena Morales!”

The crowd erupted, a wave of cheers, claps, and whistles filling the rink. Confetti shot into the air, glittering like tiny stars.

My stomach twisted as disbelief and frustration warred inside me. My jaw clenched, fists tight in my lap. Tamsin’s eyes widened too, a flicker of shock passing over her usual cool mask. For a heartbeat, neither of us spoke—we were too stunned to form words.

Finally, Tamsin let out a sharp, incredulous laugh. “Unbelievable,” she muttered, her hands balling into fists at her sides. “I actually—how did she—?”

I shook my head, lips pressed tight. “I can’t even...” My voice faltered, half anger, half awe at Elena’s flawless performance.

We sat side by side in the Kiss and Cry, our rivalry momentarily suspended, replaced by something heavier—annoyance, admiration, and the bitter sting of loss. Neither of us had won, and yet the fire between us didn’t die.

If anything, it burned hotter.

Tamsin finally leaned back, exhaling slowly. “Guess we’ll have to work even harder next year,” she said, her tone grudging, but with a spark that made my pulse jump.

I smirked, feeling that familiar surge of competition. “Oh, trust me, Keir... next year, it was personal.”

The arena continued to cheer for Elena, but in that small, tense bubble of the Kiss and Cry, Tamsin and I were already planning our rematch.
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March 3rd, 2015

The months after Tamsin and I lost at The Crystal Blade Championships were... messy, to put it mildly. We spent them throwing shade at each other online with zero subtlety, and the fans went absolutely wild. Every jab, every sarcastic Tweet we fired off went viral, bouncing across timelines, trending hashtags, and news headlines faster than anyone could keep up.

Tamsin’s Twitter wasn’t subtle:

“Some people skate to compete. Others skate to coast. Guess which one lost today.

Of course, I had to respond:

“When your rival thinks style beats substance... keep watching, Keir. Next time, the ice tells a different story.

Our fans went nuts. Every post sparked armies of comments:

“Nancy vs. Tamsin is the feud we never knew we needed 😳🔥

“I live for these Twitter wars. Can we get a televised debate on ice already? 🫡 “

And the media had a field day. Headlines screamed our rivalry from every corner:

“Skaters’ Rivalry Goes Viral: Who Will Take the Ice Next?”

If I wasn’t throwing shade at Tamsin, I was grinding every second to get my program ready for the next Crystal Blade Championships. It was brutal—torturous, even. Long days bled into longer nights, each one spent sharpening my technique, perfecting every jump, every spin, every landing, until my body ached in ways I didn’t think were possible.

I pushed myself harder than ever, sculpting my physique, drilling choreography until it became second nature, all with one goal: to beat Tamsin next year. Every ounce of sweat, every blistered foot, every sore muscle—it was worth it if it meant finally standing at the top while she watched.

The obsession consumed me, and I didn’t care. Losing once had stung. Losing again? That wasn’t an option.
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JUNE 2ND, 2015

At the end of training, when my legs were shaking and sweat soaked through my clothes, Coach Laines skated over to me.

“New rules for the Crystal Blade next year,” she said. “One of the challenges is a duet, so we’ve paired you up.”

My stomach dropped. “With who?”

Before she could answer, the rink door swung open.

And in walked the last person I wanted to see.

Fucking Tamsin Keir.

I stared at Coach. “Her?”

“Yes.”

“Fuck no.”

Tamsin skated toward me, her expression just as sour as mine. “I don’t want to do this either,” she said flatly.

“Was no one else available?” I asked Coach.

“Unfortunately, not. You two are the most compatible on the ice,” Laines said. “You’re the perfect match.”

“We can’t be,” I said immediately.

“Get over yourself, Bay,” Tamsin snapped. “I’m the better skater. You should take it as a compliment—I even agreed to do this.”

I scoffed. “Listen here, you little bitch. I’m miles ahead of you and—”

She cut me off without missing a beat. “If that’s the case, then why didn’t you win the Crystal Blade last year?”

I shot back, “Why didn’t you?”

“Ladies,” Coach said sharply, cutting through the tension. “As scintillating as this argument is, we need to wrap it up and get training started.”

She pulled out a tablet. “You have one set together. That’s it. Ten minutes on the ice. I already have the choreography. Tamsin’s coach and I designed it to match your styles. The piece will be grand and mesmerising, and there’s no reason you should lose this challenge.”

She looked between us. “All good?”

Tamsin and I exchanged a glare, pure venom passing between us.

“Fine,” we both muttered.

And just like that, my worst nightmare had a soundtrack.

We started skating—and it was a disaster.

Barely a minute in, we clipped each other during one of the sequences. Tamsin hissed and rubbed her arm where I’d knocked into her.

“Can you skate better?” she chastised.

“Can you get out of my way?” I snapped back.

Coach called for us to reset. We tried again.

Worse.

In one of the twirls, our timing was completely off. I slammed straight into her shoulder, my balance shattering in an instant, and the next thing I knew, I was going down hard. My butt hit the ice with a sharp, humiliating smack, the cold seeping through my leggings as the rink echoed with the sound.

Tamsin skidded to a stop and looked down at me, irritation flickering across her face.

“Brilliant,” she muttered.

I clenched my jaw, staring up at the lights, cheeks burning. Ten minutes together suddenly felt like a lifetime.

We somehow made it through the first part of the sequence, our movements stiff but passable. Then came the lift.

Tamsin’s arm slipped under my weight, her grip faltering, and suddenly we were going down. We crashed onto the ice in a tangle of limbs, the impact knocking the air straight out of me. Our bodies collided hard, breath heavy and uneven as we lay there, stunned.

I was inches from her face, my brown hair spilling down like a curtain around us. Her dark hair fanned out against the ice, thick and glossy, like molasses frozen mid-pour.
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