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She’s met with the sound of blades scraping against ice- of the toe pick hitting the ice. She rolls her eyes, letting the front door shut behind her easily. The lights in the complex, for the most part, are off- not anything too out of the ordinary. She prefers the lights off, especially when it’s this early in the morning…

 

She finds her way into the locker room, sitting down on the bench and taking off her sneakers- replacing them with her skates, securing the guards on the blades and pulling her gloves out of her bag. She leaves the duffel bag in the locker room, walking easily out of the locker room and towards the rink- where the sounds of blades scraping against the ice continues, though at a faster pace than before. 

 

“What’s this for?” She calls, pulling her gloves on and walking towards the boards, leaning on them. He stops, digging his toe picks into the ice and spinning to face her. 

 

“Some exhibition,” Wriothesley shrugs, gliding over towards her and smiling. “Welcome to the start of the competitive season! Are you ready?” 

 

“Ready as I’ll ever be,” She mumbles, pushing herself off the boards and walking towards the opening in them. She quickly takes off her blade guards and leaves them in the rack right by the entrance, stepping onto the ice and skating towards Wriothesley. “I qualified, correct?”

 

“What kind of question is that?” He barks out a laugh, moving back to situate himself in the middle of the rink- empty, and dimly lit, seeing as only  one  light was on in the entire complex. “Of course you qualified. You have qualified every time it has been  held since you started skating competitively.”

 

“And I assume they’ve already chosen me to be part of the team?”

 

“It’s almost like you’re psychic!”

 

She rolls her eyes, skating around the ice, practicing a few jumps- a single toe loop, a double lutz… things that are easy, that don’t require a lot of work for her. 

 

“I heard from a little birdie,” Wriothesley says, watching her with crossed arms. “That a certain  Italian has qualified this year, too.” 

 

She stops abruptly, turning to face him directly. “First… she’s not- she’s only, like, a third Italian. Second– what?” She asks, gulping and trying to ignore the way hope blooms in her chest. “Is that even possible?”

 

“Yeah,” He shrugs, amused by her reaction. “I guess she performed in other competitions last season that you weren’t involved in. But– this is only a rumor, I’m not totally sure about this. Don’t take my word as gospel, Clor.” 

 

“You seem to like getting my hopes up,  Uncle, ” She grumbles under her breath, skating to meet him in the middle. “It doesn’t matter to me. Do you have music picked out for my programs this year?” 

 

She can’t believe she even has to ask this- but last year, walking onto this same  ice to begin preparation for the competitive season, her coach  didn’t have music picked out.  

 

“I figured I’d ask you this time,” He answers, smiling sadly. “It’s your last year. I want you to pick your music. Go out with a bang, you know?” 

 

She sighs, looking down towards her skates. She thinks of blonde hair, of blue eyes and freckles- of fond smiles and boisterous laughter. She thinks of a fleeting summer, ending in a unique kind of heartbreak- the  unresolved, no closure kind of heartbreak.

 

“Something from Les Mis,” She nods, happy with her choice. “And… do you know the ballet Giselle?”

 

“Yes,” He answers, a small smirk on his face.  “A very depressing ballet, actually. I saw it in Paris when I was… 24? I thought you’d remember that.”

 

“I don’t keep tabs on your life. I was 10 when you went.” She responds, arms crossed and eyebrow raised. “Either way– that’s what I want.”

 

“Aiming high,” He laughs, slapping a hand on her shoulder. “I like it! Let me get my phone, I’ll find something- and then we’ll start. You’re all warmed up to get right into triples, right?”

 

She rolls her eyes (it’s her favorite activity, really), “Of course I am.”

 

“Perfect!” 

—

She sighs, stuffing her hands into the pockets of her jacket- it’s ugly, objectively. It’s bright, boldly displaying the colors of the French flag– it makes her stand out against the white that blankets the scenery. 

 

Snow falls silently, latching onto her hair and her face. The cold bites into her skin in the same way that it does when she’s on the rink and- it’s nice, she supposes. It’s familiar.  She can’t help but feel a swell of sadness in her chest, looking around Annecy, when she remembers that this is the last time she will feel the nervousness that coils in her gut. 

 

Annecy is a kind place, she knows. She’s been here countless times before, visiting with Wriothesley and Sigewinne, occasionally. It’s quaint for a city, but she likes it- likes the homey feeling it provides her. 

 

Her phone vibrates in her pocket, and hesitantly she takes it out–

 


 Drop your things in your room and come to the training complex STAT. Would like to practice.  


 

She sighs heavily, watching the way her breath materializes in front of her, and trudges through the snow and towards the Olympic village. 

—

She meets her when she is 7- shy, watching the skaters on the rink hesitantly. She’s wobbly on her own skates, not quite sure how to stand and not fall over yet. Her uncle left her on the side after making sure she was okay- and she understood, of course. He’s doing his own thing, practicing for a competition of some sort.

 

“You can stay here,” He had said, a smile on his face as he pat her shoulder. He was young- only 21, far too young to be anyone’s uncle. “Or you can come onto the ice when you’re ready!” 

 

He is kind, she thinks. She wishes things were different- she wishes she was under his guardianship, far more cared for when she’s with him than when she is with her actual parents. She knows, of course, that Uncle Wrio is aware of how her parents treat her… and she supposes that’s why he treats her like she is fragile glass. 

 

(But she doesn’t blame her parents– just like Wrio doesn’t blame them, either. They were too young, too naive– and her parents both experienced the horrors of the foster care system. They didn’t intend to put her through the same hell, either–

 

But either way, Clorinde suffered in the end. Emotionally and physically absent parents were no better than a foster home.) 

 

He is only 21, and yet he looks and acts much older than he truly is. 

 

She takes a step forward and nearly falls- stopped by gentle, small hands on her shoulders keeping her up. 

 

“Are you okay?” her savior asks- voice high and kind, eyes bright blue and sparkling, freckles littering the girl’s pale cheeks. “You keep falling over..” 

 

“…I’m okay,” Clorinde mumbles, hunching in on herself, embarrassed and overwhelmed. “I’ve never… been on ice skates before.” 

 

“Oh!” The girl exclaims, perking up slightly. “My dad is a skater! He taught me how to skate- he’s right over there, see him? With the blonde hair and the eyepatch- he’s blind in one eye, that’s why he has an eyepatch. Not because he’s a pirate. But, that’d be kind of cool if he was a pirate, right? Maybe I’ll ask him if he can make his next routine be of a pirate–” 

 

“Your dad is in the dark blue and yellow skates?” She asks, following the man’s graceful movements on the ice. The girl next to her nods enthusiastically. 

 

“That’s my papa!” She exclaims, gripping Clorinde’s arm excitedly. “He looks so cool, right!? All of his programs are so pretty! I wanna be like him one day!” 

 

“..What does he do?” She asks, confused by what the girl means. She has an inkling of an idea- she thinks that her Uncle Wrio is here for the same reasons as this girl’s father. 

 

“He figure skates!” The girl all but squeals, “Who are you here with?” 

 

“My uncle,” Clorinde answers, gulping slightly- she points a shaky finger towards her Uncle Wrio on the ice. “Black and red skates. There’s a wolf on the sides.”

 

“Wow! Wolves?” The girl turns her head to face Clorinde- “That’s really cool! Your uncle looks young. What’s your name?” 

 

Clorinde feels like she just got whiplash from the back to back questions- but she feels an odd sensation spread throughout her chest, an easy smile finding its way onto her face and easing her nerves. 

 

“Clorinde,” She answers, voice soft and almost lost to the sounds of blades scraping against ice. “But Uncle Wrio calls me Clor.” 

 

“My name’s Navia!” The girl- all blonde hair and bright smiles, Clorinde’s gathered -jumps up and down. It amazes her how she can do that so easily in skates. “I can show you how to skate- and then we can be friends!”

 

Warmth blooms across her body, providing much needed heat in the cold rink. “Okay,” Clorinde agrees easily, despite having no real interest in entering the rink prior to speaking to Navia. “I’d like that.”

 

And Navia squeals- pulling Clorinde’s arm and quickly steadying her when she nearly falls over again. “Sorry! I’m sorry, Clori- I’ll be more gentle. I’ll teach you everything I know!” 

—

“Why is there another bed in the room?” She asks, throwing her skating bag haphazardly on the bench by the boards. Wriothesley snorts, skating towards her and hanging his wrists over the edges of the boards. 

 

“That was the other reason I called you here, actually.” He says, smiling apologetically. “I found out last minute that whoever arranges rooms gave you a roomie, this time.” 

 

She sighs and rubs at her temples- she can already tell this is going to be bad. She can only hope that it’s someone she knows from the team- Lynette, hopefully? She’s relatively new to the whole Olympic thing, and Clorinde thinks she’d be a good roommate… 

 

“Do you know who they put in the room?” She pushes, still only in her sneakers. Her uncle shakes his head apologetically. 

 

“Nah, sorry kid,” He clicks his tongue in the back of his mouth and digs his toe pick into the ice. “All I know is it’s a girl from the Italian team.” 

 

“Italian team- they put someone from a different team in the room with me?” She furrows her brows, feeling a headache creeping up the back of her neck and settling in her temples. “Why?” 

 

(Clorinde cycles through all the women on Italy’s team– Dehya, maybe? Though, Clorinde heard rumors of Dehya moving back to Algeria and therefore not being able to participate in the Olympics…) 

 

“They had nowhere else to put her, I guess she was a last minute edition.” He reasons, propelling himself backwards and throwing his arms out- spinning rather dramatically. “Let’s forget about that, for now! Let’s get to practicing, before that pesky Russian skater waltzes in here and hogs the entire rink. Come, come-  allons-y!”  

 

“God, give me a second..” She mumbles, sitting down on the bench and pulling her sneakers off. She slides her skates on- soakers and guards already on them, thankfully. She ties them tightly- tighter than usual, she distantly registers in her head -then takes both the soakers and guards off the blades. There’s no point in keeping them on, not when she is walking maybe two feet to the boards and then onto the ice. Her blades, she thinks, will be fine. 

 

She looks up to see him doing  her  program, being overly dramatic and underselling the jumps. She huffs a laugh and rolls her eyes, slipping on her gloves and standing. “You should enter the competition for me,” She jokes, stepping onto the ice and beginning to warm up. “No one would be able to tell the difference.” 

 

“Oh yeah, definitely,” He agrees with a laugh, heaving in breaths- distantly, she thinks he is  severely out of shape after retiring– or, of course, it’s because he’s 41 and can’t quite jump like he used to. “I totally think I’d fit into your tight little costumes.”

 

“Absolutely,” She laughs, too- digs her toe pick into the ground and propels herself off the ground, into a double toe loop and landing easily. “After I get the gold, I’ll let you try them on.” 

 

“Only if you won’t take pictures.”

 

“Wrio, you know I’m going to take photos.”

 

“I hope you step out on your landing of your triple lutz.” 

 

“I hope that ‘sexy’ Italian coach  ignores you.” 

 

Wriothesley dramatically gasps, spinning to face her and clutching a gloved hand over his heart, “My dear niece- you wound me! How could you say such a thing?” 

 

“You’re so dramatic,” She mumbles, skating to the middle of the rink. “Am I running through it with the music?” 

 

“Yeah,” He replies, skating over to the boards and picking up his phone. “Start with your short.” 

 

“Got it.” She nods, setting up the way she would for her short program. When she nods her head subtly, he begins to play the music- and with it, she begins to perform. 

 

She decided, this year, she was to focus on her  performance aspect rather than the technical. She wanted to tell the story of her skate, rather than just go through it mechanically- unfeeling and emotionless. 

 

She thought her short program- Giselle -was good for this. It conveys emotions she knows, emotions she’s familiar with. 

 

She lands her jump combination in the beginning easily- triple lutz into a triple toe, her trademark in all of her programs. 

 

She goes through the motions of the program, landing the rest of her jumps just as flawlessly- and she can’t help when her mind wanders to the way blue eyes, to freckles and a smile linger in the back of her mind, pulling at–

 

“Put more emotion into it!” Wriothesley yells, slamming his hand down onto the boards. “You’re about as rigid as a pole! Where is the emotion- the love, the betrayal? Convey the death properly! Don’t make me bring Columbina in here–” 

 

She shivers at the thought of Columbina. 

 

“She’s here, you know.” He yawns, watching her fumble out of a double toe and clicking his tongue. In her defense, he can’t just  say things like that!  She’s already distracted as it is, so to say that ‘she’s here’… Clorinde will assume, naturally, that he’s talking about a  certain blonde.  

 

He huffs, rolling his eyes. “Not  her–  I’m talking about Columbina! I could get her in here, and she’d force you to remember your  basic ballet training!  This is a complete disgrace. I’m starting the music over again and you’re going to do this piece again. Fumbling out of a double toe loop at your age is  embarrassing.”  

 

She huffs, a little miffed by her Uncle’s harsh words- but he’s her coach right now, not the man who raised her. She appreciates his tough love, however  rude it might be, sometimes.

 

The music starts over again, and she moves through the beginning half easily– and suddenly the music stops, abrupt as ever. She turns to Wriothesley, chest heaving. 

 

“Why’d you stop it?” She asks, skating over to the boards. He smiles apologetically, patting her shoulder lightly.

 

“I have a call I gotta take,” He says, holding up his phone. “I’m starting the music over again, start from the beginning. I’m going to step out, so it’ll just be you in here– I trust you’ll go through the whole routine  flawlessly with as much emotion as you can muster. You can take a break after that, then when I come back in we’ll go over it once more, then move on to your free skate. Got it?”

 

“Yes, sir.” She nods, saluting him playfully and skating backwards towards the middle of the ice. “Play it!” 

 

“You got it!” He calls back, hitting play on the music. 

 

He leaves, she thinks– she doesn’t pay attention to him, though, instead choosing to focus on the music and the emotions behind the piece.  Love,  she thinks absentmindedly. What is love to her? Love is sparkling blue eyes and freckles like constellations.  Betrayal, she thinks next– and what’s betrayal? She assumes betrayal is a summer love affair that ends as abruptly as it began. 

 


 Death?  


 

She thinks of Callas. 

 

It’s easy to get lost in the music then, in the routine and the technical aspects of her piece– getting lost in her head is easier than getting  stuck in it. 

 

The music ends, she stands in the center of the rink in her final position– one arm outstretched, the other reaching across her body to cover just above her hip, head down. Her chest heaves, she breathes in hard through her mouth, and she  hopes that the run-through was good enough. She hopes when she does it again, this time in front of Wriothesley, it isn’t so rigid–

 

“Giselle?” A voice drawls out, voice trailing off into a satisfied hum at the end. “It’s almost like you knew I’d be here.” 

 

Oh, Clorinde would know that voice anywhere. 3 years isn’t enough to erase the memory, the timbre of her voice, the cadence in which she speaks– no amount of time would be enough. Clorinde would know her anywhere, would know her hair or her face or her hands or even the back of her clothing anywhere–

 

Her head snaps up against her better judgment, catching sight of  her for the first time in 3 years.

 

“You–” Clorinde responds, cutting herself off in her own shock. Her mouth opens and closes, and in the end, she decides to shut up all together. 

 

Navia huffs a laugh, stepping onto the ice and skating gracefully towards her. She stops directly in front of Clorinde, ice skates stopping abruptly in the ice to create a flurry of shaved ice that latches onto Clorinde’s leggings. 

 

“What’s the matter?” Navia asks, voice barely above a whisper, face inches from Clorinde’s. “Cat got your tongue?” 

 

“Navia,” Clorinde breathes out, materializing in the air and puffing into her face. “Why– why are you here?”

 

“Same reason as you,” She smiles, tapping the side of Clorinde’s face with a gloved finger, then moving backwards into a spin. “To win!” 

—

“Again,” She commands, foot tapping impatiently against the floor. “You’re far too rigid, and the piece calls for being  languid. Fluidity, not rigidity.”

 

Clorinde heaves, breath evading her in the worst of times. She needs to do better, she needs to be better, she needs–

 

“Again, Clorinde!” She yells, voice biting into Clorinde’s bones sharper than the cold ever could. “It’s not an ask, it’s a demand! You’ll never be any better than you are right now if you don’t push yourself!  Refais-le!” 

 

So Clorinde does as told, pushing herself far beyond her own limit– but she knows this is what she must do. She knows that her only way of being better, of winning, is to push herself, to be the best version of herself that she can be–

 

(And if she has to throw up in the bathroom after, that’s something she will keep between herself and the mirror.) 

 

“Higher!” Arlecchino yells, hand slamming against the boards. “Faster! The turns need to be tighter! You’re as stiff as a board!” 

 

The program ends, and Clorinde is left with her arms outstretched at her sides, face turned upwards towards the ceiling, toe pick shoved into the ice to keep her still, and she– she can’t breathe– she can’t–

 

“Terrible,” Arlecchino mumbles, shaking her head, longer fingernails drumming into the boards. “Shameful. You should be ashamed of yourself.” 

 

“I’m sorry,” She gasps out, kneeling over when she feels the rising bile. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry– I’ll do better, I swear, I will–”

 

“It’s like you  want  Columbina’s teaching again,” Arlecchino exclaims, laughing bitterly. “Were those few years not enough to hammer into your head fluidity? Ballet is fluid as much as it is technical– you don’t look  graceful in the slightest. You look like a piece of earth pretending to be water!” 

 

“I’m sorry,” Clorinde whimpers, running a hand over her face. “I– I promise I can do better, I really can–”

 

“Let’s go,” Arlecchino taps once, twice, thrice on the boards, a call for Clorinde to come off. “We’re going back to the studio, and you’re going to do the whole program in front of the mirrors.  With Columbina instructing.”

 

 No, no, no, no, no,  Clorinde thinks helplessly at her words.  Anyone but Columbina, no–  

 

“Okay.” She whispers, quickly covering her mouth when the bile rises more forcefully. 

 

“Good girl,” Arlecchino smiles, sounding pleased. Clorinde perks up, happy that she was able to make her  somewhat  proud. “Let’s go, then.  Toropit’sya.”  

—

“Where–” Clorinde cuts herself off, watching Navia skate around the ice and warm herself up. Clorinde, even 17 years later, was still as entranced by Navia and the way her jumps were always so  graceful. “–Where have you been?” 

 

“Italy,” Navia shrugs, smiling at Clorinde over her shoulder. Her hair is pulled up into a messy bun, most definitely haphazardly done on her way here. She probably had the same idea as Wriothesley– get to the training center early to practice without five other skaters breathing down her neck. “Spent a while just traveling around. Milan is beautiful, you know.”

 

“I’ve heard it looks like Paris,” Clorinde responds, feeling the most helpless she has ever felt in her entire life. “Is it true? I’ve never been.” 

 

“Yeah, I guess it does,” Navia shrugs, toe pick digging into the ice momentarily to propel her into a triple toe loop. She lands it flawlessly, arms outstretched and left leg extended into an arabesque, her foot on the ground twisting her away from the boards. “It still has that distinct Italian feel though, you know?”

 

No, Clorinde doesn’t know– but that’s alright. She’s always been good at pretending with Navia. 

 

“Yeah,” She mumbles, watching Navia unabashedly. She thinks she has that right– at least, she hopes she does. “You– You never returned any of my calls.”

 

Navia skids to a halt, shaved ice projecting forwards and dirtying the clean ice. She looks at Clorinde for a long moment, an indescribable emotion on her face– and it’s hit Clorinde, then, that Navia is almost a completely different person than she was three years ago. How curious that time is able to change people so deeply, Clorinde muses, watching Navia under the fluorescent rink lighting. 

 

Navia basks in the light, even like this– it’s as if the dingy lighting migrates towards Navia, keeping Clorinde in the dark. It’s always been this way, Clorinde supposes. Clorinde has always been in Navia’s shadow, following not far behind.

 

(If Navia was placing gold, it was always assumed that Clorinde would place silver. This is how things have always been. That was, until Navia left for Italy and left Clorinde, and–)

 

“I’m sorry,” Navia says, voice reverberating around the steel rafters, bouncing off plastic flooring. “I got overwhelmed when I moved back to Italy. Some– a few things happened, and I stopped responding to everyone.”

 

 You never responded to me in the first place, Clorinde wants to say– but she doesn’t, knowing better. She knows Navia always has her reasons, and if she wanted Clorinde out of her life for good… then Clorinde won’t be the one to ruin this for her. 

 

(Clorinde’s heart aches in such a way that she fears it might stop beating all together.) 

 

“I’m sorry,” Clorinde offers in return, head down and shoulders hunched inwards. “If I had known, I wouldn’t have–”

 

“Papa died,” Navia sighs heavily, skates scraping against the ice once again. “I needed time away. It– It’s not your fault, so don’t worry.” 

 

(Clorinde can’t help but feel like it was her fault that Navia needed time away, anyways.) 

 

It still feels like a punch in the gut, hearing the words leave Navia’s mouth– and logically, she knew Callas passed three years ago. She supposes it hurts more hearing it from Navia, his daughter, her first (and only) love, rather than some random tabloid. 

 

The knowledge of his death is always going to sting, though. It’ll always make her feel helpless, always reinforce the notion that everything is finite. Clorinde doesn’t like that, doesn’t like that one day, everything she loves will be gone–

 

But she knows it’s the truth. It’s why she’s retiring, after all. She might as well retire while she can decide for herself, then be forced into retirement from an injury. It’s better to leave before she’s forced to, right?

 

( Leave before you get left,  reverberates in her head. Isn’t that what Navia did to her? Leave before Clorinde had the choice to, before Clorinde even  thought of it?

 

The difference here, however, is that Clorinde could never imagine leaving Navia. She supposes the same couldn’t be said for her, though.)

 

“I know,” Clorinde replies, skating towards the boards, intending to get off and leave for her dorm as fast as possible. She’ll explain the situation to her uncle later– he’ll understand, she hopes. “I’m sorry for your loss, by the way. I’m sure it’s been hard.” 

 

“Very hard,” Navia agrees, sending her a tight lipped smile. “But I’m here to accomplish his last wish for me: winning gold.” 

 

Clorinde smiles at her, fond yet melancholy all the same, sitting down on the bench and putting her soakers and skate guards on. “Good luck, then.” She nods towards her, wiping ice shavings off the sides of her skates. “You’ll do amazing.”

 

“What about you?” Navia asks, practicing a spin– graceful, beautiful, radiant, all words that could describe Navia when she’s on the ice. It’s always been that way. “Why are you here, Clorinde?” 

 

It’s the first time Navia’s said her name in three years. Clorinde ignores the way her heart skips a beat. 



She considers telling Navia the real answer–  I’m here to win gold and retire, I’m here to leave on a high note. 

 

“I’m here because I’m here,” Clorinde shrugs, pulling off her gloves carefully. “I just hope I can make the team proud, that’s all.” 

 

Navia knows she’s lying. Clorinde isn’t sure how she feels about that. 

 

She pulls her skates off, switching them out for her sneakers– and all that could be heard in the rink was Navia’s skates against the ice, moving around, spinning, jumping into the air and landing carefully, elegantly. Clorinde wishes she looks half as good as Navia does– so fluid, so languid, yet being able to retain the technical aspects so clearly. Clorinde would always be in awe of Navia, she thinks absentmindedly. 

 

Bag slung over her shoulder, she intends to leave without further conversation– everything that needed to be said has been said, Clorinde thinks. She doesn’t want to cause Navia any more pain than she already has, she doesn’t want to intrude on her any more–

 

“Clorinde,” Navia calls– and she stops abruptly at the entrance, hand tightening on the strap of her bag. “Good luck.”

 

She feels like crying.

 

“You too.” She replies, and prays Navia can’t hear the way her voice shakes. 

—

“Are you warmed up?” 

 

She nods, stretching her arms for good measure. “Yes,  Madame Arlecchino.”

 

“Very well,” She nods curtly in response, hands tucked neatly in the pockets of her jacket– an old olympic jacket, from the last games she attended before her official retirement. “You’re up next. Watch this girl’s short and then you go on, got it?”

 

She hums in response, headphone in one ear, the other one out, directing her attention towards the ice– 

 

And oh, that’s her. That’s the girl from– from when she was 7 at the ice rink, the one who taught her how to even stand upright on skates. Clorinde never saw her again after that day, no matter how badly she wanted to catch a glimpse of her once–

 

And here she is, at the Championnats de France Jeunes. Performing her short program. 



And oh god, is she radiant. She commands the ice, the entire rink watching in silent awe as her toe pick digs into the ice, lifting her off the ground and into a double flip. She wastes no time, digging the pick into the ice once again to lift into a double lutz– both land easily, as if it was like breathing. Clorinde is utterly enthralled, watching with rapt attention as the girl– Navia, she thinks she remembers her name being –turns the program into something  lively,  into something that has actual  emotion in it. 

 

Clorinde thinks she deserves the gold, immediately. Her program, the way she skates to it, draws the audience in. It leaves Clorinde on the edge of her own seat, even though she  should technically still be warming up– regardless of Arlecchino’s instructions. 

 

Her music stops, Navia left in the middle of the ice with a wide grin on her face– the smile of a girl who knows she nailed every jump, every step combination, every spin, in her program. The smile of a girl who knows she’s taking home the gold. 

 

It didn’t matter to Clorinde then, in that minute– it didn’t matter how hard she practiced for this competition, how many times she had to do the entire program over again in front of Arlecchino and Columbina. None of it mattered, not if it meant she got to see  her, a girl she hasn’t seen in 3 years, smile so radiantly. It could rival the sun, she thinks in awe, watching Navia skate around, facing each individual side of the rink and giving the audience their own respective curtsy. 

 

“You’re up,” Arlecchino says, tapping her on the shoulder. “Go and  win.” 

 

Clorinde nods, pulling off her jacket and handing it to Arlecchino. She shakes off the nerves, smiling at Navia as she passes her to move off the ice, into the kiss and cry–

 

And how is Clorinde supposed to focus, now? All she can think about is her performance, her elegance, everything about her–

 

But her music is starting, and then she’s on autopilot– 

 

And then she’s stepping out of, arguably, the easiest jump there is: a salchow. 

 

(Arlecchino is going to kill her.)  

 

She still places, thankfully enough– but anything less than gold, Clorinde knows, is not good enough. 

 

Clorinde thinks it’s enough, though, looking up on the podium at Navia– all smiles, holding flowers in one hand and the gold medal in the other. The spotlight shines on everyone on the podium, but Clorinde didn’t even register it on herself– only on Navia, only accentuating Navia and her eyes, her hair, her  everything. The rhinestones on her costume shine from where the peak out underneath her jacket, slipped on lazily–

 

And Clorinde really, truly, was entranced. 

 

Navia looks at Clorinde, for the first time, on the podium– their eyes meet, and Clorinde watches the exact moment Navia recognizes her. It’s a small thing, it’s the light in her eyes brightening a fraction, it’s her smile widening just a bit. 

 

“Clorinde,” Navia whispers, voice so full of excitement that it nearly knocks Clorinde off the podium. “I didn’t know you’d be here! Congrats on silver!” 

 

“I didn’t know you’d be here either,” Clorinde responds, voice just as low– camera’s flash, and she flinches slightly. “Congrats on gold.” 

—

She’s brushing out her hair, still wet from the shower, when the door to her room clicks open and close– and this is the moment of truth, Clorinde supposes. She’s finally finding out which Italian is dorming with her–

 

She, unfortunately, turns and is met with blonde eyes, blonde hair, she’s met with freckles and slightly flushed skin–

 

Dear God, she’s dorming with Navia. She thinks she  might kill Wriothesley– because this is his fault, somehow. It’s always his fault. 

 

“Clorinde,” Navia says, sounding rather breathless– and Clorinde ignores the way Navia’s eyes wander all over her, taking in the very sight of her. “I didn’t realize we were–”

 

“I didn’t either.” She quickly cuts in, breaking eye contact. She sighs quietly, praying Navia doesn’t hear. “I can see who I can contact, maybe I can switch out so that you–”

 

“There’s no need!” Navia interrupts, rushing the words out. Clorinde looks at her skeptically, not quite sure if she believes her– if she  wants to believe her. “No, really, I– I mean it. It’s better like this, anyways, we aren’t inconveniencing anyone.”

 

 The only person being inconvenienced is you, Clorinde thinks absentmindedly. She pushes the thought out of her head easily, however, opting to instead focus on her own hair. 

 

“Alright,” She murmurs, brush working methodically through her hair. “If you’re fine with it, then that’s all that matters.” 

 

Navia smiles, saying nothing more as she walks into the room further, dropping her bag on the bed opposite to Clorinde’s– and she sits down, facing Clorinde as she undoes her own hair. 

 

“How are you?” Navia mumbles, biting the side of her lip in concentration. “I didn’t get the chance to ask earlier. We have a lot to catch up on, right? Tell me everything!”

 

Clorinde is amazed at how Navia can get into things so easily– can ignore what’s happened between them, instead opting to ask Clorinde about how  she is. She was so closed off, so reserved earlier– what changed in the span of an hour and a half? What opened Navia up to her once again?

 

Clorinde could only thank whatever Gods she knew the name of for this same mercy, this small victory. 

 

(A low simmering anger burns in the deepest, darkest part of Clorinde’s gut– but she ignores it, of course. The flame can’t be fed, even if it was ignited by how  easily Navia was able to move on. Clorinde was hurt by what Navia did to her three years ago– and yet Navia got to act like nothing happened.

 

Clorinde isn’t sure if she could ignore that. What– what happened between them left  scars.) 

 

“I’m well, thank you for asking,” She responds, brushing her hair with just a  bit more force than before. “I suppose we do. Where should I start?”

 

“Wherever you want,” Navia answers, leaning back on her elbows, collar of her shirt falling open slightly. “It doesn’t matter to me.” 

 

“I’ve won the Grand Prix Final three years in a row now,” Clorinde nods, leaving out the fact that she only won because  Navia wasn’t competing. “Same goes for the European Championships. I intend to at least place here.” 

 

“At least  place?” Navia echoes, brow raising inquisitively. “Not aiming for gold?”

 

 That was before you showed up,  Clorinde wants to say.  I can’t now, with you here. You– you have to win, for Callas.  

 

“Placing is enough for me,” Clorinde reasons, putting her brush down on the side table. “The Olympics are as prestigious as you can get. Placing is enough of an honor, to me.”

 

“You didn’t think so four years ago,” Navia snickers, rolling her eyes good naturedly. “Four years ago you were hellbent on winning gold.”

 

“Times have changed,” Clorinde snaps– then, quickly, reels herself back in. She doesn’t want to close Navia off to her again, doesn’t want to be too snippy with her by accident. She can’t let her emotions get the better of her– she is 27, not 20. She should be better than this. “I’ve gotten older, and I’ve realized there are more important things to focus on. I’ve learned to… look at the bigger picture.”

 

Navia hums in response, accepting her words for what they are– or, at least, Clorinde hopes she does. “Are you heading to Worlds after this?” Navia presses, shifting on her bed, shirt riding up slightly to reveal skin. Clorinde, pointedly, looks away. 

 

“Uncle wants me to,” She sighs, running her fingers through her hair to double-check it’s okay. “I probably will, just to appease him, and then that’s pretty much it.” 

 

“Wriothesley’s right,” Navia says, lips pursing. “You should go to Worlds, especially if you do well here. It could, potentially, be two gold medals under your belt!”

 

 It won’t, Clorinde thinks. She smiles, though it’s tight-lipped and forced, and shrugs. “Are you going to Worlds?” 

 

Navia’s lips spread into a slow, easy smirk. “Of course,” She responds, biting the corner of her lip in a way Clorinde would  normally  view as suggestively– but Clorinde knows better, she’s no fool. “I have to make my debut as dramatic as possible! My first year back and I’m at the Olympics  and the World Championships!” 

 

Leave it to Navia to dramatize everything, Clorinde surmises. She’s always been this way, always will be this way– and Clorinde, still, loves her for it. 

 

(Where Clorinde downplays everything, Navia manages to make it ten times more dramatic– and that’s the difference between them both. They are, in every sense of the words, perfect opposites.) 

 

“You’ll cause quite the stir, I’m sure,” Clorinde mumbles, laying down on her bed and facing away from Navia. “You’ve always had a way of captivating people with the way you skate.” 

 

Navia is silent for a while– and for that moment, Clorinde thinks Navia didn’t hear her. She’s grateful, closing her eyes and curling into herself, intent on sleeping before she has to go back out to meet with Wriothesley. 

 

But then, Navia whispers into the silence, “Did I captivate you that way?” 

 

And Clorinde pretends she doesn’t hear. 

—

“Look at this program!” Navia calls, waving Clorinde over hurriedly. “It just happened at Skate Canada. It’s  really good, Clori.”

 

“As good as you?” She teases, walking over leisurely and dropping her bag on the bench. She takes the spot next to Navia, leaning over her shoulder slightly to watch the program over her shoulder. “Start it from the beginning, I wanna see the whole thing.”

 

“Give me a moment,” Navia huffs, pausing the video and dragging the line back to the very beginning. “Watch this, it’s  so impressive! You won’t be able to believe these two aren’t dating..” 

 

It was an ice dancing pair, skating to Moulin Rouge– and yes, Navia was correct in everything she said. The entire performance was sensual, but it was deeply  impressive. The lifts, the synchronization, the chemistry–

 

“Are you sure they aren’t together?” Clorinde asks, looking away from her phone to instead stare at Navia’s profile. She’s beautiful, bathed in the fluorescent lighting of the rink. Her eyes shine even in here, her skin glows– and Clorinde can’t take her eyes off of her. She is divine. “They look so– well acquainted.” 

 

“Nope,” Navia smiles, turning her head to face Clorinde– and oh, their faces are inches away. “They aren’t. They’re both in relationships of their own.”

 

Navia turns back, eyes sparkling as she watches the program– and Clorinde watches her, watches the performance through the reflection in Navia’s eyes (regardless of how little she can truly see). 

 

Clorinde isn’t sure what comes over her, in that next moment, as she says, “We could do that.” 

 

Navia pauses the video abruptly, eyebrows furrowing. “You think  we could do that? We aren’t ice dancers– Clorinde, we participate in singles.” 

 

“I’m sure we could do it,” Clorinde nods very seriously, going along with her own, spur-of-the-moment words. “I’m absolutely positive. We– we know how the other person skates, so I don’t think synchronization would be an issue. It’s just getting the moves down.”

 

Navia’s eyes trace over her face, biting the inside of her cheek in thought. “So you– you want to try, then?” She asks, hesitant. Clorinde nods, shrugging nonchalantly. 

 

“I’m confident in both of our abilities.” 

 

“I’m the girl,” Navia says, smile breaking out on her face slowly. “You know that, right?”

 

“Of course,” Clorinde nods easily, willingly to do whatever Navia wants. “I’ll be fine taking the role of the man.” 

 

“Perfect!” Navia exclaims, jumping up and clapping her hands together. “Get your skates on, this is what we’ll do today.”

 

“Don’t you have a short program to work on?” 

 

“Shhh,” Navia responds, pressing a finger to Clorinde’s lips. “Don’t say that to me.” 

 

Clorinde laughs, but listens to her either way. 

—

“Navia’s here,” Furina mutters, eyes darting around the stadium, smiling and waving towards the stands. She glances to the Italian team, then at Clorinde. “Did you see?”

 

“Yeah, thanks for pointing out the obvious,” Clorinde grumbles, waving at the fans as well, smiling at the French flag she sees waving in the crowd. “I did know that, by the way. She’s dorming with me.”

 

Furina gasps dramatically. “No way!” She whisper-yells, looking up at her with stars in her eyes. Of course, leave it to Furina to be invested in whatever drama Clorinde has to offer. “What do you mean she’s dorming with you? Clorinde– oh my god, I need to know  everything!”  

 

“There’s nothing else to it!” She responds, voice raising slightly louder than she anticipated. She smiles awkwardly, hoping she didn’t interrupt the proceedings of the opening ceremony. Whatever, she thinks in the end, it’s almost over anyways. They’re free to go after the torch is lit.. “That’s it, there’s nothing else. We’re sharing a room, and that’s it.”

 

“You aren’t going to try and get in her–”

 

“Furina!” She cuts her off quickly, gripping the shorter girl’s arm. “No! That’s in the past.”

 

“The not so far past,” Furina points out, wiggling her eyebrows at Clorinde suggestively. Clorinde wants to hit her, just a bit. “It’s never too late to fix things! Distance brings fondness–”

 

“I hope you fall out of your triple axel,” Clorinde huffs, turning her head to face away from Furina. “Stop speaking about this!” 

 

“That’s the worst thing you can say to a person,” Lyney says, skating up to stand on the other side of Furina. He waves at the audience, putting on that showman smile of his, bowing dramatically, hand sweeping across the ice. He was one half of a pair duo competing under France, this year. “Why would you wish such a terrible thing on her?” 

 

“Because she  deserves it,” Clorinde responds, eyes (unfortunately) gravitating towards Navia, the way she maneuvered around the ice expertly, drawing everyone’s attention towards her. “She’s taunting me. She’s trying to get into my head before the competition.”










“We don’t compete until Tuesday,” Furina rolls her eyes, threading her arm through Clorinde’s, basking in the way the crowd cheers louder at the action. “You’re just bitter you have to share a room with your ex, who I have to say, looks  gorgeous–”  

 

“Ex?” Lyney echoes, leaning forwards to smirk at Clorinde. “Clorinde, I didn’t know you had an ex. I thought you were one of those, like, vestal virgins.”

 

“I–!” Clorinde cuts herself off, jaw clenching and unclenching as she attempts to calm herself down. “I am  not  one of those  vestal virgins.  Do they even exist anymore? I don’t even think they exist! And– and I don’t have an  ex! We… we were never dating.” 

 

“No, she just fucked you on her couch casually,” Furina mutters, tightening her hold on Clorinde’s arm as she looks towards Navia  again. “I don’t know how you managed to survive that. I would’ve jumped off a building, personally.” 

 

“It-” Clorinde looks at the ground shamefully. “It wasn’t even on her couch. It was, like, mostly in her car.” 

 

Furina’s mouth drops, “You’re joking.” 

 

Lyney’s brows furrow, confused. “Wait–  she? Clorinde, you’re gay?”

 

“ Bisexual,” Furina cuts in, elbowing him in the side. “She’s like you.”

 

Lyney, honest to god,  squeals.  “You get me!” He exclaims, reaching over to grab at her– and Clorinde turns away from him briefly, still bitter about the  vestal virgin  comment. He pouts but moves on either way. “But– who is the girl? I need  all the details.” 

 

“ You  get me,  frérot,”  Furina says, exasperated– and she threads her arm through Lyney’s as well, tugging him towards them. “Our dearest Clorinde, here, refuses to tell me  anything!”  

 

“There’s nothing to tell,” She mumbles, rolling her eyes as she watches the workers travel up the copious amounts of stairs to light the olympic torch. “Navia and I are sharing a room, we used to–  do things,  we were never  dating, and that’s the end.”

 

“She’s such a loser,” Furina sighs dramatically, shaking her head. “Can you believe this? She was in bed with the best figure skater in the women’s bracket, at the time, and she has the nerve to speak so  casually of it.”

 

“From what I’ve gathered,” Lyney starts, glancing at Clorinde cautiously. “It seems as though Navia was doing  Clorinde as casually as she speaks of the situation.”

 

“Jesus christ,” Clorinde mutters, pulling her arm out from Furina’s hold. “I’m done being bullied by two people  shorter than me.”  

 

“Maybe you should stop getting bullied in the bedroom,” Furina raises an eyebrow, placing her free hand on her hip. “Then we won’t bully you outside of it.” 

 

“You know what,” Clorinde huffs, turning to face them both. “Fuck you  both. There, I said it!” 

 

“Baby’s first curse word,” Lyney coos, leaning into Furina. “Aren’t you so proud?” 

 

“We’ve taught her so well!”

 

“Lynette wouldn’t say this shit to me,” Clorinde looks around the ice, searching for Lynette– and wait, why is she by the Japanese team? She’s allowed to skate around and speak to the other teams? “Neither would Freminet.” 

 

“They aren’t as real as Fufu and I,” Lyney proclaims, smiling smugly. “We’re the ultimate duo, right?”

 

Furina nods profusely, “Oh, absolutely!”

 

“You both suck.” Clorinde crosses her arms, searching the crowd on the ice for someone she can speak to– and for once, she genuinely wishes Wriothesley could’ve been on the ice with her. If only so she wouldn’t be stuck with  those two. “I’m done speaking to you two.”

 

She waits a moment, then– “And–  don’t  sell me out to the tabloids, I swear to god. If I see a headline that says, like,  Figure Skater Clorinde Melchior and Navia Caspar: Friends or Friends-With-Benefits?  I will  kill you both. Understood?”

 

“It’s hard to take you seriously with that hat on.” Furina says, deadpan. 

 

“I like the hat,” A voice says from behind, skating up behind Clorinde and– oh god, she’s wrapping her arms around Clorinde’s back. “It’s cute, isn’t it?”

 

In unison, the three of them exclaim, “Navia!”

 

But it was for three  very different reasons. 

 

“Hi everyone,” She smiles, moving to stand next to Clorinde– and her hand rests on Clorinde’s lower back, and Clorinde fears she might either pass out or slap Navia. Both seem equally plausible at the moment. “Are you all coming to the party, later?” 

 

“Party?” Furina echoes, smirk finding its way to her face. “Well, now that I know about it, I most  definitely will be attending.” 

 

“It’s at a local club outside of village,” Navia explains, fingers digging into Clorinde’s back. “Yae Miko invited me, she told me I could invite whoever.”

 

“I’ll certainly be there,” Furina nods, turning towards Lyney. “What about you,  frérot?”  

 

“If I can convince Lynette,” He sighs dramatically, deflating. “If not, I’ll probably sit in.”

 

“And you, Clorinde?” Navia questions, turning to look down at her. “Are you coming?”

 

Clorinde doesn’t dare to look at her. She doesn’t know what’s worse– Navia’s hand on her back, or Lyney and Furina’s teasing. She thinks this might be her own personal form of hell, actually. 

 

“Maybe I’ll go.” She reasons, having no real intentions of going. Navia laughs good naturedly, pressing herself into Clorinde’s side– 

 

She leans towards Furina and Lyney, whispers, “I’ll get her out of the room, don’t worry.” 

—

“Higher,” Navia demands, huffing. “You don’t have to treat me like I’m  glass.  You’re supposed to lift me up, I do that– that  thing  with my legs, and  then we go into the position where I’m sort of just gliding atop the ice. You’re doing most of that work.” 

 

“Fine,” Clorinde rolls her eyes in response, offering her hand to Navia to repeat the sequence. “Again, then. I’ll be more  forceful, if that’s what you want.” 

 

“Thank you,” Navia responds, taking her hand gracefully with a smile. “Let’s go again.” 

 

They start from the beginning of the sequence, Navia jumping just slightly as she spins in the air, Clorinde’s hands finding her way to Navia’s hips– and as asked, she’s more  forceful. Her hand comes around, embracing Navia’s middle as she raises her leg. Navia’s left arm comes up to wrap around Clorinde’s shoulder– Clorinde’s free hand goes down to wrap around Navia’s knee that’s raised, gripping it firmer than she had in the previous run through. 

 

In this position, Clorinde can admit it’s  easier to lift Navia into the sequence, Navia’s legs creating an arch in the air as Clorinde spins them both. Her skate touches the ground and Clorinde wastes no time in propelling them into the next one, pushing Navia’s previously extended leg forward, letting her kick the other one up before gently lowering her to the ground–

 

And Clorinde didn’t even realize Navia’s arm was wrapped around her shoulder, gripping the back of her neck– but it makes sense, of course, for the next move in the dance. Clorinde works on autopilot, unable to focus too deeply when Navia’s face is inches from hers, hand coming up to grab Navia’s free one, breath puffing onto Navia’s lips. Navia leans down slightly, nose brushing against Clorinde’s– and Clorinde does as she’s supposed to, spinning them as gracefully as she can manage when her heart is pounding so fast out of sheer adrenaline from Navia’s lips being  right there. 

 

Navia doesn’t do what she’s supposed to do, though– she’s supposed to look away, to push into the next move in the dance, and yet… she doesn’t. She stays like that, nose against Clorinde’s and eyes–

 

 Oh  , Clorinde thinks suddenly, all breath escaping her lungs.  Navia is looking at her lips.  

 

“Why’d you stop?” Navia asks, voice barely above a whisper. “You weren’t supposed to stop.” 

 

“Oh,” Clorinde whispers back, eyes trained on Navia’s lips. “I didn’t realize I had stopped.” 

 

“Too distracted?” Navia asks, eyelashes fluttering against Clorinde’s face. Clorinde struggles to respond for a moment, one hand still in Navia’s, the other still wrapped around her back. 

 

“..I guess you could put it that way,” She answers, breathless. “Yeah.”

 

“Let me help you,” Navia mutters, eyes falling shut. “If that’s fine with you?”

 

Clorinde says, “I-I don’t see why.. It wouldn’t be.”

 

“Perfect,” Navia smiles, inching forward just the slightest amount. “That’s very good.”

 

Clorinde was about to urge her on– but it wasn’t needed, not when Navia’s lips were on hers so fiercely that she thought she might topple over, might fall on her ass and drag Navia down with her. 

 

She’d be okay with that though, she thinks absentmindedly, kissing Navia back with as much fervor as possible. She’d be more than okay with such a thing, as long as Navia kept kissing her like this– like she depended on Clorinde and her lips to breathe. 

 

Navia is the one who pulls away– because Clorinde, personally, would never dream of doing such a heinous thing – and she rests her forehead against Clorinde’s. “Did that help?” 

 

“No,” Clorinde responds, chest heaving. Her eyes flutter open, scanning all over Navia’s face– flushed, though she can’t tell if it’s from the exertion of the program they were trying to recreate or from the kiss. “I think I’m more distracted.” 

 

“We can stop then,” Navia offers, breath puffing against Clorinde’s face in a way that makes her think she  might  pass out from sheer, unbridled  want. “There’s a bench over there that we sit on– a locker room to rest in.” 

 

Clorinde knows the truth of her words. 

 

“Okay,” She says anyway. “We can do that.” 

—

Clorinde simply cannot believe she let herself be dragged out of the room to this  stupid club. This is terrible, Clorinde thinks, sitting at a random booth in the corner, sipping leisurely from her drink. 

 

She’s never been one for the party scene, always more content to fade into the back in these scenarios, content to watch everyone else enjoy themselves. The crowded spaces made her uncomfortable, made her skin crawl, caused anxiety to rise in her throat and choke her. 

 

There was only one person who could quell that anxiety– which is why she hasn’t been to a club, or a bar, in three years. Clorinde supposes that’s why she caved tonight– the promise that  she would be there, that she would be able to recognize when she was feeling overwhelmed and help.

 

(But that isn’t Navia’s job anymore, Clorinde knows. It never  was supposed to be her job, but she took it gracefully– like she did everything else –and helped Clorinde whenever she needed it. Clorinde loved her for it, still loves her for it, but Navia–

 

Navia doesn’t love her.) 

 

She’s startled out of her reverie by the sound of a… Clorinde supposes a  familiar voice at her side. “You look miserable,” She says, taking a swig out of her cup– Clorinde assumes its sake, and god only knows where she got it from. “Didn’t want to come?”

 

“Good to see you too, Beidou,” She mumbles, glass clinking against the wooden table as she puts it down. “And yes, that’s true.” 

 

“Still as curt as ever, I see,” She rolls her eyes, leaning into Clorinde’s personal space as she throws a hand across the back of the seat. Clorinde, briefly, thinks she could take Beidou in a fight. However, she would rather  not face the wrath of Ningguang– who is… somewhere in the crowd, she’s sure. Probably with Navia, she muses. “You ready to win next week?”

 

“I don’t like overestimating myself,” Clorinde replies, pointedly not looking towards Beidou. “If I win, I win.”

 

“You can’t tell me you aren’t  aiming to win,” Beidou scoffs, nudging her slightly. “Especially since this is your last time performing at the Olympics. The rumors of your retirement are true, aren’t they?”

 

Clorinde’s jaw clenches, and she  really, really wants to punch Beidou. Just a little bit. 

 

(She’s felt oddly violent, recently. Every little thing has set her off– she wonders if it’s connected to Navia in any way.) 

 

“Yes, It’s true,” Clorinde confirms, nodding curtly. “But don’t go around saying that– I intend to keep it quiet, for now. If– if you say anything, I will not  hesitate to fight you.”

 

“Jesus, maybe you should put down the liquor for a bit, Clor,” Beidou laughs, head thrown back against the back of the chair. “You should’ve been a hockey player,  meimei!”  

 

“And why should I have been a hockey player?” Clorinde grumbles, picking up her glass and taking a slow sip out of it. The rum burns her throat, sliding down smoothly– and that’s why she prefers rum, why she prefers coffee liquor, over any other kind. It’s smooth, not rough and hard to swallow like tequila or gin. It gets her tipsy slowly, like trudging through sand rather than falling face first on concrete– which she has, regrettably, done before. That was Navia’s fault, and she will die on that hill. 

 

“Cause,” She leans back in the seat, sliding down slightly and manspreading. “You got so much  anger in that loser body of yours–”

 

“ Loser?”  Clorinde repeats, scandalized and a  little offended. Beidou doesn’t even acknowledge her. 

 

“–You’d be perfect on the ice. You would thrive, getting to ram into a bunch of men for a living,” Beidou sighs wistfully, taking another swig from her glass. “Gettin’ to beat ‘em up… God, I can’t wait for tomorrow.”

 

“Oh, yeah, that’s right,” Clorinde murmurs, still a little pissed off at Beidou, but she can find it in herself to look past the  loser comment. “The tournament’s already started for hockey, hasn’t it? How are you guys doing?”

 

“Good,” Beidou nods repeatedly, eye sort of faraway. “We’re good. That’s about it, really. “Say– are you going to watch the men’s singles on Wednesday?”

 

Clorinde sighs dramatically. “No,” Clorinde replies, staring down at the table. “I’ll probably go and watch the pair skating comp if Lyney or Lynette know what group they’re in. That’s probably it, I have my own stuff to worry about..” 

 

“Won’t even stop by if China makes it to the hockey semifinals?” Beidou asks, smiling in that weird dorky way that Clorinde is sure Ningguang adores. Clorinde, however, hates it at the moment. 

 

“Depends on if the hockey semifinals are  before  or  after  my free skate,” Clorinde says, trying to scoot away from Beidou– to no avail, of course, because Beidou seems to have taken a liking to Clorinde, and unfortunately for Clorinde, Beidou enjoys keeping those she likes  close to her.  Like a dragon who hoards its treasure. It’s terrible, in Clorinde’s  humble opinion. “Your girlfriend will certainly be there, though. Regardless of the free skate.” 

 

“Hey!” Beidou exclaims, raising up her left hand. “She’s my fiance now,  meimei.  Get it  right.”  

 

Clorinde glances towards her hand, and– well, yes, there is an engagement ring on her finger. She purses her lips and nods, “Congrats on the engagement then,  jiejie.”  

 

“You’re learning!” She cries, throwing an arm around her shoulder happily. “I didn’t think there would ever be a day where my dearest  a-mei  would ever speak a word of Mandarin to me… and here she is, calling me  jiejie. Oh, I could die happy– I’m dedicating China’s win to you, when we win the Women’s Hockey Finals–” 

 

“Yeah, man, whatever,” Clorinde mutters, embarrassed and wanting to die. “Can you go back to your fiance now, I’d like to rot in here  alone.”  

 

“God, you hate me,” Beidou huffs dramatically– yet she slides out of the booth nonetheless. “But fine, fine! You want me gone  so bad, so I will get lost. But–”

 

Beidou cuts herself off, looking towards the floor where most of the athletes reside, drinking, talking, partying. She looks back with a smirk on her face, “I’d keep an eye on that girl of yours if I were you.”

 

“She’s not my–!”

 

“See you later, Clor!” 

 

God, she hates that woman. 

 

She also hates the way her eyes gravitate towards the floor, too– and  oh  , maybe Beidou was right. Navia certainly is not ‘  her girl’, as Beidou so graciously put it, but she–

 

Jealousy still courses through her bones when she sees her dancing with another woman. Granted, the other woman was Furina– but in her alcohol-addled brain, it’s enough to get her out of her seat and bounding towards them. 

 

(And it’s only a little embarrassing, really. Furina  did call Navia ‘gorgeous’ earlier– she thinks she has every right to be jealous. Or threatened. Or both. 

 

But the smaller, quieter part of her brain tells her she doesn’t have that right– she’s  never had that right.) 

 

“Mind if I cut in?” Clorinde grumbles, pretty much forcing her way in between Furina and Navia. Furina, probably already drunk off her ass, giggles behind her hand. 

 

“Of course you can,  sœurette,”  She says, sliding out of Clorinde’s way. “I certainly don’t mind… I think I’ll go find someone else to talk to, anyways!  Au revoir, ma fleur!”  

 

Clorinde watches Furina leave with a clenched jaw– and she only dares to look back at Navia when she slowly wraps her arms around Clorinde’s shoulders, pulling her in. “I never thought you’d come,” Navia mutters, looking down at Clorinde with hazy eyes. “I thought you would just hole yourself up in that booth for the entire night.” 

 

“Yeah, well, I got bored,” Clorinde mumbles, looking away from Navia. “Figured I’d come bother you.” 

 

“How presumptuous,” Navia laughs quietly, nuzzling the side of her face into Clorinde’s. Clorinde can smell the alcohol in her breath– white rum, she thinks. Navia’s drink of choice has always been a mojito, so it’s no wonder… “You could never bother me,  ma lune.”  

 

Clorinde hates the way the pet name still makes her heart skip several beats in her chest. She hates the way she still leans into Navia’s touch– she hates the way her chest feels so full with love while her gut burns with rage. She hates it all, she hates this dance they’ve fallen back into–

 

But she’s tipsy, and it’s nearing midnight, and she figures she can let go for just a  bit.  

 

She leans into Navia, hands comes up hesitantly, not sure where to put them– 

 

“Touch me already,” Navia whispers into her ear, smirk evident in her voice. “I’m not made of glass, you won’t break me.” 

 

Clorinde does as told, placing her hands on Navia’s hips– and Navia breathes out, it sounds shaky in Clorinde’s ear. 

 

A slower song comes on then, as Navia turns her face in to Clorinde’s, lips resting against her cheek. She smiles against her skin, pulls back slightly– “Dance with me,” She says, voice nearly lost to the music. “Come on– I know you haven’t danced like this since I left.” 

 

“I hate you.” Clorinde whispers in response, swaying the two of them back and forth– and Navia laughs, not able to take Clorinde seriously. Clorinde is fine with it, she doesn’t even take her own words seriously. 

 

“If you hated me, you wouldn’t have come over here,” Navia points out, lips pressing against Clorinde’s cheek, then dragging down to her jaw. “You wouldn’t have left the room with me, either.” 

 

“No,” Clorinde replies, pulling Navia’s hips into hers just because she can. “Maybe I just wanted to get out. Maybe this had nothing to do with you– not everything is about you, you know.” 

 

“Feisty tonight,” Navia hums, leaving open-mouthed kisses along Clorinde’s jawline. She’s dangerous like this, Clorinde thinks absent-mindedly, drunk off of white rum and god only knows what else. But then again, she muses, Navia has always been the more forward one in their relationship. “I like it. You aren’t so submissive anymore– is it the alcohol that’s controlling you, or have you truly changed?”

 

What a vile thing to say, Clorinde thinks. Her question implies that Clorinde only acts this way while drunk– which  no,  that  isn’t true,  she is  totally not submissive–

 

But oh god, so many people have called her a loser in the past few days, she fears that there  may be some truth to their words. Clorinde refuses to spiral down that thought process any further. 

 

Clorinde huffs in Navia’s ear but says no more, deciding that no answer was, in fact, an answer. Navia seems to think so too, humming along to the song playing in the background, falling into the gentle rhythm Clorinde set for them. 

 

Halfway through the song Navia speaks again, “You should start a bar fight.”

 

“I should not start a bar fight,” Clorinde replies, smiling in amusement despite herself. “Why should I start a bar fight?”

 

“For drama,” Navia mumbles, resting her chin on Clorinde’s shoulder. “Maybe  I should start a bar fight.”

 

“Absolutely not,” Clorinde laughs quietly, wrapping her arms around Navia completely, now. “You’re too drunk to be in here, we should leave.” 

 

“What? No,” Navia pouts, lips trailing up the column of Clorinde’s neck. “Everything good happens after midnight! We can’t leave, Clori–”

 

“You’re going to either fight someone or end up performing a strip show on a table if we don’t leave,” Clorinde cuts her off, fingers digging into the small of Navia’s back– uncovered, because of the cut of Navia’s dress. “So let’s go.”

 

“I’d give you a strip show,” Navia laughs– and god, Clorinde isn’t sure if she wants to bash her head into a wall or give into drunk Navia. “Do you want one? I’m open to– to anything.”

 

“Let’s  go, Navia.” Clorinde says, far more stubborn the time. She untangles herself from Navia, grabbing hold of her hand and tugging her towards the door. “No room for arguments here, we’re going back to the room.” 

 

“I take it you don’t want the strip show?”

 

“ No,  Navia, I  don’t,” She answers through grit teeth, weaving them through the crowd and not caring for the way she bumps into her peers. “I want you to sober up so you don’t have a massive hangover in the morning.”

 

“You’re no fun,” She pouts, following after Clorinde regardless. “What if I wanted to gi–”

 

“I don’t care.” 



Navia doesn’t say anything else, following after Clorinde absentmindedly. They leave the club, the cold winter air biting into their skin– and Clorinde worries for Navia, she doesn’t have a jacket and would surely catch a cold in this weather… 

 

She looks up at the sky, tracing the stars and thinking of the freckles that adorn Navia’s face, her shoulders, her stomach, her thighs– and she stops abruptly when her eyes find their way to the moon. 



She pulls her hand out of Navia’s– ignoring the way the taller girl whines at the loss of contact –and peels off her leather jacket, holding it out for Navia to take. 

 

“Here,” She mumbles, embarrassed and  worried. “Take it. You can’t catch a cold a few days out from the first comp.” 

 

Navia takes it eagerly, slipping her arms in and pulling it on fully, embracing herself in the slightly oversized leather jacket. She doesn’t make any moves to advance towards Clorinde, instead choosing to stare at her  very aggressively. It– Clorinde likes it, actually. She enjoys being sized up like this by Navia, as if she was worshiping her with merely her gaze. Clorinde makes no effort to move, either. 

 

But then Navia is surging forwards, her hands gripping the fabric of Clorinde shirt, bunching up the fabric, and pulling her up towards her face to kiss her– and it’s rough, all teeth and tongue, no softness to it at all–

 

But Clorinde thinks she can understand the intensity, the desperateness of the kiss. She matches Navia in that fervor, tries to pour into her all the anger, all the sadness she felt over the last three years without Navia–

 

And suddenly, they are right where they began. 

—

It’s, unfortunately for Clorinde, easy to fall back into the  it’s just casual format of their relationship. It’s easy to fall into bed with Navia, it’s easy to pretend like it means nothing to her when in reality it means everything to her. It’s easy for that resentment to build in her gut, it’s easy for her to be irritable when she remembers Navia isn’t hers to love, hers to love, hers to lose. 

 

Wriothesley notices, because of course he does. 

 

“What the  fuck  is your issue?” He asks, finger tapping aggressively against the boards of the rink. Each skater is assigned set times to go in and practice, to train, alone with their coach. “You are  unusually  angry– and don’t get me wrong, I love the emotion, it truly adds to the performance, but it’s  too  angry. I’m getting  none  of the love,  only the betrayal. The program is more than that, Clori.” 

 

“I know it is!” She exclaims, voice bouncing around the rafters of the ice skating rink. “I’m just– I’m under a lot of pressure, okay? It’s the anxiety.”

 

“When do  you  get anxious over a competition?” Wriothesley points out, deadpan. “You’re lying to me. I don’t know if you remember, but you  are  technically my  legal daughter, so–”

 

“Shut up, god,” She groans, gloved hands running over her face and hair. “It’s my last Olympics, okay? I’m nervous to lose, that’s all. I don’t wanna go out on a bad note.”

 

It’s not that, and he knows it. He knows, he knows, he knows. Of course she knows, she figures, he’s been with her since the very second she was born. She thinks he knows her about as well as Navia knows her.

 

She hates it, god, she hates it so much. 

 

“Listen to me,” He says, voice far more stern than she’s heard it in years. “I don’t know who the  fuck  you think you’re talking to, but it’s certainly not  me.  I don’t care what the hell is going on with you that’s making you act like an  asshole  right now, but you need to cut the shit and get your head in the god damn game here, because with the way you’re acting right now, you’re going to go home empty handed. Lose the attitude and treat me with the respect I deserve, because I have  never  treated you like this.  Ever.”  

 

She doesn’t respond, she doesn’t even look at him– because she feels ashamed, and she feels  bad at how poorly she’s treated him. He’s right, and she hates to admit it. Wriothesley, thankfully, takes her silence as a response.

 

“Now do the short over again, and if I deem it good enough we’ll move onto the free skate,” He sighs, foot tapping against the ground. “But you should focus on nailing the short, since you’re performing it in two days.” 

 

She does as told and doesn’t argue any further– and she hopes Wriothesley takes it as a good enough apology. 

—

“You should embroider my skates, one day,” Navia says absent mindedly, tracing circles onto Clorinde’s exposed stomach. Her fingers trace the bumps of her abs, and she stops momentarily to scratch at the muscle– and Clorinde squirms slightly, ticklish. “You did the wolf on your Uncle’s skates, didn’t you?”

 

Clorinde hums, eyes fluttering closed as she rests her head against Navia’s shoulder. “Yeah, I did it for him a while ago,” Clorinde mutters, placing a gentle kiss on Navia’s shoulder. She almost thinks its too tender, the action of her kissing her shoulder– but Navia doesn’t complain. “What would you want on yours?” 

 

“Maybe, like..” Navia trails off, thinking. “..A rose, maybe. A yellow one– like the one papa wore on his outfit when he won gold at Worlds.” 

 

“That was when we were 12, wasn’t it?” Clorinde muses, remembering the outfit her father had worn that day. Navia nods, fingers moving at Clorinde’s side. 

 

“Yeah,” She mutters, lips pressing into the crown of Clorinde’s hair. “Can you believe that was 12 years ago?”

 

“No,” She replies honestly, arms snaking around Navia’s waist. “It feels like it was just yesterday.”

 

Navia huffs a laugh, turning into Clorinde so her head rested against her chest now, instead. “One day your 12, then you blink– and now you’re 24.” 



“How curious that is,” Clorinde mumbles, opening her eyes and glancing up towards Navia. “I’ll embroider it into your skates, then. Just tell me when.” 





“Thank you,  ma lune.” Navia smiles, leaning down to capture Clorinde’s lips in a kiss.  

 

And like every time before this, it heats up rather quick, Navia rolling them over and climbing on top of her, hand trailing down Clorinde’s body and between her thighs–

 

And just like every time before this one, Navia pulls away and murmurs against her lips, “No attachments, remember?” 

 

And Clorinde nods, anything to appease Navia– but she can’t deny the anger that bubbles in her gut when Navia reconnects their lips.

 

(She yearns for more, she yearns to mean more to Navia than just someone she fucks on her couch when she wants to.) 

—

Her and Navia, thankfully, are in two separate groups for the Short Program. Navia was in group five, while Clorinde was in group six– which meant she had more time to prepare, to psych herself up, to stretch. 

 

(Which, the groupings had to say  something about Navia and the prowess she still holds after being, essentially, on hiatus for the last three years. The groupings were decided by world rank– to be in the first three groups meant you were ranked lower than most, while the latter three were the groupings of higher rank. Clorinde being in the last grouping made sense– she was the highest ranked in the whole world, of course she’s in the last group. 

 

But  Navia, t  o be in group  five after being on hiatus for three years? It was deeply impressive.) 

 

She still gets there at the very beginning of the program, despite Wriothesley saying they should head over towards the end of group four. It didn’t matter to her, she wanted to go, wanted to watch everyone– she wanted to support everyone performing. 

 

She sits in the stands arranged for athletes who want to watch– and there were a decent amount of people sitting there already: some of the guys who already did their short program the week before, a few of the pair skaters of varying teams, a few hockey players who didn’t have a tournament. She finds an empty seat, unfortunately, between Lyney and Beidou. God, this was going to be agonizing. 

 

“Good afternoon everyone,” She says, nodding curtly towards Beidou, Lyney, Lynette, and– oh, Ningguang is there too. Huh. She wonders what group she’s in, to be sat up in the audience like this too.. “Everyone here to support someone?”

 

“I’m just excited to see Navia’s debut!” Lyney exclaims, stars in his eyes as Clorinde sits down next to him. “I haven’t been able to see her perform  at all, so I’m excited to see her, later.” 

 

“Where is she in the group 5 line up?” Clorinde asks, settling in her seat. 

 

“Third,” Ningguang answers, voice as monotone as ever. “She’s right after Yunjin.” 

 

“What group are you in, Ningguang?” Clorinde asks, shoving her hands in her pocket, leaning forwards to look at the woman. Ningguang smiles at her, though it doesn’t reach her eyes. 

 

“Group 5 as well,” She responds with a sigh, leaning into Beidou’s side. “I won’t be able to watch her,  or Yunjin, unfortunately. 

 

“I’ll record it for ya,  baobei,” Beidou says, smiling at Ningguang and kissing the side of her head. “I know ya don’t wanna miss it.” 

 

“Thank you,” She responds, facing towards the rink as the skaters start to go onto the ice. “I’d appreciate that.” 

 

“What group are you,  meimei?” Beidou asks, turning to face Clorinde in her seat. “Somewhere in group 6, right?”

 

“Group six, thirtieth spot,” Clorinde replies, sighing quietly. “So I’ll be here for a while.” 

 

“That means she’s going last,” Ningguang provides, helpfully, for a confused Beidou. “As in,  very last.” 

 

“Ohh,” Beidou says, nodding along. “I get it, I get it. It’s a good thing I don’t have a tournament today, I can spend the next four hours of my life here, supporting my girls!” 

 

“I am  not one of your girls,” Clorinde responds, narrowing her eyes. “I’m just– your friend.”

 

“I don’t know, man, we’re locked in for life after you called me  jiejie,” Beidou laughs, nudging her gently. “I need to give you a real nickname. What about… A’– wait, how do you translate her name into Mandarin?”

 

“Isn’t it  Kèluòlíndé?” Ningguang answers, brows furrowed. “I think it is.” 

 

Beidou hums, nodding her head slowly. “.. A-Dé  , then. I like it!  A-Dé it is.” 

 

“That– that makes no sense,” Clorinde mumbles, embarrassed by Beidou and her  incessant  need to make her feel cared for– in an odd way. A motherly way. It stirs something in Clorinde, something that makes her want to  cry. “How would anyone know you’re talking about me when you say that?” 

 

“It makes total sense, ‘ dé’  is the last character of your name when translated into Mandarin,” Beidou huffs, leaning back in her seat fully, paying a little attention to the skaters as they maneuver the ice, being introduced one-by-one by the announcer. “And besides– that’s for me and Ningguang to know,  not everyone else! It’s our special nickname, right?”

 

Ningguang hums in response, watching Beidou with a lovelorn look on her face. It makes Clorinde feel absolutely sick. 

 

“Whatever,” Clorinde mumbles, biting the inside of her cheek to stop the overwhelming urge of crying. Maybe she should consider therapy.. “Lyney, Lynette– when is your short?” 

 

“Tomorrow!” Lyney chirps happily, bright smile on his face. “Lynette and I are  all ready, right?”

 

“Definitely.” Lynette says curtly, nodding once. Clorinde likes her. 

 

“I’ll see if I can stop by,” Clorinde smiles, though its forced, terribly strained– and she has a feeling that they know that. “Depending on how I do here, I might be entirely too free, or forced to work myself to death in preparation for the free skate.” 

 

“No worries!” Lyney assures her, head tilting to the side slightly. “I understand, no pressure. We’re in group 6, tomorrow.” 

 

“Perfect,” Clorinde nods, somewhat confident she’ll be able to attend in that case. “I should be able to get there.” 

 

And then the allotted 6 minutes of practice was up, and the first skater was entering the ice to perform her program– and thus, the Short Programs officially began.

—

She can’t stand looking at families, she learns early on in her life. It hurts her, it hurts so  much– 

 

And she doesn’t know why, her young mind can’t comprehend why her chest fills with sadness when she sees a girl her age hugging her mother, can’t fathom why such a sweet scene would make her feel  empty. She’s forced to look away at every competition she attends where it’s a father-daughter duo, has to physically walk away when it’s a mother-daughter duo. 

 

Of course, she has Wriothesley– her uncle, and as of recently, her adoptive father. It’s not the same though, she’s well aware of this fact. She just isn’t able to pinpoint  why.  

 

She figures it out as she gets older, of course. Finds out why her chest aches when she sees a father patting his daughter’s head proudly after she nails a particular jump, why she feels like throwing up when she sees a mother fixing the costume of her daughter. 

 

She’s never had a real  mother, a  real  father. She’s never had someone to go home to, to call  maman,  to call  papa. No one to fix her costumes, no one to be proud of her after she nails a jump, no one to hug when she performed well at a competition. 

 

Her parents were young, so young, they weren’t prepared for a child– so they pawned her off to Wriothesley, who was  younger  than them, barely able to care for her. He stepped up, of course, and Clorinde is forever grateful to him for that. But he always made it clear that he was her  uncle,  not her  dad.  

 

So if he isn’t her dad, then who is? Nevermind having a mother– Clorinde gave up on such a thing long ago, never imagining herself being able to have one, no matter how much it hurt. She supposes thats what it hurts more when she sees a mother-daughter duo, because she can  think of Wriothesley as a father-figure in her head–

 

But she has no mother figure. Never has, and probably never will.

 

That’s why her chest aches, sometimes, when she’s around Navia and Callas. He’s so gentle with her, so helpful and caring– and he treats Clorinde much the same. 

 

 “My two daughters,”  He had said once, kneeling down to be at eye level with them.  “Navia and Clorinde.”  

 

She had started crying– and it was embarrassing, of course, because who wants to cry in front of your best friend and her father? Certainly not Clorinde!



But she cried, and Callas had hugged her– confused but wanting to help her either way –and assured her that everything was alright, that everything would be alright. Navia hugged her then too, and–

 

Neither of them at the time knew how much it meant to Clorinde. But it– it meant the world to her. 

 

It meant more to her than a gold medal ever would. 

—

Navia’s Short Program is as spectacular as Clorinde expects it to be– it is solemn, yet it is fun, and it is  perfect. It’s fluid, it’s elegant, it’s languid–

 

She nails the triple axel at the beginning, which really should’ve been a sign that she’ll land every other jump in her program perfectly. Clorinde is more surprised that Navia, ever so slightly, stepped out of her double loop during the last sequence– but it’s not enough to dock  too many points. 

 

Navia’s in first place, with a score of 81.34. 

 

(She was wearing her father’s skates– or, at least, a modified pair of them. Navy blue with gold trimming, it matched her outfit a little too perfectly. Clorinde wonders how they would look with an embroidered yellow rose on the side.) 

 

But Clorinde is a different girl than she was 17 years ago. 17 years ago, Clorinde was so deeply distracted by how Navia commanded the ice, 17 years ago Clorinde stepped out of a jump because all she could think about was Navia and her grace on the ice. The ice was Navia’s home–

 

But now it belonged to Clorinde. Clorinde has owned the ice for three years, now, and she has learned to block out distractions. 

 

“Higher than an 81.34,” Wriothesley whispers to her, patting her on the shoulders. “Higher than an 81.34! That’s not hard for you, okay? As long as you land everything, you’ll be in the green. You got this, don’t even worry about it– I believe in you, okay?” 

 

She nods, unzipping her jacket and handing it to him. “I won’t– I won’t disappoint you.” She says to him, voice uncharacteristically low. “This is probably one of our last Short Programs together and– I won’t disappoint you, Wrio.”

 

He smiles at her, a melancholic thing on his face. “Stop speaking, kid. Just get out on the ice and we’ll talk after, alright? Just worry about getting a higher score than blondie. I believe in you.”

 

“Don’t call her that,” She huffs, but smiles nonetheless. “But  fine.”  

 

He gives her an enthusiastic thumbs up– and then she’s on the ice, skating around the perimeter for a moment, getting used to the ice before skating to the middle. She takes one, two, three deep breaths– and then her music is starting, and she’s reminding herself to not only be  emotive  but to be  smart.  

 

Her first sequence is the hardest sequence they’ve seen throughout the entire competition so far– a triple lutz into a triple toe. As long as she lands that, and her triple axel later on, she  should be set… 

 

She lets herself get lost in the music– lets herself feel the story of the music, the love, the betrayal, the heartbreak–

 

She always cherishes those few seconds of freedom she feels in midair, spinning wildly before landing and then doing it all over again– and she landed both jumps easily, as easily as breathing. She could exhale easier now, continuing the program without an odd sense of unease. 

 

Landing the triple flip is easy, nothing too difficult for her– her step sequences are intense, full of emotion, but they are ones she never gets dizzy from. She’s done them far too many times to get dizzy. 

 

Her triple axel is the last jump of the program– and elation fills her entire being when she lands it flawlessly, relief coursing through soon after. She’s done it, she’s landed every jump perfectly– no technical mistakes, at least, not ones that would drastically lower her score. 

 

The music ends, she skates around to each side of the stadium, curtsying and smiling towards the sections that wave French flags excitedly, that cheer louder than other sections. 

 

“You never disappoint me, kid!” Wriothesley exclaims, pulling her into such a strong embrace that he quite literally picks her up off the ground. “That was  perfect! You finally nailed the emotions, the drama of it all! Here, here, take some water, take your jacket, rest for a second. We gotta get to the Kiss and Cry soon, though.” 

 

So she slips on her jacket, chest heaving as she tries to catch her breath– and she looks up towards the stands, trying to catch sight of blonde hair and an achingly bright jacket resembling the Italian flag. She finds it in the athlete’s section, right next to Beidou and Ningguang– and Navia waves at her, so naturally, Clorinde waves back. 

 

“Let’s go, let’s go, let’s go!” Wriothesley ushers her towards the Kiss and Cry, forcing her water bottle into her hand. “No time to waste, they’re going to announce your score, soon.”

 

So, they rush towards the Kiss and Cry, sitting down behind the little desk they have set up. Immediately, Clorinde grabs one of Wriothesley’s hand, squeezing his hand once, twice. He squeezes back, a reassuring presence at her side as they watch the screen in front of them. 

 

The announcer says something about the presenting the scores– and then there, in front of her on the screen–

 

A perfect score, essentially. 41.08 for technical score, 41.08 for presentation score, a total score of 82.16. 

 

82.16 is higher than 81.34–

 

Clorinde’s beat Navia, at least in the Short Program. Clorinde’s in first place. 

 

Her arms are around Wriothesley’s shoulders before she even realizes, squeezing him tightly in celebration– and he hugs her back with just as much fervor, laughing in  glee. They’ve done it, they’ve placed first, and now she just has to worry about the Free Skate–

 

Oh god, she just has to worry about the Free Skate, now. She could come first in the Short Program but still lose it all in the Free Skate. 

 

But she won’t, she can’t– if she did so well now, there’s no possible way she could fumble  that terribly in the Free Skate. 

 

Clorinde didn’t realize she could– she didn’t know she–

 

“Oh my god,” She whispers, voice slightly choked up. “Oh my god, Wrio. Oh my god–” 

 

“I know!” He exclaims, standing up and taking her with him. “You’ve done it! At the Olympics!  Mon Dieu, you’ve done it!” 

 

 “Mon Dieu, nous l’avons fait.” She mutters into his air, not able to speak louder than a whisper in fear of hysterically sobbing.

—

“Congratulations on winning,” Navia whispers against her lips, smile so soft the corners of her eyes crinkle. “You looked amazing on the ice today. Really brought the piece to life.” 

 

“Thank you,” Clorinde replies, wrapping her arms around Navia’s body and pulling her into her. The soft, lamp light of their bedside lamp provides warm lighting, creating a cozy, domestic feel. Longing fills Clorinde, then– longing for something more, and with the longing comes that familiar feeling of  rage. Rage at the fact that she knows Navia will never want more, because she is never able to commit herself to people. “Your words mean a lot to me, Nav.” 

 

Clorinde used to tell herself, back when they first started this whole  thing three years ago, that if she got better than Navia, Navia would want her. So she trained hard, she pushed herself beyond her limits– and really, it’s a miracle she hasn’t sustained a terrible injury because of that fact. 

 

It took being away from Navia to realize that no matter how hard she trained, no matter how much she pushed herself, no matter how well she did– none of it would make Navia want her anymore than she did in that moment. And, at that moment in time, Navia only wanted her as someone to warm her bed at night. 

 

She’s still that way, Clorinde is sure– so Clorinde is aware of her position in Navia’s life, right now. Clorinde is just here to keep Navia company while she’s in Annecy– but Clorinde is no fool. Clorinde knows that once the Olympics draw to a close, Navia will go back to Milan, or Rome, or Florence– or  wherever she is, and they will be in the same situation they always have been in. 

 

Casual. 

 

That rage bubbles up again no matter how hard she tries to suppress it– and really, it’s an annoying little thing. It threatens to crawl up her throat, to jump out at Navia– it’s an ugly thing. A thing that would ruin this carefully created moment of peace, one that will surely shatter the moment the Olympics end–

 

But it’s  nice to enjoy it now, to enjoy it while it lasts. 

 

“You’re thinking too hard,” Navia mumbles, rubbing her thumb between the crease in Clorinde’s eyebrows. “What’s got you worrying so much,  ma lune?”  

 

“Nothing,” She murmurs, turning her head to rest against Navia’s chest. “Just thinking about the Free Skate.” 

 

Navia huffs out a laugh, pressing one, two, three kisses to Clorinde’s hair. Clorinde feels like throwing up and sobbing simultaneously. “I.. I’m a bit worried for my free skate,” Navia whispers, voice so soft– it feels odd to hear her be so…  quiet.  She’s so loud, she takes up so much room– but never so much room that Clorinde doesn’t have space to exist –so… to hear her be quiet in a  small way makes Clorinde feel… melancholic. “I’m dedicating it to papa, and– I don’t wanna fuck it up.” 

 

 Oh,  Clorinde thinks absentmindedly.  It’s dedicated to Callas.  

 

It’s in the quiet of their shared room– the room Clorinde dreaded to live in when she found out she was living in it with Navia –that Clorinde decides what she wants. It is with shoved down rage and slowly rising despondency that Clorinde realizes–

 

She can’t win the Free Skate. 

—

“I’m excited to see the twins skate,” Navia says, practically bouncing in her seat from excitement. “They’ll definitely win, don’t you think?”

 

“They have a high probability,” Clorinde nods, toying absentmindedly with the ring on Navia’s finger. It’s one of Callas’ old ones, she thinks. “They’re in the last group, so they’re probably ranked decently high in the world..” 

 

“Always a good sign!” Navia declares, nodding matter-of-factly. “They’ll come in first for the Short for sure.” 

 

Clorinde smiles despite herself, squeezing Navia’s hand–  I love you,  the squeeze says,  I don’t want to.  

 

Navia keeps speaking– chattering on about something, Clorinde can’t be sure what, not when she’s staring at the side of her face, tracing the curve of her nose, the constellations her freckles make. She commits her side profile to memory, maybe to sketch in her journal when she gets back to her apartment in Paris. 

 

It’s a peaceful scene, Navia talking excitedly, blue eyes shining so brightly in the dim stadium lighting. She looks so beautiful like this, so cute–

 

What Clorinde wouldn’t give for this to be her everyday, for this to be a normal thing, not just a one-off two weeks in which they engage in a tryst and never see each other again after. She hates that this is all they will ever be, hates the fact that  that is how Navia views this. 

 

Clorinde hums along to Navia’s words, still focusing more on her side profile than her words. She’s such a pretty sight like this, cheeks slightly flush from the cold, nose slightly red, eyes shining. Clorinde wishes she could kiss her– 

 

But she doesn’t, because she can’t, so instead she squeezes her hand:  I love you, and I don’t want to.  

—

The twins win, Navia insists on going to a bar–

 

Clorinde goes along, because of course she does.  It’s your win too  , Navia had said to convince her,  you should celebrate it.  

 

There’s nothing to celebrate to Clorinde, at least, not anymore. But she’ll play along with it for Navia’s sake. 

 

The bar is as full as any, with local residents of the city but also with various athletes here for the games. Beidou, undeniably, lurks by the bar with Ningguang close behind– though, Ningguang  could be somewhere with Yae Miko… 

 

Clorinde finds herself shoved in a corner, eyes scanning the crowd as she leisurely drinks from her cup– gin, something harder to get her through the night. It burns down her throat, leaving fire in its wake, but Clorinde finds that she likes it. She doesn’t normally, but she supposes she has to be in a certain mood to understand and enjoy the burn of a gin. 

 

She muses that her  mood  must be anger– the last time she actually enjoyed drinking gin was three years ago, in a situation very similar to the one she’s  currently  in. It never fails to fuel that rage, stokes the fire and watches as it burns higher, higher, higher. Someone just needs to throw something in, now, to watch it– watch  her – explode.

 

She has a sinking feeling that  that is exactly what will happen tonight. 

 

She smiles awkwardly towards Raiden Ei– who walks towards her now, smile oddly gentle for a woman who is a  beast of a hockey player. 

 

“Hello, Clorinde,” She says, voice soft and barely heard over the music. “Congratulations on the win.” 

 

“Thank you, but I haven’t quite won yet,” She answers with a sigh, searching the crowd for something she can’t quite name. “I still have the Free Skate in two days.”

 

“Miko is hopeful,” Ei’s smile turns just a little happier, eyes crinkling at the corners. “I think she’ll place, no?”

 

“She’s very good,” Clorinde nods, agreeing. “She was in the last group with me, so it’s natural to have high hopes.”

 

Ei sighs, shrugging half-heartedly. “It’s tough, though,” She murmurs. “You, Navia, Furina, Ningguang– all very good competitors. Anyone could place, really.”

 

“I agree.” 

 

They’re silent after– and maybe Clorinde would find it awkward, any other time. She finds it peaceful, however– the peace of standing next to someone she just  sort of knows in silence.. She’s not sure why she finds it peaceful– maybe it’s the gin. 

 

“Are you still retiring if you don’t place?” Ei asks, wincing shortly after she realizes how rude the question comes off. But Clorinde knows that Ei never has bad intentions, only genuine curiosity. 

 

“Yeah,” She nods, taking another sip of her drink– the room spins. “It doesn’t matter so much to me, anymore. As long as I think my performance was good, then I’m fine retiring even if I placed last.”

 

“You definitely won’t,” Ei reassures her– and yeah, she’s right, Clorinde doesn’t need that reassurance. She appreciates it nonetheless. “So you shouldn’t worry about that–”

 

Clorinde tunes her out, unfortunately, eyes following Navia and her escapades throughout the bar– and Clorinde is fed up, she is angry, and she  yearns. Navia, gallivanting throughout the bar; Navia, flirting with everyone, leading them on–

 

And Clorinde is  done.  

 

“I’m sorry, I have to go,” Clorinde says to Ei abruptly, slamming her drink back quickly before discarding it on a table nearby. “Best of luck to you, Ei.”

 

She storms off towards the main area of the bar without waiting for a response– and in the back of her mind, the sober part of it, she  does  feel bad for leaving Ei so suddenly –and maneuvers around the people. She doesn’t go for Navia, no, never, she’s  smart.  If she wants Navia to do something, she has to convince her that  she thought of it first–

 

So she goes to Furina, hand sliding across her back as she circles around in front of her. Furina furrows her brows, confused. “Clorinde? What are you doing?” She asks, confused when Clorinde’s hands rest on her sides. 

 

“Shut up and just– just go along with it,” She mutters, eyes glancing around to see if she can catch sight of Navia. “I’m trying to do something.”

 

“You’re  drunk,  what could you possibly be doing?” Furina questions– but, like a good friend, follows along with Clorinde’s request, arms coming up to wrap lazily around her shoulders. “Are you– are you actually trying to  seduce me?” 

 

“Good God, no,” Clorinde whisper-yells, scowling at her– it’s rude, she knows, but she’s drunk and she’s  angry. “I’m trying to do something. Just go along with it.”

 

“First of all,  rude,”  She huffs, rolling her eyes. “Second– I  know,  you keep saying that. I, however, would like to know  what you’re trying to do.”

 

“Give it a few seconds.” 

 

Clorinde counts down:  treux, dois– 

 

A hand is on her shoulder, ripping her away from Furina. Next comes the polite, yet  insanely passive aggressive, laughter. “Hey, Furina! Mind if I talk to Clorinde for a moment?” Navia asks, hand gripping Clorinde’s shoulder so hard she fears, for just a moment, that it might bruise.

 

“No–”

 

Clorinde cuts off Furina, staring deadpan at Navia. “Yes.” 

 

Navia’s smile turns strained, “It’s a good thing I asked  Furina!  Not– not  you!”  

 

“Furina, tell her that you  do mind.” Clorinde responds quickly, glancing at Furina. Furina, however, looks entirely too exasperated to deal with either of them at the moment. 

 

“Go ahead, Nav,” Furina waves her off, smirking. “I don’t mind at all.”

 

“Perfect!” Navia exclaims, voice cracking. Her hand trails down Clorinde’s shoulder, gripping onto her hand and tugging slightly. “We’ll be going now!”

 

“Furina,” Clorinde calls, stumbling after Navia. “I hate you!” 

 

Furina laughs– and Clorinde sort of wants to punch her. Maybe. Or cry and just hug her. She feels bad, maybe– but she’s angry! She’s angry, so no, she doesn’t feel bad. Totally. 

 

The cold air of Annecy hits her  hard, but it does little to sober her up. Maybe the face of Navia, brows furrowed and lips pulled downward, would do the trick– but she finds that it only makes her more enraged. 

 

“What the fuck are you doing?” Navia asks, as if she has the right to. Clorinde scowls, pulling her hand out of Navia’s in favor of crossing her arms. 

 

“Why are you pissed off?” She replies, looking Navia up and down. “I was just talking with Furina.”

 

“Why am I pissed off?” Navia echoes, laughing sarcastically. “I’m pissed off because you– you–”

 

“Oh, I know why,” Clorinde cuts in, narrowing her eyes. “You’re mad that I’m doing the  exact same thing you’re doing to me. You can’t get mad at me for this– it’s not your place to dictate who or what makes me happy.”

 

“She makes you happy?”

 

“So what if she does?” 

 

Navia is silent for a moment, eyes tracing the features of Clorinde’s face. “You’re fucking unbelievable,” Navia shakes her head, taking a step back– her shoes crunch in the snow as more continues to fall around them. “You are  so  unbelievable, and– and  immature. What’s the point of this, Clorinde? What is the point?”

 

“I find your anger at me unjustified,” Clorinde says, folding in on herself slightly. “You have put me through  so  much throughout the last four years, Navia– I’m not.. I’m not happy! I have been  so  mature throughout this whole fucking–  affair,  because that’s what this is. An  affair.  You have been playing with me for years, promising that you want more and then– and then you  leave for three years, and I have to deal with that, and then–”

 

Clorinde looks away, throat tightening and eyes burning. “–Then you come back, and we fall back into this whole routine that we’ve  always  been in. Casual, no attachment, that’s all you want– all you can manage, apparently. I don’t want that, Navia, I hate that– and I hate that  you  want that when all I want is to  be with you.  You don’t want to be with me, you’ve made that abundantly clear with how much you tell me that we mean nothing. But this– all of this? It means something to  me,  Navia. It always  has.”  

 

Navia’s voice shakes, “What are you trying to say?” 

 

“What the fuck else am I trying to say?” Clorinde fires back, jaw clenching. “I’m in love with you! I always have been, and I went along with your  stupid  friends-with-benefits thing because at least having your body was better than having nothing!  ”  

 

Her chest heaves when she’s done, desperately trying to catch her breath and quell the tears that threaten to pour over. She hurts, she is in pain, she wishes that Navia–

 

“I could commit to you, now,” Navia whispers, stepping forward. “I’m– things are different now, Clorinde. That was before papa died–”

 

“You can’t,” Clorinde breathes out, stepping back. “You can’t, because if you could you would’ve– you would’ve said something sooner.” 

 

“I was scared,” Navia says, voice desperate as she reaches for Clorinde. Clorinde lets her, because in the end, she is a weak woman. “I was scared, so scared Clorinde– I didn’t think you would want to be with me, and I was scared about the media, and–”

 

“I don’t want to be with someone who is scared,” Clorinde whispers, biting the corner of her lip. “This is it for me, Navia. This is it. It’s either you  now,  or it’s someone else later. I’m done waiting– I’m retiring after this, I want to settle down, I want to have a family. I can’t keep waiting for you to stop being scared.” 

—

Clorinde isn’t sure where she goes, but Navia doesn’t return to their room after that. That feels like enough of an answer to Clorinde– a silent one, one that seems to say,  move on. 

 

So, Clorinde will simply force herself.

—

The day of the Free Skate comes– and an odd sense of melancholy fills Clorinde. Bittersweetness, the knowledge that  this is it.  

 

She has the luxury of watching Navia perform from the boards. She feels bad for the way she acted the day prior, but she said the things she needed to. The words she’s been holding in for four years. 

 

( “Good luck,”  Clorinde said to her as she passed by.  “You’ll do well.” 

 

Navia looked at her, then, full of shock, of awe– love.  “Clorinde,”  She breathes out, stopping abruptly before her.  “You– you have to listen to me, okay? I promise that I–” 

 

 “Navia,”  Clorinde cuts her off, clenching her jaw.  “Good luck.”  

 

And that was all that she had said to her before she stepped onto the ice, and it hurt. It hurt Clorinde so much, and she wished– she wished she listened to her. She wished she had heard what she had to say.

 

But she didn’t, and she wouldn’t, and Navia has a Free Skate to perform– and so does Clorinde. This is it.) 

 

Navia dances to  Adios Nonino– an Argentinian piece, lively in a depressing way. Navia used to skate to pieces that were exclusively happy, that could be fun. It seems as though Navia has decided to lay that thought process to rest, instead choosing pieces that are… depressing, Clorinde supposes. 

 

 Adios Nonino– and she’s dedicating it to her father. Clorinde has never been more sure of a decision in her entire life– no matter how angry Clorinde may be at Navia, no matter how bad an argument, Clorinde will always… she will always put Navia first. 

 

Navia puts her body and soul into that program, it’s obvious to everyone who watches– she looks tortured, but she looks as though she’s  celebrating. Clorinde supposes the piece reflects Navia’s tortured emotions following the death of Callas, while also celebrating his life. She– she is enthralling, the way she spins and conveys the emotions of the piece. She lands her jumps, her step sequences are fascinating–

 

Clorinde feels as though she’s ten years old again, watching Navia skate for the first time at Championnats de France Jeunes. 

 

The program is over before Clorinde even realizes– and it’s as she’s stretching her arms out, waiting for her go ahead to get on the ice, that Navia get’s her score. 

 

177.28, added up with her 81.34 from her Short– Navia’s in first place, with a total of 258.62. 

 

“Higher than a 177.28,” Wriothesley whispers to her frantically, fingers digging into her shoulders. “That’s it. That’s all you need. You could get a– a 177.29 and that would be it, you’d place first. You got this.”

 

She smiles sadly at him, knowing the outcome of her Free Skate already. She doesn’t respond, instead choosing to hug him as tightly as possible– and she whispers, “Thank you for everything, uncle.” 

 

She’s on the ice after that, and she decides that she just wants to have fun. That’s all, really– she just wants to enjoy her last time on a professional rink, her last time in front of cameras, in front of an audience. She’ll pour all of her love for Navia out in this performance, and whatever happens, happens. 

 

Her music starts and she moves with it, slightly distracted– and maybe that’s why she steps out of the triple lutz, why she is forced to forego that jump sequence and instead try to fit the triple toe in after her triple flip. 

 

She hopes Navia understands what she’s trying to convey– she loves her, but she can’t wait forever. She loves her, but she refuses to be hidden. She loves her, and that’s it. 

 

The rest of her Free Skate goes relatively smoothly, but her blunder in the first jump sequence is enough to dock points. Clorinde knew, of course, that things were too good to be true–

 

But she also knew this is how things would end up. 

 

So when the music ends, and she’s in her final position– head turned upwards, hand extended towards the ceiling and the other on her chest –she allows herself that small moment of vulnerability. She starts crying, hyperventilating, and it’s only a  little embarrassing, really. She thinks the audience understands the relief in her body, the love she feels in her bones–

 

Because she loves this sport, and she loves Navia, but she is  so relieved to be done. She is happy to be relieved of that constant pressure on her shoulders, the pressure of not being good enough, of not performing up to standard. 

 

Wriothesley has her wrapped up in his arms– and she didn’t even know she was off the ice, really, but she’s glad she is, and she’s glad her uncle is with her–

 

“It’s okay,” He whispers to her, wrapping her jacket around her shoulders and handing her a water bottle. “You did perfect. You looked beautiful, alright? No matter what, you made me proud, just remember that, kid.” 

 

She leans into him and says nothing, afraid that a sob will leave her throat if she dares to open her mouth. She lets him lead her to the Kiss and Cry– and oh god, she’s certainly going to live up to the name of that booth after she gets her scores. 

 

It’s an agonizing few minutes, there in Wriothesley’s embrace– but the screen lights up with her final scores after the announcer calls for it: 

 

A technical score of 106.05 and a presentation score of 70.23, totaled up to 176.28. Adding up her Free Skate score with her Short Program score, she ends with 258.44–

 

Navia has a 258.62. 

 

She lost by 0.18 points. She’s ending her professional career with a silver medal as a consolation prize and a broken heart. 

 

She isn’t quite sure what happens after that, all she knows is that she ends up in a green room with Navia– in first –and Ningguang– in third. She’s unresponsive, head stuck in the Free Skate and where everything went wrong, making peace with the performance and her spot on the podium.

 

Navia deserves the gold, though. She knows this, and she wanted this– so she doesn’t understand why she’s crying, really. Maybe it’s because she’s never been better than Navia, no matter how hard she tries. Maybe it’s because a part of her still believed that Navia would want her if she won gold– maybe it’s because this chapter of her life, one that has lasted 20 years, is finally coming to a close. 

 

Navia’s arms are around her, hand soothing up and down her side as she tries to calm her breathing, to stop crying– and she appreciates it. Clorinde appreciates it so much, because it helps while simultaneously making everything worse. Clorinde simply loves her so much that it hurts to be consoled by her–

 

Because this is it for them, as well. It’s cruel of Navia to instill hope in her like this.

 

( “I’m scared,”  Navia had told her.  “I was scared about the media.” 

 

Clorinde understood this, had been in a place similar to this before– but Navia, if she was scared then, would always be scared. 

 

Clorinde’s heart bleeds.)

…

 

“Come on,” Navia whispers, urging her up. “Clean up a bit, the podium is up and we have to go and accept the medal.” 

 

Reluctantly, Clorinde sits up and faces Navia. Her eyes feel puffy, and she’s sure some of her makeup has smudged– and Navia, gentle as ever, reaches a hand up to fix the smudges, to help. Clorinde swallows thickly.

 

“Thank you,” Clorinde says, voice hoarse. “For everything you’ve done. I’m sorry for how I acted the other night, I just–”

 

“I know,” Navia cuts her off, holding her face in her hands. “I’m sorry, too. You just… you have to believe me when I say I want you, Clorinde. I really do.”

 

“But you’re scared,” She responds, hands clutching in her tights. “I can’t– if you’re scared, we can’t–”

 

“But I’m not–”

 

There’s a knock on the door, signifying an end to their conversation. It was time to go. 

—

Clorinde accepts the silver medal graciously, ducking her head down so that the ISU President can put the medal around her neck. She thanks him, and she smiles for the cameras all around her– and she prays that they aren’t able to tell she’s been crying hysterically for the past thirty minutes. 

 

Navia gets her medal last, holding it up triumphantly and explaining to the ISU President that it was in her father’s name– and Clorinde, really, couldn’t be more happy for her. Navia deserved this, she was spectacular, she couldn’t even take her eyes off the woman when she performed. No one else could, either– so really, this was deserved. 

 

Clorinde was happy, in the end. She was content with what she got, content with her spot in Navia’s shadow. This was it. 

 

She follows decorum as best as she can, smiling and waving, grateful. Navia is ecstatic, as she should be, skating around the ice and posing for the cameras in the boards. Clorinde does much of the same– she ends up skating up towards the boards to grab the French flag being presented to her, draping it over her own shoulders for pictures–

 

And Navia has to go and ruin it all by crashing one photo, gripping onto Clorinde’s shoulders and spinning her around harshly. Clorinde is confused for all of two seconds, mouth dropping open slightly to ask what Navia is doing–

 

And then Navia’s mouth is on hers, kissing her as fiercely as they have always kissed in secret–

 

In public. In front of cameras. Navia’s fingers are digging into the fabric of Clorinde’s Free Skate costume, pulling her into her own body, pouring as much of her love for Clorinde into the kiss as she can. Cameras flash, the lenses shutter, all taking in the moment. 

 

They’ll be all over the tabloids, come the morning. News of the Italian Olympic gold medalist Navia Caspar kissing French Olympic silver medalist Clorinde Melchior on the lips passionately during the medal ceremony will be the talk of the entire world–

 

And if this isn’t a statement, Clorinde isn’t sure  what is. 

 

This is Navia saying  I’m not scared anymore.  It’s Navia’s way of saying  I want to be with you, I want to make this work.  It’s Navia’s way of saying,  I love you so much I’m willing to be aside my fears for you.  

 

And it’s enough for Clorinde, because Navia has always been enough for her– so she wraps her arms around Navia’s shoulders and she kisses her back just as fervently, hoping that Navia understands.  I love you, I want you, I want to start a family with you.  

 

And so, as one chapter of Clorinde’s life comes to a close, a new, brighter one begins.


Notes for the Chapter:Okay so first things first I got “Kèluòlíndé” from Clorinde’s character page wiki thing. So. I didn’t make that up guys. I swear. Moving on from that, I think it’s very obvious that i had NOOOOO idea how to write the scenes where they were actually doing their jobs and skating. So. yeah. If someone is reading this who is more knowledgeable in ballet or figure skating: shhhhhhh….. dont embarrass me…. please….

ANYWAYS. No one will understand how many times i watched each of their individual programs just to write down what jump combos and shit they had. The instrumental of Les Mis, Giselle, and Adios Nonino is running on loop in my brain. Permanently. I had to learn how to differentiate figure skating jumps for this fic. And i watched two four hour youtube videos from the 2022 Beijing olympics to see how the events proceeded. I did all of this with a fever. So I hope everyone enjoys and also disregards some things that sound outlandish— its because I wrote this in 4 days while having a decently high fever. ALSO: If you’d like to see what program’s Navia and Clorinde performed, ASK!!!!! If enough people want to see I will link them on my twitter !!!!!

THATS IT! I hope everyone enjoyed reading this as much as I enjoyed writing this. I’d like to thank: Zan, Kat, and Cory for the emotional support while I was writing this as well (Zan, however, doesn’t get as much of a thanks because she was bullying me. so.) and. yeah. that’s it pretty much. I’D LOVE TO HEAR EVERYONES THOUGHTS!!!!!!! SO PLEASE DONT HESITATE TO COMMENT AND KUDOS :)))) UNTIL THE NEXT ONE CLORIVIA NATION…. >:)





