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Chapter 1
Falling like a rag doll.
Skis braced against the steep slope, and holding her breath, Val pressed the shutter as Danni hurtled towards her. She caught the bright yellow figure flying over a bump, airborne, surrounded by clouds of white powder glittering in the sunshine.
‘Wow.’ She turned, carefully sidestepping her skis as she wrapped the picture into a text.
“Olympic Downhill run U should be here.” She sent it to Jim, back in England. A hundred yards below, Danni shot down the mountain.
And everything shattered. Danni pitched over, her legs folding under her. Val jerked forward, trying to make sense of what she saw. Experienced skiers may fall, but they know what’s happening, and their recovery starts before they hit the ground. This looked terribly wrong; she fell like a rag doll, tumbling down the front of a steep mound smashing the next with her shoulder, snow flying as her head caught the deeper powder in the valley.
Val winced as Danni rolled, skis arching through the air as she disappeared into a trough, picking up speed before crashing into the side of another mogul. Bouncing and twisting violently, her body hurtled on, skis ripping off and flying wide as the yellow figure crashed over bump after bump after bump until she was enveloped in a white plume.
Adrenaline and panic threw Val forwards. She forgot every technique she had ever learnt for skiing in control, and went straight down, ignoring the bumps, ignoring the hill, ignoring the sharp icy powder flying across her face. Her body soaked up the bumps, bending and flexing like rubber.
In the back of her mind a little voice said, “Take care, you’re more use if you’re alive” but that little voice trailed yards behind. Val let everything go, she’d never skied like this before, and for sure she never would again, She had to get to Danni, who had still not moved.
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