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Risk-Averse Banker

ACT 1 – Setup & Collision 
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Chapter 1 – The Man Who Calculates Everything
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Eric Halvorsen did not believe in chance.

At precisely 6:00 a.m., his alarm chimed—once, soft and controlled. No jarring noise, no chaos. He reached over, silenced it before the second tone, and sat up in the quiet, already alert. His mind was clear, his pulse steady. Predictable. Reliable.

Safe.

By 6:07, he was in the kitchen of his high-rise apartment, measuring coffee grounds with the same precision he applied to multimillion-euro portfolios. Twelve grams. Not eleven. Not thirteen. The machine hummed softly, the sound blending into the muted stillness of the early morning city. Beyond the glass walls, the skyline stretched in cool blues and greys, a world still half-asleep.

Eric preferred it that way.

Uncertainty lived in noise—crowds, spontaneity, unplanned decisions. He had built his life on eliminating all three.

By 6:30, he was dressed in a charcoal suit, tailored within a millimeter of perfection. His tie was a deep navy, chosen not for flair but for consistency. His reflection in the mirror revealed nothing unexpected: clean lines, composed posture, expression carefully neutral. A man in control.

Always in control.

His phone buzzed once on the counter.

He glanced at it, already knowing it would be work. It always was.

7:00 a.m. meeting confirmed. Zurich investors pushing for revised risk model.

Eric picked up the phone, scanned the message, and typed a response in under ten seconds.

Already adjusted. They’ll have projections before the meeting.

Send.

Problem identified. Solution delivered. Outcome secured.

That was how the world should work.



By 7:55, Eric stepped into the top floor of Halvorsen Capital, the firm he had not just built, but engineered. Glass walls framed the city like a controlled exhibit. Inside, everything moved with quiet efficiency—assistants at their desks, analysts reviewing data, the low murmur of calculated decisions.

No surprises. No unnecessary risk.

“Good morning, Mr. Halvorsen,” his assistant, Lina, greeted him as he passed.

“Morning,” he replied without breaking stride.

“Zurich team is already on the call. They’re... pushing back.”

Of course they were.

Eric allowed himself the smallest exhale. Not frustration—anticipation. Resistance meant variables. Variables could be managed.

“Patch me in.”



The conference room was cool, deliberate, almost sterile. Screens lit up with faces from across Europe—men and women who built fortunes on instinct as much as analysis.

Eric did not trust instinct.

“Eric,” one of the investors said, leaning forward on the screen. “Your revised model is too conservative. We’re leaving profit on the table.”

Eric folded his hands neatly on the table.

“No,” he said calmly. “You’re avoiding unnecessary loss.”

A pause.

He could almost feel their impatience through the screen.

“Risk,” Eric continued, “is not a gamble. It’s a calculation. And right now, the variables don’t justify exposure.”

Another investor shook his head. “Markets reward boldness.”

Eric’s gaze didn’t flicker.

“Markets punish recklessness.”

Silence followed—brief, but telling.

He clicked a button, bringing up projections. Clean. Structured. Predictable outcomes mapped in precise detail.

“If we proceed with my model,” he said, “you secure steady growth. If you don’t...” He let the sentence hang, numbers filling the gap instead of words.

Numbers didn’t lie. People did.

The call ended twelve minutes later.

On his terms.



By mid-morning, Eric had already resolved three potential crises, approved two major deals, and declined one particularly volatile investment that had made another firm headlines overnight.

He didn’t need headlines.

He needed certainty.

Still, as he stood by the window in his office, looking out over the city now fully awake, there was a flicker of something he couldn’t quite categorize.

Not dissatisfaction.

Not regret.

Just... absence.

His life was efficient. Optimized. Free of unnecessary complications.

So why did it feel—

A knock interrupted the thought.

“Come in.”

Lina stepped inside, holding a tablet. “There’s a proposal you need to review. It’s... unusual.”

Eric didn’t turn immediately. “Define unusual.”

She hesitated, which in itself was unusual.

“It’s not exactly within our standard portfolio.”

That got his attention.

Eric turned, taking the tablet from her. His eyes scanned the summary quickly.

Then slowed.

Then stopped.

“Skydiving?” he said flatly.

“Yes.”

“A skydiving... business?”

“Expansion project,” Lina clarified. “They’re looking for significant investment. Equipment, marketing, new locations.”

Eric’s jaw tightened almost imperceptibly.

High risk. Unpredictable revenue. Liability exposure. Weather dependency. Human error.

In other words—everything he avoided.

“This shouldn’t have made it past initial screening,” he said.

“It normally wouldn’t have,” Lina admitted. “But the applicant insisted. Repeatedly.”

Eric scrolled further.

Projected growth curves—optimistic. Market appeal—niche but trending. Risk assessment—

Unacceptable.

He was about to hand the tablet back when something caught his eye.

A name.

Barbara Vance.

Below it, a short profile—and a photo.

Wind tangled through sunlit hair. A grin too wide to be calculated. Eyes bright with something dangerously close to recklessness. Behind her, open sky.

Eric stared at the image a second longer than necessary.

She looked like the kind of person who made decisions without thinking.

The kind of person who trusted gravity to do the right thing.

The kind of person who would never survive in his world.

And yet—

“She requested a meeting,” Lina said carefully. “In person.”

Eric handed the tablet back.

“No.”

The answer was immediate. Clean. Final.

Lina nodded, as expected. “I’ll inform her—”

“Schedule it.”

She blinked. “I’m sorry?”

Eric turned back to the window, expression unreadable.

“One meeting,” he said. “Fifteen minutes.”

“Mr. Halvorsen, this doesn’t align with—”

“I’m aware of what it aligns with.”

A pause.

Then, quieter, almost to himself—

“I’d like to see how someone like that explains risk.”

Lina studied him for a moment, then nodded. “I’ll arrange it.”

When the door closed, the office returned to silence.

Eric’s gaze drifted again to the city below, but this time, the stillness felt... different.

Less certain.

More... open.

Somewhere out there was a woman who jumped out of airplanes for a living.

And for reasons he couldn’t quite calculate—

He had just agreed to meet her.
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Chapter 2 – The Woman Who Jumps
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Barbara Vance didn’t hesitate.

She never did.

“Three—two—”

She was already moving before the count hit one.

The world vanished in a rush of wind and sky as she launched herself out of the plane, her body cutting cleanly through open air. For a fraction of a second—just one—there was nothing beneath her. No ground. No safety. No guarantees.

Then gravity took over.

Barbara grinned.

The force hit like a living thing, roaring past her ears, tugging at her limbs, pulling her into the endless blue. The horizon stretched wide and infinite, clouds scattered like careless brushstrokes beneath her.

This—this moment right here—was the only place she ever felt completely, undeniably alive.

No schedules. No expectations. No one asking where she’d be next week or next year.

Just now.

Just the fall.

Her body adjusted instinctively, arms spreading, legs angling, stabilizing herself with practiced ease. The chaos of the drop transformed into control—not the rigid, suffocating kind, but the fluid, responsive kind. The kind that trusted instinct over calculation.

Her laughter was swallowed by the wind, but she felt it in her chest anyway.

Up in the plane, people always looked terrified.

Down here, there was nothing to fear.

Only freedom.



At five thousand feet, Barbara reached back and pulled.

The parachute snapped open above her with a sharp jolt, the violent rush of air softening instantly into a gentle glide. The world slowed, stretching into quiet, drifting silence.

She exhaled, long and satisfied.

“God, I love this,” she murmured, though no one could hear her.

Below, the drop zone spread out in familiar patterns—patches of green, the landing strip, tiny figures waiting like ants. Everything looked smaller from up here.

Problems. Expectations. People.

All of it shrank when you put enough distance between yourself and the ground.

Barbara guided herself down with smooth precision, her landing clean, effortless. Her boots touched the earth lightly, knees bending just enough to absorb the impact.

Another perfect jump.

“Show-off,” a voice called out.

She glanced over, already smiling. “You say that every time.”

“And every time it’s still true.”

Jake, one of the instructors, jogged over, shaking his head. “You jumped before the count again.”

Barbara shrugged, already unstrapping her gear. “Why wait?”

“Because there’s a system.”

She flashed him a grin. “Systems are for people who need permission.”

Jake snorted. “And you don’t?”

“Never have.”



The airfield buzzed with energy—engines humming, parachutes being packed, nervous first-timers pacing near the hangar. Barbara moved through it all like she belonged there, like this world had been built around her.

In a way, it had.

“Got another group in thirty minutes,” Jake said, falling into step beside her. “Think you can behave long enough to not scare them?”

Barbara slung her gear over her shoulder. “I don’t scare people.”

“You jumped out of a plane mid-count.”

“They paid to jump out of a plane,” she shot back. “I’m just giving them something to aspire to.”

Jake laughed. “Yeah, aspire to a heart attack.”

She rolled her eyes but didn’t slow down.

Inside the hangar, the energy shifted—less wild, more focused. New jumpers sat in folding chairs, helmets in their laps, eyes wide with a mix of excitement and fear.

Barbara loved this part almost as much as the jump itself.

Fear was honest.

Fear meant something mattered.

She stepped up in front of them, crossing her arms casually. “Alright, who here is questioning their life choices?”

A few nervous laughs broke out.

Good.

That meant they were still listening.

“Here’s the thing,” Barbara continued, pacing slowly. “You’re about to do something most people spend their entire lives being too scared to try. Your brain is going to tell you it’s a terrible idea.”

She tapped her temple lightly.

“Don’t listen to it.”

A man in the front row raised his hand hesitantly. “That seems... unsafe.”

Barbara grinned. “It is.”

A ripple of uneasy laughter.

“But so is driving. So is falling in love. So is literally anything worth doing.” She stopped pacing, her gaze sharp now, focused. “Life doesn’t come with guarantees. You either accept that and live—or you spend your time trying to avoid it and call that living.”

Silence settled over the group.

She softened slightly, just enough.

“I’m not saying don’t be smart,” she added. “You follow the instructions, trust your gear, trust your instructor. But
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