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Ski Lift Sparks

Chapter 1: Cosmic Assignment

[image: ]


Silence in space was never truly silent.

To most, it would have felt like an endless void—cold, empty, indifferent. But to Mike, it hummed. A low, living resonance pulsed through the vastness, like the quiet breath of something ancient and aware. He stood at the edge of the observation platform, hands resting lightly behind his back, gazing out into the endless scatter of stars.

Each one mattered.

That was the part most people on Earth never understood. Every flicker of light, every distant sun, every drifting planet—somewhere among them, lives were unfolding. Stories were colliding. Hearts were hesitating, breaking, healing... or missing each other entirely.

And that, of course, was where he came in.

Mike tilted his head slightly, focusing on a faint blue glow in the distance. He had just completed his last mission—a complicated one involving a missed train, a stubborn architect, and a violinist who refused to believe in timing. It had taken precision, patience, and more than a little improvisation.

But in the end, they had found each other.

They always could. Sometimes they just needed a nudge.

A soft chime echoed behind him.

Not sound, exactly—more like a shift in the air, a ripple in the fabric of the space he occupied. Mike closed his eyes briefly. He knew what it meant.

“Already?” he murmured, a faint smile forming. “No rest for the cosmic matchmaker.”

He turned.

The chamber behind him began to transform. What had been an open, starlit platform slowly reshaped itself into something more structured—geometric patterns forming beneath his feet, lines of soft white light weaving into intricate designs. At the center of it all, a circular platform rose, suspended in nothingness.

The Love Council was calling.

Mike stepped forward without hesitation.

As he approached, the air shimmered, and figures began to emerge—not fully solid, not entirely abstract. They were composed of light, each one distinct yet impossible to define by human standards. Their presence wasn’t overwhelming, but it carried weight. Authority. Age.

Understanding.

“Mike,” one of them said, its voice layered, as though many voices spoke at once. “You have returned.”

“Mission complete,” Mike replied, giving a small nod. “They found each other. Took longer than expected, but... worth it.”

A faint pulse of approval rippled through the chamber.

“It always is.”

Mike exhaled softly. He never got tired of hearing that. Even after countless missions, countless stories, that simple truth grounded him.

Love was always worth it.

“We have a new assignment for you,” another voice said.

Mike’s expression sharpened just slightly. “I figured.”

The circular platform between them began to glow brighter. Threads of light converged, weaving together into a holographic display. At first, it was only fragments—colors, shapes, motion—but then it stabilized.

Two figures appeared.

A woman and a man.

Mike stepped closer, studying them carefully.

“Names?” he asked.

The answer came immediately.

“Bernarda.”

The woman’s image sharpened. She stood on a snowy slope, adjusting her gloves with precise, efficient movements. Her posture was straight, controlled. There was a quiet intensity about her—something guarded beneath the surface.

“Joe.”

The man appeared next. He leaned casually against a wooden railing, snowboard tucked under one arm, laughing at something unseen. There was ease in his expression, a kind of natural charm—but Mike noticed it instantly.

The distance in his eyes.

Interesting.

“Location?” Mike asked.

The scene shifted. Snow-covered mountains stretched endlessly beneath a pale winter sky. Ski lifts moved in slow, steady lines. People carved paths through fresh powder, their laughter echoing faintly.

“A mountain resort on Earth,” the Council replied. “A place of convergence. Movement. Chance encounters.”

Mike nodded slowly. “Good. Those tend to help.”

“Yes,” the Council said. “But this mission carries... complications.”

Mike glanced back at them. “They usually do.”

The light around Bernarda flickered slightly, revealing fragments of her past—moments too quick to fully grasp, but enough to suggest patterns. Independence. Control. Distance.

“She resists vulnerability,” the Council said.

Joe’s image shifted next—laughter fading into something quieter, more uncertain.

“He avoids permanence,” another voice added.

Mike folded his arms, considering.

“So,” he said, “she won’t let anyone in... and he won’t stay even if he gets in.”

A pause.

“Correct.”

Mike let out a quiet breath. “That’s not a simple alignment.”

“No,” the Council agreed. “It is not.”

The images changed again.

This time, Bernarda and Joe appeared in the same frame—but only barely. Passing each other near a ski lift. A brief glance. Nothing more.

“They have already crossed paths,” the Council said.

Mike leaned in slightly. “And missed it.”

“Yes.”

He smiled faintly. “That’s my favorite kind.”

The Council did not react, but the air seemed to shift—something between approval and caution.

“Be advised,” one of them said. “Emotional resistance levels are elevated in both subjects. Direct intervention must be... measured.”

Mike raised an eyebrow. “Measured is my specialty.”

“Overconfidence is not.”

He smirked. “Good thing I’m never overconfident.”

A brief silence followed.

Mike cleared his throat lightly. “Right. Understood.”

The holographic scene zoomed out, showing the resort in full. Paths intersecting. Lifts crossing. People moving in endless, unpredictable patterns.

Chaos.

Perfect chaos.

“Your objective,” the Council continued, “is not merely to bring them together physically. You must create the conditions for choice.”

Mike nodded. “As always.”

“They must choose each other,” the voice emphasized. “Freely.”

Mike’s gaze returned to Bernarda and Joe. He watched them move in separate loops—so close, yet entirely disconnected.

“I know,” he said quietly. “I don’t make the decision for them.”

“No,” the Council replied. “You do not.”

A faint pause lingered in the air.

“But you shape the moment in which the decision becomes possible.”

Mike smiled again—this time softer.

“That’s the art of it.”

The platform beneath him dimmed slightly, signaling the transition.

“Prepare for descent,” the Council instructed.

Mike took one last look at the two figures. He studied Bernarda’s guarded precision, Joe’s effortless deflection. Opposites in some ways. Mirrors in others.

He could already see the problem.

And the potential.

“Alright,” he said under his breath. “Let’s see what you two are hiding from.”

The chamber began to dissolve around him. The geometric patterns unraveled, light folding inward as the vastness of space returned. The stars seemed closer now, sharper.

Waiting.

Mike stepped back toward the edge of the platform. Below him—if “below” even meant anything here—the faint outline of Earth shimmered into view. Blue, white, alive.

Somewhere on that surface, two people were about to have their lives changed.

They just didn’t know it yet.

He rolled his shoulders slightly, loosening up as if preparing for something physical—even though the real work would be far more delicate.

Timing. Emotion. Instinct.

A misstep, and they’d drift further apart.

A perfect moment... and everything could shift.

Mike took a breath.

“Bernarda,” he said quietly.

Another.

“Joe.”

Then he stepped forward.

The stars stretched into streaks of light as he descended, the hum of the universe rising around him. Space folded, distance collapsed, and the cold brilliance of the cosmos gave way to something sharper.

Colder.

Wind.

Snow.

The sound of steel cables humming under tension.

Mike opened his eyes.

He stood at the edge of the ski resort, boots planted firmly in fresh powder. The air was crisp, biting, alive with movement and voices. Skiers passed by in bursts of color. Laughter echoed. Somewhere in the distance, a lift creaked steadily upward.

He took it all in with a slow turn of his head.

“Alright,” he murmured, a faint grin forming. “Let’s get to work.”

In the distance, two separate paths began to curve—just slightly—toward something inevitable.

And Mike was already moving to meet them.
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Chapter 2: Descent into Winter
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Cold had a way of sharpening everything.

Mike felt it the moment he arrived—not just on his skin, but in the air itself. It carried clarity, like winter stripped the world down to its essentials. Breath turned visible. Movements became deliberate. Even emotions, he had learned, tended to surface more honestly in the cold.

Or, in some cases, hide deeper beneath it.

He stepped forward, boots sinking slightly into fresh snow as the sounds of the resort surrounded him. The rhythmic hum of ski lifts. The scrape of skis carving across packed trails. Laughter rising and falling in bursts. Music drifting faintly from a lodge somewhere nearby.

It was alive.

Messy, vibrant, unpredictable.

Mike liked that.

Places like this were ideal for his kind of work. Too many variables for anyone to control completely. Too many chances for coincidence to disguise intention. A glance could become a moment. A moment could become something more.

If guided properly.

He adjusted his jacket—now indistinguishable from any other winter gear—and began walking toward the heart of the resort. His pace was unhurried, but his attention was anything but. Every movement around him registered. Patterns. Timing. Energy.

A couple laughing as they struggled with their boots. A family arguing gently over directions. A group of friends taking photos, their excitement spilling into the open air.

Connection everywhere.

And yet, as always, so much of it incomplete.

Mike’s gaze shifted toward the main lift area. Lines of people formed and dissolved in constant motion. Strangers standing shoulder to shoulder for just long enough to exchange a smile—or not.

He scanned faces without seeming to.

There.

Bernarda.

He recognized her instantly, even before confirming it against the imprint the Council had given him. Some people carried a kind of presence that separated them from the noise around them. Not louder. Not brighter.

Sharper.

She stood slightly apart from the flow of people, adjusting the strap of her ski helmet with precise, efficient movements. Everything about her was controlled. Intentional. Even the way she shifted her weight suggested awareness—of herself, of her surroundings, of the space she occupied.

Mike slowed, observing.

She wasn’t nervous. Not uncertain.

Just... closed.

A skier brushed too close to her as they passed, and she stepped aside instinctively, her expression tightening for the briefest moment before smoothing out again. No reaction. No wasted energy.

Interesting.

He moved a little closer, blending seamlessly into a nearby group as he continued to watch. Bernarda picked up her skis, slinging them over her shoulder with practiced ease. No hesitation. No unnecessary motion.

Independent.

But there was something else.

A subtle tension in the way she held herself. Not visible to most. But Mike had spent enough time studying people to recognize it.

Not fear.

Protection.

She wasn’t avoiding connection because she didn’t want it.

She was avoiding it because she didn’t trust it.

Mike exhaled softly. “Alright,” he murmured under his breath. “You’re going to be a challenge.”

As if on cue, Bernarda stepped forward into the lift line. Efficient. Focused. Alone.

Mike didn’t follow.

Not yet.

Instead, he turned his attention elsewhere.

Because no connection existed in isolation.

And if Bernarda was one half of the equation...

“Let’s find the other variable,” he said quietly.

He didn’t have to look far.

Joe was exactly where you’d expect him to be.

Leaning casually against a wooden railing just outside the main lodge, snowboard resting at his side, as if he had nowhere else in the world to be. A small group stood nearby, and he was in the middle of it—talking, laughing, effortlessly holding attention without ever seeming to try.

Mike watched him for a moment before moving closer.

Joe’s energy was different. Warmer. Looser. Where Bernarda was all edges and control, Joe was ease and motion. He gestured as he spoke, his smile quick and genuine, his posture open.

People liked him.

That much was obvious.

A woman in the group nudged his shoulder playfully at something he said. Another laughed a little too hard at his joke. He took it all in stride—never encouraging too much, never shutting it down completely.

Balanced.

Careful.

Mike tilted his head slightly.

That was the first clue.

Joe wasn’t just naturally charming.

He was managing it.

“—I’m telling you, it looked way easier from the top,” Joe was saying, shaking his head with a grin. “Then suddenly
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