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Cold Water Requiem

Chapter One — Still Breathing
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The sirens cut out before the heart monitor did.

That was the last thing Falcon Johnson would have noticed—

if he’d still been in control of anything.

Inside the ambulance, everything had narrowed down to rhythm.

A failing one.

Beep—

Pause.

Beep—

Longer pause.

Then—

Nothing.

Flat.

A single tone stretching into something that didn’t belong in a body still technically alive.

“Loss of pulse!”

The medic’s voice cracked, sharp and sudden.

“Starting compressions—”

Hands slammed down on Falcon’s chest.

Hard.

Precise.

Counting under breath.

One—two—three—four—

Falcon felt it like distant impact, as if it were happening to someone else.

Which, in a way, it was.

He was already slipping.

Already falling backward into something that didn’t ask permission.

Didn’t negotiate.

Didn’t wait.

“Charge!”

Paddles pressed against his chest.

Cold gel.

Burning pressure.

“Clear!”

The shock hit—

And everything went white.

Then—

Nothing.

———

“Time of death, 02:17.”

The words came clean.

Clinical.

Final.

The kind of sentence that closed doors.

The kind that ended stories.

Dr. Helen Armitage stood over the body longer than necessary.

Not because she doubted her call.

Because something didn’t sit right.

She had seen death.

Hundreds of times.

Different causes.

Different conditions.

Different faces.

But this—

This didn’t settle the way it should.

“Doctor?”

A nurse at her side.

Quiet.

Waiting.

“Tag him,” Armitage said finally.

Her voice didn’t carry hesitation.

But her eyes did.

Falcon Johnson.

Male.

Deceased.

The sheet was pulled up over his chest.

Then higher.

Then—

Stopped.

Just below the chin.

Armitage turned away.

But not far.

Because something in the room shifted.

Subtle.

Small.

Easy to miss.

The monitor—

Still connected.

Still running.

It flickered.

Flatline—

Then—

A twitch.

A single spike.

Armitage froze.

“Wait.”

The nurse looked back.

“What?”

Armitage stepped closer.

Eyes locked on the screen.

Nothing.

Flat again.

Then—

Another spike.

Stronger.

“Check him,” Armitage said.

Now sharper.

Now certain.

The nurse pulled the sheet down.

Hands moving fast.

Professional.

“No pulse—”

“Again.”

She checked.

Harder this time.

More deliberate.

A beat.

Then—

“I’ve got something.”

Armitage didn’t hesitate.

“Resume resuscitation. Now.”

———

Pain didn’t return gradually.

It exploded.

Falcon’s body convulsed against the restraints as air slammed into his lungs like something foreign, invasive, wrong.

His chest burned.

His throat seized.

Every nerve fired at once.

He tried to breathe—

Coughed instead.

Violent.

Raw.

“Stay with me—stay with me!”

Voices again.

Real now.

Close.

Hands holding him down.

Stabilizing.

Forcing him back into a body that had already started letting go.

Falcon’s eyes snapped open.

Light.

Too bright.

Too sharp.

Shapes moved above him.

Blurred.

Then clearer.

Hospital.

Not dead.

Not yet.

“Pulse is back—he’s back—”

“Keep him steady—don’t let him crash again—”

Falcon tried to speak.

Nothing came out.

Just air.

Broken.

But inside—

Something locked into place.

They had tried to let him go.

And something—

Someone—

Had decided he wasn’t done yet.

———

Three hours later—

He was listed as deceased.

The paperwork had already moved.

The call had already been made.

The system—

Had already closed around him.

There was no reversal.

No correction.

No update.

Falcon Johnson—

Was legally dead.

———

The waiting room didn’t feel real.

It felt staged.

Too quiet.

Too controlled.

Like grief had been pushed into corners where it wouldn’t interfere with function.

Bianca Johnson sat with her hands folded tightly in her lap.

Her knuckles white.

Her shoulders still.

Her breathing shallow.

Beside her—

Kiana.

Twelve years old.

Trying to understand something that didn’t have an explanation.

“Mom...”

Bianca didn’t answer right away.

Because if she spoke too soon—

Her voice would break.

And if it broke—

Everything else would follow.

The door opened.

Chen stepped in.

She didn’t belong here.

And she knew it.

But she walked forward anyway.

Bianca stood.

Slow.

Controlled.

“Is it true?”

Chen met her eyes.

Held them.

Didn’t look away.

“Yes.”

The word landed.

Heavy.

Final.

Kiana’s face crumpled.

She turned into her mother.

Hands gripping tight.

Bianca didn’t cry.

Not yet.

“When?” she asked.

“Early this morning.”

“How?”

Chen hesitated.

Just enough.

“Complications during transport.”

Bianca nodded once.

That was all.

Then—

“Can we see him.”

Chen didn’t answer.

That was enough.

Bianca’s eyes closed briefly.

Then opened again.

“He’s not here,” she said.

Chen stayed silent.

Kiana looked up.

Confused.

“What do you mean?”

Bianca knelt in front of her.

Hands on her shoulders.

Steady.

Strong.

Even now.

“It means we don’t get that part,” she said softly.

Kiana shook her head.

Tears falling.

“That’s not fair.”

“No,” Bianca said.

“It’s not.”

Silence filled the room.

Then—

“We say goodbye anyway.”

Kiana stared at her.

“But he’s not—”

“I know,” Bianca said.

Voice breaking just slightly now.

“But we say it anyway.”

She pulled her close.

Held her.

Tight.

“Your dad...”

She stopped.

Tried again.

“He wasn’t an easy man,” she said.

Chen watched from the doorway.

Didn’t move.

Didn’t interrupt.

“But he loved you,” Bianca continued.

“No matter what else he did... that never changed.”

Kiana cried harder now.

Quiet.

Shaking.

“I love you, Dad,” she whispered

Bianca closed her eyes.

Tears finally breaking through.

“We’re going to be okay,” she said.

More to herself than anyone else.

Then—

“We have to go.”

Chen frowned slightly.

“What?”

Bianca stood.

Wiped her face.

“We’re leaving,” she said.

“Leaving where?”

“Somewhere he can’t follow.”

Chen’s expression shifted.

“That’s not necessary—”

“Yes,” Bianca said.

Now firm.

Now certain.

“It is.”

She picked up her bag.

Took Kiana’s hand.

“We’ve been living in his shadow for too long,” she said quietly.

“To whatever he was involved in... whatever followed him...”

She looked at Chen.

Direct.

Clear.

“We’re done.”

Then she turned.

Walked out.

And didn’t look back.

———

Falcon woke up alone.

No machines.

No voices.

No light beyond a dim overhead strip that barely pushed back the dark.

He didn’t move at first.

Didn’t test anything.

Didn’t rush.

Because the first rule—

Always—

Understand where you are before you try to leave it.

He listened.

Nothing.

He breathed.

Pain answered.

Sharp.

Real.

Good.

That meant he was still in the fight.

Slowly—

He pushed himself up.

His body resisted.

Weak.

Damaged.

But functional.

He looked down.

Bandaged.

Clean.

Professional.

Not hospital.

Something else.

A door.

Closed.

No handle.

Figures outside.

Voices low.

“...confirmed.”

“...not dead.”

“...orders changed.”

Falcon’s jaw tightened.

Of course they had.

Because now—

He wasn’t just a problem.

He was unfinished.

———

Across the city—

Word spread fast.

Not through news.

Not through official channels.

Through bars.

Docks.

Phones that didn’t stay on long.

“He’s alive.”

“No.”

“He’s dead.”

“No.”

“He came back.”

Silence.

Then—

“Then we finish it.”

Because men like Falcon Johnson—

Didn’t get second chances.

Not without someone collecting on them.

———

Falcon sat in the dark.

Breathing slow.

Measured.

Controlled.

Everything stripped away.

Name.

Record.

Life.

Bianca.

Kiana.

Gone.

And for the first time in a long time—

There was nothing left tying him to anything.

No rules.

No limits.

No one to protect.

Just—

Work left unfinished.

And people who had already decided—

He shouldn’t be breathing.

Falcon leaned back against the wall.

Closed his eyes.

Not to rest.

To focus.

Because now—

It was simple.

They tried to kill him.

They took everything.

And now—

They were coming back to finish it.

Falcon exhaled slowly.

“Good,” he said quietly.

Because this time—

He’d be ready.
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