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Theodore Miller, former owner of New Orleans Private Investigation (N.O.P.I.), followed Naomi Bloom’s achievements from afar, and Margaret Regis kept him abreast of how successful the detective agency had become. Under their new name, Secure Justice Detective Agency, Naomi and her team solved multiple high-profile cases. Theodore was like a proud father knowing that he turned the agency over to the right person when he first met Naomi Bloom. She was eager to get started and had the same hunger for the job he once had. 

Theodore confided in Margaret Regis that he would be returning to the States at some point and needed the agency’s assistance, but he did not tell her why or when. Theodore’s focus at the time was to help an old friend. He planned to solicit Naomi and the agency because he had a sense that the situation would become complicated.

Theodore arrived at the Secure Justice Detective Agency shortly after 5:00 p.m. As he stopped his car, he leaned over to the back seat to retrieve his briefcase, and as he turned to exit the car, a dark figure mumbled something, then struck him in the head and snatched the briefcase. It was too hazy to see his assailant because he blacked out before his eyes could focus. When Theodore regained consciousness, he was on the concrete pavement in excruciating pain. He struggled to pull himself up, but he realized that he had been stabbed. 

Theodore staggered forward, one hand pressed against the gaping wound in his side, the other slick with blood from the second stab wound just beneath his ribs. The outside of the detective agency was quiet now, too quiet. The attacker had vanished into the shadows, leaving only the echo of retreating footsteps and the metallic scent of blood hanging in the humid air. His breath came in short, ragged bursts. He leaned against the cement wall, smearing it with crimson as he pushed himself upright. The building’s front door loomed just ten feet away, but it felt like a mile.

Each step was a compromise with gravity. His legs buckled once, sending him to the pavement on one knee. He didn’t call out for help because he couldn’t breathe deeply enough to get a sound out. He bit down hard, tasting copper, and crawled the last few feet to the door. The keypad blinked to life as he reached it, and with trembling fingers, he punched in the code. Margaret had given him the code months earlier.

His brain got the code right. The main door clicked open. Inside, the building was dim and silent, the kind of silence that felt like it was listening. Theodore collapsed against the wall just inside, leaving a trail of blood across the polished floor. The elevator was at the far end of the lobby, its silver doors gleaming like a signal.

He pushed off the wall and stumbled forward, his shoes soaked with blood, squeaking against the tile floor. The pain was a living thing now, clawing up his spine and into his lungs. He could feel the warmth of his blood soaking through his shirt, dripping onto the floor in a rhythmic pattern that matched his faltering heartbeat.

The elevator dinged. He didn’t remember if he had pressed the button yet. A chill ran through him. Was someone already inside the elevator? He reached the panel and jabbed the button. The doors slid open with a hiss, revealing an empty car. Relief washed over him, dizzying and brief. He stepped inside, slumped against the mirrored wall, and slid down to the floor.

As the doors closed, sealing him in, Theodore’s eyes fluttered. He reached for the emergency intercom but missed. The elevator began its slow ascent, carrying him toward safety or danger. Blood pooled around him. His vision blurred, but he was inside. He’d made it. He mustered up the last bit of strength to prop himself up inside the elevator. Once the elevator doors opened, he stumbled outside, falling to the feet of two people waiting on the elevator.

“Naomi,” Theodore mumbled. 

“Who is this man, Naomi?” Taylor wondered.

“Oh, my goodness, it’s Theodore Miller, call 911,” Naomi screamed.

Taylor dialed 911 to report what was occurring. The operator dispatched police and an ambulance to their location. Taylor removed his jacket and placed it under Theodore’s head. Blood poured from the wounds in his chest. Naomi was frozen in horror, her hands soaked in her friend’s blood.

“Naomi, go get some towels from the office,” Taylor shouted, snapping her back to reality.

Naomi ran back to the office and grabbed towels from the bathroom in their suite, returning with two large towels and a first-aid kit. Taylor pressed down hard on Theodore’s wounds, causing him to let out a loud groan. 

“I’m sorry, but I need to put pressure on your wounds to stop the bleeding,” Taylor told him.

“Theodore, who did this to you?” Naomi asked, doing her best to comfort him.

In the distance, the sound of sirens could be heard approaching their location.

“I don’t know,” he managed to say.

The wail of sirens grew louder as the ambulance screeched to a halt outside the building. The paramedics sprang into action, their training kicking in as they swiftly grabbed their gear and rushed inside the building toward the injured person lying on the floor. Theodore looked up with a mixture of pain and relief as the paramedics approached. 

"Hang in there, we're here to help," one of them said, his voice calm and reassuring. 

He quickly assessed his injuries while his partner prepared the medical supplies.

"What's your name?" the paramedic asked as he began cleaning the wounds.

"T-Theodore," he stuttered, wincing from the pain.

"Alright, Theodore, we're going to take good care of you. Just keep talking to me, okay?" 

One paramedic applied pressure to his wounds and wrapped them with sterile bandages to stop the bleeding. He started an I.V. to administer fluids and pain medication. His colleague was already setting up a backboard nearby. Theodore's breathing was rapid, and he seemed on the verge of a panic attack. The paramedic noticed this and placed a comforting hand on his shoulder. 

"You're doing great, Theodore. We're almost done here." He reassured him. 

Naomi watched as they worked on Theodore, praying he would be alright. As they carefully lifted him onto the backboard, the other paramedic spoke into his radio, coordinating with the hospital to ensure everything was ready for their arrival. 

The flashing red and blue lights painted the alley in hesitating bursts of urgency. Officers moved with practiced precision, cordoning off the scene outside the detective agency as the first responders crouched beside the trail of blood leading to the front door. The air was condensed with the metallic scent of violence and the low murmur of radios.

Detective Parks arrived without formality. He stepped out of his unmarked sedan, trench coat flaring slightly in the breeze, and surveyed the scene with eyes that missed nothing. Tall, lean, and carved from years of quiet determination, Parks didn’t speak immediately. His eyes scanned the alley, the agency’s entrance, the blood trail that snaked from the sidewalk to the elevator lobby. He let the silence tell its story first.

“Two stab wounds,” the paramedic briefed him as Parks approached the scene inside the agency. “One to the side, one under the ribs. He made it inside somehow. A couple inside found him and called it in.” The paramedic said, pointing out Naomi and Taylor.

Theodore had fought to stay conscious, fought to reach the elevator. That meant something. Police on the scene questioned Taylor and Naomi about what happened, but they only witnessed Theodore falling out of the elevator. 

“Secure the perimeter,” Parks said to the nearest officer, his voice calm but edged. “No one in or out unless I clear it. I want every camera feed from this block pulled and logged. And get me the agency’s internal footage if it exists.”

Naomi offered to turn over all surveillance footage from their building. 

Rain had started to fall in a thin, steady drizzle, softening the edges of the chaos outside the detective agency. The flashing lights of the ambulance reflected against wet pavement as Theodore was loaded onto the stretcher, his face pale, eyes fluttering beneath bruised lids. EMTs moved quickly, voices short and urgent, their gloves stained with the evidence of violence.

"You're in good hands," the paramedic said, giving Theodore a reassuring smile. "We'll be at the hospital in no time."

Theodore nodded weakly, his eyes closing as the pain and exhaustion took over. He knew he was safe now, thanks to the quick and caring response of the paramedics.

“Can I come with him?” Naomi asked, concerned for her friend.

“Sorry, he is in critical condition, but you can follow us to the hospital,” the paramedic said.

Detective Parks approached the ambulance just as the doors were about to close. Theodore’s hand twitched, reaching weakly toward the light. Parks leaned in.

“You’re going to be ok,” he said quietly. “You’ve got more to tell me.”

Theodore’s lips parted. A whisper escaped: “They knew where I’d be...”

Parks nodded once, then stepped back as the paramedic who had been tending to Theodore climbed in beside him, continuing to monitor his vital signs and provide reassurance as the doors slammed shut. The ambulance pulled away, sirens cutting through the night.

Taylor and Naomi followed the ambulance to the hospital. Naomi leaned over to retrieve her cellphone from her purse and noticed her blood-stained hands. She called Margaret Regis to inform her about Theodore Miller.

“Margaret, I have some difficult news to share. Theodore Miller is back in town, and he has been severely injured. Someone attacked him outside our building. He was stabbed multiple times and has lost a lot of blood.” Naomi said sorrowfully.

“Naomi, he made me promise not to mention anything.” Margaret sobbed.

“Margaret, what are you talking about?” Naomi asked, trying to make sense of what she was saying.

“Theodore was coming here to get your help, but he did not want anyone to know. I should have told you, but I had no idea what he needed or when he was coming. He has always been secretive.” Margaret said through her tears.

“We are on the way to the hospital now. Can you meet us there?” Naomi said.

“Yes, I will quickly get dressed and head to the hospital now,” Margaret said.

“Please take your time, Margaret. I know you are upset, but it’s not your fault.” Naomi told her.


Detective Parks didn’t leave the scene immediately. Even after Theodore was rushed to the hospital and the alley was sealed off, he lingered, watching the rain bead on the blood-slick pavement, listening to the silence between the radio chatter. Something about the attack didn’t sit right. It wasn’t just the precision. It was the timing.

Inside the agency, Parks moved through the lobby with slow, deliberate steps. He paused at the elevator, staring at the mirrored panel streaked with Theodore’s blood. The reflection showed him more than his own face; it showed the weight of a message not yet decoded. Officers moved inside the agency methodically. 

Evidence markers were scattered about the lobby floor. A tech snapped photos of the blood trail, the keypad, and the elevator panel. Parks walked the path Theodore had taken, imagining each step, each moment of pain and resolve. He paused at the elevator, staring at the mirrored interior now streaked with red. It wasn’t just survival. It was a message. Theodore had made it inside for a reason.

Parks turned to a police officer. “This wasn’t random. Someone wanted him alive long enough to say something. Find out what.”

Outside, the rain picked up. The city blurred. But inside the agency, the hunt had begun.

Detective Gary Parks didn’t rush his investigations. He listened to the silence, read the scene like a story, and trusted the details to speak before witnesses did. He was not reactive; he waited, watched, and moved only when the timing was right. He was the kind of police detective who let others underestimate him. Parks worked alone, often not out of arrogance but out of necessity. His trust was earned slowly, and few had earned it. 

The sterile scent of the hospital filled the small waiting room, where Naomi, Taylor, and Margaret sat anxiously. Their faces were fixed with worry as they waited for news about Theodore, who had just undergone major surgery. The clock on the wall seemed to tick louder with each passing second, amplifying their anxiety. Finally, the door opened, and Dr. Howard stepped into the room. His expression was calm but serious as he approached the trio. Naomi stood up immediately, her heart pounding in her chest. 

"Doctor, how is he?" she asked, her voice trembling a bit.

Dr. Howard took a deep breath, offering a reassuring smile. 

"The surgery went well. Theodore is stable, but it's important to understand that he's not out of the woods yet," he shared.

Taylor, his face stamped with concern, leaned forward. "What do you mean, Doctor? What's his prognosis?"

Dr. Howard pulled up a chair and sat down, making sure to maintain eye contact with each of them. 

"Theodore's injuries were extensive, and the surgery was complex. We were able to repair the most critical damage, but he will need time to heal and recover. The next 48 hours are crucial, as we'll be monitoring him for any signs of complications," he explained.

Margaret, her eyes welling with tears, clutched her hands tightly. 

"Will he be okay?" Margaret asked.

"Based on what we've seen so far, I'm going to be honest with you, it doesn’t look good. However, if he survives, recovery will be a long journey. He'll need physical therapy, and there may be challenges along the way. But with the right care and support, he has a strong chance of regaining his health," Dr. Howard said gently. 

Naomi felt a mixture of dread and anger. She had to find out who wanted to harm Theodore and why.

"Thank you, doctor," Naomi said, her voice filled with gratitude and worry. "Can we see him?"

"Yes, you can see him shortly, but only for a few minutes. He's in the ICU and still under sedation, so he won't be conscious for a while. But your presence will be important for his recovery." Dr. Howard replied.

As they exchanged glances, a sense of hope began to replace the fear that had gripped their hearts. Dr. Howard stood up, offering a reassuring pat on Naomi's shoulder. 

"Take it one step at a time," he advised. "We'll be here to support you and Theodore every step of
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