Paris was halfway home on a dark night from her night jog. Only thing that lit up the streets were light poles, and that was only barely, due to the fog. The only thing clearly visible was the broken concrete she had to walk on to get home. It was weird though. So quiet. No late-night dog barks. No annoying crickets making their nighttime calls. The air was thick with sort of a burning aroma. Then there’s a loud boom. Car alarms go off. The dogs bark now and suddenly there’s other people on the street. They all look confused. 
“What was that?” a man said standing in his pajamas. 
Her heart beats fast when she saw her door wide open. Walking up slowly, her hands start to sweat.
“Hello,” she called out. “Who’s here?”
She pulled out an old shoe box from her hall closet and took out her gun. Her breathing became shaky. She thought she put all this behind her. As she walked down the hall, she saw smoke coming from her kitchen. When she entered, the stove was in flames. She quickly grabbed the fire extinguisher from under the sink and sprayed the fire out. After clearing it, she noticed a red ribbon in the oven. She fans away some of the smoke and looks closer and notices it's not just any red ribbon. It didn’t burn in the fire. Its 100% polyester. 
“Ma’am are you okay?” a woman called out from outside. “We called the fire department; they’ll be here any minute.” 
“I’m fine.”
She started coughing from inhaling the smoke and went closer to pick up the ribbon. Only one person has the M.O. of leaving that particular ribbon. Marc Thomas. She quickly went to her purse to pull out her phone and a text came through.
“Did you miss me?”
“Fuck!” she yelled. 
“Paris?” a man yelled. “It's Angel. I’m coming in.”
He ran straight to the kitchen and looked over into the living room to see Paris standing with fear in her eyes.
“What happened?”
She lifted the ribbon. “It’s Marc. He found a way to get out of prison. The organization couldn’t even keep him locked up with maximum security. I’ve been trying to keep this assassin shit behind me, and it always comes back.”
The fire department arrived. 
“You were one of the best Paris. You still are. Don't let Marc control you and don’t mention it to the police when they come in,” Angel said.
“I know. I won’t.”
The next morning, Paris went out into her backyard. Birds chirped. The sky was clear of clouds as the sun beamed down on her. The events of the night before kept her up most of the night. She noticed a wooden box next to her roses. She hesitated to walk over and grab the box. She knelt down and opened it to find a note. “Put the diamond in the box or you’ll be put in one.” Tears formed in her eyes. After 25 years, he still wanted the diamond.
She pulled her phone from her pocket and dialed Angel on speaker.
“He wants the diamond.” Paris said.
“What are you gonna do?”
“I’m going to kill him. And this time, I’ll make sure he’s dead.”
