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“By Emily Burnet.” 
After three years of working in news, I still get a little excited to write that in 

the byline of a news story. A story I wrote, a story I told.
I move the mouse to hit the “save” button and lean back in my chair. Taking 

my headphones out and dropping them onto the desk, I stand up to stretch. I’ve 
been on a roll, working most of the day to write stories that will appear on the 
website. A few, about big cases, will appear in the local paper. 

It’s time for a break and I need to make a couple calls. After spending all day 
inside, nice and warm, working on stories with a blanket at my desk, I know that 
I’ll be outside for the late newscast to talk about the early October cold front.

“There she is, doing the seventh-inning stretch. Have you finished your 
stories?” 

When I turn around from my desk, a familiar face walks by. 
“Hey stranger, what’s up?”
Nathan, my best friend here at work and the cameraman I’m usually assigned 

to work with, comes walking in. It’s the first time I’ve seen him in a week. 
“That vacation was just what I needed. But nothing kills a beach vacation vibe 

like coming back to Austin in October.”
I laugh, knowing he’s completely right. It’s just warm enough that there’s no 

snow, but the entire town is miserable and cold. Matt, one of our meterologists, 
keeps trying to assure me that this doesn’t mean the rest of the winter will be so 
cold, but I don’t know that I believe him.

 “How is the apartment hunting going?” he asks, knowing that I’m in the 
middle of looking for a new place. 

I shrug. “I signed a lease for a place a few miles down the street from my 
current place. Got a good deal on it, too.”

“It’s like you like being the butt of everyone’s joke,” he says. “Emily Burnet of 
Burnet Road,” he adds the last part in falsetto. 

“I don’t sound like that,” I say, laughing.
“Ssh,” someone down the line leans over her cubicle to scold us.
“Sorry,” I say, waving to her in an apology.
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Here in the newsroom, people are so quiet. Unlike the studio where 
everything is constantly noisy, the silence is almost deafening here.

“We need to get drinks soon,” Nathan says. “We never do anymore.” 
I nod. Even though we work together, it’s been a while since we’ve gone out. 

“Just not tonight,” I say. “I have a date.”
Nathan takes a step back and holds his hand up to his mouth, like he’s 

shocked. “New apartment and a date?” he asks.
It’s been a few months since my boyfriend fell in love with his male coworker 

and I kicked him out. After that, I started looking for a new apartment. 
After six months, it’s time to move. I’ll pick up the keys in the next few days 

and I’m so ready to move out.
“If you need help, let me know. Dan can probably hire someone to help you.”
“Dan? Is that your secret boy toy you spent a week with at the beach?” I ask. 

In the past two months, Nathan has become involved with a man he met while 
working with another reporter, but he’s still private about the man.

“Mhmm, he’s a VP at a tech company.”
I smile. “Sounds like you’ve got it bad.”
Before he can respond, we both stop at the sound of my phone ringing. “Hold 

on, I’m expecting a source to call. Let me see who it is.”
I lean over around the desk and grab my office phone. “Emily Burnet, KATX 

News. Who am I speaking with?” 
“Hey Em, do you have a lunch hour coming up?” 
“Always for you, Rosa. Are you okay?” Rosa Alvaresz is a tough as a woman 

can get, but having known her for almost a decade, I know when she’s hiding 
something. There’s a little shake in her voice and she probably doesn’t even 
know it’s there. But it’s still there. 

“Can you meet me at Lucy’s in half an hour? Early release day.”
“I’ll be there.” Hanging up the phone, I stare at it for a moment. “Something 

happen to Rosa, she’s trying to hide it but something happened. I don’t know if 
it’s with one of her kids, but can you cover for me? Let me know what story we 
get tonight.” 

“She just moved to high school this year, right?” he asks.
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“Yeah, freshman math.” I grab my purse and keys, double checking for my 
badge so I can get back in later and sigh. “All right, I’ll see you later.” 

“Don’t take too long,” he says as I run out the door. 


