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“Emily, we’re going to need another box for you.”
I don’t bother to hide my sigh, because this is the second box they want to 

add. I know I’m short at five-four, but I’m not that short. Especially in the heels, 
those make me at least five-seven on a good day.

It’s only because the guy filming after me is six-four or something crazy like 
that. They don’t want to adjust the camera for the short girl and the tall guy right 
after.

When one of the production assistants runs in and stands next to me, I step 
down from the crate box I’m standing on. 

“Give me one second,” he says. This guy is new, just started about two 
months ago. I’ve worked with him once before, during an Amber Alert case. His 
blond hair is matted together, like he hasn’t washed it in a few days.

While he adjusts the boxes, I take a moment to shift my weight around in the 
heels. Filming promotional commercials is one of my least favorite parts of my 
job - besides being stuck at a desk. 

When we film newscasts at night, I only have to have the heels on for about 
thirty minutes, if that long.

Here, I think I’ve had them on for at least an hour and my toes are killing me. 
While filming promotions, most people can get away with flats, but when you 

stop short, you have to make up for it somehow. 
“Here you go, Ms. Burnet,” he says.
“Hey! Wait,” I say as he tries to walk away. “I need help getting onto both the 

boxes. I’m that short,” I say. I wave my hand, trying to get him to come back 
over. 

He smiles and walks over to offer me a hand.
“Thanks,” I say once I’m on the boxes. The problem with the crates is that one 

is stable. Two are a little dangerous and if I don’t stand still, I will fall over. When 
I put my foot on the second box, I feel it begin to wobble and grab his shoulder 
trying to balance my step. Takes a second or two to get back on my 

“Anything else you need?” he asks.
“That’s it. Thanks,” I say, giving him a brief smile.
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“All right, stand still, Emily!” Nathan, my best friend here at work and go-to 
camera, is standing next to a camera man, watching through the viewfinder. 

“She needs to….” The rest of the camera man’s words are gone when the door 
slams shut behind him. 

“Emily, go ahead a flip your hair behind your shoulder on your left side.” 
I flip my hair behind my back with my free hand, letting the curl hit my back 

side and fanning it with the piece of paper I’m holding  I/n my other one.
During a newscast, it would have information I’d need during my report; 

today it’s just blank, makes me look official. 
“Let’s do this,” Mark, the cameraman, says. “Five, four, three!” The last two 

numbers are silently counted down on Mark’s fingers.
“Here at KATX News, we strive to deliver the most up-to-date news stories 

with the most impact for you. On the air and online, we always fight to give you 
the truth. Here at KATX, we aren’t just the news, we are Austin.”

“Cut! That was perfect!” Mark runs over to me. “Emily, that was great!” 
Here’s the thing about Mark. He hates all of the people below him, but if 

you’re ever on camera, he wants to kiss the ground you walk on. Which is rather 
disgusting if you think about it.

The rumor around the studio is that he has his eye on getting in front of the 
camera and he’s hoping to make the move soon. He’s probably in his late 
twenties, so it’s possible, but it sure ain’t probable.

“That’s great, but Mark, can you just help me off the boxes? I’m literally over 
a foot off the ground in heels. I won’t land this.” I stare at the tape on the floor in 
the 

“Right, here.” He takes my paper and tosses it to the floor before taking my 
hand. 

When I hit the floor, I roll my ankle and stumble. “Fuck,” I mutter under my 
breath. “Yeah, I’ll be fine.” I kick the shoes off and watch one skate across the 
tiled floor of the studio and hit the rolly camera. 

“Hey, don’t kick my camera!” Mark says.
“You can wear the heels, then,” I snap, walking over to pick them both up. 
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Instead of stopping to chat, I head back to my cubicle on the floor where I 
have a pair of flats at my desk. 

When I get over there, I finally slip back into my flats and sit down. I take a 
moment to just sit and let my feet enjoy the freedom before I turn to the list. I 
keep a notepad on my desk of things I need to get done everyday.

Having finally completed my filming for the “We are Austin” campaign, I 
scratch it off and take a drink.

While I’ve accomplished plenty of things on the list today, there’s one item I 
hesitate on, because I don’t know that I want to know the outcome of it. Call 
Austin. 

Austin, my sometimes boyfriend, who lives across the hallway from me. We 
had a fight a few days ago about how he’s not quite ready to commit to actually 
being in a relationship and I haven’t heard from him since.

Actually, that’s almost impressive since we’re neighbors. 
Part of me gets it, he was in the middle of a messy divorce when we met a 

year ago. But it’s so hard to give and give to someone only to have them not take 
you seriously. To not realize they want you and maybe even need you at this 
point. 

So for now, I won’t call him. He can call me if he decides this is what he really 
wants. I can’t be the one to make up his mind for him every time he questions 
this. 

Right now, the idea of him not wanting this is more than I can think about 
after being awake for twenty-some odd hours. 

“Hi.”
“Oh my gosh!” Drink in hand, I jump up and spill water on my skirt. 
“Oh, I am so sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you.”
Standing at the edge of my cubicle wall is Pierre, the cameraman who just 

came back after three months.
“It’s fine,” I say, grabbing some towels from my desk to mop up the water. 

Thank goodness that’s all it was.
“I just wanted to come in and say hi again. It’s been a while,” he says. 
“Right, you were in D.C. For the election, right?” I ask.
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He nods.
Looking at him, I’m curious how on Earth this guy was named Pierre. With 

long, almost ratty, blond hair tied into a low ponytail, he looks like a beach bum 
but talks like he’s from a small Texas town. But when he talks, there’s no 
questioning he’s at least from the south, if not directly Texas. 

“You know, you aren’t like the rest of the on-air talent,” he says.
“You mean like Nancy?” I ask. 
“Exactly. You remembered where I went,” he says.
I laugh, almost to myself. Nancy is the prime-time news anchor and she got to 

the top by using her claws to get there. She has no problem with throwing other 
reporters under the bus and sleeping with co-anchors to secure her position. 

“Well as long as you don’t think I’m like her, you’re a keeper in my eyes.” I 
shuffle some paperwork around on my desk to hide the list of all the things I’ve 
done with the one little nagger.

“I know that you work with Nathan a lot, but if you ever need another 
camera man in the field, definitely let me know. I better go before Mark realizes 
I’m missing. Or,” he says, turning his head down the hall, “before someone else 
finds me.”

“What are you doing in here?” The voice is unmistakably Nathan, back from a 
four day weekend. Besides when he walked into the studio for my filming, I 
haven’t seen him in a few days. 

“Like that guy,” Pierre says. “It was nice to see you,” he says.
Before Nathan can talk to him, Pierre is gone without another word.
“Girl, what was that all about?” Nathan asks when he gets to my cube.
“Am I not allowed to talk to other camera guys? Am I just exclusively yours?” 

I ask, teasing him. 
“You know it.” Zach and I have worked together since I arrived at KATX, and 

as one of the top cameramen at our station, he often gets to pick who he works 
with. 

“How was your long weekend?”
“Oh, girl, so good, it wasn’t work appropriate.” 
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I smile. For the past six or five months, Nathan has been seeing a guy who 
pampers the hell out of him. They’re adorable together. Same personality, totally 
different packages on the outside. 

“Well, it sounds like you’re buying me drinks tonight so you can tell me all 
about it,” I say with a quick wink.

“Oh, you’re good.” 
“I know,” I say. 
“Emily!” Nathan and I turn back to look at John, the station director, walking 

toward us.
“What’s up?” I ask. 
“We’ve had a murder in Hyde Park. I want you two to get down there so we 

can do reporting at five, six, and ten.”
I check my watch, wondering if I’ll have enough time to change before we hit 

the road.
It’s only three, so I can change out of the skirt and into a polo and jeans. 
“We can do that. Nathan, go get your equipment while I go change,” I say.
He nods, turning to leave so we can grab a car.
Once he’s gone, I go to my desk and find my bag of clothes to change into. A 

KATX polo, blue jeans, and some knock off converse sneakers. It’s time to get 
back out there.

——

Around seven to eight every night (or what should be every night), we get 
dinner break. Since Nathan and I are out in the field, we packed up and grabbed 
burgers from a local burger joint. 

Now we’re back at the crime scene with our leftover drinks, Coke for him and 
Dr Pepper for me, and we’re standing on the curb taking in the scene.

Daylight Savings Time start in a week, so it’s getting dark later in anticipation 
of the time change. The heat, however, has been on full blast most of Febuary.

“How long until winter is back?” Nathan asks.
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“It hasn’t ended,” I say. Despite the fact that the sun has set behind the trees, I 
still have my sunglasses on. I’m almost to the point where I need to take them 
off, but for now, they’re really good for people watching. 

I tell myself that I’m looking for other reporters, but in the back of my head I 
know that I’m looking for a specific cop. 

“Do you need to do anything like a Facebook Live?” Nathan asks.
I shake my head. “No, but I should go find people I can interview during the 

late news.” Pulling my glasses off and tossing them into the news van behind 
me, I ditch my drink too before heading out.

Nathan doesn’t typically go with me to knock on doors, so I leave him behind. 
Walking down the street with all of its giant trees, I get as close to the police 

tape as I can and knock on a door. I don’t pick the next door neighbors because 
I’m sure they’re tired of answering their door. 

So I take the house across the street.
After knocking, I hear dogs barking in the background. 
A moment later, the front light pops on above me and the lock flips.
“Look, I know you reporters want to talk to us, but we don’t know anything,” 

the man says before I can even see him.
When he does come into the light, hidden behind a screen door, I can see the 

shotgun down by his leg and I make a mental note to be on my best behavior. 
“Joel, who is that?” a woman yells from the back.
“Just a reporter.”
I haven’t even said anything, yet it’s that obvious.
“Well, I understand that y’all are busy and don’t feel like you know 

anything,” I say, pulling out my best Texas drawl to match them. I might live in 
the big city now, but I grew up in a small Texas town.

“What station is she from? You know I don’t trust any of those big networks,” 
the woman calls out. She sounds like she’s closer this time.

“Emily Burnet from KATX News,” I say, standing on my tip toes trying to see 
around the man. The attempt is in vain though, as he’s probably a foot taller than 
me. “We’re the locally owned station,” I say. It’s a little bit of a lie as our owner 
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has a location in Washington, D.C., but we aren’t owned by one of the big four 
nor do we have any affiliations with any of them.

“Oh, oh! We’ll talk to you!” she says. “Move over, Joel!”
The man takes a step back and a woman appears, almost pushing her way to 

the screen door. 
“It is so nice to meet you!” She opens the door and shoves her hand into mine.
“Hi, I’m Emily,” I say, shaking her hand.
“Emily, it is so nice to meet you! I’m Claudia, we watch your station every 

day.”
“I’m glad to hear that,” I say, smiling. It’s true. If people didn’t watch, I’d be 

out of a job. “So, we have a newscast at ten tonight, and I’d like to interview you 
as a part of my piece. Tell me what you heard, what you know about the 
neighborhood, what your thouhts are as you process this. Do you think that’s 
something you could do?” I ask.

“Oh, of course!” Claudia is almost jumping up and down. “Should I wear 
something a little fancier?” 

“You look great in what you have on right now,” I say, taking in her t-shirt 
and cargo shorts. “Come out here,” I say, crooking my finger toward the edge of 
their little porch. 

“Yes?”
“My cameraman and I are parked down there,” I say, pointing to a set of cars 

and vans. “At about 9:55, I want you to come outside and walk down there. We’ll 
prep you for the interview between reports.”

“Do I need to wear something nice?” she asks again, and I get it, she’s excited.
“If you’d like, yes, but they won’t see much of what you’re wearing,” I say, 

giving in.
“Oh, okay.” The disappointment drips from her words and I give her a slight 

smile.
“They’ll all be more interested in what you have to say,” I tell her.
The shine is back and I take a moment to give her a few other instructions 

before heading back to the car with Nathan.
“Interview set?” he asks.
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I nod.
“Good. There’s a press conference at 8:30, so we’ll need to cover that,” he 

says.
“How did you get that information?”
“The other cameramen were talking about it.”
Someone is tired out, and I can tell he doesn’t want to talk, so I take a spot on 

the curb next to him and begin scrolling through.
In the name of dedication and needing to stay up to date with what other 

reporters are saying, I follow many on Facebook. I stop at one, a girl from the 
local NBC affiliate, who just posted a report from earlier.

I tap on it to watch. By the end of the two minute clip, I’m stunned. “Hey, 
watch this,” I say, handing the phone to Nathan. “The murderer sent her a note, 
to her work email.”

“I don’t envy her,” Nathan says.
I know I shouldn’t, but I’d love to get the scoop first.
Working with the only-independent major station in Austin, every story 

where we can get the first hit feels like a victory against the big four. Like the case 
of Claire Scott when she went missing or when a principal kidnapped one of his 
students back in October. My best friend, Rosa, had the student in one of her 
classes and tipped me off something was wrong.

In turn, I sent her to talk to Austin Cooper and an Amber Alert was issued. 
Had Rosa not come to me, who knows how long of a lead the principal would 
have had in his escape. 

Big stories like that help get us noticed and help get us noticed. We’re 
constantly fighting among the NBC and ABC affiliates for first and second place. 

“Emily, do you see that?” Nathan gives me a light smack on the arm and 
points across the way. 

Standing down the street, at her news van is Megan Graham, the NBC 
reporter. She’s talking to someone, though I can’t tell who, and as she talks, her 
voice is getting shriller and louder.

“Wait, is that….?” I ask.
“I think so.”
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“Great, of course he’d have this case.” I lean back against the car and sigh, 
staring up at the moon overhead, knowing that my best scenario and worst 
nightmare in one has happened.

“I take it you two are not together at the moment?” Nathan asks.
“I don’t even know what we are ‘at the moment.’ All I know is that we 

haven’t talked in almost a week because he’s the one who needs to apologize.”
Nathan laughs and in the street where there are cars parked on either side, the 

laugh carries.
A few other reporters turn to look at us, causing us to laugh more.
“Sshh, he’s going to hear us,” I whisper, laughing in between words.
“Girl, he’s coming.”
I sigh, trying to gain my composure. 
“Emily,” he says, stopping in front of Natahn and I. 
Standing up, I try to close at least some of the height discrepancy between us.
“Hi.” I fight the urge to stand on the curb. 
Austin looks over at Nathan, almost eyeing him.
“I’ll be back,” Nathan says, standing up and running away to who knows 

where. 
“You didn’t need to intimidate him to leave,” I say.
“Actually, I did. I want to talk to you,” he says.
Before I can say anything, Austin takes my wrist and pulls me away from the 

cars, walking down the street where there aren’t as many people.
Even though most of my friends (and my parents) know that I’ve been dating 

him, I can’t be open about it at work. If I work the murder beat most of my days, 
dating a cop seems like a big conflict of interests.

Especially when you sometimes share notes about cases.
Both of us know it would be a horrible disaster for me if someone found us 

out, so we have to be secretive. Hard to do when our coworkers are cops and 
journalists, they tend to notice thins.

Which is why, as we walk away, Austin keeps looking over his shoulder, 
making sure no one sees anything as we disappear. 

We make it to the end of the street and he talkes me down another one.
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“You know, the farther we go from the crime scene, the more suspicious it 
looks if someone actually sees us,” I say.

“I know.” 
Austin Cooper, a man of so many words.
We must get somewhere where he feels safe because he stops in the middle of 

the sidewalk, in a dead area from the street corner light posts. 
Once we stop, he pulls me in, wrapping his arms around my waist. “God, I 

missed you. I’m sorry.”
Before I can respond, he’s got his mouth on mine, pulling me in closer.
But this isn’t how this is supposed to work, so I wiggle away. “Stop,” I say, 

putting my hands on his chest in case I need to push him away.
“What’s wrong?” he asks.
“Austin, you can’t just say you’re sorry and then move in like that. That’s not 

how this works.” I hate to say this, but I need to. “We had a legitimate argument 
about your problem to actually commit to this relationship.  I expect more than 
just sex,” I say.

He sighs before letting me go. “This is a bad time to have this conversation.”
“I’m not the one who dragged you two blocks away,” I say. 
“You’re right. On both accounts.”
“Uh huh.”
“I guess I didn’t realize that maybe I wasn’t ready. The ink on my divorce is 

barely dry.” 
Before he told me about his ex-wife, I never would have realized a woman 

I’ve met once would be such a pain in the ass for me.
“You’ve said that before,” I say. “Do you wish you hadn’t gotten a divorce?” I 

ask. The answer will probably break my heart, but I have to ask it.
He stares at his shoe, which is his universal sign of conflict and frustration. “I 

wish it wouldn’t have had to be a divorce, but I wasn’t going to stay married to a 
woman who didn’t want to be married.”

“She blindsighted you, didn’t she?” I ask.
He doesn’t talk about his ex-wife much, except to say she cheated and they 

tried to get back together, so I’m eager for any information I can get my hands 
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on. The one time I met her was when she barged in when I was at his house for a 
sleepover.

“Yeah. She did. We had issues in our marriage, but nothing I thought that 
would make her have an affiar.”

“It’s over, though. You know that,” I say. My heart breaks for him because he 
deserves better than that.

“I know. And I’m glad it’s over. Saw some really nasty colors from her when it 
all went down.”

“You’re glad it’s over, yet you can’t seem to let go?”
“Divorce is like a death, Emily. Sometimes it hits you in waves.”
“I’m not your ex-wife. I’m not going to cheat on you with someone else. 

Remember, I dated a guy who was in the closet for six years. Neither one of us 
has had great experiences, but that doesn’t mean we have to keep fucking up the 
process, too.” 

As we’ve talked, there’s been a space between us, partly due to Ausitn’s habit 
of pacing as he thinks out loud.

I take a step closer to him, stand on my tip toes, and kiss him, just so briefly. 
“I better go,” I say. “Unless you want to tell me what Megan Graham told 

you.”
“You and I both know I can’t do that. But I’m willing to bet you already know 

what she got in her inbox today.”
“I know! I was kind of irritated it wasn’t me.”
“Darlin’, you can’t always be the star.”
“Don’t remind me,” I say.
He smiles, wrapping an arm around my shoulder. “You are something else, 

you know that?” 
“So I’ve heard.” 


