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R oberta couldn’t believe her luck that morning.
She’d been running to get to the magazine’s of-

fices on Espanola Way, when her editor had texted 
her photos of Tony sitting at the nearby coffee shop on 
Lincoln Road. Someone had posted them on Twitter and 
she’d hurried over to try and sneak in another interview 
with him.

Imagine her surprise when barely a minute after she 
arrived, Sara Kelly had come by and sat across from him.

Roberta had drifted out of their line of sight. Unfortu-
nately, she was too far away to hear what they were say-
ing. But the picture of them together, holding hands, with 
misery all over their faces had told her quite a story.

She hadn’t been wrong when she had sensed there 
was more than a professional relationship between the 
two chefs. Judging by how they’d looked, there had been 
something personal going on with them before she’d rat-
cheted up the rivalry around the quinceañera celebrations.

As she took in the absolute unhappiness on their fac-
es, an unwanted emotion stirred in her gut. Guilt. She 
had wanted the story to go viral and had done her level 
best to accomplish it, but this… It was difficult to see their 
pain, even though she knew what her editor Marco would 
expect from her.

She reluctantly pulled out her smartphone and snuck 
around a planter filled with palms and flowers so she 
could surreptitiously snap off some photos of the two of 
them holding hands before Tony walked off and left Sara 
there crying.

She waited until both Tony and Sara were out of sight, 
then raced to her office, the desire for coffee forgotten 



thanks to the sudden sour taste in her mouth.
As she entered the magazine’s offices, the receptionist 

jerked her head in greeting and said, “Marco wants you in 
his office ASAP.”

She paused for a moment and pulled up the photos on 
her phone. It would only take a few swipes to erase them. 
Just a few…

“Roberta!” Marco shouted as he came out of his office.
He was at her side, glancing at the photos before she 

could swipe to erase them.
“That’s golden,” he said, taking the phone from her 

hand and scanning the images. “There’s a romance here 
too?” Marco asked.

She reluctantly nodded. “It looks that way, but Marco—”
“No buts, Roberta.”
“Seriously, Marco. This is going too far,” she said, her 

conscience finally coming alive.
Marco jabbed his finger in her face. “This story has 

been bringing in a lot of website traffic for the magazine, 
but the hits on the poll and tweets have been dropping. 
This is just what we need to get things moving again,” he 
said and thrust the phone back into her hand.

“I want some tweets and a short story on my desk with-
in an hour. Do it or pack up your desk and go home.”

Roberta juggled the phone in her hands as she watched 
her editor’s retreating back. She told herself she could do 
this. It was important for the magazine and her career, 
and those were the things she had to prioritize, no matter 
what. It didn’t matter that what had started as a story 
about the girls had morphed into something else thanks 
to her. Something causing pain to two innocent people. 
Thanks to me.

It doesn’t matter, she kept on telling herself as she head-
ed to her desk to fulfill her editor’s command. It doesn’t 
matter, she repeated even though she knew that to Sara 
and Tony it mattered a great deal.


