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The Beauty Queen Called
Twice

Lesbian Light Reads 7

People have all kinds of
triggers. Sights. Sounds. Smells. All of them can trigger an
avalanche of memories and feelings. I was no different from anyone
else. My trigger was a name. The name was Charlenae White. When I
read her name in an email my editor had sent me, I was overwhelmed
with memories of things tangible and intangible. A drag queen
beauty pageant. Chiffon trousers. Long black hair. Embarrassment.
Regret.

Charlenae White had made
something of herself. She was the CEO of NaeWha Cosmetics. My
fellow reporter, Jodi, seemed to know all about the CEO version of
Charlenae and NaeWha. She was leaning over the cube farm wall that
separated our work areas.

“Hey, Lauren, why do you
get to interview Charlenae, and I get to interview an old white guy
who invented a new kind of golf ball?” she asked, sounding truly
indignant.

“Just lucky, I guess,” I
said, stretching and yawning to cover the surprise I felt at
encountering Charlenae again for the first time in several
years.

“I’ve seen her photo.
She’s beautiful. Are you going to meet her or just do a
phoner?”

“Not sure, but whatever I
do, I have to do it now. Boss man wants the story as soon as
possible, even though whether some company may be buying NaeWha
Cosmetics isn’t exactly breaking news.”

Jodi and I worked as
reporters for an online business news website, along with a dozen
others. We made an attempt to write the occasional hard-hitting
feature on trends in business or on one brewing scandal or another,
but a lot of what we did was rehash press releases and write puff
pieces on business owners. Anything to get more clicks. We lived
and died by clicks.

“Well, you know Tim,” Jodi
said. “He still likes to give us these deadlines even when it
doesn’t really matter.”

Tim, the editor-in-chief
of our little operation, had his maudlin moments from time to time.
At those times, he’d say that our little website was scrappy enough
to punch above our weight like the bigger business news outfits,
like Bloomberg, but that we just kept missing the mark. He wasn’t
sure how we would hit it. I thought we actually did good work.
Truthfully, Tim, an old guy with a big belly and a shock of white
hair swirling around his head, clearly missed the old days when
newspapers, actual news printed on actual paper, weren’t mostly
shadows of their former selves. He proudly referred to himself as
an ink-stained wretch even though his words hadn’t been on paper in
years, even though some days he seemed to think that he too was a
shadow of his former self. On particularly bad days he would point
to his 20-year-old journalism award hanging on his wall and again
tell the story of how he broke the story of a crooked judge and set
a man free from death row.

“Great journalism can
change the world. It changes lives,” he would say and then tell us
about the story that he felt should have won an award but didn’t.
Invariably, this well-worn tale would end with him asking us why we
were still in in his office and pointing to the door.

I reread the press release
that came attached to Tim’s email just to see her name again. I was
having trouble keeping my mind in the here and now. The first time
I saw her, she had been sitting at the judges’ table at a drag
queen beauty pageant at the gay bar in the town where I went to
college. I was covering the pageant for the college newspaper. It
would be the lead story in the paper’s entertainment section in the
next edition. She had dark skin and lovely long hair that cascaded
past her shoulders. When she looked up from taking notes on the
contestants to laugh or smile, I felt my mouth go dry. I forgot how
to talk.

Jodi was snapping her
fingers in front of my face. “Hey! You’re so far away, so far away.
What’s going on?”

I shook my head. “Nothing.
So, what’s the golf ball story?”

“This guy’s special golf
balls are selling really well. I’m to find out his business secret.
You know, the usual. What is it about Charlenae White that’s got
you all knotted up? She’s beautiful and all, but there’s clearly
more to it than that.”

“I’ve interviewed her
before,” I said and then told Jodi about meeting Charlenae at the
drag queen beauty pageant. I told her about interviewing Charlenae
for a story about her own pageant competition and how she called me
even after the story was done. I admitted that I didn’t return her
calls.

“You thought you were too
good for her?” She was half serious, half teasing.

“No, it’s not that.
Journalists aren’t supposed to date sources, you know. Besides,
she’s too good for me. She’s amazingly beautiful. I bet she has a
gaggle of her own beautiful friends who would sneer at me for
missing a bikini wax. She probably had a boyfriend back then and
has a husband now. All you straight girls do is flirt with us gay
girls and then crush us. Been there. Done that.”

At that, Jodi seemed
noticeably miffed, and I didn’t blame her. But it was the truth, my
truth at least, and I really didn’t want to get hurt by Charlenae
or anyone else.

“Sometimes you’re
pathetic,” Jodi said, sitting back down. “How do you know what she
wants if you don’t ask? How do you know if you don’t return her
call? Maybe you’re the reason you’re still single.”

I was about to say
something smart when our editor came strolling through the office.
Jodi got on the phone. Soon, I heard her asking about golf balls. I
got a stare and a raised eyebrow from Tim as I picked up my phone.
Most days the receiver was pretty light, but today it weighed two
tons. I don’t know why it was so hard to make this one call. I was
a reporter. I had a few years of experience talking to people and
writing down what they said with reasonable accuracy. I called
people I didn’t know all the time. Since I was writing business
stories, most of these people were richer than me. Plenty were
prettier, smarter and more talented.

Jodi was right. Charlenae
was different.

****

I never thought I’d see
her again, even though I’d never forgotten her long black hair
cascading around her shoulders and the chiffon trousers that
managed to be both sexy and modest at the same time. I never gave
myself the chance to get too attached to her when we first met. I
was totally focused on finishing college and becoming the best
journalist ever. I, Lauren Golden, wanted to become a hardball
journalist like Helen Thomas or Maureen Dowd, and all I was
interested in was getting stories and passing classes. I didn’t
have time for love, and I didn’t have time to mess about with a
girl who seemed too straight and too beautiful for someone like
me.

I’m not saying I was ugly
then. I’m not ugly now. I’ve always liked my hazel eyes and thick
red hair, but there’s a difference between being somewhat
attractive and competing in the state beauty pageant. That’s what
she was doing. I was just writing a story about her for the college
newspaper, one more clip to add to my binder.

I told myself that that
was all she was—just another story.

I had been mildly
surprised when the editor of the college newspaper had been
enthusiastic about my pitch to write about a drag queen beauty
pageant at the local gay bar. He thought it would be a good cover
piece for the entertainment section. He assigned a photographer,
and off we went. It was a Sunday night in March. The ice and snow
of a brutal winter had only recently melted, but there was still a
chill in the air. Once in the bar, we watched a half dozen men
dressed as women compete for the privilege of wearing a sash and
crown. I think they also got $50 in free drinks. During breaks, I
asked contestants about their beauty routines and what it took to
do drag.

I dutifully scribbled in
my battered green steno pad about how these men avoided having a
bulge and where they put their dicks while wearing a dress. I
learned how they used bronzer to accentuate their cleavage and how
those sponge paint brushes usually sold at hardware stores to apply
paint can be used to apply foundation.

And then I saw her sitting
at the judges’ table. She, too, was scribbling notes about the
various contestants.

Every time she looked up
she broke into this perfect smile, the kind you saw in fashion
magazines and beauty pageants. Her long, dark hair looked soft,
almost ethereal, as it floated around her face, like there was a
soft summer breeze flowing through it. She managed to pose at this
perfect angle as if she was always ready to have her photo taken.
She wasn’t as made up as the drag queens, but her eyebrows were
perfectly arched. Her lips were painted a natural gloss. Her teeth
were a perfect white. She wore these flowing black chiffon pants
that revealed the outline of her legs and became opaque in all the
right spots. They were stylish rather than sluttish. They suggested
the skin beneath without revealing it.

Focus. I needed to stay
focused on getting the story, and I was on deadline. The show would
end at midnight, and I needed to get my story in by noon the next
day. I couldn’t get distracted.

After the pageant, the
contestants mingled with the judges and spectators. The crowd had
been getting pretty rowdy throughout the night, and now that the
contest was over, the rowdiness ramped up. I had just finished
getting quotes from a few of the spectators when I glanced around
and caught sight of Charlenae chatting with a couple of the pageant
contestants. I headed over there but stopped just short of joining
the group right away. I caught a few snatches of their
conversation.

“Their voices are
heavenly!” the older of the two pageant contestants had exclaimed.
“They performed intricate harmonies.”

“And they’re called the
Lemon sisters?” Charlenae said.

The older drag queen,
called Tiki Barr, shook her head vigorously. “No, darling. Lennon.
Two Ns, not an M. They’re not fruits.”

“Unlike us, honey!” Chi
Chi Lopes, the other, younger drag queen, said and dissolved into
giggles.

Tiki rolled his eyes and
turned his attention back to Charlenae. “The Lennon Sisters are
marvelous. You must listen to them.”

This was when I stepped
in. “I remember my mother or grandmother talking about seeing them
on the Lawrence Welk Show.”

Charlenae and the drag
queens looked at me.

Charlenae smiled at me.
“You know who the Lennon Sisters are?”

I nodded. “I think they
were regulars on the Welk show.”

Tiki draped his arm across
my shoulders. I was glad he did because I thought I would swoon
when Charlenae smiled at me.

He said, “It’s good to
find young people who know something of quality pop
culture.”

This time, Chi Chi rolled
his eyes.

Then the conversation
drifted to matters of makeup and hair. I offered a few thoughts and
opinions of my own, but mostly I listened and watched Charlenae. I
was really impressed by how natural and kind she was. She didn’t
treat the drag queens like they were zoo animals, something to be
gawked at. She seemed really interested in them and their stories,
and it was clear they adored her. It was the two of them who told
me about her competing in the state’s upcoming beauty
pageant.

The younger drag queen
said to me, “You should write a story about her. She’s gonna win
that pageant.”

“I just might win. Are you
guys gonna come cheer me on?” Charlenae asked.

The drag queens said
“Yes!” in unison and offered to get a gaggle of their friends to
come with them. “Road trip!” they shouted in unison.

I told Charlenae that I’d
love to write a story about her participation in the state pageant.
We chatted for a bit. I found out that she was studying business,
and she was fascinated by my being a journalist. All too soon, she
had to leave. I told her I’d be in touch about the
story.

That night when I rubbed
my clit as I fell asleep, I was wetter than usual.

The next day I wrote my
drag queen pageant story, made my deadline, and pitched my editor a
story about how Charlenae, a junior in the business school, was
competing in the state’s beauty pageant.

“Hey, don’t think of it as
a beauty pageant,” I had said. “It’s a scholarship
program.”

He gave me the go-ahead. I
interviewed her over a cup of coffee at one of the campus coffee
shops. There was something about the way she talked and moved that
was so gentle and easy. She smiled non-stop, but it looked like
that was natural for her. She brushed her hair back off her face
every so often and crossed and uncrossed her legs. She told me
about competing in a modeling contest at a shopping mall when she
was 12 years old. I asked her why she was interested in modeling,
and I never forgot her answer.

“When you’re tall and
black, people expect you to either model or play basketball. I
didn’t like basketball.”

I’m sure I asked her other
questions. I don’t remember them or the answers, but I do remember
that Charlenae did something that no other source, no other story
subject, had ever done before. She called me after the story ran,
but not to thank me. She wanted to go out again. She wanted to hang
out with me. I didn’t return her call.

I had all sorts of good,
valid reasons. I had gotten everything I needed from her. I had my
story. She had her publicity. She didn’t win the pageant, so there
were no more stories to be written. My journalism professors
repeated incessantly that journalists didn’t have friends. We had
sources. We’re not supposed to be friends with sources or date or
have sex with them, even though I knew it happened. Journalists are
human beings, but it can get you into all sorts of trouble.
Journalists are supposed to observe and be objective. We don’t
become part of the story.

She actually called twice.
And, much to my chagrin, I did not return her call, twice, but it
wasn’t just the whole journalist/source/media ethics thing. I also
couldn’t figure out why she would call me. I figured she had
equally attractive girlfriends with whom to hang out, so why call
me? She probably had a boyfriend, too, or men lining up around the
block to date her. I continued working for the student paper. I
landed some page one stories, a few awards, and a plum internship.
I scored the city council beat, which meant covering politics all
the time. I had fantasies that Helen Thomas or Maureen Dowd would
take me under her wing and mentor me. When they were ready to leave
the biz, I would take one of their places asking powerful people
questions that made them squirm. When I wasn’t trying to make that
dream a reality, I hung out at the gay bar and a monthly lesbian
coffee house. Sometimes, I met a girl. Most of the time, not, but
that was okay. I was focused on building my career.

****

After I graduated, I spent
some time in print chasing stories that were old news by the time
they hit the streets. I quickly realized print was not the future.
I needed to make a living, and I, like many other hacks, moved
online. We lived for clicks instead of bylines. The news hole was
bottomless. Stories went live in minutes and sometimes in seconds.
I learned how to use social media to both get stories and promote
mine once they were posted. The deadlines could still be pretty
brutal, but at least I didn’t feel like I was trying to survive in
a dying industry.

Working for the business
website wasn’t bad. Jodi and I competed for juicy stories, although
not for women because she was straight. Yes, I could just interview
Charlenae by phone and skip a lot of discomfort. Even more
pathetic, I could email her some questions and have her email
answers back. Then I wouldn’t have to see her at all—not her smile
or her lovely hair.

I took a good look at
myself in the office bathroom mirror. Sure, the lighting wasn’t
great, but nothing could hide the fact that I had acquired a few
small crows’ feet at the corners of my eyes and a couple of smile
lines near my mouth. I found a gray hair that I’d need to pluck and
soon. I wondered if she was still perfect. My desire to find out if
she still was perfect overcame my insecurity about my appearance,
so I decided to interview her in person.

I dialed NaeWha’s number
and got through to Charlenae’s personal assistant who put me in the
calendar for tomorrow. I was to be there at 9 a.m. sharp. I told my
editor that the story would be in tomorrow, and he told me to find
something that would get clicks today.

“Why are you still
standing in my office?” he barked, like he always did.

That evening I looked at
my wardrobe. I wanted to make a good impression tomorrow, not
because Charlenae was a former classmate or a former acquaintance,
but because she was the CEO of a big company. She was important. I
wanted to look important, too.

I pulled out my brown
tweed pantsuit with the gold pin at the lapel. I shook my head.
That suit got me jobs, but it seemed too serious for the offices of
NaeWha. I looked over at my bed where my bunnies, Lily and Manny,
regarded my efforts at finding the perfect outfit for tomorrow’s
interview with what I liked to assume was avid interest. I came
from a family that had always had pets—dogs and cats—so I assumed
I’d have a dog or a cat someday. Instead, when I went to a pet
shelter with a friend a year ago, I was drawn to the rabbits,
especially to a black brother and sister pair. They’re Havana
rabbits, adorable, smart and well-trained. They hop onto my bed
whenever I open my closet because they sense that I’m going to
model for them. They didn’t seem thrilled with the suit
either.

I put it back in the
closet and pulled out my old trusty black pinstripe with the skinny
trousers and the vest. This outfit was serious and mannish in an
ironic way, but I thought I could give it some flounce. I pulled
out a white lace shell top and a green polka dotted scarf and laid
out all the pieces on the nearby chair. This would work. I would
look professional and cool as a cucumber. But more
importantly, Lily and Manny seemed to like it. They each twitched
their noses madly when I showed them what I picked out. They had
good taste.

To prepare for tomorrow’s
interview, I pulled out my college binder with the old articles I
had written about Charlenae. I read up on her suburban childhood
and her dream of becoming a beauty pageant winner. I ran my finger
over the yellowing newsprint and took a deep breath. The
newspaper’s photographer had gotten some really good pictures of
her. The one that accompanied the story in particular made her look
radiant. Next, I typed her name into a search engine, and a bunch
of videos promoting her products popped up. I watched her
demonstrate the best way to put on mascara and eye shadow before
heading off to bed.

As I lay myself down to
sleep that night, I ran my fingers down my pale white skin that an
ex-girlfriend had once described as pearlescent. I ran my fingers
down my neck to my breasts. I cupped them in my hands. I loved the
feel of their weight. I circled my breasts with my fingers until
they reached my areola and then my nipple. I pushed in on my
breasts and played with my nipples until I was wet. I ran my
fingers down my stomach. I didn’t have a six-pack, but my belly was
still as flat as it had been in college. I paused briefly to play
with my belly button which sent flashes of pleasure down to my
snatch. I sent my right hand down but pulled my left hand up to get
lost in my long hair. I loved the feel of its silky softness. It
just made me even wetter. Meanwhile, my right hand spread my labial
lips and dove into my vagina. I inserted two fingers into myself
and played with my clit with my thumb. One of the many wonderful
things about self-love is you never miss your spot. I quickly
brought myself to climax and then fell asleep.

****

When I arrived the next
morning, Charlenae’s assistant met me at security and escorted me
to Charlenae’s office. It was the kind of office even my
editor-in-chief could only dream of. There was a huge brown desk
larger than most beds with a few papers for her to sign and a
couple of pens. Japanese artwork and numerous awards decorated the
walls. The office was large enough for its own lounge area complete
with a matte silver-grey leather sofa and a pair of overstuffed
chairs. The air smelled of perfume and flowers.

The assistant, a heavily
made-up woman with hair so coiffed that it didn’t move, offered me
coffee and croissants and apologized that Charlenae was running a
few minutes late. She assured me that Charlenae would be here soon.
I refused the refreshments and set up for the interview in the
office’s lounge area. I had a brand new notebook and at least two
pens. If need be, I had more pens in my purse. I was
ready.

I started scribbling down
my impressions of the office, but I didn’t have to wait long before
Charlenae glided in with a coffee in one hand and a phone in
another. She wasn’t wearing the chiffon trousers I remembered and
loved so well, but her black, straight-legged pants and low heels
suited her. Her hair was still long, although curlier and bouncier
than I remembered it. The smile hadn’t changed. She looked like she
had managed to mature without aging.

“Lauren!” she
exclaimed.

She looked excited to see
me. I was surprised that she remembered who I was.

“Charlenae,” I said as I
stood up to shake her hand. The skin was as soft as I remembered
it. “You haven’t changed a bit.”

“Oh, but things have
changed so much,” she said enigmatically.

She took a seat on her
sofa next to me, flipped her long hair and answered my questions
about her business success. She had launched her company three
years ago because she felt there was a market need for makeup that
suited her aesthetic and her skin tone. She wanted strong but
subtle colors for women with dark brown skin, and she wasn’t
satisfied with what was already out there. She had spent about a
year at a large corporation after finishing college before deciding
that she didn’t want to work for someone else. She wanted to be in
control of her work and her life. She sold her products online
directly to customers, bypassing the department store cosmetic
counters.

“People always want
something different. Something that speaks to them and makes them
feel good. I was selling that. People bought what I was selling,”
she said as she reached forward and placed her hand on my knee.
“And you know that gal who won last year’s best actress Oscar? She
loves my stuff.”

She gave my knee a little
squeeze. I tried to ignore it.

The heat from her hand
radiated through the thin fabric of my trousers as she continued
dropping the names of minor and major celebrities who swore by
NaeWha cosmetics and periodically interjected questions about me.
She actually seemed interested. For most sources, I revealed only
limited information about myself, and most of them didn’t care that
much about me anyway. I told her that I had made my way in
journalism since college, from print to online publications. She
asked me whether I had a girlfriend. I smiled, said, “no,” and
tried to get control of the interview again. I asked her about her
love life even though it was completely unnecessary for the story.
I worked for a business website, not a tabloid newspaper. Still, I
was curious.

Her hand was still on my
knee, and I was getting warm all over.

“You know, you changed my
life,” she said.

I couldn’t imagine how.
She was beautiful and rich and about to become richer. I couldn’t
imagine how that had anything to do with me.

“When I met you at the
drag queen beauty pageant, I felt attracted to you, but I didn’t
know it at the time. I’d never felt those kind of feelings for a
woman before.”

I dropped my pen. She kept
talking.

“When I lost my own
pageant, I learned a lot. I realized I wanted to work hard for
exactly what I wanted. I didn’t want to chase anyone else’s dream
for me anymore. The pageant was my parents’ dream, not mine. I
wanted to give my desires more than my all. I worked a corporate
job for a little while as the token black person, just like my
parents wanted, just like everyone expected, but my dream was to
run my own company. Being attracted to you felt like the most
radical thing in the world, but I knew it was who I really was. I
knew it was breaking someone else’s rules for me, but it meant I
could go ahead and break lots of other rules.”

The heat I had been
feeling from her hand radiated beyond my knee, down my leg to my
toes and up my thighs to my snatch. And I started to generate some
heat of my own. My face started to turn red and get hot.

I had just been told by
the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen up close that she liked me.
And still I told myself to focus. I was on deadline. I still wanted
to be a great journalist. I reached for my other pen. It was slick
and hard to hold. My palms were sweaty.

“So, tell me how you break
the rules,” I said, my pen poised over my notepad ready to take
down any pearls of wisdom she offered.

What happened next
violated all of my media ethics and everything I had learned in
journalism school. Maybe I was giving up on journalism for just a
moment or at least giving up on playing by all the rules. Maybe I
was just horny. Maybe I didn’t want one more regret.

Charlenae leaned in close
enough for me to see on her eyelid where one eye shadow ended and
another began, and then she kissed me, a light peck on the
lips.

She pulled away and
smiled.

“Like that,” she
said.

I nodded, and my notebook
dropped to the floor.

“Why me? You’re so
beautiful. Why do you like me?”

“You’re so special, and
you’re so beautiful. Your skin is so smooth, and your hair is a
beautiful color. And you have a strength that radiates around
you.”

I was actually starting to
believe her, and I was starting to get wet. She kept
talking.

“I’ve spent a lot of
Saturday nights alone because everyone thought I was too beautiful
not to have date already set up, so they didn’t call me. Why didn’t
you call me, Lauren?”

“I didn’t believe you
really liked me. I thought you were straight.”

“Believe me.”

She kissed me again, but
this time was longer and deeper. Her lips pressed against mine. Her
lipstick tasted of vanilla and cupcakes. She ran her fingers
through my hair.

“Mmm, so soft, so lovely,”
she said.

“You’re spectacular,” I
said. I was so turned on I could have come right then and there,
but I wanted to wait. Nothing like this, nothing so spontaneous had
ever happened to me before. I forgot about deadlines. I didn’t care
about readers for once. I knew men who had slept with sources, but
I never thought something like this would happen to me.

Her lips finally left
mine, and she started a trail of little kisses from my cheek to my
chin to my neck. I ran my hands down her back, feeling the shape of
her flesh and the bump of her bra strap. We stood up and faced each
other. All I wanted then and there was Charlenae. Her hands moved
slowly over my body. She was clearly hungry for me, too.

And then she pulled away.
With her index finger, she traced around my lips.

“One moment, please.” She
walked over to her desk. She hit a button on a remote that lowered
the window shades, and then hit another button on an intercom.
“Hold everything.”

I assumed she was talking
to her assistant and that there was now no chance we would be
disturbed. And we weren’t.

“Sorry for the
interruption.”

I smiled and realized this
was really happening. My dream of even one moment with Charlenae
was coming true. Today, there would be no regrets.

I reached toward her and
unbuttoned the one button of her little black jacket. She let it
fall to the floor revealing a black sleeveless shell that showed
off the gentle curves of her shoulders.

“Everybody wants something
from me,” she said. “You’ve never wanted anything.”

“I want you now. I always
did.”

Again, she was kissing me,
madly, deeply. My jacket and scarf landed on the floor. I kicked
off my shoes. My hands kept moving from her hair that felt so soft
to her cheek. I traced down her neck. She smelled of makeup and
roses. She tasted delicious, like a donut that was more than a
memory or a perfectly aged wine that was just about to be opened. I
took off my lace top, and she lightly squeezed my breasts. Her top
came off next. She was wearing a black bra, and her abs had the
kind of crisp definition I’d never seen up close. They were so
firm.

Next thing I knew I was on
my back on that great giant desk. The rich brown leather provided
some cushioning against the hard wood. I sat up, and she reached
behind me and undid my bra. I felt her hot breath against my now
naked breasts.

She stepped back and gave
me a wry smile. She kicked off her shoes into a corner, and her
hands went to the clasp at the front of her bra and unhooked it.
Her breasts were now free. I wanted them in my mouth. She had a
delicate pair of A-cups. The areolas were a little darker than the
rest of her flesh, and the nipples were firm and pointing straight
out.

She held up a finger
indicating that I needed to wait, but I didn’t think I would have
to wait long until I once again felt her skin against mine. She
unzipped her trousers and pulled them down, letting me see the
black lace thong holding back the handful of curls in her
bush.

She teased me with the
thong, pulling one strap and then the other.

“Shall I?” she
asked.

“Oh, yes.”

The thong slid down her
legs, and she stood before me naked. I started to see her little
imperfections, and they added to her beauty. There was the light
spot a couple of inches from her belly button that looked like a
birthmark or a large freckle. There was a small scar on the front
of her right bicep.

She walked to me and once
again I felt her naked skin against mine. Her hands reached down
and unzipped my trousers. They disappeared to the floor along with
my pair of blue lace panties. She climbed on top of the desk and on
top of me. I loved the feel of her weight. I loved looking into her
eyes, and I loved kissing her.

“I’ve always wanted to do
this,” said Charlenae.

“I am honored to break in
your desk,” I said.

She brought her lips to
mine. We kissed longer this time. Her tongue explored parts of my
mouth I didn’t even know were there. Her hair tickled my nose and
brushed gently against my cheek. Then she moved up and offered me
her breasts. First, she put one in my mouth, and then the other. I
flicked her nipples with my tongue and tried to give each breast a
turn in my mouth. They almost fit.

She pulled away for just a
moment and pushed a strand of hair off my face.

“I’m so glad you finally
called.”

I smiled and nodded. I was
glad, too.

She inched up further
until she was kneeling near my face. My shoulders were braced
between her powerful thighs, and her snatch was just a few inches
from my face. Her sweet scent hit my nose. Even her snatch smelled
of roses.

“Ready?” she
said.

In answer to her question,
I opened my mouth and let her see my tongue.

“Oh, yes, you
are.”

She lowered her snatch
down onto my face. I reached up behind her to brace my hands
against her round ass. Her glute muscles flexed and twitched as she
got herself into position. My nose dove into the beginning of her
vaginal opening. Her tight curly bush tickled my nose, and I
reached my tongue out farther. I ran my tongue up and down her
snatch. My movements were more limited than hers since I was under
her weight, even though she was light, but she moved back and forth
helping my tongue reach where it needed to go. Her clit was hard.
Her snatch was moist and warm. I alternated licking and exhaling my
hot breath onto her until she started to shake. Her ass started to
tense, and her breathing got heavier. She seemed to be holding back
a scream, and then I remembered where we were.

She may have been CEO. She
could get away with a lot, but she didn’t want her employees to
hear her. I wanted to hear her, but I didn’t blame her for keeping
quiet.

Her legs clenched around
me as an orgasm rolled through her body. Then she slid down and
laid on top of me, panting for just a moment. Her eyes seemed to
have a little extra sparkle as she tapped her well-manicured
fingers on my chest. Several of the fingers had short
nails.

Perfect for what I
wanted her to do to me, I
thought.

“Your turn,” she
said.

“I want you inside me so
badly.” I was soaking wet, my juices dripping onto the brown
leather that covered her desk.

“I can do that,” she said
as she moved down to my snatch. She spread my labial lips and
breathed on me. She ran one finger from my slippery clit to my
hole. She slipped one finger in and then a second one. She gently
slid them in and out of me and started licking my clit. Her
movements were slow and deliberate. Each time I was close to
orgasm, she would remove her tongue and her fingers.

“Oh, please,” I
moaned.

“Well, okay
then.”

This time she put her two
fingers in and added a third. It was a tight fit that felt so
wonderful. She filled me. Her tongue returned to my clit. She
didn’t stop licking and fucking me until I was writhing, bucking
and squealing.

As the orgasm subsided, I
whispered her name, and she pulled out. She lay beside me, and we
wrapped our arms around each other. For just a moment, it was like
the rest of the world had fallen away. There were no employees
outside the door. There was no big company wanting to buy NaeWha.
There was no editor waiting back at the office for another story
that I didn’t really want to write.

“When you leave here, will
you call me?” she said.

“Yes,” I replied. “But I
have to go. I have a deadline to hit.”

“And I have a company to
run.”

“I wish I could stay.” I
wanted to stay in that post-sex bubble feeling her warm skin
against mine. At that moment, I didn’t want anything between us,
not distance, not clothes.

We did the responsible
thing. We got dressed and tidied up. She ran her fingers through my
hair and removed a lipstick smudge from my cheek. She told me I was
good to go and asked me to check her makeup. All she needed was a
little more lipstick. Everything else was in place.

“I’ll send you a link to
the story. I have everything I need for it.”

“I bet you do.”

The shades went back up at
the touch of a button, and Charlenae called to her assistant to
walk me out.

As I returned to the
office, I reflected on the morning. I had everything I needed for
my story, which was important for me to keep my job. Far more
important, I’d had sex with Charlenae White. The Charlenae White.

The closer I got to the
office and the distance between me and Charlenae increased, I
realized I still had a hard time believing Charlenae liked me. I
wondered if she just wanted a better story or more stories? Or
maybe she just wanted a lesbian quickie. I wasn’t exactly a good
candidate to become CEO arm candy. She probably wanted some man for
that. I was probably just a quick fling, nothing more. No problem.
I could deal with that. I would go back to the office, write my
story and make my deadline. The sex, which was very good, would
become wonderful before bedtime fodder to help me sleep. It might
even make a good story to share over drinks at the next gay
journalists’ convention.

I returned to work ready
to get my head down and type out the story. I responded to a few
tweets about Facebook postings about yesterday’s news and then got
to work.

I was just working on my
lead when Jodi got back from lunch and stood at my cubicle door
staring at me.

“Hey, the golf ball story
achieved some virality. Tim was happy for about 30 seconds. Now to
come up with something else. How was your morning? How was your
reunion with Charlenae?” Jodi batted her eyelids.

I was still feeling
squishy from this morning and heat started to radiate from my neck
until it covered my face. I was afraid that I had turned bright
red, that this morning’s activities were written on my face
somehow. I was torn between being professional and not kissing and
telling and desperately wanting to scream from the rooftops that I
had been fucked by a beautiful woman.

Jodi raised one eyebrow
and then leaned in toward me. She grabbed a tissue from the box on
my desk and rubbed it on a spot on my neck. “I don’t remember that
lipstick being your shade.”

Charlenae had missed a
spot. I felt frozen. I didn’t know what to say.

“The interview went
well?”

“Um, yeah, I’m just trying
to write my lead now.”

“You’ll have to tell me
more after work. Let’s go for a drink. You can tell me
everything.”

The receptionist appeared
behind her, struggling with a large bouquet of a couple dozen red
roses and placed them on my desk.

After eyeing the bouquet,
Jodi gave me a knowing glance. “Oh, yeah. Don’t let
me be a
distraction.”

I was possibly as red as
the roses. I was believing more than ever that Charlenae liked me,
but I was also more suspicious than ever. This was too good to be
true. As anyone who had studied or had ever worked in journalism
knew, “If your mother says she loves you, check it out.” That meant
that for every so-called fact you thought you had, you had to have
two sources backing it up. I was pretty sure Charlenae liked me, so
that wasn’t really a fact since I was only “pretty sure.” And if it
was a fact, what two sources would back it up? Jodi? Possibly. And
there was her behavior toward me. She certainly acted like she
liked me. I really had no idea if she was anything more than a
morning fling.

The card said, “For my
redheaded beauty,” and nothing else, although I was pretty sure it
was from Charlenae. I couldn’t imagine who else it could have been
from. That card touched my heart. I put it in my purse and left the
roses in plain view. They were a beautiful sight.

****

That evening I went out
for drinks with Jodi. My account of my encounter with Charlenae
this morning—Charlenae’s office with the giant desk topped in brown
leather, me dropping my pen and then my notebook, how she kissed
me, and how I kissed her—was punctuated by Jodi’s periodic shrieks
and gasps.

“That sounds seriously
unprofessional but seriously hot,” Jodi said.

I had met Jodi on the job
about a year ago. She was hired a week after I was, and we
commiserated regularly over lunches and the occasional coffee break
about our crusty editor, sources that didn’t call us back, sources
who called us too much, stories that we knew to be true but that we
just couldn’t substantiate enough for publication, the death of
print, the death of journalism, the endless pursuit of clicks, and
our love lives. Jodi had broken up with her boyfriend nearly six
months ago and talked about going gay. At the time, I made her sit
through one bad lesbian movie and threatened her with
more.

“One does not just
go gay,” I said.
“But if you keep talking like this, I will force you to watch more of
this crap until you come to your senses.”

It was after two hours of
watching a movie with girls staring at each other and brushing
against each other’s hands without taking off any clothes or even
kissing that she gave in.

“What do you mean the
movie is over?” she said as the credits rolled. “That was really
boring. They didn’t even do anything. They just kind of angsted
over doing something.”

“Yep. Welcome to my world.
These are my people.”

She never mentioned the
possibility of going Sapphic again, but she didn’t seem quite ready
for another boyfriend, so we hung out a bit more often. This was
fine for me. I hadn’t had a recent big break up, but I’d been
having lots of first, second and third dates that were just not
going well. I hadn’t made it to a fourth date in a while. I didn’t
mind a break, and Jodi was fun.

“So, are you going to call
her?” she said as she ordered herself another one of those
Belgian-style craft beers she liked so much.

“I don’t know. Reporters
sleep with sources all the time in the movies, but it’s not
supposed to happen in real life. It’s a conflict of interest. It’s
unethical. I shouldn’t have even done it once. I probably shouldn’t
do it a second time.” I was sipping away at my vodka cranberry
juice. The bartender had put a little too much juice in it and not
enough vodka.

“Do you ever think you use
journalism as an excuse to never get close to anyone? You’re either
working all the time or you pull ethics out of the bag. I’m just
saying.”

I fingered the card that
Charlenae had sent me with the flowers and tapped it on the table.
I shook my head.

“I’m not even so sure I
would be able to date her if she wasn’t a source. Maybe the flowers
were just a, ‘Thank you for letting me sit on your face. See you
some other time’ message. Maybe she said to call her but what she
really means is: ‘don’t call me, I’ll call you.’ What if dating me
is bad for her business? The cosmetics biz isn’t exactly known to
be lesbian friendly. What if she’s closeted? I hate closet cases. I
don’t want to be someone’s secret.”

“You won’t know if you
don’t ask her. Talk to her and stop overthinking this.”

That night I got myself
home a little tipsy from vodka. I fell asleep to thoughts of
Charlenae.

****

The next day I could still
smell Charlenae. Even though I’d showered, her scent was there at
the tip of my nose and the edge of my consciousness. I had just
turned in my story about her, outlining her business plans and
leaving out everything that happened on her beautiful desk, when
again the receptionist showed up at my cubicle. This time she
handed me a brown teddy bear wearing a red ribbon. I sat him next
to the beautiful bouquet of roses that was still on my
desk.

Jodi poked her head above
my cube wall but didn’t say anything. She just smiled and winked as
I picked up the phone. It was time to take a chance and make that
call. Charlenae’s personal assistant put me right
through.

“Well, hello,” said
Charlenae. “So happy you called.”

“Thank you for the roses
and the teddy bear. They’re beautiful.”

“Mm, mm, yes, they are. So
are you.” Then she waited. She had made the first move yesterday.
She had sent me roses. She had sent me a teddy bear. It was clearly
my turn to take some action.

“Would you like to have
dinner tonight? I know a great place, a European steakhouse on
Kinzie Street near the old railway station. We could talk, get to
know each other better.”

“It’s a date. You’re
on!”

We made our plans. I would
see her again in just a few hours. I just had to churn out some
more text this afternoon and get some more clicks until I could see
her again. It was probably a mistake to have left the flowers at
work, but I didn’t have a good way to get them home. Maybe I should
have hidden the teddy bear.

Next thing I knew Tim was
standing at the entrance to my cubicle. At that moment, you could
tell he didn’t just want newspapers to be back the way they were
twenty years ago. He wanted a newsroom more like the ones from
fifty years ago, full of smoke and noise. He was chomping his teeth
like he really wanted to hold a cigar between them, and he was
blowing at me like he wanted to make smoke rings.

“You know it’s against the
rules to accept gifts from sources.” He paused, probably for
effect.

“I don’t care if you sleep
with elephants as long as you’re not covering the circus.” Another
pause.

I was a little
embarrassed, but I was also trying not to laugh out loud. I knew
Tim was loving this. It had most likely been a long time since he
got to do his “curmudgeonly, hard-nosed editor” schtick, so I
didn’t want to spoil it for him by giggling.

“Get my drift? That story
better be good.” He strode away, whistling. He might have even been
smiling, but he walked away too fast for me to be sure.

I felt heat rising in my
cheeks, which meant that I was turning beet red again.

Jodi popped her head over
the cubicle wall. “It’s a really cute teddy bear.”

I petted its soft fur. It
felt expensive. “It sure is, but what am I going to do? What if all
she wants is to bias my writing?”

“You’re going to have
dinner with Charlenae tonight and see what happens. Quit fretting.
I’ll see you tomorrow.”

****

Charlenae offered to have
a car service come pick me up for dinner, but I thought that was
silly. I was perfectly capable of taking public transit and anyway,
I thought it too early in our relationship, if that was what it
was, for her to be doing stuff like that. The bouquet of roses and
teddy bear were, flattering but a bit overwhelming, when I sat back
and thought about it. Of course, if Jodi were here, she would have
chastised me, told me that I was overthinking things. I really had
to start giving her grief about her dating life or rather the lack
of one.

Two stops after I got on
the train, a couple of girls got on. They were very cute and young.
I pegged them as being in high school. Even though I was only in my
late twenties, they looked like babies to me. They held hands. One
of them was olive-skinned with short, dark hair. The other was a
pale, freckled girl with long blonde hair in a ponytail. They
couldn’t find two seats next to each other so they could sit
together, so the blonde sat down in one empty seat near me and
pulled the other down on her lap, which prompted them to giggle. I
was thinking that they were a couple of straight girls just being
besties in the way that some straight girls are, but then they
kissed each other. It wasn’t the kiss of two straight girls just
goofing around. It was the kiss of two girls who adored each other
sexually and romantically. I smiled and looked away. I didn’t want
them to catch me staring, but then I don’t think they’d notice me
or anyone else. They were that into each other. They were so cute.
I really wanted something like that.

The young couple got off
one stop before me. Just before the doors opened to let people out,
the one with dark hair looked at me.

“Cute shoes,” she said,
giving me a little wave as she and her girlfriend trotted out the
door and onto the platform. They were holding hands like they
didn’t have a care in the world.

I said, “Thank you,” but I
doubted she heard me as the doors were closing.

I remembered being that
carefree. When did life get so serious? Did it have to be that
way?

I got off the train at the
next stop, but I knew I was early. I didn’t head up to the
restaurant right away, which was on the 60th floor of a high rise.
There was a slight chill in the air, but the evening sky was clear,
so I decided to take a short stroll. Newspapers were struggling,
but bookstores were closing, too. It was on a night like this when
I had a little time to kill when I felt the closing of bookstores
most. Used to be that when I had some time to kill I’d duck in a
bookstore for a bit. This evening, I had to content myself with
looking in the windows of shops that sold clothes or kitchen and
bath fixtures. After a few minutes, I retraced my steps and headed
back to the restaurant, a highly regarded European steakhouse. I
was just making my way to the maître’d station when I heard her
voice behind me.

“Well, look at what the
cat dragged in.”

I turned around and was
gobsmacked. She looked stunning. I had taken care with what I
decided to wear on our first real date. I was wearing dark red
trousers and a cream silky blouse that highlighted my red hair, but
I still felt dowdy next to Charlenae. She stood before me in a dark
blue dress with long sleeves that hugged all of her curves. The
neckline was low enough to show off a little of the smooth skin of
her chest but not so low as to show off her cleavage.

I picked my chin off the
floor and managed to speak. “No cat dragging necessary. I’m here of
my own volition, and I’m glad I’m here. You look
gorgeous.”

She gave me a peck on the
cheek and grabbed my hand.

“I hear there’s quite a
wait for a table,” I said.

She winked at me and said,
“Don’t worry about it. It’s all taken care of.”

And it was. We went right
up to the maître’d, who seemed to know her. He grabbed two menus
and directed us to a quiet corner table next to a window. We had
both a great view of the city and the busy restaurant. I loved
people-watching, and this place was providing ample opportunity for
that. Most of the people here seemed, at least superficially, to be
a lot like Charlenae—accomplished and self-assured. Suddenly, I
realized that I had no good reason to think that I couldn’t appear
like that either. Most of the people here were probably faking it,
too, so why couldn’t I? They looked like they made more money than
me, but I bet some of them did that by living on credit. I puffed
up my chest and broadened my shoulders. I belonged here just as
much as they did. They didn’t need to know how out of place I
really felt. Besides, I was on a real date with Charlenae. She was
all that really mattered.

I glanced at her and then
at the drinks menu.

“The gin and tonic is
really good. They make their own tonic water. You’ll love it,”
Charlenae said.

“No. I think I’ll get the
appletini. I haven’t had one of those in ages.”

“That’s a great choice,
too,” she said.

At that moment, our
server, a handsome guy who looked to be in his mid-thirties,
appeared beside our table.

“Good evening, ladies. My
name is Grant. I’ll be your server this evening. Would you like to
hear our specials?”

After we both said yes,
Grant launched into a recitation of the meal and drink specials on
offer. One cocktail involved fresh squeezed rhubarb juice, sherry
and several other types of alcohol. Another involved mango rum and
lemonade. That one appealed to Charlenae. I stuck with my original
choice. Grant took our drink orders, promising to return to take
our food orders.

“Clearly, you’ve been here
before,” I said.

Charlenae nodded. “One of
my bigger clients suggested it when she was in town last year. I’ve
been back a few times since then with my folks and a few friends.
The food’s really good, and the service is superb. I’ve never had a
bad meal or a bad experience here.”

“Well, so far I’m liking
it,” I said. “I cover business for a living, but I don’t get to go
out to places like this very often. Most of them are too expensive
for me.”

She smiled that
irresistible megawatt smile. “So other cosmetic executives aren’t
taking you out?”

“Um, no, and I don’t just
cover cosmetics. Actually, NaeWha is the first cosmetics company
I’ve written about. We’re a relatively small outfit, so not many
people have specific beats. I mean, we’ve got a guy who covers the
markets. You know, commodities, currencies, stock futures, stuff
like that. He crunches the numbers and follows the ups and downs,
but that’s all he does. It keeps him busy. And we’ve just created a new beat
that just covers energy. The gal who covers that used to be like
me, covering everything and anything that was assigned to her.
They’re going to create another specialized beat—science and
health. That’s the beat I want.”

“Science and health are
such big business. I’m always looking for ways to tie my products
to improved health. My foundations are good for your skin. They
prevent skin cancer.” She was still smiling. It was a warm and
encouraging smile.

“Oh, yeah.” I then
launched into a monologue about how business influences science and
health and vice versa. I thought I sounded really eloquent. I
didn’t notice that Grant had come back with our drinks and was
standing by patiently waiting.

Charlenae said, “I want to
hear more about that after we’ve told Grant what we want for
dinner.”

I ordered the lamb chops
with a side of Brussels sprouts. Charlenae ordered the petite
duchess cut filet mignon with wild mushrooms.

Grant left to put our
orders in. I noticed my drink for the first time and took a sip.
Charlenae was right. It was really good, perfectly sweet and tart
at the same time.

“I’m glad you like it, but
tell me more about this science and health beat,” Charlenae
said.

Her fingertips brushed the
top my hand. I felt a shiver go up and down my spine.

“I don’t want to
monopolize the conversation. I want to hear more about you.” I
wanted her to touch me again.

She gave me a stern look
but looked sexy doing it. “You will after I hear more.
Promise.”

I grinned, pleased to have
an appreciative audience. I talked about how science, health and
business intersected. I talked about the scientists who founded
small companies around a single genetic discovery or novel chemical
compound with no intention that the company would make a profit.
Rather, the company would develop the concept and get it to the
early trials. Then, if all went well, the company would be bought
by a much larger one that had a chance of turning it into something
that would help people or at least make a profit. The scientist
would walk away with some money to develop something else, and the
cycle would start again.

“NaeWha may be bought,”
she said. “I haven’t decided whether I’m selling.”

I tried not to listen too
closely to that. I wasn’t here for Charlenae, the story. I was here
for Charlenae, the woman.

She told me some stories
about running a cosmetics company and how she used social media to
grow it. Again, I dutifully noted in my brain that what she told me
tonight had to be off the record. Eventually, we moved away from
talking about work. She admitted that she liked challenges and had
trained for and competed in a triathlon last year.

“But it seems every Type A
personality is doing that or has done that,” she lamented. “I’m
looking for a new challenge. My older brother and his fiancée are
thinking of going on a trip in the Canadian Rockies that includes
hiking, biking and rafting. I could go with them, or I can start
training for another triathlon.”

Her life was so much more
than her work. That was so wonderful. I had limited myself, for the
most part, to working. I was all about my work. I was all about
getting stories, writing stories and publishing stories. I told
myself and anyone who asked that I just didn’t have the time to
expand my horizons. I was wondering if that could
change.

“What do you do in your
down time?” Charlenae asked.

“Currently?” I asked,
trying to buy some time to come up with an answer as fabulous as
hers. “I like to read, and I go to the gym. I realized that I’d
need to really start working to stay in shape. I started a
kickboxing class last month.”

“Really? Do you like
it?”

“Oh yeah. I’m not to the
point where I can do any sparring yet, but it’s fun.”

She grabbed my hand and
looked at my palm. I didn’t know why yet, but I was good with any
excuse for her to touch me.

“I can see your pen callus
on your middle finger, but your palms are so soft. You should keep
them that way. Don’t work too hard.”

We sat there in the brief
silence when Grant arrived with dinner. Once we had assured him
that we had everything we needed for the time being, he went on his
way. The lamb melted in my mouth, and I’ve always loved Brussels
sprouts. Charlenae had a rapturous look on her face as she ate a
piece of her filet mignon.

“It’s perfect every time,”
she said, closing her eyes. “Very smooth.”

“I love a woman who enjoys
food,” I said.

She opened her eyes. “Do
you? Well, I’m a woman who enjoys food a lot.”

I was so happy to hear
that. You don’t usually hear former beauty queens admitting that
they eat and they like food. I was glad to hear that she wasn’t
counting calories or carbs or eating paleo. She clearly just
enjoyed food, and I enjoyed watching her joy at eating.

I hoped I wasn’t starting
to blush, but it was starting to feel awfully hot in
here.

“You
do blush!”
Charlenae leaned closer to me. “That’s so cute.”

“You mean you didn’t
notice me blushing in your office yesterday? That was definitely a
situation where I was blushing.”

“I guess I did notice, but
there were other things I noticed, too.” She placed her hand on top
of mine.

“Like what?” I turned my
hand so I could squeeze her fingers with mine.

“The slight pout of your
lips when you have your serious reporter look on your face, the way
your hair shines in the light, the smoothness of your skin. I
noticed those things and more,” she said.

With the unerring sense of
timing only a restaurant server seemed to have, Grant turned up at
our table to ask how the food was and if we needed
anything.

Without taking her eyes
off me, Charlenae said, “I have everything I need.”

“Me, too,” I
said.

Without another word, I’m
pretty sure Grant left us. I wasn’t really paying attention. I only
saw Charlenae. Even the sounds of the conversation at the next
table and the general clatter of the restaurant started to fade
away.

We chatted and flirted our
way through the rest of dinner and then dessert. The cheesecake was
the perfect blend of sweet and savory. Charlenae said the chocolate
cake was delightful. She insisted on driving me home, which was
fine with me at that point. I was getting a little tired and didn’t
feel like dealing with public transportation now, but it also meant
that we could spend a little more time together. On the way
to my place, we reminisced about the drag queen pageant where we
met. I asked her if she was still in touch with any of the people
she met that night. As it turned out, she had become good friends
with Tiki Barr, which I thought was really sweet. She had even gone
to his wedding a couple of years ago. Unfortunately, Tiki and his
old drag queen pal Chi Chi Lopes had fallen out several years
ago.

“I’ve never known exactly what happened
because Tiki still refuses to talk about it much, but I have a
feeling it started over a pair of stiletto heel black leather
boots,” she said.

I giggled. “If you ever can get Tiki to talk
about it, I’d love to know what happened, if he doesn’t swear you
to secrecy.”

“Sure,” she said. “It’s a good thing neither
one of them had firearms at the time because someone would have
probably been killed. It was that bad.”

When she stopped in front
of my building, she asked, “So do I get a look at your place?” She
caressed my cheek.

I shook my head. “Soon you
will, but not tonight. The start we had to this was a rush, but I
want to slow it down a bit.”

“A bit?”

“Yeah, just a bit.” And
then I kissed her. We made out for a few minutes in her car before
I pulled myself away from her.

“I want to go out with you
again,” I said. “I want to spend time with you.”

“I want to be with you,
too.”

I kissed her again and
promised I’d call. I meant it.

****

The next day I went into
work feeling sleepy but happy. Tim wanted a story on the expansion
of a chemical company, and I wrote it with the kind of joy and
respect I would have given an exposé of insider trading. All was
right with the world.

The red roses still
smelled sweet. Only a few petals had fallen off. The teddy bear had
already been taken home. I knew Charlenae liked me. I knew she
liked to spend time with me. I was questioning in my head whether
she was relationship material when Tim called me into his
office.

“Are you going to include
in your story that Charlenae is a lesbian? That would get us lots
of clicks.”

“Absolutely
not.”

“So, she’s a lesbian, and
you’re sleeping with her? And you won’t sacrifice her for a
story?”

I had fallen for a classic
journalist questioning technique. Asking the second question in
order to get the answer to the first. When you think that someone
won’t answer honestly whether they are getting married, you
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