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         “Have you ever experienced a roaring orgasm?” Nina asks me way too loudly. She’s standing behind me in the queue, counting the women’s magazines that have raunchy headlines about sensual massage, tantric sex, and multiple orgasms. I blush. The gas station is full of nosey customers. She’s got a teasing look in her sparkling, ocean-green eyes.

         “They’re probably mainly for women, but you never know,” she continues in a challenging voice.

         “Uh…” is all I can summon, prompting her to giggle.

         Nina started working with me about a year ago, straight out of school. She’s fresh, curious, and alert. She’s always asking questions about routines while others are slacking off. She challenges the content and purpose of many management rules. She’s a living manifestation of all that they say about fresh ideas in an old, stuffy organisation; a breath of fresh air in the otherwise dusty offices.

         Nina is seductively open and happy with her blonde hair and long legs. She laughs a lot in an honest and real way. Oh, and she’s damn good at everything she gets paid to do.

         We went to an event that we didn’t see the use of––yet again. We talked about everything else but work and our assignments, and we forgot all about our duties and real-life back home. “I really enjoy talking with you,” Nina once said.

         I’ve run out of passion for my job long ago, but I like her positive glow. I enjoy her admiring attention and trust. She’s funny, intelligent, and childish. Besides, she’s got a catlike, casual elegance that fascinates me. She’s a true, feminine mystery.

         She prods my side as she gets in the car. She doesn’t say a word, she only sips her coffee and puts on her sunglasses. Bringing the radio to life, she finds some music to listen to while driving. She offers me a piece of her chocolate, but I shake my head. It feels good to communicate with others this way.

         “I didn’t mean to embarrass you,” she finally says, her fingers drumming along to the beat of Mikas Grace Kelly.

         “I’m not embarrassed. It’s your intimate secrets that are smeared all over the front pages,” I tease her.

         She grins. “You are right. I don’t see what’s so interesting about female orgasms either.”

          “Agreed,” I say, pretending not to care about the big mysteries or unsolved riddles in life.

         “At the same time, I guess the article would’ve been short if someone was to go in-depth about male sexuality,” she says before letting out a short, pathetic male orgasm snort.

         “What do you mean by the word roaring anyway?”

         Nina laughs, but it ebbs out into a thoughtful hum. She gives me a searching look while smiling. I try to keep my eyes on the road and the rolling hills ahead. The road winds its way past little lakes and pristine valleys. The sun has been ruling the lands for weeks now, drying everything in its path.

         “It’s meant to be big!” she yells, making an obvious innuendo.

         “Okay?”

         “The orgasm. It has to be big, strong, and deep.”

         “As if it comes from the centre of the earth or the universe above you?”

         “Yes,” she answers. “Yes! Just like that.” She drums to the rhythm of the radio again while quietly singing along.

         “So, you’ve experienced it?” she asks. I shrug and feel myself crossing a boundary now. Nina probably isn’t implying anything sexual with her questions. It’s just like our usual chit-chat during long commutes. But I don't know if we're friends or just colleagues. There's a fine line between them. However, it’s definitely important when deciding how personal we can be with each other. The thing is, I actually quite like her.

         “Actually, yes. I think I’ve seen women have roaring orgasms,” I say, holding my breath. Nina just nods. The minutes pass by. The country road is a silvery strand of silence throughout the afternoon. The mid-sized SUV slowly turns into a tango. I’m leading, Nina is softly falling in line––just as it should be. She gets a text on her phone and answers quickly. I know she’s been dating this guy called Andreas for exactly six months tomorrow. They’re very much in love and probably planning something romantic.

         “I thought you had experienced it, yes,” she says after a while. I wonder why she thinks I’m an orgasm magician. At the same time, I'm not surprised that she's so honest. We've hit it off and really get along with each other. We trust each other. Yes, we're probably friends.

         “A quick fuck doesn’t make me cum,” Nina mumbles while staring straight ahead. Her broken voice is obvious now. I don’t know if I want to hear this. Nina is in love with Andreas, and I’ve got someone waiting for me at home.
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