
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


When Indiana left at the end of the evening and I closed the door behind her, I turned around and looked at Felicia. She was sitting in the living room, a glass of white wine in her hand and the little smile on her lips that she'd had all evening long. We had a great time with Indiana, who was very friendly, had a good sense of humour and was remarkably intelligent. But that wasn't important right now. 

I sat dow in front of Felicia instead of next to her as I was just too puzzled and too impatient. I had to know what was going on. When I simply looked at her in silence, Felicia placed her glass down and her smile vanished. I was worried when she took a long deep breath and became visibly nervous. She stared at me for a minute, a long silent minute, before biting her lower lip and starting to explain. "Anthony. My love..." she began, which only made me more nervous. I took a deep breath as well, reminding myself that nothing bad had actually happened. It was what I didn't know that worried me. "I'm about to reveal something about me that very few of the men in my life have ever known. Alicia's father never did. When we became a couple last year, I already knew that I wouldn't hide it from you. At least not for long. I knew I'd have to have this conversation with you and reveal that part of my life to you. I promised myself that I would talk to you about it at most a year later." She paused for a moment and added "It was either that or leave you. But I don't want to leave you. At all. So here we are..." 

She smiled at me as she said that, a bright but brittle smile. "So the first thing that you need to know is this: if you're not comfortable with what I'm going to reveal, I'm fully committed to abandoning the only part of my life you're not aware of." When I saw that she was nervous to the point of shaking, I almost got up to sit next to her to take her in my arms. But I decided to wait and see what this was all about. She took one sip of her wine, cleared her throat and said "There's a secret society on campus and I've been apart of it for a long time." 

Felicia paused, gauging my reaction. I didn't give her much, as a secret society could mean any number of things. I remained silent and she kept going. "That secret society has been running, for as far as I can tell, since the very early days of the college. But in the late 1990's, it was about to die out. And then the 'Eyes wide shut' movie came out and it turned out to be the society's salvation. You remember that long erotic scene in that movie? Well, the society isn't that intense, but it's the best way to describe what it is quickly." 

When Felicia saw me frowning, she interrupted my mind before I could imagine terrible scenarios of Felicia having sex with a host of partners and having orgies behind my back. She leaned forward and quickly added "Anthony, I didn't cheat on you in any way. I haven't had any sort of intimate or sexual contacts or relationships with anybody else since the year-end ceremony last year. Nothing. No penetration, no oral, no kissing, not even caresses through clothing. Absolutely nothing."

"But?" I asked, sensing that there was one. 

"But it's something I've done in the past and I've been apart of that society since graduating."

I took a long breath, trying to understand what was actually going on. "Who's in this society?"

"Mostly students, but some of our colleagues as well."

"And, before last year, you've had sex with some of them? Since you were 20 years old?"

It was her turn to take a breath. Felicia lay back down against her chair and nodded. "Yes. Since becoming a professor though, I've not have complete sex with any currently enrolled student, just oral. And as I've said, no sexual contact of any kind with anybody since becoming your girlfriend."

Once again I could see that she was shaking. I was shaking as well. I was mainly shocked, stunned and irritated by the secrecy. But already, there were hints of sexual curiosity and desire burgeoning inside me. I got up and paced around in the living room, which only made Felicia more nervous. But for now I was only focused on myself and how it affected me. I wasn't proud of that egocentric preoccupation, but I couldn't help it. "Felicia, what did you do with those people since we hooked up?"

"I only went to four meetings, arrived early and left before things became sexual."

As I stared at her, for some unknown reason, I knew I trusted her about this. Felicia could have kept lying about all of this, could have kept this a secret indefinitely or could have stopped going and just never told me about it. I could see that she was unconsciously wringing her hands, waiting for my reaction. I wasn't ready to react yet, sadly. "What did—" I began, then changed my mind to ask the really important question. "Why are you telling me this?"

"Well, I didn't want to leave the society before I knew that what you and I had was serious. That's why I gave us a year. And, I'm not sure this is the best time to say it, but I'm going to say it anyway: you know I love you Anthony. But I don't think you have any idea how much, given how much of a feminist I am." She paused, took a trembling breath again. But now her nervousness was different. She looked up into my eyes and added "I never thought that it was possible to love someone as much as I love you. You're making me re-evaluate a lot of beliefs that I've held for decades. Not because of your arguments, just because of how you are with me and how I feel with you." 

It wasn't the first time she had told me that she loved me, not by a long shot. But the words that followed, those were a shock. Before I could properly process them, she looked into my eyes for a silent moment before adding "So if you want me to leave that society, I will gladly do so."

"But?" I sensed, once again, that there was a 'but' coming. 

"But, there's another alternative. You've been invited to that society, if that's something you're interested in."

"Invited? By you?"

"No. Since we became a couple, I couldn't invite you. In fact..." Her eyes moved away from mine and she blushed. "I've been opposing your invitation for a couple of years. I wasn't sure I could have handled seeing you there in such a context... That was before you became my boyfriend, of course." She still hadn't looked back into my eyes. 

"If you didn't invite me, who did?"

"Violet, Charlotte and Indiana even though she was away," she replied simply. 

"So that means that they would be willing to have sex..." I didn't finish my sentence, unsure if I wanted a direct answer. "Felicia," I said firmly. "Look at me." She did. "Why did you resist my invitation?"

"Well, if you must know, my feelings for you didn't start just when I forced you to drink from my lactating breasts!"

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
(A Feminine Explosion, #3)

A Feminine
Explosion 3 - The
Secret Society

The Whisperer





