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​Are you definitely sure this is anonymous? You’re definitely not going to print my picture or use my real name? There’s so much with this situation that could ruin my life if it got out. I’d be shunned by my parents, by my congregation, by my community, everything. I’d be damaged goods and nobody would come anywhere near me. It would literally be as though I had leprosy. So please don’t print anything that could identify me.

But I’m telling you this story because there are other people like me. Like us. I mean she and I. We discovered that we were gay because of the app and it’s been like our very own Revelation, just with fewer horsemen and scarlet beasts. I want other people like us to read this and know there’s hope for them, too.

My mom and dad didn’t even like the idea of my having a cell where I could use the internet but eventually they realised my crappy old phone wouldn’t work anymore and they let me buy a second hand iPhone. Good for maps, and for using the organisation’s app to download bible verses and keep up with my scriptural studies. I found that there was an app that doubled as a secret folder, and when I downloaded Tinder I put it in the folder so they wouldn’t see it. 

I know I’m a lesbian. I’ve always known. Well, I didn’t know there was a word for it until after I’d heard about The L Word and secretly watched the first series when I pretended to be sick one weekend when my parents were away for a big meeting. But it was like everything clicked into place and I understood why some of the girls in the Kingdom Hall gave me flutters in my stomach when the boys just made me cringe. I’m a lesbian. That’s the first time I’ve ever said the words out loud. Only I’m too scared to say them to my mom or my dad. They’re strict Jehovah’s Witnesses. It’s not just about refusing a blood transfusion if you’re dying, or not being allowed to celebrate Christmas or your birthday. It’s about fighting with yourself, trying to force your mind to go a certain way when you naturally want to take another path.

When I saw her on Tinder it was like my heart just stopped. At first I thought that it couldn’t possibly be her, that it must be another girl with short red hair and blue eyes, but when I looked harder at the picture I saw she was stood by her car, an orange Nissan, that I remember her buying because her mom thought it was garish and nearly made her take it back.

I couldn’t swipe right. What if she swiped right on me too? Instead I swiped left and prayed that she wouldn’t see my profile. And I mean, I literally prayed. But at the same time, I wanted to talk to her. I wanted to reach out and tell her I knew exactly what she was thinking, and feeling, battling with something that felt so normal but we were told was evil. So the next time I saw her at the Kingdom Hall, I took her to one side and said I wanted to talk to her. We went to her car. I doubted anyone would think twice about it. We were nineteen. They probably thought we wanted to talk about boys.

When we got in her car I pulled out my cell and I showed her the app and she went white and started to cry. But I gave her a hug and told her that the only way I even knew about it was because I was exactly the same. And so literally within the space of ten minutes she went from being someone I knew in my congregation to being my very best friend. We had a secret we felt we would never be able to tell anyone else. We would message each other late at night, sending each other pictures of girls we thought were cute. We’d compare people in our own congregation, rating them out of ten. We sat together at meetings and giggled and our parents smiled, pleased that we had formed a friendship.

And we are friends. We’re only friends. But we trust each other implicitly and we’re both innocent. We talked about girls but I know we were both wondering if we’d ever feel the way lesbians in movies and TV shows felt. One weekend we asked our parents if we could camp out in her back yard. They were fine with it. What could possibly go wrong when their daughters were staying in a tent in the garden? We chose her yard because her garden was huge and we could pitch the tent way down at the bottom, near the river, about a hundred feet from her house.

That night we ordered pizza and then got into our sleeping bags in our pyjamas on the blow-up bed. And we talked about the same things we always talked about: how we wanted to kiss a girl but we’d never get to try it for fear of being destroyed on judgement day. 

I don’t really know who made the first move but we both knew, deep down, that it was going to happen that night. I just remember her face about ten inches away one second, and then in the next second her face was right next to mine and she was breathing shaky breaths onto my face. She smelled of toothpaste, but of something else, something that was just her. It was the smell that had become so familiar, the scent of her hair, her clothes, her car... just her. As she moved towards me I didn’t move away and instead I tilted my head and I pressed my lips against hers.

We kissed like young, innocent girls. Because that’s what we are. And we pulled away and giggled but then suddenly it wasn’t funny anymore. We kissed more and for the first time I knew what everyone meant when they talked about kisses that make you weak in the knees. Even though I was lying down I felt dizzy and my legs felt like they had turned to jelly. I was terrified that someone would come in and catch us kissing, even though it was 1am and I knew her parents went to sleep at 10pm every night, even on a Saturday. 

We stopped kissing long enough to wriggle out of our sleeping bags, and we unzipped them and laid them over us like a duvet, and we hid under them and kissed some more. I could feel her open her mouth and I poked in my tongue, the way I’d seen people kiss on TV. I pulled it back when I felt her tongue with mine. But she pressed herself into me and placed her lips back on mine, and this time I felt her tongue in my mouth, and I didn’t pull away. Her lips and her tongue were wet, and soon we progressed from small pecks to deep, passionate kisses.

She reached out and touched my breasts with trembling fingers and I extended my hands and did the same to her, and it was another first for both of us, the sensation of another person’s body just for the sheer pleasure of it. It was so real to us, and I was mesmerised by how soft but firm her breasts were, even over the t-shirt she wore. I was beginning to feel a familiar throbbing between my legs. Normally when I felt this throbbing I could quieten it down with my own fingers, in the privacy of my own room, but now this felt different. It felt like sex. And over and over in my head I could hear the words “you are having sex. You are having sex.”

It didn’t flow like it does in the movies. I was too scared to undress her and we shivered under the duvet, stroking each other’s breasts but not knowing what to do next, until her hand found mine and our fingers locked together and we placed them between us, clasped, by our thighs. We lay side by side and tasted each other’s mouths and we wanted to do more but we didn’t know how. So we stopped, and eventually we fell asleep.

It was her hand that woke me up, not that I was sleeping very deeply anyway, as I was so full of adrenalin and excitement I wondered if I’d ever sleep properly again. I pretended to be asleep as I felt her fingers creep down my stomach, underneath the waistband of my shorts, to a place nobody but me had touched since I’d stopped being bathed by my mom as a kid. We both knew I wasn’t really sleeping, and instead I moved onto my back so it was easier for her.

She slid her fingers between my legs and gave a little gasp when she felt how wet I was. She began to rub me slowly, and I heard her breathing heavily, and it felt like she was rubbing me the way she rubbed herself, the way I rubbed myself in the dark, in my own bed. But it felt so much more special, and at the same time so much more dangerous, to have someone else touch me like that. I opened my eyes and stared up at her as she bent down her head and kissed me with her mouth open, with her tongue moving around with mine, while at the same time she moved her fingers around my wet vagina. It was so deliciously erotic that I lifted up my hand and placed it on the back of her head, so that she wouldn’t stop kissing me, wouldn’t stop touching me.

I’ve only orgasmed once, on my own, and I’ve never been able to do it since. I didn’t orgasm with her that night, although I saw the white hot flashes of light between my closed eyes, and I felt the tingle that told me I was close. But I was just too nervous, and eventually I think her hand got tired because she pulled it back out from my pants and rested it on my bare stomach, her fingers damp with the feeling of me. I turned to face her and she lay on her back, and I looked at her and knew that I wanted to do the same to her, but I didn’t know where to start.

I had no idea of the time, or how long I’d managed to nap for, but it was still night, and the garden was silent save for the sound of some animal snuffling in the grass, but there was enough moonlight peeking through the front of the tent for me to be able to see her head on the pillow, her huge blue eyes looking at me with fear and excitement, because we’d now crossed that line of friendship into something else. I stroked her stomach with nondescript patterns before I worked up the courage to poke my hand in her shorts and feel her the way she had felt me moments earlier.

She had short, soft hair between her legs. She felt like she had not yet shaven. I had been shaving for years, thanks to my Greek heritage from my mom’s side, and it felt strange to run my fingers through her pubic hair. I wondered if it was as red as the hair on her head, and then I realized what a strange thing that was to think about. She made little noises as my fingertips inched lower and lower, and then she gave a whimper when I came into contact with her wetness. She was wetter than I was. It made me catch my breath, to feel her desire, and she covered her face with her arm as if she was embarrassed, but I was fascinated, and I went a little deeper, slowly acquainting myself with her. She felt like me, but different, and I closed my eyes and lay on the pillow with my hand still between her legs. As I moved my fingers around her it turned me on so much, like I was touching myself. I could smell her, too, the sweet muskiness of a girl, and it made me want to kiss her. As we kissed I pressed harder against her clit and she moaned into my mouth. I flicked my fingertip on one side, the way I liked to do it to myself, and she shivered and shook with pleasure and smiled. I could have touched her all night, but she too, like me, was unable to push that little bit further into oblivion, so after a while I stopped, and pulled away, and we lay facing each other, the scent of each other on our fingers, and mingling in the air, until we fell asleep.

The next morning, we woke up and packed up the tent. We ate breakfast in



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
‘ Steamy
&7 Confessions i

i
=






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.jpg
SEE IT NOW






d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image004.jpg
L 4
GET YOUR

FREE BOOK






d2d_images/image008.png
Steamy
Confessions

WILD GIRLS PUBLISHING





