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         I was on my back on top of the altar. I wrapped my legs around his body. He was still wearing his collar. I used my hands to push his lips towards my breasts. He was fucking me. I had finally lost my virginity. 

         Now, I want to tell you this story.

          
   

         I knew I wanted him the very first day.

         When my friends decided to join a Lutheran confirmation group, I wasn’t interested. I didn’t see any reason to join them and would much rather spend my summer doing something other than going to classes, which I was very sick of doing. But a few years passed, and I started thinking more and more about the big questions in life – the future and the meaning of everything. I started pondering, questioning and discovering things. It felt like my exhaustion with learning and listening disappeared. For the first time in a long time, I felt like learning things that took time and effort – that were more demanding than a simple internet search. Looking back, I realize this was probably about a desire to discover more about myself, who I was and where I was in life.

         I was caught up in a sort of impulse. I decided to join a confirmation group, after all. But I was too old. I was nineteen and wanted to be confirmed, but this is something you would usually do when you’re in eighth grade. I was sure it was too late. But when I realized, or thought, that there was no chance for me to get confirmed, I became even more determined that this was something I truly wanted to do. I wouldn’t give up that easily. I wouldn’t let a few setbacks hold me back like I had so many times before – when I had acted out of fear rather than courage. No, I would try. Because I was motivated. So, I found a suitable parish in my home town. I knocked on the door to the secretary’s office and asked a woman with thick glasses and her hair in two braids if it was really too late for me to get confirmed.

         “No, dear, of course it isn’t too late,” she said with a maternal voice. 

         The woman told me that I could get confirmed, but that it would be a bit different. I would need to assist the priest and take part in teaching the confirmands. I wouldn’t be a student per se, but I would learn indirectly through helping out with the classes. I told the woman that this sounded like a very good idea and that I was very interested. She told me that she would speak to the priest, whose name I didn’t know yet, and that she would be in touch. 

         Two days later, I got a call about meeting the man who would be my colleague this summer. David Widmark.

         The first time we met was at his office. I felt both calm and confident when I walked into the parish hall. But when I saw him, grasped his hand and met his gaze, it all changed. I was attracted to him. But even more so, I was attracted to the fact that he was forbidden. David was in his thirties. He had long dark-brown, wavy hair, combed to the side. His eyes were light gray, almost silver, and he had a straight nose. He was wearing a light-blue shirt buttoned all the way to the top, with the traditional white collar. A must. His face was smoothly shaved.  He had plump lips and high cheek bones. His pants were a gray-and-white plaid pattern that hugged his long legs. I could tell he was a runner, or at least that he spent a lot of time working out, by the look of his calves.
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