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ONE


„Have you read the newspaper?“, Paul asked Will... „No, not yet... Why?“ „... Here... Read the „Petit Parisien“...“, Paul said, giving the newspaper to Will... On the front page, in large prints, it said: „TOTAL VICTORY OF JAPAN OVER PEARL HARBOUR“ Under that title, the „Petit Parisien“ had reproduced the French translation of a text from the White House, detailing the attack on the Hawaiian islands... A list of the sunk ships had also been reproduced, and Will began to read it. He read that the battleships USS Arizona and USS Oklahoma had been sunk, that the battleships USS West Virginia, USS California and USS Nevada had been sunk or very seriously damaged. The USS Pennsylvania was safe... Other ships had also been sunk, such as the destroyer Cassin and the destroyer Downes... The „Petit Parisien“ also said two hundred planes had been destroyed, and more than one hundred fifty had been badly damaged... Will read the article to the end, then looked at Paul and said: „But my poor, Paul: It's not a victory.... it's a total defeat for the Japanese... They are probably crying their last tears in Tokyo by now...“ „Huh? ... Are you crazy, or what?“, Paul answered, looking at Will... „...Look at the list of the sunk ships over here... look...“ „Yeah?“ „...All you see on that list are battleships, destroyers... and so on, right?“ „...Yes...“ „Do you see the name of one single aircraft carrier on that list?“ „...No. So what?“ „Well, aircraft carriers are certainly what the Japanese were looking for at Pearl Harbor, not battleships...“ – „But battleships are so big and so powerful...“, Paul answered... „Yeah... and so were the dinosaurs... Battleships are a thing of the past! They have been replaced by aircraft carriers...“ „... What the hell are you talking about?“, Paul asked... „Look Paul, you remember last May, when the Bismark sank?“ „Yes...“ „...As you know, the Bismark was our finest battleship... She was the world's most feared warship... and she was known as the „terror of the sea“..., huh?“ „I do remember...“ „Well, last May, she sank the Hood, Britain's finest Battleship, then crippled the battleship „Prince of Wales“... but later, she was attacked by a very small plane, a single plane, from the British aircraft carrier „Ark Royal“... A torpedo from that small plane hit its rudder and disabled the steering... As the Bismark was no longer able to maneuver, she was attacked by other British ships, and she bravely fought until her guns fell silent, her last munition spent. Then, our guys sunk her, as she was in danger of falling into enemy's hands...“ „Yeah?“ „...So, you see: A very small airplane from an aircraft carrier was capable of disabling the world's most feared warship... Now, if I were the Japanese, I would very much like to know where the American aircraft carriers are.... Right now, they could be sailing to Tokyo, and Tokyo could soon be bombed from hundreds of planes from those carriers...“ „...I wonder if the Japanese thought about that?“ „Oh sure! That's why I say it must have been a big, big disappointment to them when they didn't see aircraft carriers at Pearl Harbor when they bombed that naval base...“ „What do you think is going to happen now?“ „...In my view, the Japanese have made a big mistake: It's a giant they have awaken... Thank God, the Americans haven't declared war to Germany...“


But that was going to change... since on December 11, 1941, Hitler declared war to the United-States... „...He's CRAZY!!! Totally insane...“, Will shouted out, when he heard the news... „...Calm down Will... Please! Calm down...“, Paul said to him... „Sure! Those clowns in Berlin are mad as hell, and you ask me to calm down? Hitler must be crazy! To declare war on the United-States, I mean...“ „... What can you do? Please, Will: Sit down!“ „(...) I can't believe it! No, I can't! Not only are we at war with England and Russia... but now, we'll have the Americans on our back...“ „(...) And I have another bad news...“, Paul said, looking down at the carpet... „What else?“, Will answered. „(...) Well... Two weeks ago, I sent a long letter to my parents in New York... telling them everything about the two of us... you know... I was expecting a reply from them... But since Hitler declared war to the United-States, my direct phone line to New York has been cut... and I've been told it was no longer possible to send or receive letters from the United-States...“ „Huh? (...) But France is not at war with America...“, Will answered... „...I know that... But who do you think has control over the phone lines and the postal services around here, huh?“ „(...)“ „Yeah! ... That means I can't talk to my Dad and my family anymore... And I don't see how I could receive a reply from them, thanks to the Führer...“, Paul answered, with a very sad face... „... I'm so sorry Paul... Really...“ „I know Will... I know you are. All of this happens at the worst of times...“ A few days later, they made a big Christmas tree at Paul's mansion, just like the year before... and although they tried, they didn't have much fun decorating it... „... Are we going to Berlin for Christmas? My Mum and Dad are expecting us...“, Will asked Paul... „...Sure! Let's go... And I'm sure Ludwig is expecting us, too...“, Paul answered, laughing... Then, looking at Lutz and Franz, Paul asked them: „Are you coming, guys?“ „... I can't“, Franz answered... I'm working...“ „...And I won't leave him...“ Lutz added... „Oh yes, you are... you're going to Berlin, I'm telling you!“, Franz said to Lutz... Lutz took Franz's hands into his, and, looking straight into his lover's deep blue eyes, he said: „...Look Franz: I'm staying here with you... I won't leave you all alone... and there's nothing you can say to change my mind! I love you Franz, and that's it!“ „But... I want you to go... to see your family...“, Franz answered, with tears in his eyes... „...I know... But I'm not going. Period.“, Lutz answered. Franz turned to Paul, and told him: „Say something... I want him to go to Berlin...“ „... I think I understand how he feels... and if I were in his shoes, I would make the same decision... I would never leave Will alone...“, Paul answered... „...And neither would I...“, Will added... „See... and don't worry Franz... I'll see my family later...“, Lutz answered, giving Franz a light kiss on his lips...


Two days before Will and Paul were about to leave for Berlin, Franz came to see Paul... „(...) We received a long message at the embassy from New York... Since it was coded, I had to decipher it... (...) It's from your mother... Please Paul, sit down...“ Franz said to his friend, as he was giving the message to him... Paul sat, then took the long message, and started to read it... Franz kept silent and sat beside his friend... As Paul read the message, he turned white, and tears came to his eyes... When he had finish reading the message, he slowly put it down on the coffee table in front of him and stared at the oil painting of his parents over the large fireplace... Franz looked at Paul and took his hands into his... „(...) I'm so sorry, Paul...“ Paul turned to look at Franz. His eyes were full of tears. But he was silent... „(...) What can I say, Paul... what can I say?“, Franz said... „Nothing“, Paul answered... „I just can't believe she wrote that...“ „...(...) I know...“ After a long moment of silence, Paul looked at Franz and said: „...Now... not a word to Will about that message... Promise me! It's almost Christmas, and I don't want this message to ruin his fun!“ „But...“ „Not a word! Promise me...“ „I swear...“, Franz answered. „Thanks. I'll tell him later... after Christmas...“, Paul answered. After Franz had left, Paul went to his bedroom, and cried all the tears he had... Thank God he was alone, and thank God Will was at work... He cried for a long time, then fell asleep...


When Will got back from work that night, he found Paul on his bed, still sleeping... He sat on the bed, gave his lover a kiss... When Paul woke up, he looked at will, and smiled... „How come you're sleeping at this time of day...“, Will asked, smiling at his lover... „Oh... I wonder if I haven't caught a cold... It's nothing, really... I already feel better...“, Paul answered, smiling... „We won't go to Berlin if you're not feeling well...“, Will said... „That's out of the question! A good night's rest, and everything will be alright, I tell you!“, Paul answered, with a grin on his face... „...We'll see about that...“, Will said... „Come on: Let's go downstairs, and have supper... I'm feeling better, I swear to you...“ Paul put a big smile on his face, and nothing was said about the message he had received from New York... Two days later, Will and Paul flew to Berlin, where Will's father as well as Ludwig were waiting for them at Tempelhof Airport... „I'm so glad to see you, both...“, Ludwig said, as he hugged them... „And so do I...“, Will's Dad said, as he hugged them too... „Let's go home...“, he added... On Christmas Eve, they had a big party, and Lutz's parents were there, too... Lutz had explained to them he couldn't make it to Berlin this time, since he had to work on some important papers in Paris... They sang Christmas carols, and had a lot of fun... At least, Paul was acting as if he was having lots of fun... but in fact, his heart was bleeding... „... At least, this year, you didn't have to go to a Christmas party at the New Chancellery...“, Will's Mum said, laughing... „Thank God! I guess they are too busy with the war in Russia to throw a party! (...) But do you know what? Last year, a few weeks after that party, the German embassy in Paris sent me a framed picture of me with the Führer... shaking hands...“, Paul said, laughing... „... What did you do with that picture?“, Will's father asked... „...Oh, it's in my study, locked in a drawer... Do you believe me, if I tell you I'm not running around, showing that picture?“, Paul answered, laughing... „...I can understand...“, Lutz's Mum said, laughing her heart out... „Yeah! So, as I said... with the war in Russia... There was no party this year...“, Paul said... „...I saw my brother the other day...“, Will's Dad started to say... „The Field Marshal?“, Lutz's Dad asked... „Yes...“, Will's Dad answered. „He had a heart attack last month, and when he strongly opposed continuing the advance into the Soviet Union because it's winter now, Hitler refused to call a halt. Since his views were rejected, he asked to be replaced... and the Führer granted his request...“ „Did he say how things are going on, on the front...“, Will asked... „...He said our soldiers are freezing to death, right in front of Moscow...“ „Thank God, Hans is not there... According to his last letter, they took Rostov at the end of last month... He said it's not so bad over there...“, Lutz's father said... „... I wonder if this madness will stop one day...“, Lutz's mother said, with tears in her eyes... „Oh it will, Madam... It's just we don't know when...“, Will answered... The day after Christmas, as Ludwig was out with a few friends, Will and Paul showed Will's parents the military deferment papers they had received from the Wehrmacht... „...Thank God!“, Will's mother said... „How can we thank you, Paul!“ – „...We want Ludwig to come to Paris in June, at the end of school...“, Will said... „...It's not easy for us to let him go, you know...“, Will's Dad said... „...I know, Dad! But he'll be with us... and I swear to you, I will take good care of him! I just want to see him out of the Reich...“, Will answered with tears in his eyes... „And I wish you wouldn't stay in Berlin...“ „...Where would we go?“, his Dad asked... „We're perfectly safe here... but we want to keep Ludwig away from the army for as long as we can... So, your mother and I have talked a lot about that, and we've decided Ludwig will go with you... as long as you two swear you'll take good care of him...“ „...Herr von Rundstedt... I love Will more than anything in the world... and I love Ludwig as much as I love my own brother! So, today, I solemnly swear to you... and to you too, Mrs. von Rundstedt... That I'll do all I can... and that I'll use all the means at my disposal to protect your two sons! And I swear to you I'll take good care of them...“, Paul said, with tears in his eyes... „We know you will, Paul! We know you will, son... and we love you... We love you more than you can think...“, Will's Mum answered... „You don't know how much that means to me, hearing you say that...“, Paul said, crying... „And I swear to you, Mum and Dad, that I will take good care of my baby-brother... I swear!“, Will added... „...Oh, we know you will, Will... that's why your mother and I have decided Ludwig will go with you...“, his Dad answered, hugging his son...


Of course, when Ludwig got back, he was totally ecstatic about the fact he was going back to Paris nest summer, to stay there, with Will and Paul... „Yeah bro...“, Will said, grinning... „But don't forget: I'll be the one who will check your school's results... and let me tell you, mister: They better be food, cause if not, it's going to be hell for you, I swear!“ „And you're going to have to obey to what Will and Paul say to you... Otherwise, you'll be back to Berlin before you know it! Is that clear, son? Is that clear?“, Will's Dad said... „Yes Dad! I hear you loud and clear...“, Ludwig answered... „I swear to you and to Mum I will obey them... I swear...“ – „Fine!“, Will's Mum answered, smiling... As Will and Paul were about to leave for Tempelhof, Will's Mum took Paul apart, and she said to him: „...Here, son... Take this letter... Should something happen to us, I want you to give it to Will. Can I count on you?“, she asked, with tears in her eyes... Paul looked at her, and answered: „...Nothing will happen to you...“ „Maybe... but swear to me that, should something happen... you will give that letter to Will...“ Paul took the letter and, looking Will's Mum straight in the eyes: „You know, Madam, I love you... so count on me... I will give it to him, should something happen to you...“ – „I love you too, Paul... And I trust you...“, she answered, before kissing him on both cheeks... „Now go, son...“ Will and Paul flew back to Paris, and one night, after supper, Paul looked at Will and said: „... Before we left for Berlin, I got a message... from my mother... It came through the Swiss embassy...“ – „Oh... But why didn't you tell me...“ „(...) I couldn't...“, Paul answered... „(...)“ „But why?“ „Wait for me...“ Paul walked over to his study, took the message... and walked back to the drawing-room, then sat beside Will... „Here: Read it. You will understand!“ Will took the message, and started reading it... After he had read it, he looked at Paul, his eyes full of tears... „(...) I... I can't believe...“, Will started to say...


„... I can't believe your mother wrote you a letter like that...“, Will said, stunned... The letter said they had received Paul's letter, in which he was explaining to his parents he was gay and in love with Will, a German officer but not a Nazi... In her reply, his mother said she was devastated; that, as a devout Catholic, she could no longer recognize him as her son; that he was living in sins; that he was depraved... She went on, saying homosexuality was condemned by the Bible and by the Pope, and that she was ashamed to have given birth to a pervert! She further wrote that he was a traitor, not only to his religion, but to France as well, being „in love“ with a German officer... Last, she wrote that, not only was she breaking all relations with her son, but that she had forbidden Paul's sister and brother to come into contact with him! Period! Will read the letter for a second time... Obviously, Paul's Mum had carefully chosen each word as to hurt her son in what he loved the most: His country, his love for Will and his ties to his family... Will raised his eyes and looked at Paul, who was silently crying... „... I... I don't know what to say, Paul... all I know is that I love you... and whatever she says, I know we're not depraved, nor are we perverts...“ „... She's my mother, Will! My own mother, for God's sake!“ – „(...)“ „... I don't know, Will... I don't know what to think, really: I don't.“


For the first time, it struck Will that they were right in the middle of a big crisis... He suddenly realized his happiness was seriously threatened, and there was absolutely nothing he could do to chase the clouds away: The storm was right there, right over their heads... and he didn't know how to navigate through it... After a long moment of silence, Will said: „...Do you want me to leave? (...) I could move to an army camp...“ „...Not over my dead body! You're not going anywhere...“, Paul shouted out, with tears in his eyes... Will remained silent. Tears were running down his cheeks. He was totally lost! After another long moment of silence, Paul said: „... May I ask you something, Will?“ „Huh?“ „... Would you mind if I'd took a few days, and go to Bagatelle... alone... you know... to sort things out a bit?“ Hearing that, Will started to cry like a baby! He felt he was losing Paul... He felt helpless... All he knew was he couldn't live without Paul! Now, Paul was about to leave... „...Hey! Don't get me wrong...“, Paul said, seeing Will was desperate... „ ...Just a few days: That's all I ask!“ – „... But... I don't want you to leave...“, Will said, sobbing like a child... „... I must go, Will! I need some time all by myself...“ „... I love you, Paul! That's all I can say! I love you!!!“ „So do I...“, Paul answered, with a very sad smile on his face...


The morning after, Paul was gone... Will told Lutz and Franz about the message from New York... and the fact that Paul had left. He felt sick, and had difficulty breathing... „Did you know about that message?“, Lutz asked Franz... „Yes. We received it at the embassy, and since it was coded, I had to decipher it...“, Franz sadly answered. „And you didn't tell me about it?“, Lutz asked... „I'm sorry Lutz... It was private, and I was under strict orders to give it to Paul, and to no one else, and to keep my mouth shut!“ „(...)“ „Now, he's all alone at Bagatelle... and I don't even know when I'll see him again...“, Will sadly said... „Don't worry Will: Paul is a strong guy... He's stronger than any of us here... and I know he loves you... Give him time...“, Lutz said, giving Will a big hug... „Lutz is right, Will!“, Franz added... „Paul is my best friend, and he never failed me... I know he will be back to you, cause he loves you!“ „...Sure!“, Lutz said... „But this mother of his is a real bitch, if you want to know what I think! She doesn't deserve to have a son like Paul! I hope she will rot in hell one day!“ „...Oh, I'm sure she will“, Franz said... „And she will be in good company there, since her Pope will be rotting there, along with her!“ „...I'm not a Catholic... so I don't give a damn about that Pope...“, Will said, grinning.... „...At least, it makes you smile, thinking he will be rotting in hell...“, Lutz answered, laughing... „Yeah!“, Will replied, laughing... „It's good to see you laugh...“, Franz said. „And like the British like to say: If you're going through a storm, pull your hat over your eyes, and charge into it...“ „They have been doing that pretty well, for the last two years, haven't they?“, Will said... „Yup! And they are still there, fighting against all odds...“, Franz answered, grinning... „I'll do that!“, Will said. „Anyway, what else can I do?“


At Bagatelle, a few days later: „Monsieur de Brion“, the governess said to Paul... „Monsieur le Curé est arrivé...“ „Oh yes... Thanks! Please, show him in...“, Paul answered. „Ah monsieur Paul: Comment allez-vous? Heureux de vous revoir... et merci pour l'invitation à souper...“, the Vicar said, with a big smile on his face „My pleasure...“, Paul said... „Please, do sit down... May I offer you an aperitif?“ „Oh, ... would you still have some of the Grand Marnier your grandmother used to have?“, the Vicar asked, with a crooked smile on his face... Paul burst out laughing, and said: „...But of course, Father! I just didn't think a man of the cloth like you would be drinking Grand Marnier...“ – „Oh? But why not? It's not because I'm a priest that it means I'm not living in the same world as you...“ „...Yes... I suppose so...“ A bit later, and as they were savoring their aperitif, Paul said: „...Father... I have something here... that I would like you to read...“ „But of course... What is it?“ „It's a letter I've recently received from my mother in New York!“ „Oh?“ „... Please: Read it!“ As the Vicar was reading the letter, Paul kept staring at him, to see any sign on his face... any trace of... disgust! He didn't see anything like that on the Vicar's face, to his relief... Then, the Vicar gave back the letter to Paul and, looking at him straight in the eyes, he said: „...Those are very harsh words! I'll have to pray for your mother...“ „...And what about me? Am I going to eternally rot in hell?“ „...What about that German officer she's speaking about?“ „...It's true, Father! He's German! But he's not a Nazi... Not at all! He hates Hitler as much as I do... And I'm not a traitor, just because I love someone who happens to be German! All Germans are not Nazis, and all Germans are not bad... just a few of them... And Will is not one of those! He's a fine man! And I love my country: I would give my life to save it, I swear to God!“ The Vicar smiled, and said: „...Now... calm down, son... I believe you! And you're quite right: All Germans are not bad... And no... you will not rot in hell because of your homosexuality...“ „... But the Bible says so... and so does the Pope!“ The Vicar raised his eyes, and looked at Paul straight in the eyes, then asked him: „Have you ever read the Bible?“ „...No!“ „You should!“, the Vicar answered, grinning... „(...)“ „You see, son, contrary to what most people believe, the Bible is not „ONE“ book... it contains seventy-two different books... Fortyfive of these books are called the „Old Testament“, while twenty-seven of them constitute what we call the „New Testament... Now, the term „Old Testament“ refers to all versions and translations of the Old Hebrew Bible... Who wrote what? and When? And who translated what, and when? We don't know... And when you, or your mother, say homosexuality is condemned by the Bible, you're wrong! It's condemned in ONE passage of ONE of these seventy-two old books... As I said, these books were written long before the birth of Jesus... and if you read them... or at least most of them... you'll be disgusted! They speak about war... about so many battles, I've lost count of them! Blood is flowing like rivers... people are slaughtered... It's one massacre after another... And according to these books, it's perfectly normal for a man to have as many wives as he wants... and he can repudiate them, if he wants to... No problem! He can sell them... he can kill them or have them pelt with stones... OH! And slavery is perfectly normal... And indeed, all of those who, until recently, were in favor of slavery, used to quote the Old Testament to make their point! Now, do you think slavery is okay?“ „...Of course not!“, Paul answered... „...See? (...) We have to be very, very careful when we read these old books... I read them... I even spent years, studying them, and I tell you: I'm staying as far away from them as I can! And I would never, ever quote them to make a point! And most certainly, I didn't become a priest, because of the Old Testament! „Oh?“ „If you really want to read something useful, read the New Testament... Read what Jesus said and preached... The only thing he talked about was LOVE! He never condemned anyone... And in fact, when a crowd wanted to lapidate a poor woman, because she had committed adultery, he stopped them from doing so. He simply looked at the crowd and said: „He who has never sinned, may cast the first stone...“ And of course, they all left... But by doing what he did, Jesus went against what is written in the Old Testament, since that form of punishment is clearly authorized by the old books... No! I tell you, son: I became a priest because of what Jesus taught us: Love! And Jesus doesn't condemn you for what you are... He loves you! He created you the way you are! How could he hate you? And if some people say it isn't so, let them say whatever they want: They are bigots! And remember son: Never argue with bigots... they are not worth it...“ „Nevertheless, the Pope condemns me...“ – „No! He condemns homosexuality... not you!“ – „What's the difference? I mean...“ „Oh, but there is a big difference, son! The Pope also condemns... say... gluttony... but that doesn't mean you'll be excommunicated, just because you ate too much...“ the Vicar said, laughing... „Of course, son... I'm a member to the Church, and I won't speak against Rome! But remember: Years ago, Rome condemned Galileo, because he had said Earth was round... (...) You're laughing, now?“ „Well... I mean...“ „Yes, But I'm telling you: At the time, Galileo wasn't laughing...“ – „No, I can imagine...“, Paul answered, grinning... „So, you see... The church is not perfect, because we, human beings, are not perfect... we are only perfectible... So, when you go to sleep tonight, don't worry about hell! Only Hitler will go there... and I'm not even sure of that, for God is so merciful! (...) Now, I don't know about you... but I'm starving...“, the Vicar said, laughing... Paul burst out laughing and, together, they walked over to the dining-room, where they ate plenty... „...Some wine, Father?“, Paul asked the Vicar... „...I thought you'd never ask!“, the vicar answered, laughing... That night, after the Vicar had left, Paul gave Will a call, to let him know everything was fine... „...I'm so glad to hear your voice, Paul... I love you so much! When are you coming back?“ „...I don't know yet... In a day or two, maybe...I have a few things to do here, before I leave...“ „You should come back as soon as possible... Franz has another message for you... It's from your father!“ – „Shit!“ „No, no... Although he refused to tell me what it was, Franz said you would like it...“ „... Do you have that message with you?“ „No. Franz kept it. He said he's under strict orders not to give it to anyone else but you...“ Paul grinned, thinking that Franz was indeed a very good friend... Then he said: „I'll be back tomorrow... and Will?“ „Yes?“ „I love you...“ „I love you, too... so much!“ „See you tomorrow... Night Will!“ „Night Paul!“


The day after, when Paul got back home, Will was waiting for him... When Paul opened the door, Will took him into his arms, and the two lovers started crying, then kissing... „...I've missed you so much...“, Will said... „I've missed you, too... but I had to go, do you understand?“ „...As long as you're back, I'm not asking myself that kind of questions...“ Will answered, smiling... Then, Paul told him everything about the discussion he had had with the Vicar... „...He's a wise man!“, Will said... „He's wrong about one thing, though...“ „What?“ „...Hitler will rot in hell!“ They burst out laughing and, after a while, Paul said to Will: „...Let's give Franz a call: I want to read my father's message...“ Later that night, Franz came with the message and, as he was about to leave, Paul told him: „Where the hell do you think you're going like that?“ „...I wanted to leave you two alone...“ „Sit right there, mister! You're my friend... I want you here with us... We have nothing to hide from you...“ Franz sat, then waited for Paul to read the long message from his father. Will was sitting right next to Paul, but he was not trying to read the message over Paul's shoulder. He was just nervously hoping for the best! As Will and Franz were watching Paul, they saw tears in his eyes... Then, Paul raised his head and gave the long message to Will: „Here... read it!“, was all he could say... Will took the message and started reading it... Paul's father was explaining he had just learned about his wife's message to Paul. He had not known about it, much less read it... He said he loved his wife dearly, but that he also loved Paul... his dear son! For the first time in his life, he had to disagree with her on something important: He didn't share her views, and it was with a broken heart he had learned what she had said to Paul... „Mon fils, je ne te juge pas! Tu es mon fils, et tu le resteras toujours. Quelque soient tes choix, je serai toujours avec toi! Et je suis fière de porter ton nom! Je t'aime, mon fils... Et je serai toujours là pour toi! Toujours!“ At the end of his letter, Paul's father was asking him to forgive his mother... „That's a beautiful letter... beautiful...“, Will said, with tears in his eyes... „I love him so much! (...) I needed that message...“, Paul answered... „...I guess he's expecting a reply...“, Franz said... „Yes! I'll write it right now, so you can send it to him as soon as possible...


„Cher père: J'ai bien reçu ton message: Merci! Du fond de mon coeur... Je t'aime également... Pour ce qui est de mère, et puisque tu me le demandes, je lui pardonne... mais je ne puis pas oublier... Je le regrette, mais c'est ainsi! De ton fils qui t'aime...“


Paul gave his reply to Will, who read it. He didn't say anything. He just nodded, to let Paul know he agreed with it... Then, Will gave the message to Franz... Franz looked at it, then said: „I understand. It will be sent first thing, tomorrow morning...“ „Thanks Franz! You're a pal!“, Paul answered... That night, after Franz had left, Will didn't know what to do... He wanted so much to make love to Paul... But he was afraid to make the first move... Paul sensed it, and said to him: „Come here, you fool! You belong to me, and no one will ever take you away from me!“


Within moments, their clothes were off... Paul ran his hands all over Will's beautifully defined and hairless body... and their mouth joined, their cocks rigid, hard pressed against each other's stomachs... Paul squeezed Will's heavily laden balls, then his throbbing dick... Will sighed, then he pushed Paul to his knees: „Oh please... suck my cock, Paul... I need it so much...“ Will held back of Paul's head, while he was giving his lover the best blowjob of his life... Will was gripping Paul's hair, forcing his dick further inside his lover's mouth. As Paul mouth fucked him, Will looked down on Paul's beautiful face working on him, and said: „Ohhhhh... it feels so good... I love you so much Paul... so much!“ – „Un-huh!“, Paul answered... Will pulled Paul up and cupped his face in his hands. He opened his mouth, and his tongue wandered out at him. Paul did the same, and their tongues met outside their mouths, and it was incredible! They were sucking on each other's tongues and kissed passionately. They were enjoying the closeness of their hot bodies... Then Will decided he wanted Paul to ride him, and so he stopped kissing his lover and laid down on the bed... „Come on, my love: Why don't you sit on me?“, Will asked... „Yeah!“, Paul answered, giving his lover a very sexy smile... He went to Will, and laid down over his beautiful lover... He kissed him tenderly, then started nibbling on his ear... „I love you, Will...“ Paul rose and then, straddling Will, he pushed down his butt against Will's crotch. He started making grinding movements, and Will's dick responded quickly, oozing so much and growing harder as Paul rubbed his butt against it... „Shit, you're good... I swear: You're the best“, Will said, grinning... „Just wait...“ Paul's hands found their way up Will's chest, and over his hard stomach... „You're so perfect, Will... I love your body...“ „...And I'm all yours...“ Paul's hands slowly made their way down on Will's hairless stomach... Finally, he felt Will's hard dick in his hands... Paul moved his body down a bit and sat over Will's legs. He leaned on his lover's crotch, and guided his oozing dick to his lips... First, he just kissed it... But after a while, he couldn't resist anymore, and he took it in his mouth... „Ahhhhhhh....“, Was all Will could say... Will's hard dick filled Paul's warm and velvety mouth, and he played around with it with his tongue... After a while doing that, Paul sensed it wouldn't take long for Will to cum, so he pulled back, looked up at Will, then said: „Are you ready to go to heaven?“, he asked his lover... „...With you... I'm ready to go anywhere...“, Will answered, grinning... Paul sat over Will's very well lubed dick... As he lowered his butt down, Will's hard cock parted his buttocks, and slowly entered him... „Ohhhhh... That feels so good“, Paul shouted out, as he felt Will's mushroom cap enter his ass ring.... In one swift movement, Paul impaled himself completely on Will's hard shaft, and he moaned, when he felt the mushroom cap hard pressed against his prostate... „Oh shit! Oh shit... That's good...“, Paul cried out... Paul swiveled his butt, and loved the feeling of having his bum screwed by Will's oozing dick... „Oh my God...“, Will said... „I'm almost there already... but I don't want to cum yet: Don't move for a minute or two, okay?“ Paul grinned, but stayed still for a while... „...Okay...“, Will said... „You can ride me now...“ Since Paul was sitting over Will with his legs bent, Will was able to thrust up into him, as well as he to drive himself down onto him... The squelching sensation of so much juicy ooze and the sloppy wet noise it made added a complete animal feeling to the whole deliciously hard fuck they were now having... Paul started to move faster and harder, up and down Will's hard cock... It was incredible... Will felt his hard dick racing in and out of Paul's tight arse, and they were both moaning with passion as they fucked. Paul leaned over Will and, before their lips touched, Paul said: „Harder! I want all of you deep inside me...“ Will put his arms around Paul, and they started kissing passionately, as Paul remained still over Will's dick, and Will started fucking him, thrusting his hips forward, then downward... It was not long before they neared cumming. Paul's oozing dick was rubbing against Will's smooth and very wet stomach with each movement... He couldn't keep it any longer and soon, he was cumming all over his lover's stomach... „...Oh shit, Will... I'm cumming... Ohhhhhhh....“ As he felt his dick squeezed by Paul's ass muscle, Will shouted out and started cumming deep inside his lover's tight ass... „Here I cum... Ohhhhh... I'm cumming Paul...“, Will cried out, moments before he drained himself, finally emptying his load into Paul's insides. His body shook with the feeling of complete release and utter pleasure at the act... They went on kissing for a while, then their lips parted, and Paul said: „That was good Will... That was sooooooo good!“ „Yeah!“, Will answered, laughing... „That was just incredible... But now, it's your turn...“ „Huh?“ „... Your turn to fuck me...“, Will answered, grinning... „Oh, you...“, Paul answered, laughing... And fuck his lover, he did! Slowly and lovingly at first, then with all the passion and power of youth... Oh yes... It was a long, a very long night! A night of pure love! And that night, before he went to sleep, Will said to himself: „Yeah! The crisis is over... The storm is over, thank God!“ And he was right! Their love had been stronger than that storm! And it was a good omen, since other storms were in store for them in a not too far future...









TWO


The winter of 1942 was a very cold season, and in April, everybody was very happy to see spring was back once again, with warmer temperatures... „Maudit hiver!“, Paul said to Will, as he was folding some winter clothing... „Yeah!... I guess if we were living in Martinique, we would not need those...“, Will answered, smiling... „...I hope we will one day!“, Paul answered. Early in May, Lutz told Paul and Will he had received a letter from his brother Hans, telling him they were on the offensive again on the Russian front, and that now, they were fighting in the Crimea and would soon be at Sevastopol's doors... „...They said last winter was the coldest winter they had seen in Leningrad since over a hundred years... can you imagine? No fuel, no food... nothing... They must be all starving to death...“, Lutz added... „...This is totally inhuman...“, Paul answered...


A few weeks later, they had a perfect example of how inhuman war can be, when Will came home one night and told Paul: „I guess it's „pay back“ time for us...“ „What do you mean?“ „...Last night, Köln was bombed... and they say it was terrible... the biggest air raid we've ever seen over Germany... I've heard that more than one thousand British planes bombed the city and reduced it to rubbles...“ „Shit! ... Was Berlin bombed?“, Paul asked... „No!“ „Thank God! I'm glad we'll soon be taking Ludwig away from the Reich... Things will only get worst over there...“ „I wish my father would agree to leave Berlin... but he keeps saying he can't leave his clinic and his patients...“, Will said... „Anyway, I don't believe they are in danger in Charlottenburg... it's so residential over there... no industries... no plants... Why would the Allies want to bomb Charlottenburg?“, Paul asked... Will looked at his lover with a sorrow face and answered: „...That never bothered the Luftwaffe, you know... when they bombed British cities: Whole residential areas were erased from the map in London... even though there were no industries over there...“ „...The Allies are not savages, you know...“, Paul replied. „Maybe!“, Will answered, unconvinced.


At the end of June 1942, Paul flew to Berlin and had a few meetings with his German business partners... As usual, he was staying at Will's house and needless to say Ludwig had already packed his luggage... „I'm ready...“, he stated, beaming... „...I can see you are...“, Paul answered, laughing... „Now, behave yourself, young man!“, Will's father said... „I will, Dad... I will...“, Ludwig answered. That day, when they all got to Tempelhof, they were all crying... and as Ludwig kissed his Mum and Dad goodbye, he told them: „I love you so much... Thanks for letting me go...“ – „We love you, son... Take good care...“, they answered. „...And I love you too, Karin“, Ludwig said, looking at his sister... „I'll miss our fights... but I want you to know that I really love you... really...“, Ludwig said to her, hugging her and kissing her on the cheeks... „You won't believe me, Ludwig... but I'm going to miss you too... a lot... I love you bro, I swear...“, she answered, crying... They didn't know it yet, but they were all turning a page in their lives... It was the end of an era, and they didn't know it yet! That was the last time Ludwig saw his parents and his sister alive. Later, he would not regret having taken the time to tell them he loved them!


Minutes later, as Ludwig and Paul were sitting aboard the airplane and were waiting for take off, Ludwig said: „YES! ... Paris, here I come!!!“ Paul burst out laughing, then said: „Yeah... The Rabbit is back!“ „What?“, Ludwig asked... „The „Rabbit“... You're like a rabbit... a real sex maniac...“, Paul answered, laughing... Ludwig burst out laughing, and then he started to rapidly tap the door with his foot, impersonating a hot rabbit... and he said: „Yeah! Here I come... Hold on to your hats, ladies...“ „Oh my God! (...) We better buy a lot of rubbers...“, Paul answered, laughing too... „You bet!“ When they landed at the Bourget Airport, Will, Lutz and Franz were there to meet them... and they all burst out laughing when Paul told them: „I brought the Rabbit back with me: God bless all of us!“


Since they had decided they would spend the summer at Bagatelle, Paul and Ludwig moved over there as soon as they came back from Berlin. It had been agreed that Will would join them there every weekend, and that Lutz and Franz would come as often as they could... Ludwig went back to work at the greenhouse and was more than happy to find out that Marie-Hélčne was still working there... Yup! The Rabbit was back, and it didn't take long before the two of them were... well... you know!!! That summer, Paul had decided to resume his swim training: He had developed a good swimming workout plan to help maintain and even develop his swimming technique and to get fitter, and had convinced Ludwig to train with him, since Ludwig liked to swim... At seven o'clock every morning, he would wake Ludwig up, and soon after, they would be in the lake, for an hour of daily training... Of course, the training was physically exhausting, but as they were getting stronger, they were also getting fitter... and it didn't take long for the results to show on Ludwig's body. At seventeen, he now had a well toned body, with nice pecs and he was rather proud of his rippling stomach... Of course, the swim training was helping a lot, and his shoulders were getting stronger as the training was progressing... „Do you think I have stopped growing?“, Ludwig asked Paul one morning, after their daily training was over... „Oh... At seventeen? Probably not... you're what? 1.85 m... I wouldn't be surprised if you grow another five cm before you stop growing...“ „Hey! That would be cool...“, Ludwig answered, beaming... Paul was smiling, thinking to himself that Ludwig was still very much a kid, but into a man's body... And what a body! With his blond hair and beautiful blue eyes, Ludwig was a typical example of the Aryan race Hitler was so found of, however stupid that notion was... Nevertheless, Ludwig had turned into a very good-looking hunk, Paul thought, and he had no doubt women would soon be chasing after him... He and Will would have to keep a very close eye on that young guy, otherwise he would wreak havoc in Paris... and Marie-Hélène would only be his first victim...


Paul never gave a thought about the fact Ludwig could also wreak havoc among men, too! He should have... That summer, a farmer from around the village had asked Paul's manager if his young son could have a job on the estate, since the family badly needed some extra money... So, one day, the young man came to see the manager, and introduced himself: „Good morning, Sir... I'm François... I think my father told you about me! I'm looking for a job...“ – „Oh yes... I remember...“, the manager answered, smiling... „How old are you?“ – „Sixteen...“ The manager looked at the young man, and was pleased to see he was quite muscular for a guy his age... Obviously, hard work on his father's farm had help him to develop a strong body, and that was what the manager needed on the estate: Strong arms to do some hard work... „...When can you start?“, the manager asked... „Right now...“, the young man answered, beaming... „Fine. You're going to be working at the greenhouse, since we're making extensive repairs on that building. I'm sure the guys over there will be glad if you can give them a hand...“ „Sure can...“, François answered, smiling... The manager and François walked over to the greenhouse, and the manager introduced him to the other guys working there... „Welcome dude!“, Ludwig said to him... „Take a hammer and come with me...“ The manager was glad to see Ludwig and François working together since they were about the same age, and the other guys were all older men. That way, the manager thought, François would not be pushed around by the others... As the days went on, Ludwig and François became good friends, and had a lot of fun, working together... But work at the greenhouse was not easy, and as it was very hot in there, most of the guys were only wearing pants or shorts, sweating like hell while working long hours... François wasn't shy about showing his body though, since for a sixteen-year-old kid, he had quite a well toned body. But what interested him most was to glance at Ludwig's very nice body... and more than once did he feel his dick twitch in his shorts, looking at his friend's strong shoulders and bare rippled stomach! François knew he was gay, but never would he say anything about that, knowing perfectly well he had to hide it: In the countryside where he was living, gays were not accepted, and were seen as sick and devious people... If he wanted to stay alive, he had to act as if he was straight, and he knew he had to act accordingly... And of course, it didn't take long before François learned about the „special relation“ that existed between Ludwig and Marie-Hélène, as Ludwig never missed a chance to tell him about her „hot and tight slut“, and her „big tits“... Each time, François would tell Ludwig how much he was envying him, and how much he was hoping he would soon find a girl like her... One night, Ludwig asked Paul if he could invite François at La Vacherie, so they could go swimming and have some fun... Paul wasn't too keen about the idea of having another person from the village at La Vacherie, since he wanted to keep the place a secret! On the other hand, Paul knew Ludwig was fond of his new friend, and it was only normal for him to be around a guy his age for once, instead of older guys like Will, Lutz and Franz...So Paul reluctantly gave Ludwig permission to invite François at La Vacherie, but under one condition: François would have to swear he would never, ever tell anything about the secret place to anyone. And Paul made sure François understood! Before Ludwig had a chance to talk to François about La Vacherie, Paul walked over to the greenhouse and took François apart. He told him Ludwig wanted to invite him over there, explained everything (or almost...) to him about the place, and made him solemnly swear he would keep the place a secret. François swore he would!


That weekend, Ludwig went to fetch François, and when they arrived at La Vacherie, François was stunned to see Will, Lutz, Franz and Paul, going around the place, stark naked! „...Oh! I forgot to tell you about that...“, Ludwig told his friend, as if it was no big deal, and nobody cared... But for François, it was a big deal! How the hell was he going to hide the sizeable bulge he already had in his pants, just looking at those naked guys all around him! „I'm lost!“, François thought to himself! Minutes later, he was even more stunned when he saw Lutz and Franz, kissing... „...They are gays...“, Ludwig nonchalantly said to him... and he said that as if it was the most normal thing in the world... „And so are Will and Paul: They are lovers!“ „...Are you, too?“, François asked Ludwig, looking at his friend straight in the eyes... „No. I'm not.“, Ludwig answered, grinning... „But it's their business... and I couldn't care less about that. Do you?“ – „No, no... it doesn't bother me at all... I mean...“ „Good!“, Ludwig answered... „Now, let's go inside and get undressed, then, let's go for a swim... What do you think?“ – „Sure“, François answered, not knowing what else to say or do... He followed Ludwig inside the pavilion, and, in no time, Ludwig was stark naked right in front of him, waiting for him to get undressed... „...Ludwig... I don't know if I can... I mean...“ „Are you shy?“, Ludwig asked his friend... „It's not that... I don't know how to explain... I mean...“ „What?“ „...Ah shit! I have a hardon, that's why!“, François answered... Ludwig looked down at his friend's pants and saw that, indeed, his friend had quite a bulge in his pants... „Nah! Who cares... It's not as if we're not used to see hardons around here...“, Ludwig said, laughing... „Come on dude: Get undressed, and let's go for a swim... you'll see... the water will cool you down...“ „...You think?“, a very uneasy François asked... „Sure!“ Reluctantly, François slowly got undressed and when he took his underpants off, Ludwig said: „Hey dude! You really have a hardon...“ François blushed to the roots of his hair and tears came to his eyes when he said: „...I told you so... What am I going to do... I'm so embarrassed... I can't go outside like that... and I suppose you will no longer want to be my friend...“ „What? Just because you have a hardon? Do you think I care? Even if you were going to tell me you're gay, I wouldn't care...“, Ludwig answered, laughing... François didn't answer, but felt relieved to hear Ludwig say that... „...Listen, pal: I have an idea, if you want to get rid of that hardon!“ „Huh?“, François answered... „Follow me into the kitchen: We'll get a bucket full of cold water... you'll put your dick into it, and I'm sure in no time, your dick will shrink...“, Ludwig explained, laughing... „That might work...“, François answered, grinning... And indeed, it worked! „Thanks, pal... I owe you one...“ „Hey, no sweat! I get hardons all the time...“, Ludwig answered, laughing... Maybe, François thought to himself... but you don't get a hardon like me, just looking at nude guys... But François' ordeals were not over: He almost went unconscious when he learned he would have to share a bunk with Ludwig later that night, since all the other beds were already taken... The rest of the day went well though, as François tried his best not to look at the other guys, and as he kept thinking about very bad things, each time he felt his dick was starting to get hard... Later, as all the others were going to bed, Ludwig said to his friend: „...Give me a hand, will you? We'll move our bunk over to the veranda... it's too crowded in there and besides, those clowns over there snore like bears...“ „Sure, no problem...“, François answered, grinning... As they went to bed, François said to his friend: „...Night pal! Sweet dreams...“ „...You, too...“, Ludwig answered. François couldn't believe he was laying there, right next to his nude friend... Obviously, Ludwig was totally oblivious of the fact his friend had fallen in love with him, and was doing his best not to show it... François made sure he was laying as far away as he could from Ludwig, but that was not so easy to do in such a small bunk...


Later during the night, he was awakened by Ludwig's moans... He didn't open his eyes... and started listening... Oh my God! He thought to himself... Is it possible? And of course, he was right: Right next to him, Ludwig was wanking... doing his best not to awake him! But François was already wide awake, and was very much enjoying the situation... „...Taking care of a need?“, François whispered to Ludwig, grinning... „...Didn't know you were awake...“, Ludwig answered, silently laughing... „Sorry if I woke you up, pal... but you know how it is... I had one of those urges...“ „Yeah! I know what you mean, man... I'm hard as a flagpole myself...“ „Hey! You gotta do what you gotta do, man... And I don't care if you want to take care of your urges... just don't cum on me...“, Ludwig answered, grinning... François couldn't believe it: And before he could even give his friend an answer, Ludwig had removed the sheets, revealing his very hard and oozing dick to his friend laying right next to him... „...Might as well make ourselves comfy... and that way, we won't stain the sheets...“, Ludwig whispered, looking at François with a grin on his face... „Wow!“, François whispered... „It's quite a big dick you have there, man... Mine is not so big...“ Ludwig looked down at his friend's hard dick and answered... „...Not as big as mine... but nothing to be ashamed of, dude...“ „...I've never done that before with another guy...“, François said... „Who cares... It's not as if I was jacking you off... or giving you head...“ „Right!“, François answered, thinking he would gladly put his friend's big dick into his mouth, and give him the best blow job of his life... „Hey!“ Ludwig said, looking at François who had started wanking... „Not like that... spit into your hand... it's much better when your dick is slippery...“ François couldn't believe his ears: The most beautiful guy in the world was laying right next to him, wanking, and giving him tips about how to jerk-off... „...Here... give me your hand...“, Ludwig said to François... As François gave Ludwig his hand, Ludwig spat out a big gob of saliva onto it, then said: „...Now: Go for it, pal...“ François was in heaven: He began slowly wanking his dick with Ludwig's saliva... loving it... loving him! „...Better?“, Ludwig asked... „Shit, yeah!“, François answered... „Much better...“ Of course, François did his best not to stare at Ludwig's big dick all the time... but as it was quite dark outside and as Ludwig's eyes were closed... he did give it a few glances... No doubt, he was living the best night of his young life...


Then, he saw Ludwig do something his eyes couldn't believe: His friend put his index finger into his mouth, lubed it well, slightly raised his legs... then started to play around his asshole, with the tip of his finger... „...What are you doing?“, François whispered... „What do you think I'm doing? Don't you play with your hole when you wank?“, Ludwig answered... „...Never done that...“, François answered, stunned... „...You should! Marie-Hélène does that to me all the time... It's fantastic!“ Hearing that, François slightly raised his legs, lubed his index finger, then started to play with his asshole... „...That's it, man... but don't stop wanking... and then, slowly push your finger inside your rosebud...“, Ludwig explained... „What?“ „Come on... do as I say... you'll love it...“, Ludwig answered, grinning... So, François did as Ludwig had said, and he quivered when his fingertip came into contact with his love spot... „Ohhhhh shit!“, he said... „That feels good...“ „Have you found your love spot?“, Ludwig asked, grinning... „Hell! I don't know what I've found... but I love the feeling...“, François answered, moaning... „Keep rubbing it... you'll love the result!“ It didn't take long before the two friends were groaning and moaning... and as their hard dicks were oozing so much, their hands started to bob faster and faster on their hard pricks... „Shit“, François whispered... „That's my best hand-job ever! I swear...“ „Yeah!... Feels good, doesn't it?“, Ludwig answered, grinning... „But keep your voice down, will you?“ „I'm doing my best... but... Oh shit!... I'm going to cum...“ „...Me too...“, Ludwig answered... The two friends orgasmed at the same time, and started to shoot wads after wads of hot young teen cum all over their muscular bodies...


„...Told you, you would love it...“, Ludwig said, as he dipped a finger into his cum, then took it to his mouth, tasting it... „...You eat your cum?“, François asked, stunned... „...Don't you eat yours?“, Ludwig asked... „...Never tried...“ „Try it...“ François did as told, and a bit later, he said: „Yeah! It does taste good...“ „Told you...“, Ludwig answered, grinning... „Do you know many other tricks like that?“, François asked... „Yeah! I've heard about a few others... but... you know... since we're straight, they are not for us...“ – „Oh?“ „Yeah...“, Ludwig answered... François wished he could ask Ludwig all about those other „tricks“... But he refrained from doing so, not wanting his friend to learn he was gay! François was certain Ludwig would never wank with him again, if he knew he was gay... and he wanted so much to repeat the experience again. It was much better to keep his secret all to himself, he decided! As the weekend came to a close and as Will, Lutz and Franz were packing, Will said to François: „Hey dude! Want a lift? On our way, we could drop you off at your home, if you wish...“ „Sure!... Thanks!“, François answered... Later, as Will and Paul were alone, Will said to Paul, talking about François: „He's a nice kid!“ „Yeah! And I'm sure he's gay!“, Paul answered, grinning... Will grinned and answered: „...I was wondering if you had felt it, too...“ „...Not that he's effeminate... quite the contrary... but I can feel it... I can't explain why...“ „Same for me!“, Will said... „Do you think Ludwig knows?“ „...I don't think so... Not the way he's acting... To him, François is just another straight friend, that's all...“ – „Yeah! And I suggest we don't say a word to him about that... If François is gay, as we think... and if he wants to tell Ludwig... it's his business, not ours...“ „Right!“, Paul answered, giving Will a tender kiss... „I'm going to miss you this week...“, Will said... „Oh but you won't be alone all week long... I have to go to Paris on Thursday... so I'll sleep there that night, and Friday night, we could come back here together... I could ask Franz do drive my car back...“ „Good idea...“, Will answered... „But we would leave Ludwig here, all alone?“ „Well, he's seventeen now... and he's working all day long at the greenhouse... I don't think he needs a babysitter for one night, do you?“ „...You're right. A little leeway won't hurt, I guess...“ „I love you!“, Paul answered... „And I you...“, Will replied! That Thursday morning, right after their usual swim training, Paul had a serious talk with Ludwig. He explained to him he had to go to Paris and would not be back before Friday night. Then he said: „...Now Ludwig, I want you to promise me that, while I'm away, you won't bring Marie-Hélène here... I don't want to have her father on my back again, like last year... do you understand?“ „Yes, Paul... I promise I won't, trust me! (...) But would you mind if I ask François to stay with me at La Vacherie, while your gone... He could keep me company...“ „Sure. No problem. But just the two of you, you hear?“ „I swear!“ So Paul left for Paris, confident that Ludwig would be true to his word... and he was! But was it wise to leave Ludwig alone with François? That question never crossed Paul's mind!
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