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Preparing to evacuate from an approaching hurricane, Haakon Chitragar stumbles upon the diary of his first love, Michel, who died from AIDS in his arms in November of 1986. Diary in hands, Haakon embarks on a journey back in time, to learn about Michel’s life, his difficult and painful path to accepting his true self, despite pressure from family, church, and society.

Michel – Fallen Angel of Paris is the story of one young man, one of countless victims of a pandemic still claiming lives every day, almost forty years after his death on a park bench in Paris. It’s also a story about the most unlikely of friendships, connections across time and space, acceptance, redemption, and learning to love and to be loved for who you are.

Michel – Fallen Angel of Paris is based on a character from The Fallen Angels of Karnataka. While both stories are intertwined, Michel can be read as a stand-alone novel.

***

“Michel: Fallen Angel of Paris is a masterpiece. Brilliantly written, it tells a riveting, heartfelt story that shows that, in spite of all the crises (present and pre-existing) there is still reason for hope. Michel is an awe-inspiring and memorable read, impossible to put down.”

– Alina Oswald, Arts Editor, A&U Magazine


Note from the Author

Gothenburg, early in 2022

Thank you for picking up this story. I hope you will enjoy reading or listening to it. Be warned that this is not a light-hearted tale. I began writing it at the onset of the COVID-19 pandemic and finished it as the world was entering the latest, Omicron-induced wave. I wonder how many more Greek letters we will need to learn before we finally tire of it and other news takes over the airwaves.

The AIDS pandemic on the other hand has been ongoing since 1981 and is in its fifth decade. It long ago left news cycles and people’s general interest—if it ever held it. While we now have great medications to keep those affected alive, and we have enough knowledge to stop transmission, HIV is still killing almost 800,000 people every year and infecting millions. Ignorance, dogma, and lack of adequate healthcare are the main culprits. The stigma is unbroken, especially in places where the disease rages on. There is still no vaccine, even though the mRNA technology used in two of the most successful COVID-19 vaccines offers the most promise yet. There is hope that we may not see a sixth decade of this pandemic.

I first heard about AIDS in May 1983, from a young American college student I had met in the Caribbean. He wondered if I was “safe” to be with before we engaged in harmless and (unknowingly) safe sex. Later that year, he was raped and infected with HIV. He is the only one I know from back then who was infected and who is still alive. Michel was not so lucky. His death on page sixty-four of The Fallen Angels of Karnataka is my favorite scene of everything I have written, and to this day, I can’t get through it without crying. He never really let go of me, and I’m glad I finally got around to telling you more about his life.

The story of Michel is not “just” about HIV and AIDS. It’s also the story of an entire generation and a very special time for Christopher’s kind. What sort of lives did we lead back then, before the internet, before iPhones? What did we do? What happened to us? We loved, worked, studied, played; we listened to music, watched movies, and yes, we fucked, seeking intimacy in brief physical encounters. Far too often, we would also get hurt by people who knew we couldn’t cry for help, people who knew we would find no sympathy if we did. I sometimes find it hard to believe that I grew up in those days and survived, albeit with my own set of scars.

My twenty-year-old self “knew” I’d never be able to get married (yet we just celebrated our seventeenth wedding anniversary) or have children (I became a parent at the age of forty-five. Late, but not too late!). My generation has lived through a miraculous change in attitude toward the queer community, at least here in the West. How much of that is due to the HIV pandemic, I don’t know. Yet while our new “Western normal” is more inclusive, most of us still live under brutal oppression. For a man to love a man or a woman to love a woman is still punishable by death or imprisonment in many countries in the Middle East and Africa, and in Hungary, Poland, Russia, and countless other countries, queers are scapegoated and painted as villains.

When you read or listen to this book, know that in reality, things were much, much worse for so many of us. Only very few had a Haakon to look after us at the end, someone who loved us unconditionally. Those of us who’ve survived, we all knew a Michel: many of us have loved a Michel, and we all have lost a Michel, time and time again.

Even so, this is a hopeful novel simply because it’s the only thing I am capable of writing. For all the darkness you will find in the coming chapters, rest assured that Her Majesty delivers light, hope, and love, a truly unconventional Happy Ending!

Hans M Hirschi

 

PS: While there is a connection—obviously—to my novel The Fallen Angels of Karnataka (the story that bestowed upon me the honorific of “Queen of Unconventional Happy Endings”), you can enjoy this as a stand-alone story. I have included enough of the backstory for it to make sense. However, I hope you will be enticed enough to give Haakon a shot, too, once you are done here. Bisous!


Present Day –

An Accident and a Hurricane

First the accident, now this!

Looking around the empty house, a sensation of loss and loneliness overcame Haakon, quickly overwhelming his senses. Mahender, his husband, had left for the airport on Tortola after breakfast and was currently on a plane heading north to New York, from where he’d fly on to Bangalore. Haakon would follow him soon enough, along with the kids. But not yet.

Nanju, their CEO, had been severely injured in a traffic accident and hospitalized, and it was imperative one of them returned to Bangalore immediately: the children relied on them and the Center for Fallen Angels. However, Haakon had needed to stay on the island to oversee the evacuation of the children recuperating there. A hurricane was forming off the coast of West Africa a few hundred miles south of Cape Verde, and it was forecast to hit the Caribbean Leeward Islands in a few days, potentially as a major storm with all that entailed.

Despite knowing he would soon join Mahender, Haakon was lonely, unaccustomed to being apart from his partner—in life and work—of twenty-four years. Rose had left the house to return to her place on the northern side of the small, private island, undoubtedly passing through the tiny village they had built, where a good fifty children were currently staying while they recovered from their ordeals back in India, having been kidnapped or sold into either servitude, cheap labor for unscrupulous businessmen selling their wares to global corporations who looked the other way, or—worse—into a life of sexual abuse. Every time Haakon looked into the eyes of one of the kids they had saved and saw their gratitude, their innocent smiles, he was instantly transported back in time and reminded of the two small angels he had failed to save, two souls that still weighed heavily on his conscience. Two boys whose deaths he should have prevented.

Avi and Jay.

The two fallen angels who had named their foundation.

By now, they would have been in their early thirties, and they likely would have had families of their own, children around the age they had been back then when Charles…

Haakon dared not finish the thought. The images still haunted him. Always would. Whenever the ghost of that dreadful day came to visit, filling his mind with the horrific scene he had encountered, Haakon felt particularly alone with his guilt. Not even Mahender could make things better, though he had been there, too, and had seen the horror. It had not been Mahender’s responsibility to prevent the deed from ever happening. That rested on Haakon’s shoulders alone.

Like a caged animal, he paced from room to room, trying to push the image aside. Reaching the section that contained part of their library, a collection of books from Charles’s estate along with some of their personal favorites, he slowed his steps but didn’t enter. Over the past eleven years, the house had become a regular retreat for them, a way to unwind and recharge batteries that were depleted far too soon by the harsh reality of the poverty and lack of respect for human life that was so prevalent across the Indian subcontinent. They were fighting an uphill battle, losing too many kids for each one they saved, unable to be everywhere at once because there were simply too many of them. That was the most frustrating aspect of their foundation’s work.

Still searching for a distraction, Haakon returned to the living room and browsed the bookshelves there, which covered an entire wall, though his thoughts were elsewhere. He traced the spines with his index finger as if the tactile sensation alone could pick the right book to read, to relax and unwind. A flash of bright red amid the muted browns and greens caught his attention, bringing his gaze into focus, and in an instant, Haakon was once again transported back in time, way back to thirty-five years ago and a place far away from India or Mon Bijou: a forest-green, wooden bench in Paris, across the Seine from the Eiffel Tower.

Michel.

Haakon hadn’t seen the notebook in years. How had it ended up on the island? Had he brought it here? He couldn’t remember but assumed it had been in his luggage when he first arrived. He reached for the red, leather-bound diary of his first love, pulled it from the bookshelf, and caressed the cover.

It was one of a handful of items he had rescued from the small studio apartment after Michel had passed away from complications related to AIDS, right there on that green wooden bench across from the Eiffel Tower. Tears welled in Haakon’s eyes as he remembered the particulars of that day—the crisp air, the smells from car exhausts, food, and dog poop, the sounds of cars speeding by and the voices of tourists and locals milling around them despite the time of year. Michel had wanted to enjoy the pale sun, which had barely warmed their faces on that late November day, forever etched into Haakon’s memory—another painful one at that.

After Michel’s death, Haakon had quickly vacated his boyfriend’s place, not by choice. Michel’s parents had been en route to claim their son’s remains and belongings, so Haakon had taken one or two of Michel’s favorite sweaters, still smelling of him, some racy magazines to do away with, and the diary, knowing Michel wouldn’t have wanted it to fall into the wrong hands, especially his parents’, and then he’d left.

Until now, he hadn’t given the diary another thought. He’d read some of it back then and had even re-read the final entries after he had become a part of Michel’s life, but he’d never read it all. It had always felt like an invasion of Michel’s privacy. But that was so long ago and, thirty-five years later, curiosity got the better of him. Diary in hand, he grabbed a glass of water from the kitchen before heading out to the porch, where he sat in his favorite rocking chair, overlooking the beach. At this time of day, the sun stood high above, and the porch was shaded by the trees surrounding their house.

Haakon took a sip of water and gently opened the cover, marveling at the childlike handwriting in blue ink that met him on the first page. French, right, I’d forgotten. This might take some time. My French is quite rusty after all these years.


1964 – 1976

The Diary

It was on his birthday in 1974 that Michel got his cahier, a vibrant red notebook bought so he could keep a journal, and he absolutely loved it. He immediately jotted down memories of his past, of his early childhood, leaving empty pages to fill later. That done, he began to keep a regular diary, immortalizing the daily events that made up his life, picturing himself as an old man looking back over the entries and musing over memories from decades ago.

St. Malo

The first entries in Michel’s diary were endearing, at the hand of the sweet, innocent child full of wonder and questions about the world around him. As Haakon read about the memories of a very young Michel, he was reminded of his own youth. They had been written a few years after the actual events had transpired, presumably shortly after being gifted the notebook.

Michel’s mom, Emmanuelle, had been in excruciating pain while a nurse at the local hospital in St. Malo had held her hand. She had been in labor for a long time, trying to give birth to Michel.

“Now, now, madame, just a few more pushes and you’re done,” the midwife had instructed her as yet another jolt of pain traveled from her pelvis upward, along her spine toward her head. Emmanuelle had screamed. “Pull yourself together, madame, the child is crowning now, push, madame, push!”

The orders were barked, and oddly, the cold-hearted and matter-of-fact handling by the midwife had a soothing effect on Emmanuelle, or so she had told Michel on many occasions. Twenty minutes later, it had all been over, and her firstborn was in her arms, cooing. October 4, 1964 had been a sunny fall day in that beautiful town on the coast of Brittany. Emmanuelle had been so proud of Michel, something she would often talk about as he grew up, not that he understood why.

Maybe it was because he would be the only child she would ever have, as the doctors advised her not to have any more, not after her difficult pregnancy—also something she’d never failed to remind Michel of, particularly after he’d gotten himself into trouble over something. Maybe this guilt-induced memory was the reason Michel had felt the need to write it down?

Being the woman she was, obeying and implicitly trusting Church and State, those two pillars of French society, she had convinced Michel’s dad, Edmond, to get a vasectomy. It was a difficult decision for her, as she knew the Church didn’t condone such things, but just this once, she chose her earthly life and to be there for her child rather than risking him growing up an orphan. Maybe she knew deep within that her husband, as loving as he was, would never be capable of raising Michel on his own, let alone two children were she to die in childbirth after a second painful and complicated pregnancy.

She’d often talk about this, usually to chide Michel or to make Edmond feel miserable about himself—the sacrifice she had made for them, most likely forsaking her heavenly eternity for their short mortal existence. Maybe she knew her husband would be truly lost without her. Emmanuelle St. Jacques had to make a difficult choice, choosing between her duty to God, to bring as many children into the world as he willed, and her obligations as mother and wife, and she vowed it would be the last time she defied the Holy Church. Her guilt was passed on to the next generation.

Michel heard that story often as he grew up, laced with the subliminal message of “it’s all your fault!” even though they both realized that none of them were masters of their fate and that it was God who had put this challenge before them, to overcome. Haakon marveled at the strength of faith protruding from those early pages. It was so unlike the Michel he’d later gotten to know.

The family lived in St. Malo until Michel was six years old and moved to Rennes in the spring of 1970, the year after De Gaulle had left the office of the French presidency. There was precious little in the diary about those early days, except for a few stories about the great general and the war efforts to liberate France from the Germans. Both of Michel’s grandfathers had fought in the Resistance during the war, and Michel’s paternal grandfather had met De Gaulle a few times. The stories must’ve made a great impression on young Michel since he felt the need to write them down.

Entire neighborhoods were built in modern suburbs outside cities as old as human memory, and when the fishing business slumped, and Michel’s dad lost his job on one of the vessels leaving St. Malo every morning, he did what millions of Europeans did in the 1960s and 70s: he left the countryside and moved to a larger city. Rennes, the capital of Brittany and its largest city, became home to the St. Jacques family, and the city where Michel was to grow up.

Michel’s father accepted work in a car factory, working long hours every day while his mom remained a homemaker. She looked after their small two-bedroom flat in one of the brand-new apartment buildings sprouting up all over the country, inspired by Swiss-French architect Le Corbusier. They lived in the outskirts of Rennes, near the factory where Edmond worked.

Life wasn’t easy. Money was tight. Yet the early entries in the diary, written after the fact, comprised only fond memories of Michel’s early childhood. Maybe he didn’t remember the negative aspects, or maybe most of those memories consisted of stories told by others, where the hardships had been carefully edited out, forgotten, or suppressed, the blanks filled in by romantic notions of whoever told the story. There were accounts of visits to grandparents on the coast of Brittany, to St. Malo, a beautiful old city with impressive city walls, where he remembered watching the tide come in or go out, with the huge difference in sea levels at this special spot on the English Channel. Michel had often spent his summers at his grandparents’ apartment inside the walled old city, to give his parents a chance to rest up a bit.

As he got older, in late July, his father would pack them all into their small car, his pride and joy, a bright-red Citroën 2CV, a “Deux Chevaux” as it was called, and they would head south, or west, to explore other parts of the great country that is France. There were sketchy but warm memories of the two weeks together with his parents, the old tent Edmond had strapped to the roof of their car, camping out in different parts of the country, the warm summer air, the scents, the food. Those were, Michel wrote, the happiest days of their time together. Michel’s dad would help his mom with the food and even the dishes afterward, unlike at home, where he would retreat to watch TV after dinner and leave her to do all the household chores. He’d even help her cook their camping meals. It was, he had always said, “your vacation, too, chérie!”

Haakon found it challenging to reconcile these stories of a happy Monsieur St. Jacques with the man he had only met briefly at Michel’s Paris studio about a month before Michel passed away.


1976

Monseigneur Serrault

“Michel, can you stay behind for a moment? I need to talk to you.”

The monseigneur was not to be ignored. Michel had learned that early on during his stint as an altar boy. “Oui, Monseigneur, how may I be of assistance?”

Monseigneur Serrault was the priest at the Roman Catholic church that the St. Jacques family attended every Sunday and where Michel’s mother spent much of her free time. They were gathered in the sacristy after Sunday Mass and had just gotten out of their albs. Michel was looking forward to going home for Sunday lunch when the priest called to talk to him. He watched the other boys leave while he had to stay behind. It was not a pleasant feeling.

“When did you last confess?”

Michel shrugged. He didn’t remember. It was not something he did regularly. In fact, he tried to avoid it altogether. He did not enjoy it. Quite the contrary!

“Your mother asked me to take your confession. She is worried about your immortal soul. Why don’t you come over to the rectory later today? We can do it there, in a more relaxed environment. It would save both of us the task of having to come back here.”

Michel didn’t want to do it, but the monseigneur was a kind man and trying to please both parties. Michel’s mother was deeply religious and very keen on procedure. She believed that attending Mass every day, going to confession regularly, and observing all the rites and rules of the Holy Mother Church were essential for her salvation, and she’d be remiss if she failed her son in achieving salvation as well.

Michel had been an altar boy for a couple of months now, and he didn’t cherish the task. He’d rather spend time with his friends, read a good book, or listen to music in his room. However, since he had to attend Sunday Mass with his parents anyway, he might as well do something rather than sitting quietly in the pews while his overtly religious mother would theatrically go full throttle on every aspect of the liturgy, from dropping to her knees in prayer to loudly repeating the sacred litany after the monseigneur. Their conservative congregation strictly followed the traditional liturgy in Latin. Michel often found the stares from people in the pews around them embarrassing, and he much preferred to be up there by the altar with the monseigneur where he knew people barely noticed him and the other altar boys.

Like most boys his age, Michel had long ago received his First Communion and was on his way to being confirmed. The years between the two rites were spent with Sunday school and scripture reading. While there was no doubt in his mind that Christ was real, that he had lived and died on the cross for the sins of humankind, Michel did not understand why he had to learn about it, what it meant to him and his daily life. He did pray every now and then, primarily when he was in trouble or when he desperately wanted something. His relationship with God was purely transactional, and that was as it should be. He saw no other use for God. Death, salvation, and an eternity in heaven were theoretical concepts to the twelve-year-old.

He felt similarly about the concept of confession. Why would he need to confess anything to a priest? If God really was as almighty as they all claimed, then he would already know every one of his thoughts, and no confession of his would add any essential information. After all, an almighty God could look deep inside his heart at any given time and see past any excuse he might offer to a priest to offset the number of Hail Marys he undoubtedly would be asked to recite. Besides, his life was dull at best, and there wasn’t much to confess. He didn’t steal, he didn’t kill, he had no other gods, he honored his parents, and the idea of coveting his neighbor’s wife was a most disgusting thought to Michel. God knew what was in his heart; that was enough. There was no need to bring a priest into it.

Alas, none of that mattered now. He would have to go to the monseigneur’s home to confess, and when he asked his mom for permission to slip out after lunch, she readily obliged. Her smile was so beatific that it almost inspired Michel. If his mother was so strong in her faith, why couldn’t he at least put in the effort? Who knew, God might just reward him for it. A new cassette tape, perhaps?

When he knocked on the door of Monseigneur Serrault’s house, Marie, his housekeeper, opened it instantly.

“Young man, I was just about to leave. Are you here to meet with the monseigneur? He’s in his study. Walk right in. He’s expecting you.” With that, she let Michel into the rectory and walked out, closing the door behind her.

Inside the priestly home, the corridor was very dimly lit. The hallway itself was clad in dark wooden panels, absorbing whatever light came from the candle-like lamps attached to the left side of the hall. Michel cleaned off his shoes and proceeded deeper into the house. He had been here before, for a first interview before becoming an altar boy, then again, a month or so ago, after he and a couple of other boys had completed their first month of service, to celebrate with the monseigneur. He had been a most gracious host and had Marie serve them cake and real Coca-Cola, something Michel had never tasted before. His parents would usually buy local sodas or syrups rather than the more expensive and exclusive foreign brands. Money was tight in the St. Jacques household.

Michel reached the intended door and knocked.

“Come in!” he heard from the other side. He opened it and walked in. The monseigneur was sitting behind a large wooden desk, surrounded by shelves laden with books, lots of books, many of them worn looking. This library, or study as Marie had called it, was impressive, and it made Michel feel very small.

“Ah, Michel! Come in, have a seat over there, on the couch. I shall be right with you. I just need to finish this letter to His Holiness.” Monseigneur Serrault smiled and gestured toward an old-fashioned couch with an ancient-looking embroidered floral pattern. It was flanked by a couple of armchairs in the same style with menacingly tall backs like thrones. Between the chairs and the couch was a small, oval coffee table that also had seen better days. A small dish with cookies stood in the middle along with a pot, cups, and saucers to serve tea. Michel sat on the couch and had the strange feeling judgment was about to be passed on him.

Monseigneur Serrault came over after a few minutes and sat next to Michel. He was in his late thirties, or so Michel guessed, an old man from the vantage point of a pre-teen youth. He had a pleasant smile, dark, straight hair covering his ears, and his eyes were of a beautiful green color and very vibrant. He looked kind and curious. He had always had the ability to make Michel feel at ease, regardless, and he seemed to understand how boys his age “ticked,” so to speak. It didn’t help today.

“Thank you for coming by so quickly, Michel. I appreciate it. Your mother wanted us to have a chat. She insisted on confession, but I don’t think we have to be so formal, do we? We’ll just have a chat, from man to man, if that is okay with you?”

Michel nodded. Thank God!

“Can I get you some tea? Or would you rather have something else? Marie made a pot before she left. It should still be hot.”

“I’ll have some tea, thank you.” Michel felt it would be impolite to refuse it, especially since he had just escaped confession. Better to not tempt fate. Besides, this was an adult beverage, with the beautiful china and all. They didn’t have that at their house.

The monseigneur poured them each a cup and placed them on small saucers, added a spoon to Michel’s, and placed it in front of him. “Would you like some sugar?”

“Yes, please!” Michel wasn’t at all sure he would even have been able to drink it without sugar. He’d had tea once before and did not care for the bitter taste of it.

The priest added two spoons of sugar to Michel’s cup, but none to his own, which he picked up and sipped. Michel noticed how delicately he held the small cup in one hand and had to smile. He proceeded to stir the sugar into his tea before mimicking the monseigneur, holding the cup in one hand, saucer in the other, while gingerly stretching his pinkie into the air. He felt very chic, very adult.

After the priest had placed his cup back on the table, he turned and placed his hands between his legs as if to hide them. He was wearing black slacks and a black shirt with a white priestly collar. “So, Michel, tell me, is there a reason why you believe your mother would want me to talk to you, to take your confession?”

His eyes were kind, and Michel began to relax a little. At the same time, the question seemed odd, and he didn’t know what to say, so he looked down at the floor and shook his head.

“Is there something bothering you? I know mothers have a sixth sense about these things.”

Michel looked up and met the priest’s gaze. Again, he shook his head.

“Maybe it’s something that you don’t think you can talk about with her? Something very personal? Maybe something about you and your body? Something manly? You are growing up, after all.”

Michel didn’t understand what the priest was referring to, and Monseigneur Serrault understood as much. “Look, Michel, you’re nearly twelve years old now, right?”

He nodded in response, wondering where this was going.

“When we grow up, we don’t just grow taller. I’m sure you’ve noticed that men look very different from boys. So will you before long, and you will become interested in girls because they change, too.” He smiled knowingly, but Michel had no clue what the priest seemed to be hinting at. To Michel, girls had never held any particular appeal beyond that of playmates in school.

“In a year or so, you will begin to develop into a man. Your body will go through a lot of changes. Your mother, as a woman, cannot understand those changes, but she realizes that you have to go through them. Maybe that is why she felt you might be more comfortable talking to me about it? I am, after all, a priest, and I have taken a vow of secrecy. And I am a man. Or could you talk to your father about this?”

Michel shook his head vehemently. He didn’t talk to his father one-to-one. He never had, and most certainly never would about something like this, whatever it was.

Unsure what the priest was talking about, Michel suddenly felt deeply uncomfortable sitting so close to this stranger on a couch, talking about stuff that he didn’t understand. What changes was he alluding to? What was going to happen to his body? It scared him to think about it.

“Don’t worry, Michel. Everything that happens in here, whatever is said, will stay between you, me, and the Almighty Father. Do you understand? No one else will ever know. No one else must know, is that clear?” There was something in the way the monseigneur looked at him that worried Michel. But then he smiled and continued his explanations.

“Allow me to show you. Please, touch my face.” The priest took one of Michel’s wrists and guided his small hand to his face. Michel was unsure if he should resist, pull back. The priest noticed. “You don’t have to be afraid. I just want to show you something. Here, touch it.”

Michel’s hand gently patted the priest’s cheek. It felt rough to the touch. Stubbly. His father’s face felt similar, at least on weekends when he’d only shave after breakfast. He had only touched his father once or twice. His family was not very physical, or emotional, for that matter.

“See, this is a man’s face. As we grow into our adult bodies, we begin to grow a beard, and as we shave it, it makes our faces seem rougher to the touch.” He let go of Michel’s hand, which remained on the priest’s face, and with his own caressed Michel’s cheek. “See, now your face is still that of a child. Soft, so very soft! And so very innocent! Or is it?” He let the question hang in the air a moment before adding, “But your face is not the only place where you change. Please, could you take off your shirt?”

Michel stared at the monseigneur, trying to discern if he actually meant what he said. He’d changed before him in the sacristy before. It wasn’t that big a deal, but why here? Why now? He unbuttoned his shirt and took it off, slowly. It was embarrassing, and he felt the man’s gaze on him. He felt ashamed of his pale body.

He was very surprised when the priest removed his white collar and proceeded to unbutton his black shirt. After a few seconds, the two sat next to each other, half-naked. Michel looked at the priest, and something within him began to stir. His mouth felt very dry, a strange sensation pulsated through his body, and even though the room was cool, he felt hot. He couldn’t take his eyes off the monseigneur’s chest, his naked torso.

As if the priest could read his mind, he said, “You may touch it. This is a man’s chest. It is hairy and hard. Muscular! You will also grow hair on your chest, in time, as your body develops into that of a man. Women, however, their development is very different. They won’t grow hair. Instead, their breasts will grow, and their bodies will be soft to the touch. Men like the soft touch of breasts and a woman’s skin.”

As if pulled by a magic string, Michel’s hand stretched out for the man’s chest. The monseigneur moaned lightly at the touch. “See, this is what it feels like to be a man.” He caressed Michel’s chest in return, sending shivers down Michel’s spine. It was very pleasant, but why was the monseigneur doing this to him? Had he not been a boy himself? Did he not remember what it was like?

“Meanwhile, you still have the beautiful body of a boy. So soft! So soft, and so very beautiful!” Unexpectedly, he leaned forward and placed a kiss on Michel’s chest, barely audibly whispering, “Body of Christ,” before sitting upright again. Michel felt the man’s tongue emerge from his mouth to flick across his left nipple. The sensation rushing through his body made him shiver violently. The monseigneur took that as a sign and leaned in again, gently licking the other nipple before sitting up straight. “Did that feel good?”

Michel nodded, his body shaking.

“But you see, Michel, that is only part of our body. The most important changes happen elsewhere. Here, let me show you. Please, take off your pants.” Michel gave him a puzzled look. “Don’t worry, I will do the same. Here, see?” The priest stood up and quickly dropped his pants, showcasing a pair of white briefs.

Michel began to fiddle with the button and fly of his pants and took them off.

“Your briefs as well.” The monseigneur smiled and took off his underwear. Michel couldn’t believe what he saw. He had never seen another naked man before, not even his father, certainly not like this.

He recognized the penis between the man’s legs, and his dangling, hairy scrotum, but it was so very different from his own. His penis was huge, and it wasn’t hanging. It was bobbing slightly, sticking straight out into the air. Almost imperceptibly, it began to slowly climb upwards, getting bigger and fatter, and it was surrounded by a lot of hair, hair that seemed to grow from the monseigneur’s chest down to his penis, all over his scrotum, and farther down, covering his legs as well. The hair was as black as that on his head, and Michel couldn’t help but stare.

“Touch it! It’s okay. One day soon, you will change, and you may look very much the same.”

He smiled at Michel and guided his hand forward, and as Michel touched the priest’s now erect penis, something strange happened. Michel’s penis began to grow, in a way he had only experienced in the morning sometimes when he woke up.

The monseigneur reached out to caress Michel’s private parts as the boy was caressing his. “Does this feel good to you?”

Michel’s eyes were squarely focused on the priest’s penis, but he nodded, replicating the man’s gentle movements up and down the shaft. There was nothing menacing or judging in his voice, but something else, something he couldn’t quite decipher.

“I had a hunch you might. Now, women, they look quite different down here. They don’t have a penis but a vagina instead, and once you are married, you will place your penis inside the vulva to procreate and please the Lord. Never before! You must be married. Do you understand that?”

Michel nodded even though he had no clue what the man was talking about. His hand was still moving up and down, cupping the priest’s scrotum, mimicking the movements of the monseigneur’s hand on his.

“I think you and I have a lot in common,” the priest said, his voice trembling. “But I think this is enough for one day. I do believe, however, that you should come back soon to continue our conversation and your training. Would you like that, Michel?”

He merely nodded, his hand still firmly attached to the priest’s penis, stroking it. The monseigneur scooted backward on the couch, thus forcing Michel to release his hold before he got up and turned around to get dressed.

Seeing the man naked from behind made Michel swallow hard. His head was spinning and his heart was racing, but he couldn’t understand why. He did, however, long to touch the monseigneur again. The man’s body exuded an undeniable pull on Michel, drawing him closer, daring his hands to reach out and touch his back, his buttocks. But he resisted the urge. Instead, as the monseigneur put his underwear back on, Michel did the same, trying to stay on par with the priest. Within a couple of minutes, they sat on the couch again, sipping tea as if nothing had happened.

“Now, Michel, I need you to promise me something,” The monseigneur said in a grave voice, still holding his tea.

“Of course, Monseigneur,” Michel responded quickly.

“What happened here today is between you and me. And God! This is a discussion between two men. You are not to tell your mother what we talked about, what we did today, what I showed you. She would not understand. Women have their very own place in God’s creation. They do not understand the matters of men, d’accord? In fact, you mustn’t speak to anyone about this. It would only bring shame to you, and embarrassment, and you don’t want that, do you?”

Michel only nodded. Never, ever, would he tell his mother. There was something within him that automatically understood that what had transpired here was not for the eyes and ears of parents, certainly not his mother. Nor his father, for that matter. Not that he ever talked to him about anything. His father mostly grunted at him or ignored him entirely.

“Good! I’m pleased. When would you like to come back to learn more?”

“Tomorrow?” Michel suggested eagerly. “After school? I’m sure my mother wouldn’t mind.”

“Excellent!” The monseigneur smiled benevolently. “I look forward to it, very much so. I’ll make sure we are alone again.”

Discoveries

Michel was confused. Lying in bed that night, unable to fall asleep, his mind lingered on Monseigneur’s study and what had happened on that couch. It had been scary, and he felt a significant amount of guilt, although he did not understand why. He was conflicted. Had he done something wrong? And why had it felt so good?

There was something else, something he couldn’t put his finger on, something that struck him as strange yet invigorating, stimulating, and it kept doing things to his body as he thought back on the encounter. His penis became hard again, and automatically he reached for it, just like the monseigneur had, and began to stroke it.

As he moved his hands along the shaft, images of the priest, his broad chest, his enormous penis, and copious body hair flashed before his eyes. Just as it had earlier in the day, his mouth felt dry, and his heart raced as his entire body began convulsing. What happened next frightened Michel. He had never experienced anything like it and lay rigid under his covers, his hand covered in sticky goo. Scared as he was, he also felt relaxed and satisfied. The feeling that had rushed through his body in the moments before his penis ejected the goo, whatever that was, had been amazing.

Now he was tired, but first, he needed to clean himself up. He found the underwear he had worn that day and dried himself with it to the best of his ability. Goo had also ended up inside his pajama pants, so he changed into a fresh pair and put all the soiled laundry on a pile before climbing back into bed. He fell asleep pondering what it was that had happened, why it felt so good, whether he should ask the monseigneur, and why he felt so conflicted about it all.

He returned to the priest the next day and asked him about the goo. The monseigneur’s answer both surprised and shocked him.

“You must never touch yourself, Michel, never again. It’s a sin. Your semen is sacred, and it is only meant to be put inside your wife after you get married. Do not risk your salvation by masturbating, son.”

They had moved to the priest’s bedroom, where they had gotten undressed, and Monseigneur once again allowed Michel to explore his body. “What we do here is training. I am teaching you how to be a good husband to your wife. And I will teach you everything you need to know about the pleasures a husband can bring his wife in the name of the Almighty Father.”

The priest caressed the boy’s body and brought pleasure to him, while Michel lay still on his back, eyes closed. For every visit to the monseigneur, the lessons became more advanced, and the priest went further and further. One time, Michel ejaculated, quite unexpectedly, and the monseigneur became visibly upset, even though it had already happened to him more than once.

“Shame on you, Michel. You mustn’t waste your precious seed.”

When the priest proceeded to clean the semen off Michel using his tongue, Michel felt utterly ashamed. Why is he doing that?

As if he’d heard the question, Monseigneur simply replied, “Body of Christ!”

Over the coming weeks and months, the priest and Michel embarked on a journey of sexual exploration, and Michel’s feelings for the monseigneur became stronger and stronger. He did not understand what it was he felt, simply that it was amazing to be with this man, to touch his body, to smell his manly scent. From Michel’s vantage point, his life was better than ever, and his mother and father encouraged him to spend more time with the monseigneur. Little did they know what was going on.

“Monseigneur, why does it feel so good to be touched by another man?” Michel asked one day after they were done with the day’s lesson.

“Well, Michel. The good Lord wants us to enjoy being with the woman we marry. He wants us to procreate. He wants us to be intimate. Just remember our lessons when you get married. They will come in useful once you lie with your wife.”

“I’m not sure I want to get married. I’d rather be with a man. Like you,” Michel said honestly, one of his fingers gingerly twirling the priest’s chest hair.

“You mustn’t, Michel. You mustn’t lie with a man the way you lie with a woman. It’s a sin. Do you understand? It is utterly wrong to lust for another man.”
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