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  Strange Knowledge




  Author’s Note




  This is a work of fantasy, although many of the charac-ters existed, and care has been taken to keep the historical story in line within known facts. Geli Raubal died in Hitler’s Munich apartment, in September 1931, shot through the heart by Hitler’s own pistol. There are some inconsistencies in the accounts of her death, which are understandable in the political climate of the day, but which are a wonderful gift to a fantasy writer. Frau Winter was Hitler’s housekeeper at that time.




  Rudolf Hess telephoned Hitler to inform him of Geli’s death, but neither man was ever in any way considered a suspect.




  Hitler was gassed in WWI, and blinded. His eyes (origi-nally said to be brown) were a bright piercing blue when he recovered his sight. In the late 1920s, the SS confiscated all medical records that mentioned Hitler’s time at the clinic, and Hess supervised the apparent ‘suicide’ of the senior Doctor.




  Hess flew to Britain without Hitler’s approval in 1941 to negotiate a truce between Germany and the Allies. He was denounced by Hitler, disbelieved by the allies, and kept in Spandau Prison until his death (suicide by hanging) decades later. Reinhardt Heydrich was assassinated by Czech partisans in 1942.




  Father Karel was a hero to the Polish people, for his brave and tireless work amongst them. When he died in 2005, Poles and other nations everywhere mourned the loss of this great man.




  The supposed Spear of Longinus was captured by the American Allied forces when they took Nuremburg. Two hours after losing the Spear, Adolf Hitler was dead.




  Eva Braun became Hitler’s mistress while she was working for the photographer Hoffman. She remained faith-ful to Hitler, and they died together in 1945.




  Vampyres are creatures of myth and fiction, according to most sources.




  Chapter 1




  Warsaw 1939




  On the streets below the vampyres’ new refuge, life had stopped.




  The city had been burning for over a week, and the night sky was a strange, smoky mixture of yellow cloud and darkness. Anna and Gabriek gazed out at the ruined skyline from their vantage point high above.




  Gabriek was studying the quiet streets. The German tanks were silent, now. Strategically placed, they acted as barricades and gave the invaders points of reference. Gabriek’s face was grim, and Anna knew from his set profile that tonight he had more on his mind than finding their next meal. That was the least of their problems. The city was devastated, and no one was keeping track of the dead and the dying. There would be no shortage of food for them.




  But... invasion. Again.




  Anna moved slightly, flexing her muscles. The cold arch behind the parapet supported her spine. Gabriek was lost in thought, concentrating. She knew he was re-mapping the city, in his mind. Large areas were gone. Still smouldering or cordoned off by the enemy. Their old home was lost to them. It was the safe place that they had ventured out from, after sunset, and the way in which they knew the city. The rooftops that gave them escape and access were gone, too. Now it was important to know the city from their new hiding place. They had to know where everything lay in relation to it.




  Gabriek liked things to be orderly. It was a matter of survival. Now there were invaders in the city, led by a man said to be a monster. Gabriek smiled at that. People had always called the vampyres monsters. Perhaps humans used the word too lightly, he thought. But perhaps the man was a monster. Even more than they were. Or perhaps Hitler was one of them, or something similar. It would be good to find out. He turned to look at Anna and she saw starlight in his eyes. She stretched lazily, and knew that he had the revised plan of Warsaw clearly in his mind.




  “Shall we go down?” she asked him.




  He shook his head. “Maybe later.”




  She waited.




  “The Germans have imposed a curfew. They’re still trigger-happy. Any unexpected movement will only make them jumpy. We’ve no reason to let them know we’re here.”




  She smiled back at him. They did not need to eat tonight.




  “We don’t want to make them more nervous, do we?”




  She relaxed again, and melted back into the dark curve of the archway that sheltered her. A slight breeze had sprung up, and yellow clouds were drifting past.




  Gabriek turned away again, back to his contemplation of the city. He said nothing more, but she knew he was angry. His city, his beautiful city. Anna knew he loved every dark curve of it and hated the invaders who had destroyed parts of it forever. He knew what she was thinking, and flashed her a grin.




  “We’ll adjust” she said, simply. “Wartime is always good for such as us.”




  A cloud crossed the moon, and his eyes were lost in shadow.




  “We won’t starve,” he agreed “but we need to be careful.”




  Anna shrugged. “Will you kill German soldiers?” she asked.




  “I’m thinking about that” he replied. “I want to, of course. But the Germans will take revenge for any of their own, and more Poles will suffer. More buildings will burn. Perhaps some will disappear.” He smiled. “There will be no shortage of people dying in Warsaw. We really don’t need to do anything to alter that, do we?”




  “No...”




  He gave her a quizzical look. “But?”




  “Well…”




  “We’ll play it by ear, Anna.”




  She nodded. “But Gabriek?”




  “Yes?”




  “You’re angry.”




  It was a long time since she had seen that anger.




  “Of course I am.”




  “Because of the city?”




  “Yes.”




  He squared his shoulders and glanced away. Anna hid her surprise.




  “The people?”




  He nodded.




  “German, Polish. What do you care?” she asked.




  “Well, it seems I do.”




  “But, Gabriek, for such as us—”




  “I know, I know. But I do care.”




  Anna shook her head, bewildered, and he grinned again. “What can I say? I still care about Poland. In what is left of my old, dark heart.” He laughed, and stretched. “You’re right, Anna. I’m a vampyre forever. But I was Polish first.”




  Chapter 2




  Adolf Hitler’s expression never changed, as his aide completed his tasks for the night. He was as strong as a rock, cold as ice. He was Chancellor of the new German nation, master of destinies. He must appear unreadable.




  He sat silently for a while, after the man had departed. Only the low lamps burned softly in the bedroom. The guard stood outside the door, protecting him from the ravaged city. He was safe. He was alone.




  He functioned best during the hours of darkness.




  He stood, dropping his robe to the floor, and padded across the thick carpet to the bathroom. Although no one could see him now, his expression still remained unchanged. He must practise inscrutability. The outward sign of immense inner strength.




  He stepped into the bathroom. It was enormous, ridiculously ornate in a very Polish way. A great deal of gold leaf, far too many ornate curves. And chandeliers! What sort of society had chandeliers in the bathroom? Poland was obviously decadent, and it was little wonder his destiny had brought him here, to cleanse the place of its eastern extravagance and excess.




  Adolf’s naked body faced him in the largest of the mirrors. It seemed to him that his flesh glowed white, in the strange room. His eyes were small and dark, staring back at him without compromise. He lifted his chin and braced his shoulders. He did not grow any taller, but he knew he projected authority.




  Behind him, someone laughed.




  Adolf Hitler did not move a muscle. He stared into the mirror, but did not turn around. Behind him, the door into the suite was open, and the room seemed still, undisturbed.




  But someone had laughed, softly, in the shadows. His skin prickled.




  Hitler prided himself on his unusually acute senses. He had always been able to sense things. He had known, as a corporal in the Great War, who was where in the mud and the smoke and the horror. He had known–he was sure he had known–where the landmines were. He was certain his instincts had saved his life on many occasions. He had paused, not stepping forward immediately, and watched again and again as another soldier’s step had detonated a mine, killing them, instead of him.




  That was all part of the proof, he told himself. He was saved so many times, because he had a great destiny to fulfil. He would resurrect Germany. He would take the fabled spear of Longinus from Warsaw. Only a great hero could do that.




  Logic told him he was alone. He must be alone. The aide had been dismissed for the night, and a guard stood at the door. The suite was several floors above the ground.




  No one could touch him.




  He listened.




  Nothing moved, in the master bedroom. No light flickered. No shadow had changed.




  Was he wrong? Had he imagined the soft laughter in the gloomy opulence? Were there ghosts, left over from a glittering past? Such things were possible, he knew.




  Hitler turned around.




  He pushed the door open wide, and stepped back into the bedroom. The lamps glowed.




  A thin, pale man was sitting in one of the winged leather chairs, smiling. Hitler approached, still careful to keep his face a mask of neutrality. His own nakedness did not trouble him, and he put it from his mind. The stranger was dark-haired, undoubtedly Polish, and quite elegantly dressed. The lamplight accentuated the sharp planes of his face, and he had crossed his legs as he sat in the chair, apparently quite relaxed. As if he was waiting for a friend, in an old-fashioned Gentleman’s Club.




  “Herr Hitler” the stranger said after a pause.




  Adolf nodded slightly. He moved across the room, ignoring his discarded robe, and seated himself in the other winged chair. The stranger raised an eyebrow. Hitler felt that his mastery of the situation had been recognized and acknowledged.




  “And you are?”




  “Gabriek.”




  The stranger did not offer his surname and did not stand up. He waited.




  “A Polish gentleman,” Gabriek continued, smiling.




  Hitler nodded. If this was an assassin, he would already be dead. An ambassador of some sort, then, who had apparently bribed his personal guard. He would deal with that later.




  “I am preparing for bed” he said, stiffly.




  “Ah, the night time,” Gabriek went on. “The quiet hours. A time to reflect upon the day’s achievements. I do my best thinking at this time of night, don’t you?”




  Curiously, Hitler had to admit that he knew what the man meant. He nodded.




  “It’s important to reflect” Gabriek went on. His German was impeccable, Adolf thought. He nodded again.




  “I’m not sure how you gained entry to my rooms, at this time of night.”




  The stranger smiled.




  “All things are possible to the Superior Man.”




  Gabriek noticed that a pulse began to beat a little more quickly in Hitler’s throat. The Superior Man. Ah, yes. A subject dear to the Chancellor’s heart. Not that all men were capable of achieving a high degree of superiority, of course. But Adolf Hitler was certain that his destiny had marked him out as a man born to lead, not just one nation, but many.




  “Indeed” he agreed. Gabriek appeared to be openly appraising him, and Hitler was suddenly unsure of his ground. But he must not let his uncertainty show. I am the victor here, he thought. You are the vanquished. His eyes narrowed. “You have come to offer me your services?” he asked, and Gabriek laughed. That same soft laugh.




  “Services! Well, maybe. I’m not sure. I do not offer any services lightly, Herr Hitler. I would have to know you better before I could do that.”




  Hitler was surprised, but said nothing.




  “You are a stranger to me, after all” Gabriek continued. “And I am a stranger to you. It may be that our interests do not coincide.”




  “Hmm.” Adolf tried to keep the irritation out of his voice. Stay calm. Appear neutral, dismissive. I am the victor, you are the vanquished. “You are right. I doubt we have any interests in common.”




  Gabriek’s smile did not change.




  “Perhaps” he said. “And yet, here we are, sitting quietly together, on a beautiful night in Warsaw.”




  “Hmm. Warsaw is your home?”




  “For many years now. I was born in Lublin, but it’s been so long… Warsaw is the beating heart of our country, Herr Hitler. Who can resist Warsaw?”




  Adolf was silent.




  “Such a beautiful city” Gabriek continued. “Such charm. Such history.”




  “And now annexed as part of the greater German nation” Hitler pointed out.




  Gabriek smiled again. Mirthlessly.




  Neither of them mentioned Warsaw’s destruction by the German tanks.




  “Yes, indeed. Poland has seen so many invasions over the centuries, you know. Still, her soul survives. Her women are beautiful.” Gabriek leaned forward, confidentially. “And there are some who believe an elite exists in our country. Superior men. A secret elite.”




  “Elite?”




  “Oh, yes indeed.”




  “I’ve never heard that.”




  Gabriek smiled.




  “Well, they are not known to the general public. Truly elite.”




  “I see” Hitler considered this. So, it seemed he was being approached by the Warsaw Freemasons. Disappointing. He yawned. “I really have no need of secret societies.” Except the ones I already know, he thought.




  “No” Gabriek agreed. “I’m sure you don’t.”




  “We are establishing a new order, here. A new society.”




  “Indeed.”




  “I intend to bring Poland into the twentieth century, as part of the new Germany.”




  Gabriek sighed.




  “I shall leave you then, Herr Hitler. I simply needed to know if you were truly a superior man who can handle ancient power and ancient secrets. Things that transcend the boundaries of the world, and are genuinely only open to a select few. I shall bid you goodnight.”




  He rose, surprisingly tall, from the leather armchair. Hitler looked towards the locked door, but Gabriek waved a hand.




  “No, not that way” he said casually. “I shall leave the way that I came in.”




  Hitler paused. He was sure there was no other way into this suite of rooms. An uncomfortable possibility occurred to him… Surely not.




  “We can talk” he said, softly, “if you like. I really am not tired at the moment. You are right, ancient secrets do hold a fascination for me, and I am always happy to listen. What particular secrets?”




  Gabriek smiled. “Strength. Invincibility. Immortality.”




  Immortality? Adolf Hitler looked thoughtfully at his visitor. Geli had said something similar to him, once, and Adolf had asked her, “Immortality, Geli?” But Geli was dead, shot through the heart, with Hitler’s own revolver, as Hess had advised him. Although she had been hard to kill, she was dead. They made sure of that. Immortality was a myth. He had not taken the immortality she offered.




  Not then.




  Would he now, he wondered, if she was still alive to offer it? Perhaps.




  Geli, his niece, his beautiful girl. He still wept for her loss, sometimes, late at night. His hand moved, but he resisted the urge to touch his neck. The scar she had left on him was barely visible, now. Gabriek noted Hitler’s restraint, and did not comment.




  “Not easily achieved,” Gabriek admitted, answering the unspoken question.




  “Let us talk” Hitler said. “How long can you stay?”




  “I must leave before dawn” Gabriek replied.




  Hitler was certain, now, what Gabriek was.




  Another such as Geli had become.




  He had not believed her; she was such a wild child.




  He would handle the conversation differently, this time.




  Chapter 3




  “Well?” Anna asked. She had spent the night quietly, hidden in the dark recesses of their new refuge. “Was he what you hoped to find?”




  Gabriek looked tired.




  “What I hoped to find?”




  “Someone like us?”




  “No. No, he’s human. He’s unusual, and I think he may have been approached by one of us before and survived. He has a tiny scar that would fit a loving bite, but only one. He’s wary. He didn’t give anything away, and the unwary always do. But he’s still human. Mostly. An interrupted transformation, I think.”




  Complicated, then. Anna was silent, but there questions in her eyes.




  “He finds sunlight difficult, and prefers to work at night.”




  Anna considered this. She recalled what she had heard of the man. His amazing, hypnotic charisma, the power he wielded over thousands at the great torch-lit rallies.




  “He appears in sunlight.”




  “All such powerful men have doubles, well-paid to undertake difficult or dangerous public appearances. The man I talked to is a man of the night, fresher in the shadows than in daylight, although he keeps the old patterns of life. He told me he sleeps for a few hours in the morning, and again takes a four or five-hour siesta through midday and the afternoon.” Gabriek frowned. “I think at that point he was giving me information, so that he could confirm his guess about me. But I didn’t enlighten him.”




  Dawn was still an hour away. They had made sure of a sealed place, one that would not be penetrated by sunlight. Unless the tower was destroyed. Neither of them wanted to think about that.




  Modern warfare could be tricky.




  He laid his head upon her lap, and she stroked his hair. He sighed, and closed his eyes.




  “You say he’s been bitten?”




  “I’m sure of it. But probably only once or twice.”




  They both knew that Transformation did not happen instantly, as many people believed. If a vampyre killed for food, it was usually fairly quick. But if you were invited to join their ranks, Transformation could take years. The longer the better. The process should be slow, and might never be completed, if interrupted. Things got in the way sometimes.




  Gabriek thought of Hitler’s pallor, and glowing, compelling eyes. “We live in strange times” he murmured.




  Anna smiled to herself, and waited. The city was very different now. The nightlife they had wandered through—and always blended into—had ceased completely. For months they had listened to gossip and speculation.




  News from Germany had been strange for some years. But this German Chancellor, Hitler, was rumoured to be an exceptional man. Superhuman, many said. An amazing, hypnotic orator. Women killed themselves for love of him. People spoke of his piercing eyes, and the way the whole German nation was rallying to his message. Germans were beginning to believe in themselves again. They were building roads, radiating out of Germany, wide enough for troops to march on. They believed Germany could be great again.




  Some chuckled in Warsaw. But anyone who had been to Germany recently did not laugh. He has a strange power, they said. There are huge rallies by candlelight and torchlight. He is pale, and does not sleep. He eats hardly anything in public, claiming to be a vegetarian, although it is rumoured that sometimes he enjoys raw liver.




  Warsaw’s small vampyre population wondered about that. This sounded to them like a man who was struggling against letting his instincts show, in public.




  “Is it possible” Gabriek asked Pavel, “that this new German Chancellor is one of us?”




  “Only if he has found a way to master the effects of sunlight!” Pavel laughed at his old friend.




  “But—perhaps he has. Or perhaps the man appearing publicly in daylight is an actor, or a relative, who looks like him. The real Hitler is known for working through the night. They say he is tireless. They say he is invincible.”




  “They say he is going to invade Poland” Pavel replied, suddenly tired of it all. He left a few days later for his home in the Mountains, long before the first German tanks appeared.




  Now there were no drinking halls to wander into, no one on the streets after dark except German soldiers. No sources of information. Gabriek had seen war before, and he knew Poland would survive. But this time, he was not sure what it would mean for the vampyre population.




  As the German tanks began to devastate Warsaw, he was surprised to feel a kind of pain. He loved Warsaw. Warsaw and Anna—they were everything to him.




  Gabriek had to know if the man behind the destruction was a rare human monster, or one of their own. Now he thought he knew.




  Certainly the man was unusual, an accomplished hypnotist.




  “What is he like? Is he tall?” Anna asked.




  “No. Quite short, really.”




  “Is he powerful and compelling?”




  “Yes. He works constantly at keeping the control.”




  Something nagged at Gabriek’s memory, now. He remembered a lone man, a travelling player, who had visited Lublin, centuries ago, when he was a boy. Compelling. A man who convinced people to part with money when he looked into their eyes. Some of the women had degraded themselves, and left their husbands, publicly ruining themselves for the sake of a few hours of debauchery with this stranger. Anna laughed when he tried to describe this, and claimed that she would never believe that of someone who was not a vampyre.




  But, you had to have been there. Gabriek searched his memory for something to share with her, something that she would understand, but found nothing. What could he say? Hitler was a small man, with an overpowering gaze, and a compulsion to control a room, even when he believed it to be empty.




  That didn’t really describe him, either. Gabriek had hoped that he would find himself in the presence of another vampyre. If the new German leader had turned out to be one of them, there might have been a way forward, to negotiate for himself and for his kind. And for his city.




  This is a place where we have found a balance, he would say.




  Poland had known invasion and subjugation before. If the new tyrant was a fellow vampyre, he would need a network around him, preferably the one that was already in place. Gabriek could advise him on how to make things work, so that everyone benefited, the balance maintained, and life went on as before.




  But Hitler was a man. Driven by strange compulsions and certain of his destiny. Determined to rule by force, he had already taken Poland and Austria. Even if Gabriek killed him now, it seemed certain that the world would never be able to step back again, to the place it had been before.




  A man, not a vampyre. But a strange, powerful and compelling man. Hitler was a force to be reckoned with. Or manipulated, Gabriek thought. Or acquired.




  “What will you do?” Anna asked him.




  “I don’t know.”




  “We should sleep, now.”




  “Yes.”




  “Will you talk with him again?”




  “Yes. No—I don’t know. Probably.”




  Anna looked at her lover’s troubled face, and realised that something had to be done. They could not hide forever. They needed the bright artificial light of the city at night time. They needed easy access to stray human beings, who drifted through Warsaw’s underworld and would not readily be missed.




  There had been several changes in power during the centuries they had been together, but none had isolated them so completely from the life of the city as this one. This invasion put their existence at risk, without even realising it.




  “How much did you tell him?”




  Gabriek was silent.




  “Gabriek? Does he know who we are? Does he know we are here? Gabriek?”




  “Yes, he knows. He has some personal knowledge of our ways.”




  She shivered in the darkness.




  “Then – we must be sure that he is a friend to us, my love. Or he will come after us.”




  A friend. Only a vampyre could be a friend to another vampyre. Gabriek had not been worried, only intrigued, when he first speculated about Hitler’s status. But inviting him into the Fold was a serious matter.




  He was already a tyrant.




  “We’ll see.”




  “I think I would like to meet him, too.”




  Would that be a good idea? Gabriek was not sure, and said nothing.




  They fell asleep in each other’s arms.




  Chapter 4




  Hitler slept for an hour after Gabriek left him, but he woke early, as always. Night time and the early morning were his best times of day. His routine had changed over the years and settled into its present form. He worked and thought and planned throughout the night. Then he took a couple of hours rest. He woke early, breakfasted, and began again.




  He hated the full light of day. When the sun had fully risen, he stayed within doors, and meetings were conducted in gloomy rooms with heavy drapes to protect his damaged eyes. Others grumbled at this, but the Chancellor always insisted. He had been gassed during the Great War.




  If a public appearance was required in the full light of day, his cousin Franz, who looked very much like him, appeared, smiling and waving at the adoring crowds. Franz loved his role, and was well-rewarded for it. Hitler himself took a siesta, between eleven in the morning, and three in the afternoon. His best oratory was given by candlelight, to adoring crowds.




  It had not always been so. In the Great War, when he was young, he had lived from minute to minute, like everyone else. There was no time to worry about the harmful effects of sunlight then. Sunshine had not troubled him in those days. There had been little enough of it, as he recalled. He had lived in smoke and mortar fire, running from one hole to another, avoiding death at every step. Later he had spent some time in prison.




  The truly good times had been spent by candlelight or in the artificial light of Berlin at night, when Geli needed someone to take her out on the town.




  And her uncle Adolf was a willing choice.




  Geli. The blossoming girl-child, the daughter of his half-sister Angela.




  Munich 1931




  “Geli is a hot-house bloom, Adolf” Angela said, when she moved into Hitler’s apartment with her child, who was a student in the city. “She is growing so fast, I hardly recognize her.”




  Hitler said nothing, as he looked at the girl before him. But he knew what her mother meant. Some people seem to rush through life, and Geli was one of those. She was in a hurry to be adult, to be a student, to be part of the city and to know every shadow of its life. He watched her grow up week-by-week, hour-by-hour. Geli transformed herself from a gauche child into a woman of the world before his eyes.




  He adored her, and she was fascinated by him. He knew strange, powerful men, who spoke earnestly of political change and made plans to re-mould Germany. Their secrecy and discretion tormented her. She longed to know what they plotted. She saw the passion they tried to hide, and felt the air crackle as their whispers decided the future.




  They held her uncle in high esteem. He was a towering personality, at the centre of a group of men who were going to make things change. She hid out on the fire escape once, on a sharp winter’s night, and watched him speak to them, in one of their closed meetings.




  She saw the way he took control of the room. She saw some of the little tricks he used, to control the group. She watched them relax, and nod, and begin to agree. She watched his eyes and his movements, as he wove a kind of spell around them, and although she could not hear the words, she found she was spellbound, too.




  The men in the group Hitler addressed were breathing lightly, their eyes unfocussed, conscious only of him when he spoke. The fire in his eyes seemed to light up the room. Geli was cold on the fire escape, but it really didn’t matter. She found that she was breathing lightly, too. She could not hear his words, through the window. Only the sound of them. Her body stretched to listen, and she shivered at the thought of him.




  Her uncle. Now, whenever she heard his voice, she began to think of her body in ways she had not thought before, a pulse began to beat, and then another. They would not stop. At first she flushed to realise it, and was sure that other people could hear the beatings, too. But they could not. She made herself carry on as always, as if nothing had changed around him.




  And yet, perhaps he heard. He never said a word, but he turned his fathomless eyes upon her, and Geli felt sure he knew something was different. He paid her compliments—he had always done that; it was his way around women—but she felt sure he was watching her responses very closely now. As if he wanted to know what was happening for her.




  She pretended to the world that nothing had changed. She made herself meet his gaze. She looked back into the depths of his eyes and willed herself not to drown in them. She smiled at him, and her smile said “I know who you are. But I am a good German virgin. I will not think these thoughts. You cannot put them into my head.”




  He, as always, was inscrutable.




  They were often together. Frau Winter the housekeeper, her mother and her quiet sister Friedl were there, somewhere, but like everyone else around Adolf, they seemed to become less substantial, as if they might melt away into nothing when he wished it. Sometimes he took Geli shopping, or to café Heck. He could be witty and charming, and generous too. She loved to play the part of the flighty young desirable, out on the town with an older suitor.




  But he was not her suitor; he was her uncle. It was all a game. Sometimes Geli remembered that brutal fact and wept with frustration. German law did not actually forbid a marriage between a man and his half-sister’s child, but the truth was, Hitler would never think of marriage.




  “I am married to Germany,” he would say. It was the same excuse that he used to protect himself from Frau Wagner, and the dozens of other women who adored him. He was increasingly involved in the dark politics of the party. Geli was simply another of those who could not resist looking at him, listening to him, and who suffered more agonies than most, because she shared his apartment. Geli wove fantasy after fantasy around Hitler.




  She would make him want her. If he fell under her spell, then all those who already deferred to her uncle would see her too. He walked into a room and commanded everyone there. They would all see that she was the power behind that strength, if he wanted her. If Hitler would only love her, the whole world would worship Geli.




  Chapter 5




  Hitler was not immune to Geli’s games. Her Viennese accent charmed him. She was as beautiful and wholesome as any true German girl could be, full of life and strength and energy. Her smile could melt ice, but it was important, he believed, not to let his feelings show.




  It was not easy.




  Sometimes, late at night, he would meet Geli on her way to the bathroom, or worse, on her way back. She would be wearing very little, and her hair would be a dark, sweet-smelling tumble under a towel, her body smooth and freshly scrubbed. She would linger, standing a little too close, and he would use every ounce of his strength and discipline to resist her.




  Hitler had many tricks he used to bend people to his will, but Geli only looked up at him with her enormous eyes and laughed. Perhaps her lips were moistened a little, and perhaps she did not cover herself up quickly enough when they met like that, by chance. But he was sure she was resisting him. She continued to stand in his way, sometimes, in the half-light on the landing, her robe showing a little more than was modest, taunting him.




  He lay awake many nights in his room, thinking of her pale body, and what he would like to do to it. He worked hard at keeping control of the situation. The superior man, he knew, must be able to master any torment.




  She loved to play a part in front of men who knew him, and it was important that these men never saw any sign of weakness in him. He saw how his colleagues looked at her and how they wondered. Some believed she was his mistress, but he never betrayed his feelings. Not a flicker of passion escaped him when he looked at her. When the inner circle met at the apartment, Geli would often appear from nowhere, flitting through briefly, pretending she did not know there were weighty matters on hand, from which she must be excluded.




  He did not have to look at the other men in the room to feel the tension in their bodies when she appeared. They hardly moved, in case their feelings betrayed them. But he knew what they were thinking. He always knew what they were thinking. If Hitler had ever needed to dismantle an opponent’s argument, it only would need Geli to make a casual girlish appearance, and logic would be forgotten. She would laugh lightly and show a little more flesh than was polite, but so briefly and artlessly it could be considered no more than just a child’s mistake. She never stayed to overplay her hand, and Hitler admired her skill.
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