Not even half a year ago, there had been a different name on the door. A Polish name. But not any more—Poland had already fallen, and as a result the German SS had taken over, replacing the previous business with their own. The name had been obliterated with thick, heavy strokes of black paint. 

As per his usual tradition, Erich Kaempffer stopped a moment outside the door, and tried to remember the name. A simple exercise in memory. When the name finally came to him he smiled, pleased with himself, and pushed the door open. There was no secretary inside—not this late at night—so he merely breezed through to the inner office, but found himself hesitating at the door, one fist raised to knock.

Why would Hossbach summon him this late at night? A chill ran down Kaempffer’s back as he considered the possible implications of a private meeting with the colonel. Something to do with his job—it had to be! But what? He was a candidate for promotion. Surely it was that. But on the other hand… Kaempffer’s stomach knotted as he remembered the strange looks the Oberführer had been giving him lately. He swallowed, hoping it was something positive. It had to be.

He knocked, and there was a pause before Hossbach called him in. He entered to find the colonel sitting at his desk, his fingers steepled. Hossbach looked up at him. “Good evening, Erich.” 

“Hello, Herr—“Kaempffer caught himself in mid-greeting. “—Willhelm.” Shortly before, his superior officer had insisted that Kaempffer be on a first name basis with him. The younger man had not gotten used to the informality as of yet. “Why call so late, might I ask?”

“I’ll get to that,” Hossbach replied crisply, the uncharacteristic joviality of his tone putting Kaempffer on edge immediately. The man was planning something. But what? A cheerful façade like that could not bode well for the younger officer. “But sit down, Erich. Make yourself comfortable.” He smiled. “Feel free to take off your jacket, if need be.”

It was a summer night. Kaempffer complied gladly, draping his blazer over the back of the chair before sitting down opposite the colonel. He eyed Hossbach warily, waiting for a reply.

Hossbach sat back in his chair, hands folded over his abdomen. “Before you ask,” he began, “This is about your upcoming side-trip to Auschwitz…and your possible promotion.” Kaempffer tried to keep the look of guarded elation off of his face; possible promotion? The rank of Sturmbannführer was almost officially his for the taking…if he did well at Auschwitz, that was. “In two weeks, correct?”

“Yes,” Kaempffer replied, disguising his relief. “I look forward to the…experience.”

“Hmhm.” Hossbach looked at him thoughtfully, tapping his lower lip. His face took on a strange expression for a moment as he gazed at the younger man, but the look disappeared with another smile. It looked more like a leer to Kaempffer. “There will be lots to do within the next two weeks.”

“I assure you that I am prepared for it.”

“More than prepared, I’m sure,” Hossbach remarked. “There’s a map on the wall behind you, Erich,” he said, after a moment’s pause. “Have a look at it.” The younger man turned his neck, and got up to face the large, pin-studded map of Romania that Hossbach had indicated. 

“Am I looking for anything in particular?” Kaempffer asked, his gaze sweeping over the pins indicating concentrations of undesirable populations. He had overheard, from snatches of conversation, about something big in Romania…

“Ploiesti.” Kaempffer’s eyes locked on target. He heard Hossbach rise from his seat and come closer. “Do you see it?” The blonde man nodded. “The refining complex at Ploiesti requires good rail connections. I’ve heard that there might be a major project involving the place. Of course, it’s only a rumour. What do you think?”

Kaempffer’s blue eyes traced the imaginary railways that would be fanning out from the area. It would be a perfect place for…a concentration camp. “Ploiesti would be an excellent place for a project. The High Command is planning a camp there, isn’t it?”

“They haven’t said.” Hossbach murmured from somewhere behind him. The blonde man felt him standing just behind him, and assumed that the older man was also staring at the map. 
“Even if it’s only a rumour, the location and rail lines are good. One can only—“Kaempffer cut himself off in shock as the Oberführer put his hands on the younger man’s hips. “—What are you doing!?” His voice came out louder and shriller than he had intended, and he jumped in Hossbach’s arms as the senior officer pulled him back toward him. “Willhelm!”

“Shhh, Erich…” Hossbach’s arms snaked around to the front of his torso, and Kaempffer raised an arm threateningly, with the full intention of driving his elbow as hard as he could into the colonel’s ribs. But he hesitated. That was assault on a superior officer. It could cost him his job. But…wasn’t it self-defence, in this case? “Planning to hit me?”

“Nn—“Kaempffer had no reply. He tried to pull away, but the only way to go was forward. The counter was in the way. Hossbach’s fingers tightened on the officer’s brown shirt, and Kaempffer bucked in his arms as the colonel merely yanked the garment open, baring a good portion of Kaempffer’s chest. The younger man’s tongue untied and a fresh cry was jarred from him as his shirt was ripped open. “Willhelm, what are you DOING!?”

“It’s obvious, isn’t it?” the older man purred into Kaempffer’s ear, his hands moving underneath the cloth, caressing him. The blonde man shuddered. “Mmm. Why don’t you say my name again, Erich?”

“I can have you court-martialled for this!” Kaempffer spat, colour rising in his face as he tried to pull away once more. Hossbach threw an arm about his waist, preventing escape, and drew him back in, tightly this time, his hips pressing against the small of Kaempffer’s back.
“You could try. But who would believe you? Hauptmann Erich Kaempffer, rising so quickly through the ranks—who knows how he does it—“The blonde man’s face grew hot at the innuendo behind the words. Hossbach ran his fingers over Kaempffer’s straight blonde hair. “—accuses Oberführer Willhelm Hossbach of rape. And if Oberführer Hossbach were to deny it…whom, do you think, would be believed?” 
