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DEAR READERS, 

Thank you for picking up Pink Triangle. I appreciate it from the deepest of my heart and hope you will enjoy reading. Before you start, I would like to tell you about the background and my motives behind the making of this book. 

Once the Vikings had found God and stopped bullying the rest of the world, it was Norway’s turn to become colonized. First by Denmark, for four centuries, then by its neighbor Sweden, for yet another century. It regained independence in 1905, but soon lost it again to the Nazis, whose bombers and warships mauled the country over on April 9, 1940. The German occupation lasted five long years, until Norway was freed by Ally forces on May 8, 1945. 

I grew up in the ‘70s in a young and poor nation still struggling to overcome the traumas from “Krigen” (the War). Everyone had a story to tell, whether it was about an uncle who had joined the Resistance, a friend who had been tortured by the Gestapo, or a neighbor who had died in a concentration camp in Germany. References to what had happened during the war were constantly made in private settings and public debates. “Never again,” the Norwegians repeated, unable to stop talking about that dark era and move on. 

This marked me during my childhood. I was bathed in the collective shame of the Holocaust, and I was subtly made aware of the unspoken notion that Germans were “bad.” Still, in the spirit of teen rebellion, I considered the Nazis’ crimes to belong to the past and chose to look forward. I learned the German language in school, became best friends with a German girl, and visited East-Berlin, Dresden, and the Sachsenhausen concentration camp one year after the fall of the Berlin Wall. It dawned on me that both sides of the war had suffered and things were far more complex than the official version told in history books by the winners. The subject of the war and its consequences troubled me to such an extent, I combed my library for survivors’ tales of sabotage actions, Gestapo interrogations, torture methods, etc. for years. 

My first public “denunciation” of the atrocities committed during World War II was a presentation before my English class as an eighteen-year-old. I was awfully nervous as I switched the classroom lights off to plunge my young audience into a gloomy, shameful world of the past and showed slide after slide on the overhead projector with black-and-white photos of starved prisoners in ice cold barracks, huge piles of shoes and teeth, and basement chambers whose walls had been tainted turquoise by the Zyklon B gas. I was nervous, yes, but spoke loud and clear as I presented the facts, because relaying my knowledge to my classmates was something I had to do to appease my conscience—and an act of respect toward the victims. 

Then, here I am in 2020, nearly three decades later, publishing a gay romance novel written in English with the same background setting (occupied Norway) and the same theme (Nazi persecution). My motive is the same, too. I consider this book a sort of witness statement; my chance, now that I have the attention from readers around the world, to tell what happened in a specific time and place in history and publicly condemn these crimes.

Why a gay romance? The idea came to me when my husband, who is equally interested in the topic of World War II, was watching documentaries about the Jewish deportation. I thought, “Wait, other segments of the population that didn’t fit the Nazi ideology were targeted, too. People with disabilities, Slavs, Romani, political opponents, Jehovah’s Witnesses, gay men and lesbians, etc. And the homosexuals’ conditions were even worse than the others’ because they were considered the lowest of all. Why aren’t the documentaries mentioning it?” I knew, then, that my next book would seek to correct this inequity. I already had several gay romance novels under my belt, so it was an easy decision. 

But why allow one of my lovebird characters to be so controversial—a Gestapo commander? Firstly, let it be clear I have no sympathy for the Nazi ideology whatsoever. Not a shred of it. But I believe in romance, so I create fictive characters and make it my task to tell their story and give them reasons to change. I’m a firm believer in the notions of redemption and forgiveness, too. Stefan Heimlich is not my first “bad” character. Those of you who have read my previous books may remember the shrewd, violent gang leader Tomor in Wild Hearted, the ruthless drug lord Ricardo “El Loco” Ferrer in The Audition, or the ex-hockey champ Slay who got off on physical pain and kidnapped a rookie in the Dark Captive anthology. I also believe anyone regardless of upbringing, education, and social status can be brainwashed—like most SS personnel were—and be forced to choose between following his/her superior’s orders or being executed for treason. Lastly, I liked the idea of a prisoner falling for his torturer (à la the Stockholm Syndrome) and easily imagined hot scenes between the two men.

About the line between fact and fiction: I conducted an extensive research during the writing of this book and decided early on to base Stefan on a real person, Gestapo commander Heinrich Fehlis. Since the story follows the factual World War II timeline, I thought it important that my character was as similar to him, thus realistic, as possible (except Fehlis didn’t own a horse, wasn’t invited to fly with Degrelle, and committed suicide.) As for the locales depicted in the book, they are all real and I’ve visited as many as is permitted. 

I hope you will enjoy the slowly building love story of Paul and Stefan, and I hope my love and admiration for my native country shine through. 

Happy reading!

~ Lea
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“A THRILLING, SLOW BURNING, roller-coaster of fear and love.” S. A. Locryn

“I really enjoyed this book, I wish there was a book 2.” Tammy Rufo

“Quite captivating and kept me engaged right from the very first page. A must read if you like a raw and real romance set at the time of WW2.” Rachel Reed

“A gripping and well-written war romance.” Shweta’s Reviews

“The way Lea describes Norway is breathtaking.” Janis Frisch
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Norway, April 26, 1945

A walk in Oslo by night was a shady affair. At least, that was how it felt on the poor, industrial side of town where streets were narrow and lugubrious and one had to hug the walls to avoid drawing attention from German troops. Especially being two men going home together. The fear was real, palpable. After five years of occupation, everyone knew if homosexuals were caught in the act, they would be convicted for breaking German law and punished severely.

The awareness stressed Paul Hartmann out and made his pulse do a wild beat in his neck as he followed the other man—whose name he hadn’t heard in the nightclub because the music had been too loud—to his apartment. What he did know was he was much older, probably twice Paul’s twenty-one years of age, he wore a dark brown suit and matching hat, he had a neat mustache that curled at the ends, and he enjoyed sipping red wine while perusing the young meat on display in the club. A would-be snob.

“This way,” the man said with a honey sweet smile, holding the door of an old brick building for Paul to enter. “I live on the fourth floor.”

The staircase reeked of urine and was as unlit as the streets outside. Paul couldn’t even see the man’s shadow as he climbed the stairs before him. His only lead in the dark was the careful shuffling of shoe soles above and the occasional creaking of the metal structure.
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Chapter One
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A bedside lamp filled the quiet two-room apartment with a low, orangish light. Sitting on the mattress and pulling off his pants, Paul gave the place a discrete glance. Small and low budget, but compared to his miserable hut of a home, this seemed to have everything to cover a bachelor’s basic needs. 

The man stood in the middle of the bedroom in his fine trousers and white shirt, hands on his sides, studying Paul undressing. From the appreciative gleam in his eyes, he liked what he saw despite Paul’s skeletal appearance—food was scarce during the war, and he and Mamma were poorer than most. The man sent a nod down the hall. “The bathroom’s on the right. You can clean your behind there.”

Paul sucked in a breath. What, he wanted to penetrate him? It would be a first, and he’d heard the first time hurt like hell. He shot him a worried look. 

The older man rolled his eyes with a sigh. “Come on. I don’t like to have my dick soiled.”

“But...”

“But what?”

Maybe the money would be better than the usual blow job pay. Paul sure needed it. He was unemployed, and Mamma’s cleaning maid jobs didn’t bring enough food on the table. Begging for anything didn’t come easily to him, but being fucked in the ass was a much bigger favor than sucking a cock dry. “Um... Will the pay be better?” he asked. “I usually only...”

The man sighed and gave it some thinking. “All right. You’ll get twenty more. That’s all. This is wartime, you know, and I’m not a millionaire.”

Twenty kroner was better than nothing. “Thank you.” Heart in his throat, Paul went into the hall, locked the bathroom door behind him, and glanced into a wide mirror over the sink. In the bluish light of a bulb in the ceiling, alert blue eyes gazed back at him underneath neatly groomed brows—the only detail with the potential to give away his sexuality—and short hair the color of ripe hay. 

Did his jaw seem more angular and his cheekbones higher than the last time he’d had a real check? Apparently, the small piece of cracked mirror he used to shave at home had been telling a lie. He looked older now, warier. It had to be the constant hunger, the unrelenting worry. 

What the hell am I doing here? he silently asked his reflection. Where did I go wrong?

Truth was, he didn’t go wrong. If not for the shocking incident of November ’43, where the commissioner of the German Empire, Reichskommissar Josef Terboven, closed down the University of Oslo and sent six-hundred-and-fifty of its male students to the Buchenwald labor camp for having opposed to the Nazification program, Paul would be nose deep in a law book now, preparing his future, not selling his skinny body to a stranger for a few lousy kroner.

The young man in the mirror frowned. It’s not fair.

He wouldn’t normally hit on someone to have casual sex. He was shy and humble, and if life had been kind enough to give him a choice, he would’ve wanted to wait for the right person to come along before he got involved in anything. He wasn’t provocatively queer either. He kept his sexual deviance a secret, wearing normal clothes, no makeup, no jewelry. No one needed to know he sought company in homosexual night clubs for pay, and even if it came out, why would it be anybody’s problem? It was his business alone, not the Germans’, and certainly not his opinionated mother’s, who, like the occupants, had no tolerance for same-sex relationships. 

Oh, shut up. Just get it done.

He pursed his lips and sent his image a glare. Tonight, he would have his first real sexual adventure. Who knew, he might even enjoy it. It’d been a while since he’d had an orgasm. 

He swept the tiny bathroom: A small blue towel on a crook, a larger one folded over a hanger. A soap bar, an oil bottle, shampoo... The toilet had to be on the landing, shared with the neighbors. 

How was he supposed to clean his butt hole? 

He came up with no better idea than lifting a leg high over the sink, setting his foot against the opposite wall for balance, and moving his ass crack toward the faucet. Not a very comfortable position, but it wouldn’t last long. Having turned on the hot water—which was more luxury than he had at home!—and mixed it with the cold, he splashed some onto his butt, added soap, and washed the best he could. 

To think another man was going to push his thick, hard dick into that tiny hole. With a shudder of nervousness, Paul slid his index finger to the puckered entrance and met resistance. His ring muscle was damn tight. No wonder, since he was a virgin. But it had to be done. He pressed his finger in, then slipped it out and in again, trying to bring water and soap inside. 

A rush of warm delight went through him to the tip of his cock. He hadn’t known it could be so nice. He closed his eyes to focus on the intense feeling and slid his finger back in easily now that the hole was soaped. The delight shot to his cock again, as though a sexual nerve connected the two. His cock hardened as he continued pumping into his ass with his finger, and the growing tension in his body had him swallow deeper breaths.

All right, enough! He was ready, and actually couldn’t wait for the man to replace the finger with a real dick. 

Exhilarated, he grabbed the largest towel, dried up, and strolled out of the bathroom with his stiff cock in the air and a proud grin across his face. 

“Finally.” The man spun from one of the windows, closed the mandatory blackout curtains tightly, and sent him a gleaming stare. “You look good. Might do with some more meat on the bones, but you’re one handsome young man.” He reached for his groin and rubbed. “Bend over. There.” He pointed to the bed.

Paul obeyed, putting a knee on the side of the mattress and leaning forward with his butt in the air. His pulse went wild. 

The sound of popping buttons reached his ears. Quicker than he’d thought, the man came up behind him and stroked a warm, long, and firm rod against the crack between his cheeks. Found the hole, then pushed the penis head in. 

But he was too big, too fast. Paul’s ring muscle burned from the sudden intrusion. He clenched his teeth to hold back a groan of pain. 

The man continued pushing in, deeper and deeper, emitting a grunt with each thrust. 

From the tearing sensation of Paul’s skin and the sharp, local sting that followed, he was going to bleed. Man, it took everything in him not to shout out and beg the guy to be gentler. 

Banging sounded on the front door down the hall. 

Both men startled. 

The invasive penis slipped out of Paul’s ass, leaving an intense burn. 

Paul stifled another groan and turned to see. 

Eyes wide with fear, the man scrambled away from the bed, as though he’d forgotten all about Paul, and made for the window. 

“Wait, what are you doing?” Paul called, looking from the window to the door. 

“Get dressed,” the man admonished, unhooking the latches.  

“Are you going out?”

“Shut up.”

“It’s too high to climb down. You’ll break something!”

More banging, louder. Sounding like someone on the other side of the door wanted to break in. 

The man didn’t answer. With a last terrified look to where the banging came from, he pushed the glass pane open and climbed over the windowsill. 

What the hell?

The door burst open. Alarm coursing through him, Paul had just enough time to pull a sheet over his naked body before several men in black ran into the apartment shouting curse words in German. 

Oh, no, the Gestapo. 

A scream of terror pulled him back to the window. The man had jumped to his death.
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April 27th

Sometime the following afternoon, after hours of interrogation, Paul was given a much-needed breather. He hung his heavy, buzzing head and tried to recoup. 

The day had started with an early wake-up call in a cell in the Møllergata 19 city prison, where he’d spent a freezing cold night. Then, without being given anything to eat or drink, he’d been transported to Victoria Terrasse, the dreaded Gestapo interrogation center. To think that upon his arrival, he’d admired the long, white tile-brick building with the richly profiled façade, towers, and wrought-iron domes, and deemed it the prime of Norwegian renaissance construction. Hah. Now that he hung from the round-vault ceiling of an interrogation room in the cellar, his wrists tied to metal rings in a wooden bar over his head, he had less appreciation for architecture. 

He shook of terror-infused adrenaline and pain. Cold sweat drops ran down his naked torso, soothing the bruised and burning skin where he’d been beaten repeatedly with a baton. He didn’t bleed anyplace that he knew of, but the ropes dug into his wrists, and that pain was sharper that anything he’d ever lived. He tried not to slump forward in an effort to ease the pressure on his arms, for if he pulled too hard, they would lose their blood circulation. But after standing like this for a day, enduring physical and verbal abuse without respite, he was drained and didn’t know how much longer he could take it.

Wrong. 

He lifted his chin in the direction of the anonymous-looking brute seated by a table in a corner. On the table sat different tools and instruments, bottles containing pills and liquids, and a music player to cover screams. So far, the interrogator had only used the baton on Paul. On his back, arms, legs, so that the bruised flesh throbbed. 

I can take anything. 

He’d spent his childhood beaten by a psychotic mother and learned to tolerate pain. His experience came in handy now. In fact, the interrogator reminded him of Mamma. He could be nice and talk in a calm manner, and then it was like a switch turned and he blew up for some reason Paul could neither predict nor understand. Mamma too went from hot to cold and back in a heartbeat. He never knew what he’d done or said that lit her fuse and deserved a berating. No one could be meaner than her, no one knew him like she did and had the ability to touch the depth of his soul—his self—like her, and so he didn’t need to impress or please anyone but her, certainly not a stupid representant of the German police. And even if the interrogator beat him to unconsciousness, Paul would never give him what he wanted—an admission of something he had not done. 

A tall, lanky man in his thirties appeared in the open door. Like the interrogator, he wore a gray uniform and matching shiny black shoes, but instead of stars, his uniform collar rank patch had two oak leaves, indicating he was a high-ranking officer. He had sharp blue eyes, medium cut blond hair, smooth facial skin with a healthy outdoor tan, and his stance was the one of a self-confident, powerful man.

He went over to the interrogator and whispered something inaudible. The interrogator nodded, and the officer turned to Paul. A smirk pushed up the corners of his lips, and his piercing blues fixed him. “Paul Hartmann?”

“Yes.”

“How are you?” He spoke with an educated, formal tone, his voice young and clear. 

“I’m thirsty.”

He nodded his chin to the interrogator. “Go get him a glass of water.” While the other man obeyed, he gave Paul a smile. 

Well, wasn’t that sneaky, pretending to be nice in comparison with the brutal interrogator, so Paul would be lured to trust him! 

The officer closed the distance between them and lit a cigarette, the harsh smoke drifting to Paul’s nose. “If I understand well, you have nothing to do with the propaganda material we found in Herr Stein-Erik Hanssen’s apartment.”

“That’s right.”

“You’re not aware he was producing pamphlets.” The officer puffed smoke as he talked.

“No. I didn’t see anything in his place. I already told your colleague multiple times.”

“You were in Herr Hanssen’s apartment because...?”

Paul had his answer ready. Telling the truth was unthinkable, but he could reply something close to the truth and that had to be good enough. “We met in a café and discovered we had common interests.”

“Such as?”

“Law, travelling...”

“And you’re willing to sign a letter of arrest stating all this information.” The officer took another drag and blew out a chain of smoke.

“Yes.”

“Bearing in mind that if we catch you lying, you’ll be executed on the spot.”

Paul swallowed, the dryness of his throat combined with the cigarette smoke making him cough. “Yes,” he croaked, and dry-coughed again.

The interrogator reappeared with a glass and brought it to Paul’s lips. 

Oh, the delicious coolness! Paul managed three-four sips of water before the interrogator pulled the glass away and set it on the table. 

A loud smack and a feminine scream sounded from the corridor, flaring the otherwise silence. The hair on Paul’s neck rose and the two Germans paused to listen. Then sounded repetitive thumping and slamming, like a body was hit against a wall, and a man’s yelling, followed by a woman’s grueling shrieks of pain. 

They exchanged glances before the officer asked, “Er ist ein bisschen hartnäckig, findest du nicht?” He’s a bit heavy-handed, don’t you think?

The interrogator shrugged. “Er hat wieder getrunken.” He’s been drinking again.

Oddly enough, Paul understood what they said. He’d never learned to speak German, so maybe it was because the Norwegian language had Germanic roots. 

The officer continued, “Weißt du, diese Norweger, die an der Ostfront gekämpft haben, sind nicht ganz...” You know, these Norwegians who have fought on the Eastern Front, they’re not quite... He tapped his temple, as if to say they weren’t well in their heads. 

“Ja.” Yes.

Paul shot in, “Do you employ Norwegian soldiers to interrogate fellow citizens?” How particularly vicious. The soldiers who had fought against the Russians were traitors. 

Both men turned to the interruption and frowned. The interrogator sneered, “Shut up.” 

More slamming sounds and angry yells came from the corridor ... but no response from the woman.

The officer dropped the cigarette butt to the floor and crushed it with a shoe. “Wir müssen ihn aufhalten, bevor er sie tötet.” We have to stop him before he kills her.

“Jawohl.” Okay. The interrogator left the room. 

After a moment, the horrible noise stopped. The officer crossed his arms and eyed Paul without a word. What was going on in his head? Did he think about how they had to be careful to keep the woman alive? They couldn’t extract information from a dead prisoner, right? Or did he think about Paul and consider whether to release him? 

Suddenly, he asked, “How come you understand what we say? The majority of Norwegians refuse to speak German out of opposition to us.”

Oh, that. “I don’t know. We’ve been under German authority for five years, so it’s only normal that—”

A man came in, someone Paul had seen in the reception this morning. He gave the officer a message. 

The officer read the writing on the paper, thought for a bit, and nodded. “Let her in.”

* * *
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A WHILE LATER, PAUL’S mother appeared in the door, looking unusually small and fragile, wearing a worn black cardigan over a plain gray skirt and clutching her handbag so hard her knuckles showed. Everything about her face was pointy like a mouse’s snout, and she adorned it all with a poor imitation of Victory rolls.

Mamma!

What was she doing here? Yesterday, Paul had asked a clerk at the Møllergata 19 prison to notify her of his arrest, but hadn’t believed he’d actually do it. Still, once he did, it didn’t mean she had to come. It must be very uncommon to have family visits during interrogations.

Her gaze swept the room and landed on Paul, but it took a minute before she recognized him. Not so strange, considering his beaten-up appearance. “God,” she burst out and covered her mouth, her complexion turning white. 

It almost pleased Paul to see a reaction, as it was about the first time she showed any kind of empathetic emotion concerning him.

The officer walked over to her and reached out his hand with a curt smile. “Stefan Heimlich.”

Her hand trembled as she accepted the handshake. “Thank you for willing to meet me.”

“Please, have a seat.” Ever polite, the officer indicated the dirty chair in the corner. “I’m sorry we don’t have better facilities down here.”

She had one look at the torture table beside the chair and shook her head. “Thank you, I think I’ll stay here.”

“All right. I’m glad you came so you can clarify some things. We don’t want to keep your son longer than necessary.”

She contemplated the officer with a faint smile, giving him her full attention. Paul could see why, despite his inclination to hate him: The young man was actually quite handsome.
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