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The Berlin Tales: The Cuck of Kreuzberg




People think London is massive, but it's not. It's many small villages, converging circles of friends and family and colleagues and acquaintances. And one circle invariably intersects with another. Yes, I was gay, out since high school, thanks to Noah, but I always wondered if there is more to being gay than long walks with the dog and Ikea on Sundays.

Noah once took us for a long weekend in Berlin. We did what we were meant to do; shopping and museums, ate Berliners and Currywurst. But one night, quite accidentally, we came across something we didn't quite understand. A sex club. A gay sex club, as a matter of fact. In Berlin. Safely assuming it was a bar, we had a drink inside the rather quiet and quaint exterior. Then a few more drinks, deciding it was better to wait until we were hungry and eat nearby than take the winding trip back to the hotel.

Only in the yawning hours of darkness did the tiny little place in Kreuzberg reveal itself as an Eden of leather daddies. We laughed at the cigars, the assless chaps, and perhaps even feared the punching black gloves and Wehrmacht-style caps. We watched together, hands held in shock, as a young blond twink in a harness was fisted on stage and made to squeal like a Muppet. As the audience turned into performers, we decided our time as tourists in this world of whips and belts and clamped nipples was over, and returned to our room for the usual bout of mutual masturbation.

But I was alive. My mind on fire with the frayed edges of this unknown story. As Noah went to sleep, I crept into the bathroom and jerked off three more times simply scrolling through the bar’s Instagram page, imagining myself sucked into a world I’d never known existed. Craving something I never imagined I’d want. I shuddered at the thought of being dragged on stage and fisted by a man in long leather gloves. I only wanted to watch, I told myself. To one day return to that bar, perhaps in a harness, just to blend in. Just to see.

I don’t know if that weekend in Berlin was the beginning of the end for Noah and I, but eighteen months later, our slow, subdued decline was officially over. The little flat in Hackney we’d bought together from his inheritance and a loan from my parents was sold, and much of everything I let Noah keep. All I had left in the world was a suitcase, a laptop, and a cheap yet spacious six-month rental off of Alexanderplatz. It’s all I ever wanted.

A warm evening in May greeted my first night alone in the city. I relaxed in a rush of unpacking my few things in an apartment which was now for me and mine alone as the breeze blew in from the balcony overlooking the Soviet square so large a twilight mist obscured the far edge. I was too excited to eat. My stomach groaned and chest lunged at the realization I had nowhere to go, and no one expecting me home. The address of the leather bar committed to memory, I set off for the old West of the city. The worry of not having anything leather on me rattled my mind like the U-Bahn. A creeping fear emerged that the one place I’d given up my entire life to return to would turn me out with one quick snarl from a Berlin bouncer.

Close to a panic attack, I popped up in Kreuzberg, and breathed in the tree-lined air of a welcoming evening. Couples sat in outdoor cafes, bald gays with beards walked hand-in-hand, with little trotting dogs in tow. And I was a sweaty mess in ill-fitting shorts and a T-shirt that screamed unfashionably straight, hunting high and low for a place that no longer seemed to exist.

An hour of feet-aching pavement pounding later, and after passing by the same cute gay couple eating schnitzel for the third time, the older one wearing a tank-top gently touched my trembling arm.

“Are you lost?” he asked in Germanic English. I’d given up, and was simply relieved someone had reached out to help. His partner, blond and unamused, lit a cigarette.

“Oh, yes. I’m looking for this place.” I showed him my phone with a screenshot of the bar. Of course, a working SIM card was one of the things I’d not yet accomplished, along with a morsel of food.

“I’m sorry sweetheart, it shut a year ago.” The words stung me like a swarm of bees. So many longing hours had gone into holding out hope for this one bar. The nights I’d laid in bed in North London, imagining all that was going on in my absence as Noah snored a foot away. Now finally I was here, free of restrictions, anonymous in a world I so desperately wanted to disappear into, felled at the final hurdle. “But there’s a sauna just over there.”

His partner garbled angrily in German. I knew Yiddish, which is close enough to German to know he wasn’t happy.

“Just over there?” I asked, leaving shame behind.

“Yes, that’s it. Right down those steps. Have fun.”

I thought to end his helpfulness with a cheeky perhaps I’ll see you down there, but there was more chance of his partner throwing a drink in my face if I stayed a moment longer. I waved my thanks, scurried across the street, and descended the steps into a truly unknown world. I’d never been to a sauna. The thought had barely crossed my mind, especially since the Berlin bar had seized control of my latent fantasies. It was all happening too fast to think it through. I decided it would be more embarrassing to climb back into the street and be known to that couple and this corner of Kreuzberg as the young Englishman who wanted to watch sex in a leather bar, but was deathly afraid of a sauna. Under dark red lights and the faint scent of bleach, I forked over a crisp blue €20 note and was given a key and a towel by a smiling young man.

Rejection was my next greatest fear as I undressed in the quiet locker room. Not the men, not what might happen, but finding myself not just ignored by one guy or the next, but a fifth or a sixth, even a seventh or eighth guy in a row, shaking their heads as they passed me by. I’d be left with nothing. No, not quite nothing. Nothing minus €20.

But, towel around my waist, I persevered, exploring the modern bar, the black-tiled whirlpool big enough for two football teams, a sling room sitting empty and unused. Among the cabins, only a few were occupied, the soft sounds of slurping flitting over the top of the walls. So, there was sex to be had in this place, I just had to find it.

It wasn’t empty, that was for sure. I sat with four other men in the Jacuzzi for a while, letting bubbles erupt across my chest as we all traded quiet stares. Two of the guys were exactly my type. Tall, dark, hairy, handsome. Even the other two, both young, twinky, and hairless were also cute, although I decided I preferred a man who could pin me down and not let me up till he was good and spent.

I smiled, imagining what these men might do to me. My therapist father would describe it as a “breakthrough.” Now I knew what I wanted, and alone in Berlin, there was nothing to stop me from getting it.

The youngest of the twinks watched me like a cat preparing to trap a mouse. In fact, his chin was underwater as his outstretched leg crawled up the inside of my thigh, finally finding my hardening, floating cock. I let him play with it for a while, until he got bored or horny, and broke through the water, his skinny body and hard, heavy cock dripping as he climbed out the pool. With a hopeful look he turned back and gave me “the look.” The other men in the pool watched with interest as I too stood up, not quite as hard but still a good something swinging between my legs, quickly toweled off my damp chest hair, and followed the twink into whatever depths he’d departed to.

I was a few steps behind, but he led me to a part of the sauna I hadn’t discovered yet, and wasn’t sure I would’ve found on my own. The dry sauna was near the showers, and the sandy heat wasn’t my thing. But he led me down a dark corridor that turned into a surprising six-man shower block, then a translucent door to the steam room. The twink hung up his towel outside and slipped in, watching me as I hung my towel up too. Unsure of whether to fully commit (the story of my life), I hung my own towel up and stayed under a cool shower for a good few minutes, trying hard to let the apprehension wash away.

Surprisingly, the steam room was empty. I wondered if the twink had evaporated, but then I noticed a dark door inside the steam room itself. I went into a stifling hot, pitch black room. It seemed to be an open space rather than a maze, but I staggered with my hands out just to be sure. Yet my eyes were useless in the hot steam and thick blackness. I had to listen, to taste the air. Without a doubt there was more than just the twink and I in this hidden place. In fact, it seemed to be the reason why the men I passed by in the corridors before disappeared into nothing. They were all here.

I felt a body next to me, large and hairy. My eyes adjusted to the man standing with his back to the steamy wall. He had his towel around him and was doing nothing. Deeper in I could hear the sounds of cocksucking. There was someone on their knees, and someone else jerking off into their mouth. Then I hit the back wall with a bench. It was too hot to sit, but through the steam I picked out another man, long armed and long legged, sitting on the bench.

I didn’t make it to the other side of the dark steam room from where groaning sounds and growing sights were also coming, because the tall man reached out a long hand and grabbed my cock. In the darkness there was no need for permission, and no chance to be rejected. He smacked my balls like a cat pawing string as I discovered the outline of his large dick laying against his thigh. I’d found what I never knew I wanted.

Passion overcame me. And the thrill of being alone and utterly unseen. Dropping to my knees on the hot floor, I tongued the tip of his cock, salty and thick, exploring the shaft with my wet lips and having him moan out loud as I did. Maybe this was a signal to however many others were here, the twink included, because as I worked his cock, the heat coalesced around me, as if the men were moving to the back corner of the steam room.

But I concentrated on sucking this ever-expanding cock. His balls were so heavy they rested on the hot tiles themselves, and it took both hands to twist and play with them. He liked that, lifting a heavy leg over my shoulder to draw me in closer. With his hand pushing the back of my head almost to the base of his cock, wiry pubes scratched my nose and it was getting harder to breathe. Eventually I had to retreat from his cock, the hot, wet air reflating my lungs. But he wasn’t letting me go.

I had to stand and stretch my back and click my sore knees, so his hand found my ass. He squeezed and slapped it, ringing the bell out to the men around who I sensed were nearer. I saw the door at the other end of the dark room, the crushed light flicking in the moving shadows of naked bodies. More seemed to be coming in than going out.

He was sitting forward now, jerking his cock as two thick fingers explored my hole. Perhaps he was content to do just that, but I had not come this far, over seas and mountains, carrying luggage and drinking from strange water bottles, to not take what I’d come for. Maybe tomorrow I would wake up feeling different. Maybe I would retreat back to my own world, but I couldn’t come all this way, come to Berlin to have sex, and run away the second it presented itself.

So, with my back to his face, I angled downward, holding the tip of his dick and letting it push gently against my hole. I don’t know if I expected to get fucked. I didn’t even think about it being raw. It was a dick and it belonged next to my ass. To feel it so hard and full in my hands, now resting against my hole, was more thrilling than five years with Noah. At least I’d had this. But just then another random dick was stuffed in my mouth. This one was thick and stubby and tasted of someone else’s saliva. I seized the stranger’s ass with both hands, steadying myself as the sitting man hugged my stomach and was suddenly guiding me down, all the way to the pubes scratching against my ass cheeks. Without a measure of resistance, my hungry ass had taken the entirety of his bare cock.

These two men worked in concert. I buried my face in the standing man’s cock as the sitting man pounded rapid thrusts into my hole. Another man arrived on the left, the one standing offered me to him, and I gladly took this next cock in my mouth; a shorter one with tight balls which gave some welcome relief to my jaw.

I was bent quite far forward as the sitting man stretched back, his hips off the bench now, hands gripping my waist as he fucked me hard. Through the dark steam I could sense more men around, off to the right I watched another guy get to his knees for the older man I’d come across earlier. It looked like the twink.

My mouth was passed back to the first man I’d sucked, then a few minutes later to a third guy with a cock so long I could barely make it halfway. The fucks were getting harder, and if I wasn’t soaked from the steam I’d have been dripping in sweat. One last time I felt the sitting man’s cock bury deep into my hole, and he held it there long enough for my throat to be pummeled by a new cock.

I had no idea if he was done or not, but he pushed my ass off his rapidly softening cock. I stood, holding onto whatever dick I’d just been sucking. In the bare darkness I saw the edge of the sitting man’s shape now standing tall, and disappearing into the steamy beyond.

I still held onto the cock I’d just been sucking and realized it belonged to the twink. The other men were close around, jerking themselves and each other, with me at the center, wondering what I would do next. Not letting the twink’s thick dick go, I turned around and bent over the now empty bench. I protected my head from the wall with my forearm as my other hand reached behind and guided the twink inside me. I was open enough for him to slide straight in, helped by the lining of the tall man’s cum I could feel on the edge of my hole.

The twink rested his hands on my back, fucking me quickly and hard. His thrusts were noisy, squelching and his balls slapping against my own. I hadn’t even thought about my own cock, but started to touch myself as I got fucked, imagining his thin frame and taut body twisting behind me. But it didn’t last long. With a loud grunt, I felt him shudder behind me and thrust his stabbing cock as deep in as it would go. As if he couldn’t stop himself after running a race, his inexperienced body kept trying to pound my hole even as he was fully inside. On the second or third pump I felt my insides flood with his cum. Now there was no turning back. But in another heartbeat, he’d pulled out and was gone. I’d been fucked anonymously and loaded.

There was no chance to turn around because my hole was immediately filled with the next cock. It was the long one for certain. I hadn’t been able to fit it all in my mouth, but this guy was making sure to shove it all in my ass. Now I was groaning as he stuffed himself in me in long, pummeling strokes. I lifted my knees onto the bench to get more stability, and he angled himself down slightly so his cock went in even deeper, bursting at my seams and making me gasp in the airless darkness.

My own cock was flapping around like crazy, whacking against this man’s legs as he thundered into me. His leg mounted the bench as he kept up the pounding pace. I was almost beyond being able to stick it out. I could barely breathe, my muscles screamed and I felt like I was being fisted like the blond twink at the leather bar, not fucked, but I couldn’t put a stop to it. Not while he kept thrusting, kept fucking, and then, silently, I felt him shoot inside. Unlike the twink, he’d pulled halfway out as he shot, giving space for his cum to spray, then pushing in deeper once again to make sure it was all in there.

He pulled out, and I stood. He disappeared, and I pushed past the other two men. I exited both steam rooms for some much-needed air and a blast of cold water under the shower. I fingered my open hole. It was gaping and sticky. So, I went back into the dark steam room.

This time I edged along the other wall. I found a man standing against the wall. He had a hairy, chiseled chest and tight stomach. His pubes were trimmed, balls smooth, cock thick but not too long. I sunk to my knees and got him rock hard. He settled into getting sucked, leaning back against the wall as he guided my head. Then I stood up. He leaned in to kiss me, and our mouths met briefly before I turned around, angled backward, and slid my body onto his wet dick. He fit right in, and I was reflooded with pleasure. He fucked me quickly while also jerking me off. The thrusts were deep and satisfying. He wasn’t too much, but fucked me just deep enough to make my legs shudder. Then I began to pant in the heat. He pulled at the head of my cock, rubbing and twisting and jerking as he fucked me.

I started to moan, and so did he. I was close, and so was he. But then he slid out of my hole, and jerked himself with his free hand while he kept jerking me. I reached around and took hold of his cock for him. Jerking it quickly as I heard him breathe quicker. He swallowed a desperate moan and I slammed my ass back on his cock, quick enough to catch him as he came. He let go of my cock to grip my hips and give me a few breathless thrusts, fucking his cum into me.

I felt myself fill up once again with this fourth load, and that was enough to push me over the edge. Without touching my cock, it exploded and spattered onto the floor while he kept fucking my sloppy hole. He didn’t want to pull out, but eventually he softened up.

He followed me out, and we showered across from each other, swapping grins.

“Would you like to be drinking?” he asked, accent heavy, eyes blue. So far, so Berlin.

“Sure.”




• • •




Karl and I sat at the sauna’s bar, drinking beer with towels wrapped around us. The leather bar could burn down for all I cared. His face was impossibly smooth, as if he’d never shaved a day in his life. He kept grinning and running his hand up my thigh. Berlin could burn down for all I cared. On my first night, I was sharing a drink and a laugh with a man who’d already told me not to leave without swapping numbers.

Why in Berlin, people would ask me. It was a good question, but one I could never answer. Not truly, not even to myself. Why would a newly single, newly qualified twenty-six-year-old teacher from North London, shock his friends, disgust his Jewish parents, and buy a one-way ticket to Berlin? To be a writer, came the whispered answer. Everyone knew of my obsession with Christopher Isherwood, retconned from my love of Cabaret, which was in turn based on the most acceptable excuse for an expensive habit of collecting Liza Minelli memorabilia. Thus, the people had their answer. Peter was going to Berlin to write.

“So, you are a writer,” Karl said. “How fun.” He smiled like he meant it. “Oh, you should come and meet my husband.” I spat beer all over my towel. Karl laughed, but I did not. Typical. Thinking I was getting somewhere with a hot guy who made me cum just through fucking, and he was married.

“You look so young,” was all I could say.

“Thank you. But,” he sighed, taking a long sip of beer. “I am feeling old. I am twenty-four. It is a tiring age. Perhaps I am needing the Botox.”

My mouth was in open shock.

“Oh, you’re joking.”

“Yes! Ah, Peter, so serious.”

“So, you’re not really married?”

“No, I am. But you should come with me to meet Tomas. What are you doing tonight?”

“Tonight?”

“Yes, if you are not busy. Come home and meet him. He would love you. You’re just his type.”

“His type?” I looked over my skinny, beer-stained frame. “Ah. You’re open.”

“Well, we are gay. I can say that.”

“And your husband doesn’t mind you…you know…fucking me bareback in the steam room?” Karl lost his smile.

“He, eh, doesn’t want to be knowing so many of the details. But, he is happy if I bring home someone for him to play with.”

“Play with?” I wasn’t sure if it was the language barrier, or—

“Yes. To play with. He is a very important man. Very busy. He is editor of Deutschland Heute, Germany Today. You are knowing the newspaper?”

“Um, no.”

Karl laughed again. “How long have you been in Berlin if you haven’t seen Deutschland Heute. It is the most famous!”

“Um…twelve hours?”

“You are too funny, Peter. Yes. I think my husband will definitely be liking you.”




• • •




It was dark but not cold as we walked through a busy Kreuzberg together. Karl took my newness in his stride, linking arms with me and pointing out houses of famous people I’d never heard of. He also felt the need to translate every advertisement on every bus stop. So, what should have been less than ten minutes took the best part of half an hour as we staggered, drunk on boisterous laughing, into an immaculate apartment.

“Tomas,” Karl shouted, throwing his keys in a carved wooden bowl with a giraffe’s head. “I am home,” he said in English. “And I brought you a friend to meet. He is a famous English writer just arrived in Berlin.”

“What did you say?” asked a man from down the hall. Tomas appeared in a full suit, minus a tie and jacket. He carried himself with the intense air of importance. If I hadn’t known he was a newspaper editor, I would’ve guessed politician. His black hair was closely cropped and he wore a thick yet neat beard. Shorter where Karl was tall. Dark featured where Karl was fair. And in his mid-forties where Karl was young in body, mind, and spirit.
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