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BERLIN: THE/NEW

FETISH-METROPOLIS

GEORGE HUXLEY reports from

the Folsom Europe

FRIDAY. Touch down in Berlin. Noon. A
mobile text appears as expected: I'M
EATING A SAUSAGE. | start to
sweat. | breeze through customs. Big
black glasses. Beige safari jacket.
Floral bermuda shorts. Black brief-
case. Two cameras round my neck.
No one will recognise me. | look for
The Clue. My heart beats harder.
Strange men everywhere stare. s this
a trap? He should be waiting for me. |
panic. | keep walking. | turn around. |
walk forward again. Tension mounts.
Finally, he appears. In black. Eating a
sausage. Mustard smeared in the cor-
ners of his mouth. Disgusting. It must
be HIM! Our eyes meet. Our eyes
lock. | wait for his words. The Riddle.
He opens his mouth and speaks in a
deep German accent: “What's the

hardest thing about having a
Colostomy Bag?” | stare into his dead
pan face. My heart beats faster.
Finally I reply, “Finding the shoes to
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match”. He doesn't respond. | wait.
Sweat drips from my chin. Suddenly
his face cracks up: “Welcome to
Berlin Herr Hux!”

Joachim is my German interpreter. He
drives me to our apartment. He hands
me a beer and says, “You look like you
are into cunt”.

Am | hearing things? | choke on my
beer. His eyes are dark and sexy. His
accent makes my hair stand on end.
“I'm sorry?” | reply, still in shock. “You
have studied lots of cunt,” he contin-

ues, you know cunt, the philosopher?”.

“Oh! You mean Kant,” | say. “No, |
don’t do Kant. | prefer Cocteau”.
Joachim takes me to Butcheri; the
most glamorous Fetish shop in the
world, situated in Schoeneburg. I'm
greeted by the owner Mark Lindinger
who designs all the amazing tailor
made leather clothing in his ultra chic
store, which looks like a cross
between a butchers shop and a clinic.

> This has been the 2nd Berlin Folsom Festival. The festival’s aims are: ¥
Helping to rid the taboos, discriminations and prejudices that surround
Fetishism in our society. Don’t miss this next event on the 1st weekend

The unique sex toys are another story! And the beautiful
blow up photos hanging up by Andreas Fux are unbeliev-
able! We drive to the Pervert’s Party at the Kit Kat
club. Situated in a dark barren industrial wasteland in the
middle of the city. Hundreds of sweaty bodies throb by.
Steam rises from a sea of hot flesh writhing on the dance
floor. Two large dark rooms becon lusty pleasures. A
dark outdoor area where sillouhettes in every possible
position glide and groan in this garden of earthly delights
where everything is possible.

SATURDAY. The day of the main event: the Folsom Street
Party. It's held in Schoeneburg (the Soho of Berlin). It's
rammed with thousands of sexy people from all over the
world. Jack Chang from London is on the turntables.
Everyone's rocking in the streets and the sun ain't even
gone down yet. Joachim looks at me and says, “l am
becoming a hot sausage, would you like to join me?" |
look down at his crotch for confirmation. Joachim chuck-
les. “In German, ‘becoming’ means ‘getting’. Will you
join me in getting a hot sausage?” he concludes.

“I'd prefer us to become a pair of hot sausages togeth-
er!” | suggestively joke. | meet him at the hot dog stand
unamused now.

We arrive at the Project Pig Party. 2.30am.
Everyone's dancing like mad to dirty House. Jack
Chang's back on the decks. I've never seen so many
beautiful freaks all at the one party. Other rooms satisfy
every need. SM Dungeons. Fuck and Go Cruising
Cellars. A Cathedral for Wet Play (with shower facili-
ties)...

SUNDAY. 11am. Joachim drives me to the airport. It's been
a disco rollercoaster. | feel like | need a real holiday now.
My marinated Safari jacket needs a heavy duty wash. My
floral bermuda shorts have wilted. Flashbacks from the
night before viciously stab at my hangover: My sunglass-
es fogging up in the Wet Play Cathedral. A drag-priest
on his knees, begging for MY forgiveness while receiving
meat from his back door. My camera smashed. Joachim
waving my passport at me after tying me up in the
Dungeon. | snap back to reality. We've just driven PAST
the airport! “Where's my passport!

Where are you taking me?!" “| re-scheduled your flight...
Frau Hux,” he chuckles. r y
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