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Teaser

Make yourself comfortable and look forward to what you will now be served. A four course delicacy:

Mira, a young woman with two very big arguments for worshipping her female nature sat at the counter of the Red Light Bar. Her boobs seemed to be a banging promotion for mating. Siggi could hear the call of nature.

Siggi has long since given up the fight against his addiction to big boobs, and he dares to face Mira’s challenge. After a self-confident pick-up line Mira and Siggi laugh and flirt in the pub until sunrise. This was the first night.

The second night, to everyone’s dislike, Mira’s cleavage was not cut deep enough. So Mira's t-shirt got a new design cut from Siggi with scissors, right in the pub, to everyone’s viewing pleasure. A photo showing the redesign is seen in the book, and is proof that the story is based on half-naked facts and is not an imaginary fairy tale.

The third night ends with a climax, and in the fourth night Mira and Siggi roleplay dominance & submission.

Now read all details and enjoy it.




The bar in the red light zone

In Germany, in Mannheim City, only about 1 h driving time south of airport Frankfurt FRA, there is a street called “Street of the Lupines” (Lupinenstrasse,) with 20 numbered houses. House number 1 is a mini-market. House No 2 is a pub called Red Light Bar, Doors 3 to 20 open to bawdyhouses where girls are offering pleasure and satisfaction for lonely single men against payment.

You know, prostitution is a legal business in Germany! A prostitute’s profession is called: Sex service provider.

The whole street is a brothel, each of the mentioned houses is like a hotel and each hotel room is a “knocking shop” with a sexy lady standing at the door or leaning out of the window, inviting the walkers who are in search of adventure to enter the room and spend a little time with them, and have some fun. Big spenders are treated as VIP members in the slutty pit-a-pat beds.

The “Red Light Bar” is located at the entrance to the street. Just follow the high volume of the music which is in the burning air, the noise will show you the way. The door to the bar is always wide open. Enter through the hole that the bricklayer left in the wall. Inside the den is the first thing which you think of: Red.

The next thing you feel is: Loud. The fans are blowing hot, infernal air. There's a porno film on the wall for decoration. A lot of the men here are walking tattoos. The boobs behind the counter belong to professional barmaids who mix cocktails and fill you up until you're drunk. This bar is one of my favorite pubs.

Remark: Yes, only one of my favorite bars. There are even others, which attract me in a similar way.

Here the story begins. 4 Nights in Red Lights

Once upon a time in the red light. The bar corresponds atmospherically exactly to the cliché that you imagine a pub in the red light district in the neighborhood of a brothel. The pub was only born a few years ago, but it already knows how to survive. Especially on weekends the pub is not only full of bottles of beer, schnapps, wine, rum, whisky, sparkling wine and champagne, but also filled with guests, who often drink shots to kill the dusty time between two beers.

Most guests are male and take a break of the tour along the knocking shops with the dolls in the shop windows.

I've been a regular there since the pub was founded. Here I meet men who like to go to sex service providers like me.

We can talk about prostitution without demonizing the ladies and the red light business. There are often men here who are not from Mannheim City. They googled for joy houses and found this street, and ended up in this bar. Sometimes these sex tourists want my advice, want to know the prices and other rules that would apply in the street of Lupines.

I give my guidelines to the visitors and I also recommend my books, especially the novella "Lustlauf durchs Laufhaus", (Whorehouse Walk with Wanderlust) because the story describes a tour through the bawdy houses of Lupinenstrasse. In any case, always interesting conversations arise in this way.

Sometimes the one or other prostitute visits this bar to take a break from work or in the hope of attracting the attention of a future customer.

When I first saw Mira in the pub, I thought she was "one of those."




Flirty Friday

Once upon a time on an evening called Friday, not so many moons ago, in Mannheim’s district named Neckar City West. The night was already neon red and the lanterns shone black. Or the other way around.

A sexy hellcat sat at the end of the counter in the red, loud, hot hell and she was ready to bewitch all men. I had bad luck. I was sitting quite a distance away, right in the other corner of hell.

Her killer tits were clearly visible in the red light even at a greater distance. They looked impressing like the sound caused by slamming of huge hammers on hell bells at a live concert where the sound system is too much under current because of high voltage. Can you feel the AC/DC?

Her large breasts almost burst the black T-shirt, which had a low-cut cleavage. An absolute eye-catcher for men and a magnet for those of us who have long since given up the fight against addiction to big boobs.

Her boobs seemed to be promotional banging for mating and I could clearly hear the call of nature.

The bells of hell were ringing, calling for homage and were waiting to be worshipped.

I went next to her and talked to her.

"Hello, I'm Siggi, I'm a regular here, and I know the waitresses of this pub, Gina and Coco. I see you know them too, but we don't know each other yet. Now I've come to you, so maybe we can change that."

"Gladly," she said, "I am Mira. I'm a friend of Coco and I work here too."

"Where here? In the street of the brothels?"

"No, here in the bar."

"But I don't understand. You’re just sitting here. I don't see you doing any work."

"I work as an entertainer to make the men feel comfortable here."

"Oh. It’s a pity, you don't work in one of the houses of the street. You would surely have great success, the way you look with your big bells, which nobody can ignore. I really do say this out loud. We're in the red light here, I take the liberty of saying that."

Mira was not shocked at all, but laughed and asked:

"You like my tits?"

"Very much so. Size E, I'd say."

"They're even F," she claimed.

"Well, I don't think they are “F”, but they would be the biggest you could buy here in the street next door," I said and we dissolved into laughter, and it was a bright joy in this red light hell. It was an arousing flirt. She told me that she came from somewhere in northern part of Germany and that she visited her friend, the barmaid Coco, here in Mannheim this weekend.

I bought a small cocktail for her, it was 15 €. While flirting, once or twice or several times I touched her big bosom, making burlesque remarks, saying that I could not believe how big and at the same time beautiful her big boobs were.

As an excuse or justification I lied that I hadn't had such huge breasts in my hands for a long time. I'd also had to check if those gorgeous infernal bells were real. I was happy that she never slapped my hand away, whenever my hand touched one of her gigantic boobs.

We flirted for considerably longer than an hour.

Anyway, in that time I had five beers and Mira had two cocktails. In the end I paid 50 € including tip.

That was Friday.

Drunk, I took a cab home.
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This is a photo of Mira's cocktail. Right side of photo!
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