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Disclaimer:


Do not read the story if you mind explicit language.
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The landing is followed by the departure







The Pick Up Game


Isabel was a dream woman in her mid-twenties and had made the mistake of standing alone at the bar in the café-bistro room of the big disco-club. At a time when hardly anyone went out and therefore only a few people were in the club. So she had absolutely no competition compared to the few female guests already present. She was definitely the prettiest girl in the big, not yet crowded club.


I was her age and I knew all the flirting tricks of a pick-up-artist. Moreover, I looked pretty good at the time. I had full, dark hair, a good figure, a job in the advertising industry and a car.


Because I never fell in love when I saw a pretty girl, I could confidently approach her. Quickly the girls became interested in me, the cool guy, and I seduced them.


When I saw Isabel, the most beautiful of all the beauties, I knew that flirting would be difficult. But I would not care about a failure either. So I started the approach, sat next to her. She certainly expected a stupid pickup line of one of this kind:


Hello, who are you, what's your name, what are you doing so early in the club, where are you from, are you here more often and let’s dance together or drink together?


Pickup lines like these only work among teenagers without experience, but certainly not with this woman.


This woman was no longer an unexperienced girl. She was in her mid-twenties. She had long, black hair that was interestingly hair dressed and into which she had dyed a silver stripe. Her top figure was wrapped in a sexy tailored summer dress that showed a bit of her medium-sized breast, which she was surely proud of, otherwise she would not wear exactly this dress. In addition, it was super fitting to her body and was slotted, so you could see her beautiful legs that ended in high heels shoes.


All in all, you could see that she had the money for such a great outfit.


Her skin was tanned as if she just had been on a vacation somewhere with a beach. Surely she was one hundred percent aware of her charisma


She had heard these stupid starters of unimaginative men often enough, and they for sure gave her a pain in the ass and all these green bunglers bored her.


Well, she was here in this disco club. Why do girls go alone to a club? Ha, ha, they are hoping to finally get to know an interesting guy.


To be successful I had to do something different, had to say something that she never ever had heard as a starter.
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