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One day, out of sheer boredom, I opened a dating app and started chatting with strangers. My inbox was soon flooded with messages that made my skin crawl—crude propositions for sex, casual hookup requests, and even unsolicited dick pics. It was exhausting, to say the least.

But then, one message stood out. A guy asked, almost politely, “Can I kiss your feet?” My first thought was, Is this guy into some kind of S&M? Curiosity got the better of me, and I decided to engage. We chatted for a few days, and somehow, against all logic, I agreed to meet him in person. It was my first time meeting someone from a dating app, and even now, I’m not entirely sure why I said yes. Maybe it was the pull of curiosity, that strange force that pushes us to do things we’d never imagine.

To keep things from feeling too awkward, I chose a public spot by the beach for our meeting. The open space, with its crowds and salty breeze, seemed like a safe place to walk and talk without the pressure of a confined setting.

After work, I headed to the beach where we’d agreed to meet. We started with light conversation about our jobs and lives. He was surprisingly open, repeatedly telling me he’d be happy to “be my dog,” that I could be a fulfilled woman with a man who loved me and someone like him—devoted, submissive, dog-like. It was bizarre, but intriguing.

He was good-looking, I’ll give him that—tall, handsome, polished, a manager at a big company. His manners and conversation were impeccable, which only deepened the mystery. How could someone who seemed so accomplished in every way be obsessed with women’s feet? I couldn’t wrap my head around it.
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