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My name’s Gary, 28 years old, grinding away at life since college with a decent enough career to show for it. But today, I’m in a foul mood. Five hours ago, I broke up with my girlfriend, Sarah.

I met Sarah four months back. I still remember spotting her on the subway five days in a row, like some cosmic coincidence. It felt like fate. Our relationship moved fast—awkward hellos turned into casual chats, then a first date, and we were in bed together in less than two weeks. She was the one steering the ship, always making the first move, setting the pace. Me? I’m the passive type, so I didn’t mind letting her take charge.

Why’d we break up? Not because of her looks. Sarah wasn’t a stunner by conventional standards, but she had a knack for makeup that could stop your heart. And her body? Absolute perfection. I’m into curvier women, and Sarah, with her full hips, ample chest, and that hourglass figure, was a goddess in my eyes. But as a guy with a thing for feet, it was her legs and feet that really got me. Sarah stood around 5’10”, maybe taller in heels, which she wore like a weapon to show off those killer legs, often wrapped in sheer stockings. Her feet were flawless—smooth, pale, not a vein in sight, with delicate toes painted soft pink. I never told her about my fetish, though. Better to keep that under wraps than risk being labeled a creep.

So why end things with someone so captivating? It’s a long story. Once we got serious, her intensity started to suffocate me. Every morning at 7 a.m., like clockwork, she’d call to wake me up. Every night at midnight, another call to nag me into bed. And every twenty minutes—every damn twenty minutes—she’d text, expecting at least an “okay” or “yeah” in response. If I didn’t reply, my phone would buzz with a call seconds later. Annoying, but I could deal.
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