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I'm Flattered Really


I was just your average, ordinary young woman, recently out of high school. That was what I thought, anyways. And everybody else around me seemed to look at me that way too. There wasn’t much that stood out about me, other than how guy crazy I was. And maybe how easy I was for the right guy.

It was just another day, where my parents were wondering what they were going to do with me, now that I was out of school. My mom told me I got a letter in the mail. I literally never got mail. It was from a very random guy who I used to go to school with, but didn’t really know. It said:
“I know we’ve never been more than passing acquaintances. Maybe a ‘hi’ in the hallway, maybe a quick smile when our eyes met, but I can’t let another day go by without telling you this: you are the most incredible person I’ve ever seen.

Your presence is like sunlight pouring through a window on a cold morning. When you walk into a room, everything else fades into the background. I find myself hanging on every subtle movement you make. My heart races every time I see you. And I melt every time I hear you speak or laugh.

I’ve noticed the small things. How you carry yourself with effortless grace, as if you’re moving to a private soundtrack no one else can hear. How your voice sounds like you should be a famous singer. If you walked into the forest, I am sure all the animals would come out like you are Snow White.

If you’d ever consider spending a few minutes of your time with me. Coffee, a stroll through the park, whatever feels right. I promise to be the most grateful guy you’ve ever met. No grand gestures, no pressure. Just two people talking, laughing, maybe discovering that ordinary moments can feel extraordinary.

Thank you for reading this. Even if you choose not to reply, I’ll be quietly rooting for you every day, amazed that someone as incredible as you exists.”

I had a huge smile on my face. I didn’t give a shit that the guy who wrote that to me was a total loser. It just felt great that ANYBODY would think that highly of me. I mean, I had no idea what the fuck he was talking about. I wasn’t aware that anybody thought any of that shit about me. This note was such an ego boost. I loved it.

Maybe I wasn’t as ugly as I thought I was. Maybe there were people out there who might appreciate me.

BUT no. Hell no. I wasn’t fucking dating him! I was just getting started in my adult life, but I had a general idea of who I was attracted to. And it was NOT him! I fantasized about being thoroughly dominated by alpha men. Older alpha men. Who were hot! This guy couldn’t have been any more the OPPOSITE of what I was looking for in a man.

But there were some KILLER lines in that note. I was obsessed with it. The way I remembered it became kind of a running joke. Lines from the letter morphed into new ones. “I’m astonished by your beauty and brilliance.” “You are literally Snow White in real life.” “It means the world to me every time I hear you laugh.” I thought, “Really? Hopefully you still feel that way if I am laughing AT you. Because I AM laughing at you.” I appreciated the kind words though!

I figured, “Let me see how badly he wants to impress me. For one thing, I REALLY need money.” I was broke and my parents were no help. I was from the lower middle class and he was from the upper middle class. Even though I figured that was his parent’s money, maybe he could help me, since he did like me so much. 

A few days later, I texted him, “Hey, I got your love letter lol. That was... something. You’ve got a real flair for the dramatic.” He pretty quickly texted me several times, further kissing my ass, and apologizing for being too much. I made him wait until later, but I replied, “I could use some coffee. You’re paying, right? Just don’t be weird.”

I showed up looking better than I ever did in school. I was becoming a young lady lately. I played up my sexuality the best I could. I listened to him while completely calm, while he stuttered and stumbled through never-ending compliments of me. I felt bad, so I threw him a couple of underhanded compliments back. I said, “You’re kind of funny when you’re nervous.”

We wrapped it up and I went home. From there, I started hitting him up for money. I started small and worked my way up as he seemed so thrilled to be helpful to me. It escalated quickly, and I texted, “I’m trying to get out of my parents’ house... You would support that, right? Imagine me in my own place. You could say you helped make it happen. Doesn’t that feel kind of amazing?”

He wanted to see me in person again. Oh, shit. Yup. He was sort of, kind of, wondering if, you know... If I would be his girl. I wasn’t like, trying to be a shark about this whole thing, but I was completely ready for that question, and it was possible this poor guy was in way over his head.

I said, “Awww. That’s really, really sweet of you. But... you can’t stack up to the men I like. You do have an amazing purpose in my life though. And you know I appreciate you.” He just sat there. He nodded slightly like he knew that was what I was going to say.

I said, “Think about it. If I'm as much of a Goddess as YOU claim I am, don't you think I deserve only the absolute finest? A Goddess deserves a God. You know that.” He definitely couldn’t argue with that. And he didn’t try to. I piled on, “Do you really think you deserve to DATE a girl like me???” He had a defeated look on his face now, as he flattened his lips and looked down and to the side.

Now that he was defeated, I brought him back from the dead with, “I don't want you to go. I love the way you love me. It makes me feel appreciated. It makes me feel really good. And... And I’m willing to let you take the journey through life with me if you want. I’m willing to let you take care of me. By my side.”

It was such fucking bullshit. I actually didn’t think it was going to work. But this guy’s love for me knew no limits. Apparently. All he said was, “OK.”

“OK” wasn’t much of an answer though. I asked, “I’m not misunderstanding you, right? You basically told me repeatedly that I’m your Goddess. You do want to devote yourself to me, right?” He shyly nodded his head, and said, “Yeah... You’re right. I will do whatever you want me to.” THAT was what I wanted to hear!

He seemed to be with me. I said, “It’s nothing to be ashamed of. So, you're in love with a great woman. I promise that devoting yourself to me will be worth it.” I still had no idea why I had been singled out for worship, but I was pretending that I deserved it.

I struck while the iron was hot. I said, “Now about our apartment. I have the perfect place picked out. Keep proving yourself to me and I'll let you move in with me before you know it... You're going to keep me happy though right?” He replied, “I think so. What do I have to do?” I said, “Oh. Anything I need you to do.”

He said, “OK. Yeah. You’re the best. Where’s this apartment? I’ll take care of it.” I said, “Awesome. One thing, though. You have to get a job. Something that pays good. We’ll figure it out.” He said, “Do I have to?” I glared at him and said, “Yes.” I hoped he was joking.

He said, “The only thing I have experience with is streaming video games.” Good. I did feel like I needed him to completely undervalue himself while completely overvaluing me. I said, “It’s fine. That’s why you’re you, and I’m me here. Unless you have a better idea, I want you to be either a plumber or an electrician.”

He said, “You already thought about this?” I replied, “Of course! The question is, ‘Why the fuck haven’t you?!” I couldn’t believe I was speaking to another person like this. It did seem to come a little bit naturally to me. But it really was all so fake at this point. I really didn’t know what I was doing.

He said, “Uh. Uh... Let me think about it. Yeah, I have to get a job anyways. My parents have been really annoyed at me that I don’t work. They will be happy. That’s for sure.” I thought, “Oh, Heh heh. His parents. Right. They will be happy... That’s for sure...”

The next day, he got me the apartment I wanted. I was thinking ahead, and I made sure there was plenty of room in there. And he had settled on plumber. That was nice. Plumber seemed to be a little dirtier and the more menial of his options and it still paid great. It was going to be months before his training was over and he started making money. But he said he had enough savings to last until then.

They probably should have made a movie out of my early days of getting out of my parents’ house and moving into my own place. It was one long party, and ironically, the only person who wasn’t invited was my new slave. I was planning on not telling anybody about my slave for as long as I could. But it quickly got around, since I couldn’t stop bragging about what happened.

My girlfriends from school, who knew exactly who he was, were laughing their fucking asses off. I doubt he had any idea what a total humiliation he had got himself involved in. I wondered what he would have thought if he could hear my friends. They couldn’t believe how hard he had fallen for me. Nobody could.

I read his love letter to my girlfriends so many times. The letter generally made girls’ jaws drop and made them burst out laughing. I think their favorite line was, “If you walked into the forest, I am sure all the animals would come out like you are Snow White.” A couple of girls yelled something to the effect of, “Yeah, right!! Snow White the whore!” Yeah, and I was probably a lot uglier than Snow White too, but it was nice that no one pointed that out.

Fortunately, I didn’t run with anybody who might try and save him. My friends were fairly insulated from anybody who might find out about this and give a shit about him. But I did stop telling people, and I tried to stop the spread of more people finding out. I felt like I hadn’t fully established myself as my slave’s owner yet, and I didn’t want to lose him.

I tried to avoid having my slave over. I had to put in work to clean the place so it didn’t look like a total party house. Basically, I didn't want my slave to see how many men I was sleeping with. It was funny because I knew that some of these guys might have looked like total dirt bags to the uninitiated. What was worse was I figured my slave had no idea these guys were a huge step up from who I had slept with in the past. 

Why was I sleeping with these guys then? Well, first of all, I loved sex! Who doesn’t? And like I said, these guys were a huge step up for me. I probably had low self-esteem when I was younger, and I probably STILL had low self-esteem. The only thing really making me feel sexy was my slave’s extremely high praise.

When it came to dating, sex was just about the only thing I cared about. And I liked it hard, raw, dirty, and nasty. I liked to feel used. I liked to be completely dominated. If I was getting treated like shit during sex, even better. I wanted to get smacked, spat on, stepped on, and restrained. Sooo, yeah. A lot of more normal looking guys weren’t into that shit. And I didn’t mind sleeping around a little bit, trying guys out to find what I was looking for.

Meanwhile, my slave probably really wasn’t that bad of a candidate for some girls. I had no use for him, but I was pretty sure there were good
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