
Dominance  

There was a point in time where I wouldn’t let you in. I was too broken—too shattered—to risk 

letting you get cut on the shards of glass that was once our life. A lot has changed since then. I 

think. As far as I can tell I am a different person. I no longer hallucinate or disassociate. I 

feel…grounded. Grounded enough to finally let you know the truth. If anyone deserves the 

truth it’s you. After all, without you, I never would have been able to exist.  

I first saw you ten years ago walking home from school. You were alone with your slim 

backpack. Your hair was quite different from how you look now. Oh, how you’ve grown since 

then. Back then you never did anything with your shaggy hair and instead let it hang in angst 

across your forehead. It always covered your left eye but somehow you could still see well 

enough to not even notice it. I remember you wearing that green shirt which hung way below 

the belt that was the only thing keeping your oversized pants on your practically mal-nourished 

body (there was a time where I actually thought you were mal-nourished). It was fall and the 

backroad that led to your farm was covered in an array of multicolored leaves. I’m not sure you 

saw anything but black and white. I could be wrong, but I know you better than anyone else. I 

followed you home that day all the way to the edge of the tree line that lined our gravel 

driveway. Now, I don’t want you to think of me as a stalker, but it took me two months of 

following you home to finally get the courage to approach you. Even then it was no easy task. 

And for some reason, you let me right in. It was almost too easy. Almost like you needed 

someone more dominant to help direct your life. 

From that moment on we were inseparable. We didn’t go anywhere without each other and 

neither of us wanted to. You relied on me to tell you what to do and guide you through life, and 

I relied on you to feed the desires of my heart. Oh, how I remember the first time you threw 

your conscience out the window. It was winter then and you were happy—no—we were happy. 

Despite the bullying, despite everything, we were living a good life. Then, that day, Erik chose to 

follow us home. You remember, don’t you? How he chased us down into the woods bordering 

our home. He rambled on for what seemed like hours about how our stunt two weeks ago had 

embarrassed him in front of the entire school. But we had a knife. And do you remember? Do 

you remember how you hesitated but with my encouragement you ran the knife through his 

chest? I do. That look in your eyes was the most exhilarating thing I have ever seen. And the 

look on Erik’s face? Even better. Pure horror. Looking back, I can say with uttermost certainty 

that we ate well that night. 

That moment placed a wicked desire within our heart. With me backing you we never went 

hungry. We ate kings. You already know this, though, as well as what happened for the next 

eight years. Now, we reach the part where you likely don’t know everything. The part where 

you tried to separate yourself from me. For some reason you began to grow a conscience. 



Remorse filled every thought in your mind. And who did you blame? ME! You blamed me for 

ruining your life. For taking control. For dominating. For killing. For everything…simply because 

you were too weak to admit to yourself that you didn’t have to do any of it. I had zero control 

of your body. Every action was your choice—I would merely put the thought into your mind. 

You had the choice of whether to act on it or not. So, you told me to leave. And because I cared 

for you, I did. Those next couple of months were the hardest of my life. I sat back again and 

watched you struggling from a distance. To be honest, I was surprised at how far you managed 

to get without me. It was impressive and admirable. But then you were caught stealing from 

the Triad. They threw you underground, fed you scraps once a day, and were simply waiting for 

you to die. By that point you had lost all the will to live and they knew it. The security was so lax 

on you it was laughable. All you needed…was a little push. Yet when I tried to help you shoved 

me away again. You had accepted your fate and wanted to die. I couldn’t let that happen. This 

time, you needed more than a push or my mere thoughts to propel you forward. You needed all 

of me. So, I took over. I no longer sat in the background and gave you control, but buried your 

thoughts so deep that they would never resurface.  

The process ripped you to shreds. You tried to bargain with me. When that failed you tried to 

fight—and fight you did. You put up one hell of a fight. But you never had any real chance of 

defeating me; I was the dominant half for a reason. So, when that inevitably failed, you begged 

for me to relinquish control back over to you. In exchange you swore to listen to me for the rest 

of your days. But by then I loved my new position of power so much there was no way I would 

ever give control back to you. There was no more fighting with your conscience, but merely 

acting on mine. What happened next is the thing you’ll never get the chance to know. I 

suppressed you to the point of destroying you. To put it simply, by the end of the year, I no 

longer even felt your presence. You were gone. It was only then that I realized how badly I had 

messed up. I tried searching for you but the only thing left was traces of your former self. We 

no longer existed. It was only me. 

That is what happened. That is why you will never actually receive this letter. But I had to write 

it for my own sanity—or at least what I have left of it. The truth is, without you, I am merely 

half a person. 


