The Road to Damnation
I.

The candle was slowly dripping on the wooden table, creating layers of slowly hardening wax. New layers covered old as new lies should cover the once earlier said. The candle didn’t light the room very well, but it was good enough to light my face and uncover the terrible shame, disappointment and lost hopes in it. It was as if it shone through my soul, showing the dirt, the selfishness, the memories of what once was and the destruction. The clock on the wall was ticking. Time was passing slower than usual. I was desperately looking through the window at the horizon, searching for the first signs of a redeeming morning and saw nothing more than damned dark skies. It seemed like the morning would never come. An occasional shot somewhere in the gloomy forest would break the complete silence. With new wax layers being created on the table, the moments spent together became more and more unbearable. Dripping wax, ticking clock and shots in the dark were the only reminders of the cruel reality. The hunt was on. With every shot, the unmistakable hunters, hit the target and the animals dropped down. Death was all around. The mist mixed with blood and guts. The signs of deer being gutted stained the meadows. The blood was washed off into a small, cold river flowing nearby, but the essence of death remained till noon. And in that chilly night we sat there trying to rewind  time and find the breaking point. The exact moment when it all became more than just a game. 
“I knew it, I knew he couldn’t do what you accused him of” she said calmly. “Just tell me one thing, why?”
“I am sorry, I was just afraid I will lose you. I was afraid he was going to take you away from me!” I lied once again. My eyes were filled with tears
“I cannot believe you would do such an awful thing.” She started crying.
 I stopped nervously walking around and sat down behind the table. The room was small as it was and with her tears it suddenly grew a little smaller. We were sitting at the table. There was no space to escape, even if I wanted to. One small room filled with so many emotions. I had to apologize for what I had done. I had to take all the blame. They have to get back to their old lives. How can I do it and not get tangled with my own lies again? “I should never have started this!,” my conscience screamed in my head. I was surprised, I have always lived my life with no regrets. I felt terrible ever since I told that terrible lie, six months ago. I took it too far, terrible, dirty lies that shattered lives. He didn’t look at me once. He was holding her hand, while looking out into the dark.
“I know you Jordan, I know you well enough to know you are suffering terribly, there is nothing that can help you now. There is nothing that can help us. It’s too late. What has been done and said cannot be taken back,” Kate whispered and covered her face with her hands.
“I will never leave you, but we can’t be under one roof.” Her cry tore my heart.
“I will go, I love you please I want you to be happy again. I can’t see you like this anymore.”
“I know what I have to do. I have to leave ….” 
We were so close before the incident. Our relationship was perfect, respectful and loving. But ever since she brought him to our house things have changed. We shared one passion only. We both were in love with one person. Richard, charming, charismatic Richard. A name worthy of kings and knights. He was much more than a king for me, he was my personal savior. I admired him, listened to his advice. My teenage passion outgrew everything I had learned and turned my life around. I would do anything for him and now I am doing everything I can to fix my terrible mistake. This foolish teenage love quickly destroyed everything I loved and cared about. And on that foggy night I was reminded once again that I still loved him deeply

II.
“Here is a letter for you Jordan. I'm sorry I opened it. It’s bad news.” I looked down at the  bed where my Mom threw the ripped white envelope. I was afraid to touch it so I just stared. My body was in paralysis. My mind was a weird mixture of chaos and a complete blank. My life was filled with loads of precious people and I knew one of my friendships had ended inside the envelope. All of my precious friends ran through my mind. Friends I hadn’t heard from in a while. Immediately my friend whose father killed his mother in a jealous rage and then shot himself came to mind. “Oh God I hope it’s not him.” This was followed by my friend who is struggling with cancer at a very young age and then by friends with no trouble at all. “Life is unpredictable” I said to myself and imagined how one of them was on the way to school and got ran over by a car.                                                                                                                                                

This complete chaos in my head lasted only a split second and then I made myself reach for the envelope. My hand was exceptionally heavy and slow. I wasn’t shaking which is unusual during intense situations. I felt strong in my knees but in my head I begged God not to have to open this envelope, I made myself believe that if I didn’t know who had tragically died it would keep them alive. The otherwise white envelope had a black stripe which confirmed my previous worries about the obituary, which lay inside the envelope like a dead rabbit. The edges of the paper were slightly rumpled as if someone hadn’t really been paying attention when sending it to me. Another moment of stiffness occurred. I was trying to read from the details who it could be, before I opened the letter and hit hard reality and certainty. Ignorance is bliss I repeated to myself, still trying to somehow avoid opening the letter. If I didn’t know who died, it wouldn’t hurt me and I could keep pretending that I still had them and that I could call that them if needed. I could live a happy life, still have their contact in my phone and not miss them. I am just not good with death. Knock on wood, all my close family is still alive. I am an unexperienced mourner. 

So finally I gathered all my strength and reached for the piece of black framed paper. Unwrapping it, I tried not to see the name at first glance, as if  I wanted to stretch the stress and uncertainty even more.  I started reading from the top. It began with a little poem about angels, heaven and eternity and continued with the cliché, unoriginal lines “With deep sorrow we wish to announce to all that our loving father, brother has left us forever.” and then I finally saw the name; it was my Father. I cannot describe the gratitude and huge relief I felt that I didn’t see the name of someone I knew and loved…. 

The situation in our family never allowed me to realize that I unconsciously needed a father and I have been longing for him for so long. My Mom never remarried after she divorced the man I call my biological father, and her boyfriends were more of  a joke to me than actual role models. It was only after his death that I realized how I needed him in my life and that I have been searching for a father figure ever since I can remember. Not too long after, I received the news, my Mom found a new boyfriend. I was sceptical and tired of her constant new beginnings. I never understood why she was attracted to such losers and low lifes, when she herself was a successful businesswoman. From my previous experience I would have a bad attitude to all of them. To test them and protect myself from disappointment. Too many first dinners had passed for me to be excited anymore. So I wasn’t thrilled to meet yet another loser that would stay with her until she realized it would not work out. 
“Get dressed, he will be here any minute now,” Mom yelled from her bedroom.
“Mom, I don’t care. I am wearing my sweat pants. He won’t notice plus he is here to make an impression on me,” I screamed and she knew I was trying to sabotage her date night
“You are terrible, I hope he won’t run away,” Mom whispered.

The door-bell rang. “Be on your best behavior!” she hissed at me and ran to open the door. Coco would be proud of her, she looked gorgeous. I thought what a waste to dress up like this for another loser. The smell of her perfect perfume overwhelmed me and I was hoping he wouldn’t smell of gasoline, like the last one. I  put  great effort into getting up and turning off the TV. Just as I was taking a deep breath, the one I always take before an unpleasant situation, someone stormed into the living room. I remember it like it was yesterday. I was standing there, my eyes closed, taking that deep breath, when for a split second I smelled his Channel cologne. I quickly opened my eyes and I saw him. He came right up to me, shook my hand and gave me a kiss on a cheek. He immediately filled the entire living room. I felt relieved. He looked decent, smelled nice and was entertaining. During dinner we hit it off like old friends. His stories and jokes made the time pass by so quickly, that I wished he would stay longer. He was finally that successful man Mom deserved. After he left we spend the rest of the night talking about him. Mom’s eyes were sparkling and I hoped this would all work out for the best. Our dinners and lunches continued for several weeks and time seemed to be our worst enemy. Magically with him time passed by so quickly and one hour seemed like a minute. As their relationship progressed he took us to his cottage to go hunting. Mom was not a big fan of mud, blood and shooting and during these adventures I was always the one to go with him. He was teaching me how to shoot, how to gut a buck and deer, something I had never done before. It was all so exciting and new, I couldn’t wait for the weekend to go hunting. Mom had finally found a man in her life she could rely on and who respected her. She had finally found a great father for me. He was my role model, the father figure I was searching for.

However, something inside me started to long for him more than was acceptable. It started with small signals, longer looks into his eyes, a forgotten hand on his legs under the table. Then the feeling became unbearable. My dreams were all about him. I became obsessed and the fact that it was unacceptable worked as fuel to my actions. A very bad idea nested in my head and refused to leave. 

Right after my birthday, he organized an annual get-together at his cottage with his friends to start the hunting season. Mom could not come because of her business trip. It was a perfect occasion to try out if he would be interested. I begged Mom to let me go with him alone. Mom knew there was always alcohol involved and I wasn’t eighteen yet, but Richard gave her his word he would not let me drink. Mom finally agreed and I was thrilled to go. Hunting became my passion, but I was excited more about being alone with Richard. I knew very well all his friends were heavy drinkers and that if I mad a little effort they would drop under the table before eleven. The night went great, I was in the kitchen cooking and serving beer and liquor just as planned. To my surprise Richard didn’t want to drink that much. I secretly drank a couple of beers to loosen up a little bit and when everyone started to leave to the upstairs bedrooms, I was finally there alone with him. I was cleaning up the table and taking all the glasses left to the kitchen, when he touched me. Not like a father, it was different. He knew what I was trying to do. My seduction methods worked and I sat down next to him. We kissed. It was wild, passionate, forbidden and it felt great. Before we went upstairs, drunken me wanted to say something extremely clever. Luckily Richard stopped me and I didn’t say a word until exhausted, I whispered good night, kissed him on the cheek and left his bedroom.

I never imagined I would have the guts to do this. I never believed my conscience would allow me this. Not only did I do it, he did it with me. We were partners in crime now. In my dreams I only got to the point of having sex with him, but what now? How am I going to look into his eyes and into my Mom’s eyes? I never got this far in my dreams. I woke up and refused to open my eyes, I refused to admit this was real. I knew when I opened them and walked downstairs I would see him there and it would be confusing. I would be ashamed and lost. I stayed in bed for two more hours and then decided to finally get up. I opened the door to the hall and I could hear them talking. My paranoia made me think for a second they were talking about me, but something shocked me even more. I heard my Mom’s voice. I wasn’t ready to face them together. If I could have I would have jumped out of the window and walked home, but I would have to see them sooner or later. I walked down to the living room, greeted everybody and went to kiss Mom. I could still smell his cologne on me and I prayed Mom wouldn’t notice. 
“Good morning Jordan, how was your night?” I turned around and saw his big smile. A wave of calmness overwhelmed me and I knew at that moment that I didn’t need to be afraid of anything, that he would always have a plan B. I was surprised how his present made me feel safe with this uncomfortable situation only we knew about. It was as if something turned around in my head and the shame was gone. Instead I felt great. I smiled provocatively and replied, “It was great, Richard. I really like your new cottage, we should come here more often, don’t you think?” 
“We will, the hunting season is on, right guys!” and turned to his five friends, waiting for  approval. 
“Yes, for the next month, you won’t see us anywhere else,” Big Joe, one of his close friends, replied with a smile on his face. All hunters are always extremely excited for the hunting season and this year I was deeply excited with them for all the wrong reasons. 

We continued with our little forbidden romance and his hunting trips combined with business trips created a perfect window of opportunity for our adventures. Mom thought I was at my friends or I went to a party, but every second I had I gave to Richard. I loved hunting with him. I watched his passionate aiming and killing with a religious awe. It was never ordinary, the minute he reached for his gun. At that exact moment he became the man of my life. The man that every woman longs for. He made me feel safe. I knew nothing in the world could harm me. The feeling of complete safety in the middle of wild and unknown forests overwhelmed me every time and I forgot about the world outside. His charm worked its magic. He was the perfect prototype of a man. A man of multiple faces and each and every one of them was better than the one before. A fearless hunter, a successful businessman, an over-protective father, an outstanding lover, a dear friend and a hardworking man. He knew exactly what to say and when to say it. 

It was the first snowy night. We went out for a hunt again. He left all of his friends to be with me alone. He knew how much I loved spending time with him, alone, where we could be who we really are. No masks, no fake gestures, just us. These nights were the reason I breathe. These were the nights I could die for. We could do what we wanted. We could say what we felt. It was such a relief to be with him. He knew my dark sides and he loved me for them. We were just like two animals hunted by our basic instincts. The hunger for passion. No doubts. We looked at one other, there were no words necessary. He understood me completely. The myth about forbidden fruit works perfectly and it kept us together. 
“Didn’t you miss me my sweet Jordan?”
“Of course I missed the real you, incredibly,” I whispered quietly. He held my hand tight and stopped the car. 
“You are an incredible young woman Jordan, you know that?” 
Something was odd tonight. It was not like our usual secret dates. I felt he wanted to tell me something, but I needed to tell him something first. The circumstances made everything harder for me. I knew that the emotions I had been holding inside for so long would surface. I was touching his hand and slowly rubbing his head, he laid down. 
“Just lay down next to me, I want to cuddle that’s all,” he whispered. All the animal instincts I was trying to hide my actions behind, were dead and gone. Everything was lost. It was a complete surrender after a long war against moral values. I lay down with him, filled with the love I’ve been feeling for so long. I whispered,
 “I love you Richard, I love you incredibly and it’s killing me to see you and Mom kissing and holding hands. I want to be your number one.” 
Richard was speechless, even though the dark of the forest I could see his face.
” I brought you here today to end this little romance Jordan. I love your mother and I want to marry her.” 
He paused for a little while to give me a chance to process what was happening. 
“You know you and me, it was just fun. I don’t regret it, but it has to stop before we hurt ourselves. I can never be with you. I would destroy your life, you would be so unhappy with me. You would lose your Mother and I know she is very important to you. I cannot let this happen.” 
I didn’t know what to do. I left the car. I wanted to scream, kick and cry. I wanted to kick his lights in and break his windows, but I stormed out of the car and decided to go for a little walk. We weren’t far from the cottage so I reached the road and began walking towards the cottage. He drove next to me, I guess to make sure nothing happened to me on my way. I wished he was dead for seducing me and letting me fall in love with him. I made it to the cottage, dropped down in tears onto a snowy meadow and didn’t make a sound. I only  looked at the skies full of stars and the reflection of snow. “Why me,” I whispered to myself, tears rushing down my face. He slowly walked up to me and without a word lay down and gazed at the stars. Then he softly said, 
“You know Jordan, she can never find out. Under no circumstances can she ever find out. “We are like friends, but you can’t play football that’s why we are doing what we are doing. We are having fun”. 
His last words stabbed me like a knife. So I am just a way to pass your  spare time and you are the love of my life, how fair is that?
 “Please leave me alone here,” I asked him and he left.
 I can’t tell him I love him unconditionally and I can’t tell him I hate his guts. I am grateful for every moment I spent with him. Only the memories of our moments together are what keeps me alive. His bed is a sacred alter and I am the sacrifice resurrected each morning to walk out of his room to my miserable life where I have to lie to everyone I know including myself and Mom. Every night with him I am tortured but those moments of relief are worth the pain. At that moment we are created for each other and that keeps me alive. And now all these moments are gone for good. I don’t remember how long I was out there on the meadow, but when I returned everyone was asleep. 

III.

When I woke up Mom and Richard were sitting downstairs having dinner. The look on his face made me sick. His wide smile changed to something I couldn’t stand. His terrible jokes and stupid stories were annoying. And his irritating voice sounded in my head long after he finally stopped talking. Mom noticed the change in my behavior towards Richard. 
“Is everything okay, you two?” 
“Did you do something to my sweet Jordan?” 
She turned to Richard with this rhetorical question. She didn’t expect any answer because she was sure he would never treat me badly. I tried a fake smile to mask my torture and took my breakfast to my room. If I ate downstairs with them I would definitely throw up from their sweet kisses and silly love comments. During my sleepless nights, I created a perfect plan to get Richard to like me again. He was planning the end of the hunting season get-together and Mom of course wasn’t going to be there. It was the perfect opportunity for me to show up there later in the evening when they are drunk to seduce him again. So I proceeded with my plan. I showed up uninvited. Richard was surprised but too drunk to say anything. I was sweeter than ever, served him, cooked, cleaned for him and the guys that night and when I walked him to his bedroom hoping for the best he refused to let me in. What a disgrace! I am a young, attractive woman and he should be grateful that I am offering myself to him. I felt betrayed and incredibly mad. That same night I called my friends to pick me up and on my way back I called the police to report a rape. I cried when I arrived at the police station. After I described what happened to me in great detail, they called my Mom to come and pick me up. I was exhausted. When I saw Mom I couldn’t help myself.  I fell down to the floor and cried hysterically. I cried out of guilt for what I was doing, for all the lies, all the impostures but most importantly out of love. I loved them to death, both of them. She sat down on the floor, holding me in her arms and cried with me. We sat there for a good half an hour. She kept apologizing and I wanted to die. I realized what I had done. What desire makes stupid people do. How passion can be dangerous and how stupid I was for even trying to seduce him. I immediately realized Mom had lost a great man. We had both lost him. The rest of the night was all a blur to me. I woke up refusing to open my eyes, once again. I wished it was all just a bad dream. 

IV.

Months have passed and I was dying inside. I saw my Mom suffering. I never wanted to see her like this. My teenage stupidity destroyed her life and she blamed herself. She blamed herself for bringing him into our lives. 
“I am sorry you had to go through this,” she said at least a hundred times a day.

I saw her drowning in regrets, she was weaker and weaker every day. I never realized how deeply it would influence our lives. My Coco turned to Courtney Love. She started drinking and blaming only herself. I couldn’t let this happen. My not so innocent teenage love. I wished I could do something to help Mom, I wished I could stop it all. Stop all the suffering I have caused her. And Richard? He was in and out of court. All the hearings, interrogations and accusations made his life miserable. He was labeled as child molester and that terrible accusation stained his spotless reputation. What had I done? I couldn’t sleep at night, I  couldn’t look into the mirror any longer. The terrible pain inside was unbearable. I had to say something to help them. I had to go to the police and tell them the truth. I had not been raped. I had not been molested. It was all just revenge. I had to tell everybody! He didn’t deserve to be treated like this. He needed to be innocent again. After all he was the closest thing I ever had to a father.
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