The First Step Is Always The Hardest

The first step is always the hardest. She closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and stepped forward. Burn, fear, pain. She held her foot in the air, it hadn’t even reached the ground, but the heat was flowing around it, like lava around a stubborn rock. And any moment that rock might bubble and melt, she could feel the blisters forming and recoiled slightly, balancing awkwardly on one leg. It was a lot to bear, but she thought if she got a second to regroup she would get her strength back. Feeling stunned and uncomfortable, her mind was plagued with a distant screaming voice, telling her not to bother, it was too difficult, to take the easy way out. But her conscious mind stared blankly back. She searched and searched, there was no other way, and she couldn’t ‘not bother’. It wasn’t a matter of choice; she was in this situation, now the only road was straight ahead. There was no other path, no easy way out, not even a difficult way out, just finishing what she had started. She swallowed, it hurt her throat, and she lay her foot down, ignoring the flowing river of heat. On contact, there was a moment of white nothing, then she felt the pain of a thousand knives, and a tiny tear began to form in one eye under her velvet blindfold. But she struggled with her instincts and forced the foot down, adding more and more pressure until her weight was equally distributed. The first step is always the hardest. Then why was it so difficult to get the strength to take the second step? A thousand knives. Stabbing, cutting, tearing the flesh. She took the second step, if only to take some of the weight off of her right foot. On the sudden impact there was a sharp, almost inaudibly quiet hissing noise from beneath her naked left foot. There was a stone, some sort of sharp stone, stabbing into her, hurting that foot. She found herself holding her breath, if she could bare the heat, she could bare the sharp pain too. The ball and heel of her foot felt burned, but the middle: sharp, blond, knife, cut, sharp. Her entire body pulsed, her claves in particular, she imagined them to be visibly flexing and shuddering, that’s how it felt. She was still holding her breath, she tried to make herself breath, but she couldn’t do it. She practically fell into the third step, leaning forward, and she felt the weight of her breasts as they hung slightly under her arched back, the rising warmth almost calming them, but singing her face, the heat she felt on her face was not pleasant. She could feel her feet blacken. She began to lose feeling. She hoped the sensation would be a sweet release, but it wasn’t, it was black and confusing and like pins and needles but a caging her head in ice at the same time. Her headache grew, pulsing, throbbing. Could she go on? Did she have a choice? Maybe, but to fall down and die? The only thought that kept her from doing that was the thought of the embers beneath her, the grating, crushing force on her feet, would be all over her body. She lifted her head up, feeling the taste of bile at the back of her throat, her blindfold now damp inside from escaped tears. She felt her hair on her shoulders, and concentrated on that. Her lips trembled as he took the next step. The sharp stone was gone, she no longer felt that cut, but the shadow of it remained, the echo pain, and the heat getting at the inside of her foot. She felt it was cut open, and imagined she could feel her blood boiling and bones melting. She let out her breath in a hurried gasp, it sounded less healthy than she had thought, more of a spurt, and she took a sharp breath and began to cough. Automatically she tried to lift a hand to her mouth, band found it hard. All her muscles ached. She had to go on. Another step, and another, and another. The devil roared and slashed at her, all the while she breathed inconsistently, gasping, coughing, hesitating. She kept going, it was almost a run, she had lost control, she didn’t know what she was doing, she felt dizzy. Things went out of perspective, she couldn’t properly feel her movements, she couldn’t feel anything. Dizziness, daze, she was going to pass out. She couldn’t pass out. But it was so easy; it was the easy way out. No, there was no easy way out. She took her final step.

And it stopped. It was still there, but it wasn’t. Echoes and shadows. She let herself fall onto her back. The ground was cold, stone cold, but soft. She felt her slightly burned hair brush against her shoulders, it was rough. Her feet were in a vice, and still burning, roasting, cooling. She breathed heavily, filling and emptying parts of her lungs she didn’t believe she’d ever used. It was over, she was safe, she had made it, it was over. She fell into a pained, desperate but carefree sleep on the cold but soft floor. The air was warm from the fire, but there wasn’t all the pain now, only the memory.

