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Silvia had known better, and still she
had wandered into the forest. As she hung suspended by the vines,
she had to wonder what she had been thinking. She knew though, in
her heart, that she had been drawn here and now she would suffer
the consequences of allowing her desires to overcome her
senses.

Since she was a small child she had
been warned about the dark heart of the forest. Trails cut through
the wood would purposefully circumnavigate this part of the forest,
and still the wayfarers of the region disappeared with the
regularity that was disturbing.

Silvia had been warned since she
learned to walk never to venture into the forest, and to be certain
of any trail that she took, as new ones seemed to appear of their
own volition that led deeper into the wood than the wise dared to
travel. She had questioned and doubted the rumors of a malevolent
forest more and more as she had grown into womanhood, and had
wandered farther than any in her village with the growing belief
that her elders were simply making up stories. Now she was
suspended from the very evil that she had thought was a ridiculous
myth.

The trees were, against all reason,
moving, and they were moving in on her from all sides. It was
terrifying, but there was nothing at all she could do other than
kick with her legs and pull against her captors in those moments
when her feet were allowed to touch the ground, which was rare as
she was carried along toward what she knew must be the very center
of the forest.

As she was carried along, long green
stems reached out for her, hanging in her garments almost as if
intentionally grasping for them, and tearing them from her when
they were outpaced by others among her captors or when two or more
found purchase while pulling in opposing directions. In short order
she found herself naked, but still the branches and stems tore at
her. She couldn’t be sure but it seemed that while the bizarre
attention of tactile botanicals was everywhere it was more
concentrated at her more sensitive bits; as though driven by some
intelligence with perversely sadistic purpose.

It seemed as though this would never
end, and the day stretched on in horror and in pain. Silvia could
not tell if the growing darkness was from the setting of the sun or
the result of the ever denser canopy above, but the light was
fading and with it any hope, though there was hardly any cause or
hope to begin with. When finally, the shambling vegetation stopped
moving she found herself in a very dark glen surrounded with what
appeared to be an impenetrable wall of enormous trees. In the
center of the small opening stood a wizened old tree, much smaller
than the rest, but seemingly special if its location was any
indicator.

She was still suspended, now naked with
woody vines at each limb. She was unable to move as the old tree
approached. A gnarled limb reached out toward her face, and she
attempted to pull away, but found a new limb wrapping itself around
her throat and holding her head in place.

 

As the blighted old limb touched her
forehead, she saw her future, and her horror was renewed. She knew
that she was not the first, nor would she be the last, but the
cursed trees of this glen were indeed sentient and evil beyond
imagining. They were served by their own progeny who were born to
them of the women they captured. She was to be mated to the
withered old tree, and bear the next generation of their
servants.

The horror of
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