
Deep in the forest, where no one ever went, there lived a woman.
  



The reason no on ever went there was because of all of the stories they had heard about the place. They had all heard, from the time they were little, that to go in the forest meant a long and torturous death. It was the town's boogeyman story. There was no boogeyman and there was no Fire Swamp to keep away all the mischievous children. But they had the forest. No one quite knew where the story started. Legend has it that a couple was once taking a walk through the forest. Somewhere in the middle the two started to argue. The man walked away angrily and he never returned. The woman escaped from the forest and she claimed to have heard his screams echoing between the trees. He seemed to be screaming at someone. Someone who was torturing him. Legend has it that he never returned to his regular life. And legend has it that he was tortured to death.  No one is quite sure who tortures the men who enter. But legend has it that it's a woman. She rules the forest and everything that enters and leaves. It seems  as if men are tortured only, but no one is quite sure. So all kids are warned at an early age to stay away. And so no one went in. But one day, someone went in. He was twenty one at the time and he was angry at the world.
  



"Not going back there again." he yelled softly to himself. Through his tears, he saw the trees looming over him. He continued running. 
 



He ran for a long while, stopping finally when he collapsed from exhaustion. Still crying softly, he fell into a deep sleep. 




When he awoke, he discovered his back was against something hard. A tree he thought. He attempted to stand up, but something held him back. He tried moving his hands but they remained attached to the bark of the tree. Looking down, he discovered that he had been tied. His feet were bound. His hands were apart but also tied, and across his stomach and chest were two more ropes. His shirt was off, as were his shoes and socks. 




He tried breaking loose from his binds but they were tied well and he just ended up crying from the frustration of it all.
 



"I wouldn't try that again." said a voice. He looked up, but there was no one around. "Who are you?" he asked cautiously. "WHERE ARE YOU?!?" He screamed terrified.




 "I am here. I am always here." said the voice again. 
 



The voice was mocking, taunting. A female voice of someone who loved what she was doing and intended to continue. And a voice of someone who knew that she could get away with anything she attempted.
 



"Show yourself!" he demanded. 


"Now, now." said the voice. "Don't go on making demands. Don't forget who is tied." 


She stepped out in front of him. She was dressed in a long green dress. Her red hair was done in a half pony. And her face held the same mocking look as her voice.
 



"Wha- what do you want from me?" he asked attempting to seem unafraid. 




She touched his face lightly, "Why, what makes you think I want anything?" 




"Why would you tie me to a tree if you didn't want anything?" he asked confused. "Shh." she said softly. "Stop talking." He looked at her hand, making lines on his face. His eyes looked at them terrified. "What are you doing to me?" She stepped away from him and smiled. 




He continued looking at her until she suddenly disappeared. "Hey! Where'd you - " He stopped unsure of whether he wanted her in seeing distance or away from him. 




He suddenly realized that the ropes against his hands were cutting into him. And he desperately wanted to rub them. It soon consumed his mind, all he could think about was how he wanted to rub his hands.




Think about something else! he tried to command himself. like sunshine and ropes. Hurts. Pain. No! Look at the trees. Yes, I'm bound to one. Stop! Think about books. Favorite - "PAIN!" he screamed. 
 



"My, my. You are a noisy person." she said, stepping out of the shadows. 
 



"Please..." he said. "Please, let me go." 




"And why would I do that? Hmm?" she said lightly. She stepped over to him again. 


"I...I... I don't know. I don't know why you want me here. But please, ma'am. I'm not a bad person. And my hands, they hurt so-" he looked at the pleased look on her face. "You don't care, do you? You enjoy pain."




"Why, yes. I do." she answered. "Very much so, in fact." He turned his face away as much as he could and closed his eyes.




"So, I'm here 'til I die from your torture?" he asked looking back at her. 


"Yes." she said simply. "It's going to be fun." she paused slightly. "For me, I don't imagine you enjoying yourself quite as much." 


“So this is what you do? Wait for people to come and tie them to trees when they fall asleep?”


“Well, not everyone is as weak as you. Sometimes I have to knock them out.” 


“Knock them out by punching them?” he said somewhat incredulously “No offense, lady, but you don't strike me as someone who can knock a guy out.” 


“Oh, really?” she asked. She walked over to him. “Do you honestly think you can beat me in a fight?” Her voice dropped low. “It would never happen, but you'll pay for those words. One thing you should learn fast, you are going to die, and I am going to kill you. I wouldn't advise getting on my bad side.” 


“Why not?” he sneered, his courage up. “If I'm going to die anyway, and you're making it pretty clear that that will happen, then why should I care how you do it or anything else? I may as well say what I-” 


“I can kill you painlessly or I can kill you with more pain than you have ever felt in your-” 


“You passed that already! I have felt the torture. I have survived it. What more can you do?” 


“My dear weak pathetic kid, you have felt nothing yet. But you shall see that. Oh, you'll see.” 


Over the next few days, he didn't see the woman at all. The pain from the ropes still bothered him but he was learning to live with it. In the back of his mind he wondered what she was up to, but he was convincing himself that he had scared her off. 


“Do you like toasting marshmallows?” 


He looked around. “Where have you been, Ma'am?” 


“Getting supplies. Do you like toasting marshmallows?” 


“I haven't done it in a long time, but yes.” 


“Good. I'm really in the mood tonight.” She brought over some firewood and placed it by his feet. He looked down at her. “What are you doing?” he asked, slightly confused. 


“I'm toasting marshmallows.” 


“But it'll burn me!” he protested.


“Such a quick learner. I knew there was a reason I kept you.”


“Your newest way to torture me?” she remained silent. “Are you going to kill me now?! Or are you biding your time?” The silence was deafening. “ANSWER ME!”


She slowly threw log on top of log. Then she pulled out a box of matches. Slowly, and carefully, she took a lone stick out of the box. His face was covered in sweat as he watched her. He closed his eyes. She's bluffing! It's to be torture. Don't fall for it! “I DON'T WANT TO DIE!” He screamed. His eyes snapped open. He saw her calmly standing beside him, a lit match in her hand. Terrified he stared at her. “Please...” he moaned. She threw the match to the ground. He screamed. And watched the match burn out before it could touch the wood. 


I should have guessed. He thought. It's torture. She wouldn't really light me on fire. He watched her cautiously as she took another match out of the box. Sweat pouring down his face, he looked at her in a scornful matter. “You wouldn't kill me yet.” She threw the match to the ground. “I'm not falling for it.” He laughed nervously. “It's a joke.” He felt the heat starting to rise. “It is, isn't it?” he looked down at the fire rising. It licked the bottom of his bare feet. The flames rose and he simply stared at them, unsure and scared. He couldn't scream more than he had before. And it certainly wouldn't help. He just stared in shock. The heat singed the bottom of his pants. 


“A little heat never harmed anyone.” said the woman watching, a small smile on her face.“But a lot of it can kill you.” She threw more wood on the blazing flame. The smell of the smoke choked him. He was finding it hard to breathe. To speak or listen. 


“Things may get hazy...” she whispered. His mouth went dry. He attempted to swallow, but he couldn't. He wanted to place his hand on his nose to stop the smell but the ropes held him back. He could no longer see anything before his eyes. Don't give in. Try and think of other things. Think about the time I tried to iron my shirts. He slowly grinned. The shirts had been ruined. The heat hit again and he grimaced painfully. Slowly his eyes closed against the heat. Everything went black. 




***


“Time to wake up.” came the singsong voice. The voice of the person he had come to despise. He opened up an eye and moaned. All he felt was pain. And he smelled smoke. Everywhere. His throat was still very dry. He tried swallowing. But he couldn't. He looked up at the woman and suddenly realized that his view had changed. He was now lying on the cold hard ground. His hands were tied in a knot on his stomach. He looked up at the woman's grinning face. Why couldn't she have killed me? I don't want to die. But to keep waking up, only to realize that it's not yet over. There's no way to win this. She has everything over me. I'm tied. If only it wer- 


“Drink?” she asked cutting into his thoughts. He looked at the cup of water in her hands; a straw was sticking out of the cup. Is she going to actually give it to me? “Pl-” he said. He licked his lips with his dry tongue. “Pl-” He nodded his head unable to talk. She placed the straw in his open mouth. He sipped on it enjoying the taste of the icy water touching his dry mouth. She pulled the cup away. “Please?” he said. “Just a little more?” He looked at her, his eyes begging for more. 


She grinned maliciously. “If you can get to it, you can have it.” She placed the cup of water on the ground and sat down besides it. 


He turned his head sideways at the cup of water, a few paces away. He needed the drink. He just stared at it for a long time. How the hell am I supposed to get to that? He started wiggling. Slowly he moved, despite his hands and feet being tied. He stopped midway and looked at her again. She was sitting there with the same look of enjoyment on her face. Does she have another trick? Or will I actually get the water if I manage to make it there? He remained in the same spot, thinking and waiting. It was hard to wiggle even such a short distance, especially since he was doing it dehydrated. 


Finally, he looked back at the cup. He began wiggling again and eventually made it to the cup. It was then that he realized that there was no way to get the straw in his mouth alone, without the cup spilling the precious contents onto the ground. “I made it.” he said. 


“Yes.” she answered. “You did indeed.” 


“So, may I have a drink now?” he asked cautiously. She placed the straw in his mouth and stood up. He looked at her surprised. “I didn't think you would.” 


“I keep my word.” He continued to look up at her. Her green dress was kept clean despite the dirtiness of the ground and trees. Her red hair was perfectly arranged. Not a hair was out of place. 


“My name is Edward.” he said hesitantly. “What's yours?” Instantly he regretted saying anything. He wasn't sure why he decided to tell her his name or why her asked for hers. 


“I have no name.” she said curtly. “Nor do I have any interest in yours.” She walked away, her red hair swishing behind her. He stared at her retreating back wondering at what had just taken place. Why did I think it mattered what her name is? Why did I even tell her mine? I knew there was no way she cared. She just... She just sounded and looked halfway caring. I guess. Don't do this to yourself. She tortured you! She hasn't stopped! 


He finished drinking the icy water in the cup and stared up at the blue sky. It looked so hopeful, shining down between the green trees. He averted his eyes, unable to look anymore. His days for hoping and being happy were over. There was nothing to hope for and nothing to be happy about. Not since he entered this forest. Why did I even come here? He wondered. I know I hated my life, but this is way worse. I wish I could go back. He idly tugged at the ropes, knowing that it wasn't going to come loose.




***



It was three days before he saw her again. He had spent his time staring at the sky and sleeping. He couldn't stop thinking about the blueness of the sky. It depressed him since he knew he couldn't ever experience the sky at a happier time. He never looked at the sky before his capture, he had always been too busy running around, trying to do his job. But now, he had nothing to do. He was going nowhere.


“Hello, Ma'am.” he said as she emerged from the shadows. She looked over at him, frowning slightly. He looked at her puzzled. She never frowned; she grinned evilly. Why the sudden change? 


“Hmm?” she said distracted. “Did you say something?” She looked straight at him, her eyes slightly glossed over. 


“No. Never mind.” he answered. He wasn't sure what was wrong with her. Might as well enjoy it though. She doesn't seem like she'd hurt me at the moment. 


“I love the trees.” she said to herself.


“Yes, they're lovely.” he agreed, unsure of what was going on in her head. She didn't look at him. Didn't act like she even heard him. He looked at the trees. It was at the end of the summer and the leaves were starting to turn colors. A couple of red leaves fell on his stomach and he shivered from it touching his bare skin. Suddenly, she dropped to her knees besides him. 


“Ohhh.” she moaned softly. She placed her pointer finger on his chest. He looked down at her hand unsure of what to do or say. Silently, she started to write on his chest with her finger. “An A... and an N...” she said in a singsong voice. 


“What are you doing?” he asked. Her actions left him puzzled. He was convinced she had flipped. That all the torture had caused her to go insane. But then he wasn't sure. What if it's a trick? 


“Shh.” she placed a finger on his lips. 


“Bu-” 


“Shh.” she repeated. “Don't talk. You'll break the mood.” She placed a firm hold on his left ankle. She placed her other hand on the palm of his foot and tickled. Involuntarily, his right foot twitched and he tried to pull his left foot back; but her hold on his ankle only became tighter. He laughed as she continued to tickle him. He hated the fact that he was laughing and wanted to stop, but he couldn't. His right foot kicked back and forth as he tried to stop the tickling. 


“Noooo!” he shrieked laughing. “Stop! Stop!”He attempted to gasp for breath between laughing. Just before he lost his breath altogether, she released his foot. His stomach was in pain as he regained his composure.  


“So, Edward, your name is Edward, right?”


“Yeah, I thought you didn't care what my name is.” he said cautiously. 


“I don't. But I may as well use it if I know it, right?” 


“I...guess.” he responded, unsure. 


“So, you're a very ticklish person.” It wasn't a question. She knew the answer.


“Yes.” he answered. “I hate being tickled.” She lifted his hands and without touching him, pretended to tickle him. He shrieked with laughter. 


“Very ticklish.” she smiled wickedly. 


“How come you don't have a name?” 


“Because I never needed one.” she said mildly. “Why would I need a name?” 


“Well, it would make it easier to talk to you.” 


“Why would I need you to talk to me? And why should I make things easier on you?” 


“You're right.” he paused. “So what are you going to do now?” 


“Oh, nothing.” She got up and started to leave. Just as she was about to disappear from view she turned back and said, “What name would you give me if you had the choice?” 


“Um...Amie.” he answered. 


“Amie? Hmm, sounds okay to me. Bye, Edward.”


“Bye, Amie.” He smiled softly and then frowned. What just happened? He wondered. Why am I smiling? I didn't like her tickling. Why am I smiling simply because I called her Amie and she said goodbye to me? Get a grip on yourself, man. 




***


“Amie?” he said cautiously one day. Much time had passed since the day he had named her. The two had spoken on occasion afterwards and she didn't torture him so badly since that day. 


“Yes?” 


“How come you became like this?” He looked at her scared of the way she might respond. For a second she paused without saying or doing anything. And then she sighed. 


Sitting next to him, she spoke. “Edward, how old do you think I am?” 


He looked her over. He looked at her brown-green eyes that could flash in anger so quickly and now seemed to show a hint of sadness. “27?” he said, scared that he guessed wrong. 


She laughed lightly. “You are way off. I'm actually 736.” she looked at his surprised face. “I've been here longer than your family has ever lived in this town and I will be here after this town ceases to exist. I came here when I was 18. That was the first time I tortured anyone.”


“Who did you torture?” 


In a monotone voice she related the tale. “My boyfriend. Well, ex-boyfriend. He cheated on me. And I finally lost it. One night I dragged him out here. I tied him to a tree and I killed him slowly. So he could experience the pain I felt. And then I just stayed here.” 


“And you just continued to torture people?” 


“Just men.”


“But why? Wasn't it enough to punish him?”


“No. I was given the job to do the same thing to the males who harmed their girlfriends.” She glared at Edward. “And don't pretend not to know anything about it.”


“But...I...I was good to Cathy.” 


“Are you here?” 


“Yes.” 


“Then you messed up somewhere. You hurt her very badly right before you found yourself here. Where were you going?”


Slowly he answered. “I was going to run away from my life. It was too much trouble.” 


“And you thought that wouldn't kill her?” she asked meanly. 


“And torturing me and keeping me locked here so that I can never go back and apologize, that's making it better somehow?” 


“There's no way you would have ever apologized before. And now it's too late. If you were to be untied from these ropes, you'd wander around the forest in the most pitiful manner. You'd be lost, confused, and you would never find your way out. You would end up coming back to me, helpless and hopeless and begging me to tie you back up because that way you at least know where you are.”


“I doubt that.” he said coldly. She reached over and untied him. He stared at her amazed. He didn't think she would actually untie him. He leaned down and rubbed his feet and hands where the rope had been. 


“Now, go.” He left. She sat down against the tree,the ropes at her side and watched him take off. 

