
   
 

   
 

The Felonious Forest by Priyanka Rajiv 
 

The steady pulse of the base could be heard all around causing nearby windows to rattle, 

but the little group at the edge of the forest could care less. The crisp fall air bit at the cheeks of 

the reckless high schoolers, giving them a rosy glow as a white mist surrounded them, seemingly 

coming from in between the trees behind. The leaves swayed along, gently fluttering towards the 

ground while a fog coated the group of underage drinkers with a hue of obliviousness from the 

world outside their little haven.  

 

This was stupid. It was idiotic and completely reckless. That was what Nora would be 

telling herself; correction- that’s what sober Nora would have been saying.  

 

The alcohol had burned at first when it went down, its bitter taste caused her to grimace. 

When she went onto her third and fourth sip, her facial features were almost kept intact as the 

bubbling liquid slid down her throat like a snake, slithering and warming her insides. By this 

point, she barely remembered her own name and didn’t register the cold seeping into her skin 

from the bottle in hand. She basked in the feeling of euphoria and tilted her head back to take 

another long swig. The wind danced with her hair as she jumped up and down to the beat of the 

music in the background while the dry autumn leaves crunched under her worn out boots with 

every movement. She was elated. At this moment in time, she wasn’t “Nose in books Nora” no, 

this was “Happy, Carefree Nora”. This new Nora didn’t have a bother in the world, but of 

course, that was probably the liquor talking.  



   
 

 

When the most popular kids in school tell you to come to a party, you go. There was no 

question there. The head of their little ‘squad’ was Rachel, a confident girl with 1chestnut colored 

hair who’s scrutinizing gaze had the power to make you question everything about yourself. She 

had been nicknamed ‘the vulture’ because of her reputation for picking up unsuspecting prey and 

bring them over to the dark side. Maybe that was a little dramatic but it was true to some extent. 

If you went to one of their iconic parties you were automatically known as a ‘someone’, but you 

would come out a changed person. 

 

That morning as she approached Nora in the halls, she had felt her stomach drop. What in 

the world could Rebecca want from her?              

 

“Hey Nora!” She had said in that sickeningly sweet voice. 

 

Nora took a deep breath and looked up from her books. Amber eyes met her own olive 

orbs which swirled with questions.  

 

“Hey…” She responded with an attempted smile, although it probably resembled more of 

a grimace. 

                                                           
 



   
 

   
 

 

“A couple of us are meeting up after school at midnight for a little party. You should 

come.” She said with a cold calculating grin that oozed with persuasion as she tilted her head, 

challenging Nora to refuse.  

 

Nora gaped at her in confusion. Before she had time to process this, she blurted out the 

words which she wished she could have taken back. 

 

“Of course- I’ll be there."  She stammered and flashed her a nervous smile.  

 

“Great, see you then!" The petite girl said with a smug smile before whipping her silky 

hair around. She then turned away, strutting as though she was on a model walking on a catwalk 

rather than the musty eggshell colored floors of Greendale High. 

 

That night was the first Nora had ever snuck out. Her parents never expected her to do 

anything of the sort because of her studious nature, so they were out like a light right after the 

moon made its appearance and peaked into the pitch-black sky. Guilt had churned uncomfortably 

in her stomach as she remembered her parent's warnings from earlier to not venture out late. 

Missing person reports, all from the same area, had been getting filed all month and were 

sending everyone on edge. The townsfolk had dubbed that forest as ‘felonious’ due to every 

victim having been last seen at that particular location. The lost had yet to make their return but 



   
 

bodies hadn’t been found so, she figured that was a good sign. Nonetheless, she held her head 

high and marched out with an air of rebelliousness, determined to prove that she wasn’t uptight.  

 

This was what caused her current state of intoxication. One sentence of agreement had 

changed everything. It wasn’t logical to blame Rebecca for everything, she knew that, but if it 

weren’t for the invitation, Nora wouldn’t have got herself in this situation in the first place.  

 

The music was deafening, but nobody seemed to mind. At least until the shrill sound of a 

siren broke her tranquility. 

 

It was like someone had dumped a bucket of ice cold water on her head. The red and blue 

flashes came closer and closer to their spot at the edge of the forest until they illuminated a path.  

 

“Crap! It’s the cops! Take the booze and run." She faintly heard someone yelling. 

 

Out of instinct, she ran down the newly revealed path. Her heart pounded and after only a 

few minutes of running later, her lungs felt heavy, causing her throat burned like smoke on 

wood. She glanced over her shoulder quickly but in that one moment, she had lost her balance 

and felt herself tumbling forward. She groaned in pain as she felt herself hit the ground and fall 

right next to a bush. Everything ached and all of a sudden, she was sober. She rubbed her back, 

wincing at the pain. She had landed in something warm and strangely sticky. Blindly, she groped 



   
 

   
 

around her to find her bag. She grinned at the small victory when her hands finally landed on the 

silky black pouch. After a few moments of fumbling around, she found her phone and swiftly 

unlocked it, eager to get the flashlight on in order to make sense of her surroundings.  

 

The white light was minuscule in comparison to the grand expanse of trees around her, 

but it provided her with enough illumination to assess the extent of her injuries. After doing a 

quick check, she concluded that her body was fine, save for some paltry scratches. Her clothes 

were dirt ridden, but she was still relieved that she didn’t have any major injuries. She winced in 

pain as she shifted slightly to find out what the sticky substance that she landed in was.  

 

She shivered in fear and blindly groped around trying to pull herself up. Her hand 

trembled at her discovery. The sticky substance had been blood. The fresh, bright scarlet 

gleaming in the light. That wasn’t what had scared her though. At first, she thought it was her 

own blood from the fall. Based on how minute her injuries were though, there was no way it 

could have been her own. 

 

Her heart pounded in her chest as she attempted to scream but found her voice getting lodged in 

her throat. Nora rotated on her heel in hopes of getting out of wherever she was but was stopped 

by a hand grasping her ankle. She’d felt as though her heart had physically dropped into her 

stomach as the vice on her ankle became firmer. She recited prayers in her mind as a cool blade 

was placed against her throat. Tears sprung out of the corner of her eyes as she felt more 



   
 

excruciating pain than she ever had before. Pain that left her clenching her fists and digging her 

nails into her palms.  

 

Until suddenly, she felt nothing at all. 

 

Nora sat up in her bed at the speed of lightning as she gasped, trying to regain her breath. 

Her body was drenched in sweat and her first instinct had been to press her fingers to her throat 

in order to check for signs of injury. She let out a small sigh of relief when she discovered that 

her throat was unharmed. At this revelation, Nora felt the sudden urge to see the rest of her 

family after this near-death experience, real or not. 

 

She bounded down the stairs with a small grin but was met with the somber sight of her 

parents and her older sister all in tears at the kitchen. 

 

“Mom…dad? What’s wrong?” Nora asked hesitantly while tentatively placing a hand on 

her mother’s shoulder. To her surprise, not one of them made a move. 

 

“Guys what’s wrong?” She repeated, louder this time, her head aching in confusion 

 

Her mother suddenly released a broken sob. “My baby girl is gone!” 



   
 

   
 

 

“Mom what are you talking about! I’m right here!” she responded with a small wail of 

frustration as the rest of her family consoled their distressed member 

 

Out of the corner of her eye, the bold letters adorning the first page of the weekly 

newspaper grasped her attention.  

 

“The Felonious Forest Claims it’s 13th Victim, Nora Collins” 

 

 


