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Today could be a great day for me. I truly need extra income, but this old road is eerie. I haven't seen any other cars or houses, but I checked the address twice. GPS says I'm on the right road. The woods lining the road seem sad and grumpy. I see fog ahead, which is strange for the afternoon. I've had an odd feeling since I entered the woods. It feels like I'm being watched.

I hope I find Miss Grimm's house soon. If not, I'll have to pull over and pee. The ad requested single women under twenty years old with no children. Work responsibilities include cooking, cleaning, shopping, and listening. No references required serious inquiries only $700 a week. Contact Molly Grimm. When I talked to miss Grimm, she sounded old and had a deep voice. 

I'm going to call Beth and talk to her until I find this place or turn around. Oh boy, no cell service, so now here I am in a thick fog deep in an ugly, menacing forest. I can't wait any longer. Now I have to pull over and pee. If I don't see her house in the next mile, I'm going back home. This is probably some stupid joke ad that is leading me to nowhere. What was that? Something made a noise close to me in the woods. 

I'm getting out of here. I never should have guzzled so much Coke. Who knows what kind of freak might be out here? And he's seen me peeing. Okay, as soon as I find a place to turn around, I'm heading home. Wait, there it is. It's an old cabin. This is it. I may as well talk to her since I made this trip. Though old there is an appeal to it, I've always loved log cabins. 

How odd the door just opened. But I don't see anyone. I'm going to knock. I don't want to intrude. "Miss Grimm?, this is Bella. I came about the job opening."

"Yes, pretty Bella. Come in. I was waiting for you."

"Oh sorry, I drove a little slow, not being familiar with the road."

"Yes, you drank a lot of coke. Would you like a cup of tea?"

"Yeah, a cup of tea would be fine, but how did you know I drank coke?"

"As you age, my dear, your senses grow stronger. I can smell the soft drink on your breath." 

I slowly took a seat at her table. Her furniture was rough and outdated. Miss Grimm's complexion is pale, and I feel her eyes crawling over my skin. I'll have a cup of tea and get out of here.  

"Call me Molly, my dear, sugar for your tea?"

"Yes, thank you Molly."

"Bella is such a pretty name. Your friend Beth is worried about you."

"Yeah, I tried to call her, but my cell could not get a signal."

"Come with me, dear. Sip some more tea and let me show you my collection."

I followed Miss Grimm to the next room, which had an enormous stone fireplace and a shelf that line the back wall. On that shelf are six porcelain dolls. Two with black hair, two with blonde hair and two with red hair. They are wearing time period dresses. Fancy hats and...expressions on their face. I'm feeling somewhat faint. 

"That's it, love sleepy...fall to sleep." 

I feel so strange. My vision is blurry and I'm so tired. I can't move. Oh, no...oh no, it can't be. I see my body across the room. My God, I'm on the shelf... 

"Yes, it can be Bella, and it is. You are now part of my beautiful collection. Girls welcome Bella."

"Hi Bella, I'm Sandra."

"Hello Bella, I'm Ginger.'

"I'm Claudette, Bella. Pleased to meet you." 

"I'm Trista."

"Hello Bella, I'm Lola."

"That's it now Bella, get used to your sisters while I get ready for my next visitor." 

Miss Grimm left the room with my body lying there, limp in an old, ragged chair.

"Bella, what is the date? I'm Sandra. I'm next to you. You can turn your head. What's the date?"

"Today is October 5, 2023."

"She trapped me on October 5, 1973."

"Same day for me. But in 1923." Said Ginger.

"I was on the same date, but in 1873." Said Claudette.

"1823 for me." Said Trista.

"1773 is when it began. That's when I taught Molly, and she betrayed me." Said Lola.

"What about Breanna? Should we tell Bella about Breanna?" Asked Sandra.

"Breanna is free." Said Lola.

"How could you be trapped here for 100 years? Is there no way out?"

"After 24 hours you cannot re-enter your body. I'm sorry Bella," Lola explained.

"You said you taught her. Help me get out of here."

"There is nothing I can do." Lola said.

"You may be damned, but I'm not. I would rather die now than be a prisoner of this evil bitch. Help me!" I demanded.

"You don't understand. She is going to take your body, and in fifty years she will take another. Molly will use your body to stay young and vibrant. When it ages, she will take another girl's body, and then burn the body she left." Trista explained.

"No, she can't have my body...I will!!!... I will shatter this cage!"

"Stop. If she hears or sees you, she will do unspeakable things to you. Don't earn her wrath." Warned Trista.

"She's coming!" blurted Ginger.

"My pretties are restless...dare not earn my wrath... I can show you pain and torments that words cannot describe. You are mine Bella, and you will accept that, or I'll melt you in the fireplace. And that goes for any of you. Especially you Lola. Now don't disturb me again." Miss Grimm growled as she left the room again. 

"She's resting, preparing for the transfer." Whispered Trista.

"Bella, did you drink all of your tea?"

"I don't know. I got so sleepy."

"The tea is actually a potion used with an incantation to remove you from your body. If you can drink it again and reverse the incantation, you can reverse the process." Said Lola.

"Warn her about Breanna." Claudette blurted.

"Breanna came before you. She tried to reverse the process, but she shattered on the floor." Lola said.

"What do I need to do?"

"Concentrate on flying. See yourself gliding towards your body. I'm going to help you." Lola said.

I can't move. Lola is helping me. She has my arm. There is more potion in my cup. I'm pouring it into my mouth. They are all saying strange words; I feel faint. I'm back in my body, but I'm so weak. There is a box of framing nails by the fireplace. I opened the box. And started a raging fire. Miss Grimm is coming. "I warned you not to earn my wrath ...now you will know suffering!" All the dolls are flying at Miss Grimm, ramming the nails into her eyes. She's screaming and mumbling strange words.

"Now Bella, push her into the fire...push her now!!" Lola shouted.

The dolls are savagely piercing her with nails, biting her and cursing her. 

"Go get out of here and never look back," Lola shouted. 

I'm in my car, the cabin is burning. There is no fog now, and I've already put a mile between me and that smoldering den of evil. I wish this was a dream, but it's not. I still smell the stench of Molly Grimm and her collection of souls burning in that fireplace. They saved me and I hope they are free now. My cell that's Beth, "Hello."

"Where have you been? I was getting ready to come after you." 

"I'm almost to the highway, my pretty.... see you soon." 

"Did you get the job?" Beth asked.

"No, my dear, but I have something beautiful just for you." 
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I expected this to be another lazy summer day in Stratford, but a sense of foreboding swept over me after breakfast. My name is Harley Jarvis and all my life, I have lived in this tiny town in rural Tennessee. For the last two years, all I've done is fish and watch sports. I retired in January 2021, from the Stratford police force, after twenty years of service. Most of my work was traffic stops and an occasional domestic. However, I had one case that will haunt me to my grave. 

In September 2005, over the course of two weeks, three young girls went missing. Lisa Bennett, 12 years old, has blonde hair and blue eyes. Kayla Bronson, 14years old, has black hair and brown eyes, and Shelley Tanner, 14 years old, has red hair and blue eyes. All three disappeared without a trace, no bodies found, no clues.  

For ten years, I investigated the case and came up with nothing. Then I began receiving messages and letters about the girls, along with pictures and comments about what the sick son of a bitch wanted to do to them. This went on for several years, then it abruptly stopped in 2016. Everything I received, I turned over to the FBI. 

This past June, three more little girls disappeared. Linda Black, 12 years old, has blonde hair and blue eyes. Katie Barnwell has black hair and brown eyes. She is 11 years old, and Susie Thompson, who has red hair and blue eyes, and is 14 years old. I tried not to think of it, but I can't get it out of my mind. Then this morning, I received another letter, and it is not just a letter, there is a map, along with a challenge to meet some freak who refers to himself as Mr. Soul.

This is the first time he's ever challenged me or referred to himself. I shudder inside because I'm familiar with where this map leads. Something happened there fifty years ago that I still have a hard time thinking about. It's up a mountain and into a dense rarely visited forest. In about an hour, I can drive there. It's personal with me. I know the little Thompson girl, and I knew the Bennett girl in 2005. I must keep control of my emotions. My phone is ringing its Sheriff Ellen Taylor. "Hello."

"Hello there... where you fishing today?"

"I'm not planning to fish today. How are you doing Ellen?"

"I'm okay. When can you come to my office?" 

"Come to your office...for what?"

"The Thompson family hired a private detective. And he would like to interview you."

"So, nothing from the FBI yet?"

"Nothing. Miles Turner is who they hired. He's out of Richmond. He's here now." 

"I never heard of him. I'm on my way over."

"You okay Harley?"

"No... but I'll be right over." 

So, a private investigator wants to interview me. I'm going to show him what I received this morning and see what he thinks. My intention was to handle this myself, but since I'm an old man now, I might need some help. I hope this investigator is not a drunk or some lard ass that makes his money off divorce evidence. I'm headed into Sheriff Taylor's office.

"Harley, this is Mr. Turner." said Sheriff Taylor."

"Hello Mr. Turner, I know you want an interview, but I have something to show the both of you. This was in my mail this morning. Have a look." 

"This is a map...where is two trees?" asked Sheriff Taylor.

"It's about an hour from here deep in the woods up on Boulder mountain."

"Mr. Jarvis, do you have any idea who Mr. Soul is?"

"No."

"How does this Mr. soul tie into any of this?"

"I don't know. This is the first time I've ever got a message from him."

"I would like to ask you a few more questions."

"Okay, but what if you ride up with me? If those kids are still alive, they may not be for long. I can answer any question you have on the way. It takes about an hour to get there."

"We will follow you. Since he is expecting you, he might show himself," said sheriff Taylor.

"Yes, we can do the interview later..."

"Okay, let's head that way."

I didn't mention what happened at Two Trees fifty years ago. I know exactly where that is. As a young boy I was there and have not been back since. I swore I
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