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  Dog Food


The straps were many and tight. The light was powerful and blinding. The room was white and cold. 
Mason had stopped struggling. He had mustered all his physical strength in an attempt to break free from the bonds pinning him down, yet was incapable of setting himself free. He had been yelling continually ever since realising what had happened to him, switching between begging for help and issuing threats to whoever was behind his kidnapping. 
He was naked and lying on a platform. He had been denuded not just of his clothes, but also of the possessions that had been on his person at the time of his abduction. His phone, wallet and keys were gone.
At first, he thought the perpetrator must be someone he knew. He soon realised that no one he knew had the wherewithal or gumption to carry out such an extreme act as this. It must be strangers, people with unknown intentions that were most likely hostile. 
The last thing he could recall was lying in bed at home on an evening. He had been watching TV and was attempting to get to sleep when he heard the sound of his door being forcibly opened. Acting on instinct, he got out of bed and grabbed hold of a cricket bat from underneath. 
As he heard the sounds of his living room being ransacked, he stealthily moved beside his bedroom door and was on the side where it opened. If one of the intruders entered the room, he would be in the prime position to strike them with the bat and gain an advantage of sorts. 
His senses were heightened, his anxiety was elevated and his adrenaline levels were the highest they had ever been. When the door to his room was opened, he reacted instantly and whacked the intruder across the stomach with the bat, winding him and stopping him in his tracks.
Two more rushed in before Mason could react. They managed to overpower him. One of them had him in a headlock; the other injected him and within seconds, he was drowsy and incapable of putting up a fight. A few more seconds and he was out cold on the floor.
The platform was rising. Mason realised that it was only the part beneath the top half of his body that was getting higher. When the movement stopped, he was elevated at a forty-five-degree angle, now capable of seeing more than previously.
Directly facing him a few metres away was a door. Like everything else in the room, it was white.
Moments later, the door opened of its own accord to reveal a corridor. Again, it was white, though what lay at the end wasn’t. It was a large, black cage and inside was a solitary dog. Mason could tell it was a Rottweiler. The thing looked emaciated. Its barks were pathetic, lacking both energy and vigour. 
Mason heard the sound of a door opening from somewhere behind him, followed by footsteps. Soon there was someone looking down at him. It was a baby-faced man who appeared to be in his twenties. His face bore a rather stern expression.
‘I like to play games,’ he said in a monotonous drawl. ‘So does my dog.’
Mason was making assumptions about what was going to happen and was terrified. He begged the man to spare him and said he would do anything the man wanted. 
‘Please, I’m begging you. Just let me go and I won’t tell anyone, I promise you.’
The man was still there above him, still looking at him with his nondescript face. Nothing Mason said seemed to have registered.
‘He has a craving, my dog. Every now and then, I allow him to indulge his craving. He goes without and then he feasts. He gorges himself on the flesh of a human and fills his stomach right back up. He might appear to lack motivation now, but when he realises it’s dinner time, he will surely perk up.’
The man left. He returned moments later with a few jars and a paintbrush.
‘A bit of beef paste to encourage him,’ the man said before he unscrewed the cap of a jar, dipped the paintbrush into it and slathered some beef paste onto Mason’s leg. He worked slowly and steadily until most of Mason’s skin was covered by a thin layer of paste.
‘He loves his beef paste. It really gets him going.’
The man was now in front of Mason, blocking his view of the dog.
‘Are you ready, Mason?’ he asked solemnly.
Mason didn’t deign to reply to such a monstrous person now that he knew what the captor had in store for him.
The man walked down the corridor and glanced back at Mason as he placed a key in the cage’s padlock and twisted it, causing the door to swing open.
With newfound zest, the dog darted down the corridor heading straight towards Mason, but came to an abrupt halt about a metre away from the trapped, paste-smothered man.
Mason’s heart was still beating rapidly. He had been steeling himself for what was undoubtedly going to be a brutal, horrific death.
‘He always obeys the whistle,’ the man said as he walked towards Mason. ‘Are you relieved, Mason? Are you glad to have a few more moments of security before being ripped apart and consumed by my ravenous hound?’
Mason, drenched in sweat, again decided not to reply. All he wanted was for his life to be over. He wanted the end to come as quickly as possible, though he knew there was going to be an abundance of pain.
‘I have something to tell you, Mason. You’re much too large a meal for my dog alone. What you don’t realise is that there are three more dogs behind you. All of them are just as hungry as the one you see before you.’
The man blew his whistle and carnage ensued. Death didn’t come quickly for Mason.









  
  Jacinda’s Daughter


Jacinda and Kelvin wanted nothing more than to start a family, though they were beset by myriad problems. Despite frequent consultations with medical experts, Jacinda struggled to conceive. When she finally became pregnant after more than two years of uncertainty, she was relieved. 
Her baby girl arrived three weeks early and had several serious issues that would stunt her development and have a significant impact on not just her youth, but the rest of her life too. She spent the first few months of her life in hospital being monitored by a team of doctors.
Jacinda was broken. All she wanted was a healthy baby. She had tried for so long and put up with so many setbacks. To finally have a baby girl of her own was wonderful, but the truth of the matter was that she didn’t love her daughter as much as she thought she would. She saw the child as a burden more than anything. She should have been delighted to be bringing up her daughter; she only felt delighted when someone else was looking after her so she could have some respite.
One night, when the little girl was three, she woke up and started crying. She was in pain and wanted the pain to go away. She called out for her parents to come. In the next room, Jacinda and Kelvin woke up.
‘For Christ’s sake!’ Jacinda mumbled. This shouldn’t be happening. 
‘I’ll go,’ Kelvin said perfunctorily.
Jacinda, barely awake, told her husband she didn’t know how long she could carry on like this. 
‘When’s it going to end? We’re doing everything we can. We’re in debt. She’s got a hundred and one things wrong with her … I don’t know how long I can cope.’
Kelvin suggested they talk about it in the morning. He got out of bed to make sure their daughter was all right. He suggested Jacinda try to get some sleep, but she didn’t reply. She was drained, both physically and mentally. There was no end in sight.
There was a resounding thud from their daughter’s room. Jacinda and Kelvin soon discovered her completely still on the floor. The child was dead.

      ***A month had passed since Jacinda and Kelvin buried their daughter. Jacinda was overwhelmed with guilt not only for the fact that her daughter had died so needlessly, but because of the lack of love she had shown her. On reflection, she wished she had had more patience and learned to accept her daughter’s needs instead of allowing them to become a source of frustration. 
A thud from her daughter’s old room woke Jacinda up. It was after two in the morning. Kelvin was away visiting an old friend. Jacinda sat up and listened carefully for any more sounds. There was a second thud that was more pronounced than the first. 
Intruders.
Taking a bat from underneath the bed, Jacinda cautiously made her way to her daughter’s old room. While standing outside, she shouted that she knew someone was in there. 
You’ve got this. No one’s there. It’s just your mind playing tricks on you.
She rushed into the room and turned on the light. No one was there. The bed had been made, but now there was an imprint in its centre that hadn’t been there before. It was roughly the shape of a child curled up, ready to sleep.
Jacinda checked the room to make sure there wasn’t anyone else there. When done, she set about making the bed again. The rest of the night was uneventful.
The following night, Jacinda was woken by a thud from her daughter’s old room again. She checked and saw no one was there; the imprint was there once more, though its shape was slightly different.
When Jacinda went to smooth out the imprint, what she could only describe as a strong gust of wind blew her back, sending her stumbling into the wall. 
The bedroom was locked after that incident. And yet, noises continued to come from it every night. At first, Jacinda and Kelvin hoped it would stop happening, especially since they were actively going about ignoring it. 
About a week after it started, the occurrence changed. The thud happened in Jacinda and Kelvin’s bedroom. The couple woke up startled and soon realised there was an imprint at the bottom of their bed. 
‘Just leave us alone!’ a startled Jacinda yelled. Kelvin consoled her and looked around the room, thinking he might see something. 
‘We’ll sleep downstairs and get help in the morning.’
When morning came, Jacinda slept in while Kelvin made some calls. He asked around and ended up having a conversation with someone who sounded like he knew what he was talking about. 

      ***The exorcist warned Jacinda and Kelvin that there was no guarantee what might happen. He was going to try his best to banish the ghost, but sometimes things spiralled out of control and the ghost remained. Since it was a little girl, it should prove less of a challenge than normal. The exorcist was thus optimistic.
Jacinda and Kelvin were sitting on what used to be their daughter’s bed. The exorcist was standing nearby, chanting some sort of incantation in a language the couple didn’t recognise. 
There was a thud on the bed. The cupboard door started opening and shutting rapidly. The window opened of its own accord. Things on the chest of drawers moved and fell to the floor. The light began flickering.
‘Just go away!’ Jacinda cried. ‘We’ve had enough of you!’
The chaos continued. The exorcist continued his incantation, seemingly oblivious to what was going on around him.
‘I hate you!’ Jacinda exclaimed while looking at a photo of her daughter on the bedside unit.
All movement in the room ceased. 
Jacinda felt a strange sensation in her stomach. It was soon gone. She

      ***
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