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"Good night Mrs. Laurel!" said the blonde babysitter as she walked out the door.

"Cute baby sitter, Liz." said James with a smirk. His eyes followed the leaving girl.

"Don't even fantasize."

Liz turned to little Emma, touched her cheek and smiled.

"Was everything okay tonight honey?"



Ekmekci / The Feeding / 2

"Yes mommy. We had ice cream after watching the show."

James was standing at the entrance. He kept a fascinated look on his clean shaven

face as he surveyed the house. He gazed at the pictures hung on the staircase. A family

trip to the White Sands beach. Hiking at Jean Lafitte National Park. A perfect depiction of

a small family of three, always with teeth shoved into the lens.

"So your husband is?"

"Passed away. A year ago."

"Sorry to hear that."

"Mommy, he made a lot of noise tonight. Charlotte asked-"

"She's talking about our dog." interrupted Liz. "He's usually upstairs. Not very

sociable." Her cackle trembled the wine glasses.

"Come on Emmy. Time for bed." said Liz with her eyebrows raised.

Emma nodded and went upstairs. She walked past the study room and entered

the bathroom. As she was brushing her teeth, she heard the wine glasses clink. Picking

up the cue, she hurried and got out of the bathroom. Behind the closed door of her

parents' bedroom, she heard a subtle thump. The following creaks startled her so she

ran to her room.

Emma covered herself with the blanket and started waiting. Liz and James

walked upstairs.

"Shush, it's the second door on the right." whispered Liz.
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"How would I find it without you!" giggled James.

Emma heard them enter the bedroom. Their muffled voices kept reaching her

through the walls.

"Bondage. Didn't know you were into that..."

Emma heard sounds of kissing and heavy breathing. Disquieted, she kept staring

at the wall.

"Ropes and chains. You're going to tie me up?" asked James.

Emma couldn't make out what her mother said next. Instead, she heard a loud

clunk and felt her bed shake.

"Liz? What are you..." moaned James "What is that thing under the bed?"

Emma heard her mother leave the room. Her footsteps got closer and she entered

Emma's room with a book in her hands.

"Let's read your bedtime story honey."

James groaned in agony.

"Liz? Get that thing away from me" he screamed. Emma heard growls, rumbles,

snarls and slashes. Followed by complete silence. The cries and begging had finally

ended.

"Once upon a time, there was a-"

"Mommy?"
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"Yes honey?"

"When will I be able to spend time with daddy again?

"He needs more time, dear. He needs to–" Liz paused "recover."

"But mommy... When you said that he wasn't feeling well last year and he had to

sleep for a few days?"

Liz sighed with sorrow.

"Then we invited that old lady with the headband and a lot of necklaces."

"Emmy..."

"Then we drew those pictures on the floor with daddy sleeping in the middle?"

"Emma..."

"Then we lit those candles and started singing that song together?"

Liz closed the book and glowered at Emma.

"You said we'd be together again and he would wake up. Then he did. Then he

was very angry and he couldn't talk to us, but he did!"

They could hear sounds of munching, crunching and chewing through the walls.

"Mommy?"

"Yes, dear."

"I'm glad you and daddy don't fight anymore.”


