Unlocked

I wasn't supposed to even be in the house. I got off work early and had nothing better to do until dinner, so I figured I would stop by the house to kill time. When I walked in the front door and turned the key in the lock, nothing happened. The door was already unlocked, which was weird, but I didn't think too much about it at first. I thought maybe someone else had forgotten to lock it before leaving; stuff like that happens. I stepped inside and closed the door behind me. The house was just as I had left it, but something was off. The lights were off, the air still, and everything was in its place, but I couldn't explain it. It was like the house didn't feel empty even though I knew it should be. “Maybe it was because the door was unlocked,” I thought to myself, trying to brush off the feeling. Still, I couldn't shake the feeling that something was wrong; every small noise felt louder than it should have, the hum of the fridge, or the faint creak of the floorboards as I walked down the hallway. Everything sounded unnatural, but I told myself I was overthinking it.
“I always do this,” I said out loud, trying to shake off the creepy feeling. Still, I went to my room, shut the door behind me, and turned on a movie, praying the noise would distract me. But as the movie played, I couldn't focus. My eyes were on the screen, but my mind kept thinking about the unlocked door; whatever I was feeling, needed it to go away because that was the only thing on my mind. Then I heard it, a tiny whining sound coming from downstairs. At first, I wasn't sure if it was real or not very easy to ignore, but once I noticed it, I couldn't stop. It sounded mechanical, like the whirling of a computer as it struggled to process something; it had a metallic and unnatural edge to it. No doubt it was a machine. But I found myself wondering what kind of machine it was. My curiosity took over, and slowly I felt my body moving towards the door. I started reaching for the handle, but stopped. “Do I really want to see what's down there?” I thought to myself. The whirling continued, steady, as if it were waiting for me. I slowly opened the door, knowing that whatever was making that noise was only a flight of stairs away. I grabbed the railing and started down. The house seemed different now. The walls looked different now, darker somehow. Halfway down the stairs, the noise changed slightly, still mechanical, but uneven in a way that it was struggling. When I reached the end of the stairs, I stopped. The sound was coming from the living room. I leaned around the corner, my heart pounding so loud I was sure it was louder than the machine. The living room was dim and only lit by a small glow. I didn't remember leaving any lights on, and that's when I saw it. A small light was blinking near the outlet, reflecting off the floor. Whatever was plugged in wasn't something I recognised right away. The whirling suddenly stopped. There was nothing but silence; it was defining, worse than the metallic hum. I held my breath, staring into the dark room, waiting for the noise to start again, but instead, it blinked one last time and shut off. That's when I realised I wasn't alone. I didn't know what it was, but I knew something was there. I could feel it. “Hello”, I whispered, and instantly regretted 
I stood there, eyes wide, waiting for them to adjust. Shapes slowly came back into focus: the outline of the couch, the edge of the coffee table, the doorway leading down the hall. I took a careful step forward, my foot brushing against something on the floor. I froze, afraid to look down. After a few seconds, I forced myself to move. I crouched slightly and felt around my hand until my fingers brushed cold metal. Whatever the machine was, it was still there. It just wasn't on anymore. That's when I heard it, a soft sound from the hallway. Not mechanical this time, but slow steps. I straightened up, my heart pounding so hard it hurt. The house wasn't empty. And whatever had turned the machine off, I was there. I didn't wait to see who or what was in the hallway. Every nerve in my body was screaming at once, and I started to back away, my heel catching on the edge of the rug and toppling over. The footsteps stopped, and the silence that followed felt intentional, almost like it was listening to me now. I took another step back, and another until I felt my back hit the front door. My hands fumbled for the knob. For a split second, I didn't think the knob would turn, that I'd be stuck there in the dark, but then it swung free. Cool air rushed through it, and I stumbled outside, slamming the door shut behind me. I ran, I didn't stop running until I reached the end of the driveway, my lungs burning, my heart beating out of my chest. When I finally looked back, the house stood quiet and still, just like always. No movement. Nothing to prove what I'd heard was real. Late,r when everyone came home, I tried to explain. I checked the house from top to bottom. No strange Machine. No wires. No unlocked door. Everything exactly where it should be. They told me I had imagined it, but that night I lay in bed staring at the ceiling, and then I heard it again. A faint metallic whining. Coming from downstairs.  
