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Under the Rug
                                   Two weeks passed and it happened again. 

I was always very curious when I was a kid. Even now I let my curiosity get the best of me. But all that changed last summer. When I was eight or so I moved in with my grandma after a bad car accident involving my parents. When I moved in, she told me never to go in the living room. I didn’t question it or asked why but I was curious about what was in there. 

A week or two went by and my grandparents when out, leaving me all alone. I was mostly bored the whole time. Then the living room crossed my mind. I thought, “I’ll just open the door and take a peek.” So I went to the door and I slowly opened it enough for me to see a bit of the room. Nothing seemed to be off. 
It was a normal living room to me, I wanted to walk in and see more of the room. I sort of got a little disappointed; it was just a living room. Then I tripped over something I didn't see. I looked over to see what I tripped on. 
There was something under the rug. I picked myself up and looked at it. I went to see what was under the rug but then I heard the front door open and I bolted out of the room, closed the door, and ran upstairs. What was under that rug? Why was it so big? Questions passed through my mind.  I just told myself, “I’ll go back and see what’s under that rug.”

The next day was really weird. I woke up with a scratch on my leg, I don’t know where it came from but it freaked me out. I walked downstairs to greet my grandparents, but they seemed to have gone out once again. There was a note on the fridge. It said, “Gone to get some groceries. Be back soon. Behave and keep the doors locked. Love grandma.”  I poured myself some cereal and started to eat. 
After I was done, I went to put the bowl in the sink, and when I walked to the sink I saw that the door to the living room was open. I was scared and I walked to the door slowly and I saw that same bump under the rug. I stared at it. Then it started to move towards me. I shut the door with everything I had and locked it. I felt something bang against the door. I was scared and I swore to myself I would never open the door again.

A week went by and every day I would always wake up to a new scratch. Some were deeper than others. I had no idea where they were coming from, they would just appear. One day I decided to stay in bed because I was feeling ill. I decided to go downstairs for a drink of water. It was about six or seven in the evening so my grandparents were asleep. I went to the kitchen and poured myself a drink and I was about to head upstairs until I heard something say, “Food.”
I looked around and my eyes were planted on the door to the living room. I didn’t give it a second thought and walked to the stairs like it was all in my head. I felt like something was watching and following me. I walked fast up to my room and closed my door. I climbed in bed and put the covers over my head and fell asleep. 

Two weeks went by and nothing odd happened. I didn’t wake up with random cuts, and everything seemed normal and quiet, but I was wrong. Oh how I was wrong. My grandparents left for a trip so they got me a babysitter and all was well. She was nice but one night when I was almost fast asleep, I heard a bloodcurdling scream coming from downstairs. I yelled “WHAT HAPPENED?” but there was no response. 
I decided it must have been my babysitter that screamed. I walked so slow it was like I was just standing. I looked around and I didn’t see anything. I said her name “M-Mary?” I then looked around the corner to the kitchen and I saw a dark puddle. I started to shake and sweat. I slowly opened the door. I screamed. After that, my grandparents and I moved.

Years went by and I had my own house and a wife and life was good. One day l found out that my Grandma had passed away and in her will she said she wanted to be buried with all of her cherished items. Some of her things were back at the old house we had lived in. I volunteered to go and fetch them. When I was driving to the house all I could think about was the living room, and how I never got to know what was under the rug and what had happened to my babysitter and gave me random marks. 

I was finally there. It looked like it hadn't been touched in years. I walked up the patio stairs, and I remembered everything. I opened the door and walked around for a bit and found where all her items were. After I was done cleaning the attic of her stuff I just looked around and enjoyed myself. Then I saw the door. My eyes glued on the door. I walked towards it. I wasn’t scared anymore. I opened the door... and there it was, that same lump under the rug. I glanced at it. It appeared to breathe. I walked towards it and I lifted up the rug. I had no idea what I was looking at. 
It was just bones. I felt something breathing behind me, then I heard it again…“Food.” I turned around quick to find a rag doll of some kind. I stared at it. Suddenly it spoke, “You stopped feeding me.” I gasped in fear. It spoke again, “Now it’s your turn!”  I ran out of the room and went to the front door but it was locked. I broke the door down and ran to my car. I would never go back in there again. 

After the funeral was over I went home and sat on the couch. I had no clue what had happened and I didn’t want to believe it. Then I heard it… that same voice saying, “Food.” I started to feel… hungry.

