The House in the Woods   
I was walking in the forest when out of nowhere there appeared an enormous, ancient house with broken windows. There was thick, dark fog oozing through the old trees, the gnarled, aggressive branches like bony fingers calling me in. 
I stepped carefully on to the abandoned steps leading up to the crumbling front door. The air was thick with the stench of rot, clinging like a blanket over everything. My stomach heaved as I placed my hand on the door handle.  As I pushed it open, I saw a dimly lit corridor beckoning me. Should I go in or should I leave?
By Harlow
