The House in the Woods     
The shadowy building, with its decaying porch, sat among the tall gloomy trees, like a crow waiting for its prey. It was dark, with fog curling round its crooked roof. The grey windows were cracked with age. It truly was a haunting sight.
As I looked at the horrifying mansion. I felt a gush of cold icy air circle all around me. The crumbling house, with a roof of rotting tiles, was ghostly, however it just compelled me to go even closer to its overgrown presence. As the sun dipped below the trees, the twisted vines wrapped around the weather- beaten house. Shadows danced around the edges, like ghosts of memorises lost to time I decided I wanted to face my fears and go inside. 
As I stepped in to the hallway, the floor creaked and the door slammed behind me. It was cold and dark in the ancient house. The stairs were at an awkward angle. There was lightning in the distance and thunder boomed right above me. The temperature of the room was below freezing.
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