The House in the Woods   
As I walked through the opening, the branches of the trees were like witches’ fingers pulling me in.  All I could smell was wet, mouldy wood, the taste of it at the back of my throat.   As I fought to get through the branches, there stood the haunted building.  As I approached the house, the thick, black fog hit me. I opened the heavy rusty gates, the hinges like a coffin opening. It sent shivers down my spine. I walked over the old moss covered towards the door. I fell and banged my head on the wide broken window of the abandoned residence with its weathered beams. 
Curiosity to go and look round overtook my fear as I entered.  I saw a picture of the old family and the living room has seen better days.  Suddenly, I heard a creepy noise, so I turned and ran out of the house. A man all in black began to chase me… 
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