The night shone through the window staring at me.

Fear wrapped me up like a spider catching its prey.

The wind whistled through the hollow trees.

 Darkness swallowed me, possessing me as I crawled under my covers.
My bed was the last line of defence, defending me from the claw like branch.

The door opened like a bone breaking mouth.

 The ghost rider’s laughs sent a chilling shiver down my terrorised spine. 

