A thief
 
There’s a thief in my room
Light rustling in the dark
A cold breeze from the open window
Black mask across his face
Rings around his tail
Moon light glimmering off his eyes
As the thief climes in my bed
To claim his prize
The soft touch of fur
A sharp pain of teeth 
As a whimper escapes my lips
His claws digging in to my hip
As his tong begins to lick
There’s a thief in my room
And ill not deny him 
What he came to steal
