In the Shadow of Lycanthropy 
Ambrose Vignette
It seemed to be a normal night. The usual chilling breeze grazed across the area as the sky is conquered by the vivid light of the full moon. The group had been acting absurdly towards me but I have no idea what they are discussing about. It’s just that I prefer to mind my personal business rather than hassling myself in such trivial matters. 

I heard lots of whispers and as much as I wanted to eavesdrop, I just chose not to since I thought that would be an inappropriate way to extract information. I then began to approach my companions so as to interrogate them about what is going on. 

“Excuse me.” I started as the batch of my companions, who are currently standing up and conversing among themselves what seems to be a pressing situation, looked at each other as if looking for someone who will volunteer to explain to me what is happening. The look in their eyes and the atmosphere of the room began to rise which gave me the suggestion that nobody likes me to find out what they are thinking.

