Your Gaia Name: MaNgAoBsEsSiVe 
Title: (Thinking of one…) WIP 

Taking her ring off her finger, Samantha chucked it onto her bureau, glaring at it. She had been a prisoner in her own house far too long. Only allowed to leave with a proper chaperone, her “lovely” fiancé was her only choice seeing to the fact that her uncle had left for India a week ago. 
She pulled her dark red cloak from the hanger and quickly put it on. As quietly as possible, she opened the door and wincing as it squeaked. Samantha silently hurried away from the manor and onto the path to her favorite bar, Wolvesbane. 
As she arrived panting out of breath she banged on the back door hoping to be quietly let in while not being seen. Secretly, she had hoped to be recognized enough to soil her own name and break her engagement to that pompous fool, Edmund. Of course, if recognized, she would never be permitted out of her house. 
The cook answered the door, and like many times before, let her in. Samantha gave him a nod of gratitude and rushed in. Desperate for some sort of human contact beside her servants she sat down on the stool and called the barman for a drink. 
Not realizing she forget to ask for non-alcohol, she sipped her drink. Samantha glanced around the bar for adventurer waiting to tell their tale or someone, preferable if drunk, to listen to her woes. Though she wanted someone to confide in, she didn’t need more rumors on top of the ones that were already circulating. 
Samantha gave another fleeting look around the bar and her eyes settled on the doorway as a peculiar looking figure walked in. A handsome man with pale skin and white hair that made his skin look even paler if possible settled himself on a bar stool a few seats away from her. Intrigued by his appearance, Samantha walked over with her drink in hand and in curious voice asked: 
“Care to tell your story?”  
