                     Shiloh sat on her bed with a large sketchpad in her lap, scribbling away on it with a fine-line inkpen. She loved to draw, it's what she planned to do for the rest of her life. She wanted to go to art school and major in illistration, sequential art, and/or  fashion design. 


Shiloh was 17 and well off. She lived with her parents, and little brother, had her own car, a mini-van, and was very pretty. Her eyes were green and brown with beautifully shaped eyebrows in perfect archs, her skin was tanned, and her body was fit and pleasing to the eye. Her hair was dark brown and short. She wore it spiked out in the back, bangs hung in her eyes, and came off punky. She was pleasantly social, and was friends with all different kinds of kids at her school. Shiloh was smart and intellectual, and her self-esteem was fairly good. She cared not about catagories, although it's almost impossible to live without them, but saw people for who they really were.


Breaking her thought pattern, the phone rang and she glanced over at it. She grabbed the remote control to her stereo and turned the music low. Picking the phone up, she set her sketchpad aside and said,"hello?".


"Hey, girl, what're you doin'?",Trip asked.


"Nothing, I'm just chillin', drawin', listenin' to music.",she replied with a sigh of relief. 


Trip was her bestfriend. He had been her boyfriend not to long ago. Things got old with that, they weren't happy in that position so they broke up and remained friends. 


"Shyeah, sounds like somethin' to me.",he said.


"Well.."


"Yeah, I was calling to see if maybe you'd wanna come out and chill with the crew tonight. If you can, you know, since you're so busy and all.",Trip said.


"Shoosh, I'm never busy..well, that's not exactly the truth, but..Yeah, I'd love to come hang out. Where're we goin' and who's goin'?",she asked, erasing a few stray lines from a picture of an old man she'd drawn earlier.


"I think we're gonna go out to get some food at the Supreme Khan, and I know that Shrew and Vixen are gonna be there for sure, and Joel might be there, but I don't know. Cool?",he asked.


"Yeah, you know dem's my niccas.",Shiloh said in her alternate slang, making Trip chuckle.


"Yeahh..",he said, still chuckling. 


"Hey, I'll come to your house in a little while, I have to change first..'ight?",she said.


"Ofcoarse. I'll see you later. Bye.",Trip agreed.


"Bye.",she said sweetly and then hung up the phone.


Trip put down his phone and stood up from his chair. He went into his bathroom and spiked his hair up with some gel. He looked at himself in the mirror. His eyes were extremely dark, his skin soft and clear. His eyes were slightly slanted because his father was ti and chinese, his mother caucasian. His parents were divorced, had been for years, and he lived with his mother who had a boyfriend named Jake. 


Trip was a pretty happy fellow, he spent a lot of time worrying about college since this was his last year of highschool. Trip was a punk. He listened to punk music, and thought in punk terms. He dressed like a punk. He'd been that way ever since Shiloh had met him two years ago. Everybody knew Trip as an extremely nice, goofy guy that practically anybody could get along with. Trip had morals that weren't exactly congruent to everyone else's. He was eighteen, still a virgin, didn't do drugs or drink alchohol, didn't plan on it, whereas everyone else did both. A lot. Trip didn't care, he relieved himself of everyday stress by running two miles aday, and lifting weights. He was very fit and healthy. 


Shiloh slipped on a pair of jeans, a pair of cute gray and black sandal-flip-flops, and a blue tanktop. She grabbed her blue, floral purse and bounded downstairs.


"Hey Dad, I'm going out with my dogs! I'll be back later on tonight!!",she called to her father who was engaged in a game of solitaire on the family computer.


"K babe..Don't stay out to late, you've got school tomarrow.",he said in a lame voice, the solitaire game consuming all of his attention.


"K.",she replied as she stepped out the door.


It was almost sunset and the clouds stood radiantly amongst the brilliantly colored sky. Shiloh breathed in the ocean wind that drifted from a few blocks away from her house. She got into her van and drove off. 


Trip lounged in the livingroom of his house sipping on a glass of water. He was a strong believer of the "no less than eight glasses of water a day"-theory.


"Trip, hun, is Shiloh coming to pick you up?",his mom asked.


"Yeah. We're going to dinner with some friends tonight, mommy.",he answered.


"Oh...Are you sure you guys broke up?",she asked, pryingly.


Trip rolled his eyes. The doorbell rang.


"No, ma, we're still going out. We have wild animal sex every night.",he said sarcastically.


"Oh, Trip! That's horrible!! You think you're so funny.",she said, hitting his shoulder as he got up to answer the door.


"Well that's what you get when you ask me stupid questions like that. She's my bestfriend.",he said, looking over his shoulder at her. 


She shook her head and watched him go to the door.


Trip opened the door, revealing Shiloh. He smiled.


"You ready?",she asked.


"Mm-hm.",he nodded.


"Hi Miss Rochelle.",Shiloh called, waving to Trip's mom as she peaked around the corner of the kitchen wall.


"Hi, sweety. How are you?",she asked.


"I'm good, and yourself?",Shiloh asked, being polite.


"Great. You kids have fun, ok?",she said.


Trip and Shiloh nodded and were out the door. 


"God, she asked me if we were still going out, again.",he said, rolling his eyes.


Shiloh laughed and they got in her car. 


"Are the guys meeting us there?",Shiloh wondered.


"Yeah, they are.",he replied. 


Shiloh cranked the car and backed out of the driveway. She had been listening to a hip-hop cd before and the music began playing again. Trip started dancing to the music, looking like a thug, he bounced in his seat, looking mighty funny. Shiloh laughed loudly when she noticed him dancing.


"Alright!! You can put something else in for Christ's sake!",she cried.


"Nah, nicca, dis da jam!",he said over the music.


Shiloh laughed again.


 Finally, they got to the resturaunt, without wrecking, since Trip was constantly doing something to make Shiloh laugh hysterically.


They got out of the car, Shiloh still giggling, Trip trying to persuade her to stop laughing, but only making her giggle even more. 


"Hey, it's the homecoming king!",Shiloh shouted and ran towards Shrew, who was standing outside of the resturaunt along with Joel and Vixen.


"Oh, shutup!",he shouted back, with a big smile across his handsome face. 


Shiloh jumped into his arms and gave her friend a huge hug, and kissing him on the cheek.


He smooched her cheeks back and hugged her tight.


"You're happy!",he said and laughed.


"Yes I am! I'm with you guys.",she said and hugged Joel and Vixen at the same time.


"Vera, you showed! That's awesome!",Shiloh cried and threw her arms around Vera. Vera laughed and hugged Shiloh back.


"Yeah, I actually got my parents to let me out of my house. More like a jail in there.",Vera said.


Shrew was on the football team at school and had won homecoming king. Before then, he hadn't been real popular, but afterwards, all the girls thought he was the hottest thing since capri pants. He was always out on dates, every weekend, a different girl and a new rumor around school. To him it was a blast, although Trip didn't really want to hear about it. Shrew had a shaved head, dark hair, with little sideburns, a tongue ring, earrings in both ears, beautiful blue eyes and was generously buff. He was a very handsome guy.


They all went into the resturaunt and were immediatly seated.


"So, Shiloh have you talked to West yet?",Vera asked.


"No, I haven't. I'm to scared.",Shiloh pouted to Vera.


"Aw, you better talk to him soon! Get up on that, girl!",Vera said, grabbing her hand and squeezing it.


"I know, I know..",she sighed.


"You're still lusting over that sophomore, West Robins?",Trip asked, sneering.


"It doesn't matter that he's a sophomore! He's still sixteen and drives!",Shiloh said defensively.


Trip shrugged.


"You'll get him soon. If he doesn't talk to you in a week, then he's an idiot because you rock.",Vixen said encouragingly.


"Thankyou.", Shiloh said.


Vixen was gorgeous. She was one of the most popular, drooled over, coolest girls at the school. She was very involved in school, and very well liked and respected. She never spread rumors, never stabbed her friends in the back and was always there when you needed to talk. She was a great friend to have around. Her hair was orange, thick, and rested around her shoulders. Her eyes were a sexy shape, and a light green. She had full red lips and a great fit body.


Vera was another very pretty and sweet girl. She was extremely mature for her age, which was eighteen. She had long, light brown hair that reached her mid-back. It was thick and slightly wavey and frizzy. Her face was that of an innocent little girl with big blue eyes and an angelic smile. She was one of the sweetest girls you could ever possibly meet. All the boys went crazy for her because she was so sweet and darling. Her figure was thin and supple. There was no fat on her body except for the places where it was supposed to be.


"Dude, I was supposed to go the extra credit movie for my english class tonight.",Joel mentioned.


"Oohh..Why didn't you go?",Trip asked.


"I dunno. I was really hungry for some chinese food.",he said.


Trip smiled and nodded.


"That's right. Gotta love my cultural food, huh?",Trip said, nodding his head.


They smiled and agreed. 


"Yeah, you chinc, you.",Joel said, making his friends snicker. Trip only smiled and shook his head.


Joel had sandy-blonde hair and wore it semi-long and gelled it. He was a cutie and fun to be around. He had brown eyes and always went with Trip to lift weights. So, Joel was pretty pumped up to, also well-liked by the women-folk. 


"Me luv you long time! Fidolla suckie, suckie!",Shrew said in a squeaky, hi-pitched voice, punning on Trip.


Trip tossed a peice of ice in his direction and the group laughed loudly and happily.


Finally, their food was served and conversation slowed as they stuffed their faces full of greasy, scrumptious chinese food.


Someone would crack a joke on someone else, laughter would sound joyfully around the table, and then Trip would try to make-out with his rice and more laughter would bloom. Shiloh looked around the table at her friends, realizing that these were true people, the kids that would never leave her side, and she their's. Friends 'till the end, because they loved each other. They were going to graduate together this year. Seniors!


Something caught Shiloh's eyes and she turned her head from Trip flinging rice everywhere, to a figure sitting at a lonley table in the back corner of the resturaunt. He was guant and pale with black stringy hair that clung to his shoulders. Shiloh couldn't see his face for a black dress hat hung suspiciously over his eyes. Only his lips showed, his red thin lips. The man sat very still, or maybe it just seemed that way because of his black wool trenchcoat that made him look wide and strong. She couldn't even tell if he was breathing. The only movement he made was to roll a large coin over his knuckles. Knuckles! Shiloh looked harder at the man's hand, and to her suprise, it was made out of metal! It reminded her of an old cartoon she'd watched when she was young and the villian had a metal hand, his name was Dr. Claw or something. She remembered that was the only thing you ever saw of him was his metal hand. Inspector Gadjit, that was the name of the cartoon! Shiloh bit her lip and examined the hand as best she could. The knuckles had red stones on them and they glistened under the overhead lamp's diffused light. 


"You know you're staring..",Vixen whispered to Shiloh, breaking her concentration.


"Wha? Oh..",Shiloh muttered, tearing her eyes away from the mysterious man.


"I couldn't help it, there's something about him..",she said softly.


"Yeah, there sure as hell is, he's got a silver-plated hand with rubies on it. The guy's obviousely rich!",Vixen said, nudging Shiloh with her elbow.


"You think so?",Shiloh asked, before consuming a fork-full of beef lo mein.


"Duh, Shiloh. I can't afford anything like that and my parents won the 500 thousand dollar lottery this year.",Vixen said, establishing a point.


"I guess you're right then..Hey, where'd he go?!",Shiloh exclaimed, when she looked over at the man's table and noticed he was gone.


"Oh snap, I dunno. He musta left.",Vixen said.


Shiloh's eyes widened and a surge of excited terror clutched her insides.  The man passed by their table, making split-second eye-contact with Shiloh. His eyes were red! The pigment of his eyes were a deep, blood red! He scraped his silver knuckles across the surface of the table and left an unwrapped fortune cookie rocking on the table. Shiloh turned quickly to watch the man exit the resturaunt. He was very tall, wore black slacks and boots, leather cowboy boots with spurs on the back, also containing red rubies in the center.


Shiloh looked at Vixen and then the cookie.


"What-the-fuck?",Vixen croaked hoarsly.


"Man, who was that freak?",Shrew asked, looking at the two girls.


"Do you guys know the goth?",Joel asked, eyebrows raised, making queer indentions on his forehead.


"I've never seen him before. But, seems like he's seen us.",Vixen said, shrugging. 


"Ew, don't say that, that's creepy.",Vera squealed.


Shiloh couldn't muster words to speak. She could only look at the fortune cookie and wonder.


"Why'd you say that?",Joel asked, leaning forward, studying Vixen. 


"He left Shiloh a little present.",she replied, making a gesture toward the cookie.


"Oh.",Joel said.


"Hey, Shi, you gonna open it?",Trip asked.


"SHILOH.",Shrew said loudly.


"Huh?",she said looking at him, as if she didn't even recognize him.


Shrew laughed and shook his head. "Little Shelby Woo over there.",he goofed.


"I said, are you going to open it?", Trip asked again, making his words clear and precise.


"I don't know if I want to. That guy gave me the creeps. I'm still creeped out over here. Look at me, I've got goosebumps, man.",Shiloh told him, suprised she could speak.


"You alright..?",Trip asked.


"I..I guess.",she said and reached for the cookie.


She slowly cracked it open and let the crumbling cookie reveal a small, curled peice of paper with fancy writing on it.


"Man, there's a fucking scroll in there!",Shrew cried, and laughed, the other boys laughed along, easing the sudden tension.


"Sshh..It's hard to read.",Shiloh said, waving her hand at them to quiet them down.


Shiloh held the tiny note open, studying it closley.


"It says...",Shiloh said and began to read the note as best she could,


             There comes a time when danger is amisdt and help of a new breed is needed for construction of a new army. You are needed, help us and in return you'll have everything you've ever wanted. Do not help us , and live in terror for the rest of your lives. Meet my associate and I in the park Saturday evening at midnight to discuss furthur plans and business. Thankyou.


                   Sincerely yours,


                   A member of the  G.O.V.


Shiloh looked up at her friends and saw the puzzlement the note had placed on them.


"Rriiiggghhht..",Trip said slowly.


"It's a joke. The guy saw us staring and laughing at him and he figured he'd screw with us. Right?",Shrew said, unsure of even himself.


"I don't think so. This is way to much trouble to go through just to screw with a coupla kids..",Shiloh said.


"Oh, you guys, why does the weird stuff always happen to us?",Vera whinned, her mouth looking pouty. Joel put his arm around her shoulders.


"I agree with, Shi. I think this is foreal.",Joel said, looking at her. Vera's lips pouted even more than they had been and she looked up at Joel with worry in her babydoll eyes.   


"Man, I don't know what to think.",said Trip, rubbing his forehead with his fingertips.


"Me neither, but I've got a feeling it's no gimmick.",Vixen said, looking around at all of her friends faces, then at her plate.


"It's getting late, I think maybe it's time to go home and sleep on this.",Shrew said, getting up from his chair. 


"We'll ah..Talk about this some more tomarrow..",Trip said, looking especially at Shiloh.


She nodded and looked over the letter. 


You'll live in terror for the rest of your lives....


Shiloh shuddered at the eery line and got up. Joel put his arms around Vixen and Vera and they all headed outside.


"Hey, We'll see you guys tomarrow, ok?",Trip called behind him, waving to his friends. 


Shiloh waved to them, and tried to smile.


It was quiet in the car as they drove home, the wind the only sound between them. Shiloh pulled up outside of Trip's house and stopped.


"Hope you sleep well.",she said, cracking a smile.


"Me to. I'll probably be worrying about that note, though..You gonna be alright?",Trip said, looking at her careingly.


"Sure. I'll see you tomarrow at school.",she returned.


"K.",he said and smiled before getting out of her car.


Shiloh watched him go inside and then she drove off. Shiloh made it home and couldn't believe how tired she was. She got out of the car and ran to her front porch. She was a bit scared that the creep from the resturaunt was watching her, as if he were the boogieman. She fumbled with her housekey, trying to hurry inside. She looked over her shoulder at the street and the neighbor's house. She opened her door and threw herself inside. She was quick to lock the door behind her. She went upstairs to her bedroom and lay on her bed. She began to think of West Robins, her crush and closed her eyes. She imagined herself softly kissing him, his arms around her. She could see it almost perfectly. Sleep wrapped it's cool sheets around her and set her off with dreams of West Robins.





