             A few weeks later, Shiloh got butterfly wings tattooed on her back. The wings stretched down her back, very colorful and beautiful. They began at her shoulder blades, and went down to her mid back. She was very proud and excited about them. All she wore were tanktops to show them off. They went to concerts and rocked out, seeing their favorite bands. Shiloh was complemented on her tattoos wherever she went. 


"Change is good. This is my change. I wanted to be..a little more radical. I thought this out for quite a while. I had enough money from my job, so, I went ahead and did it! Change is good.",Shiloh said again.


"Change is good, eh? Maybe I need change. I've looked this way for years and years now.",Irick put in.


He shrugged and they kept walking. It was an hour or two after dark, and they were approaching the club. They spotted Vera and Vixen in line, with Shrew. They went to them, and snuck in line beside them.


"You made it! Awesome.",Vixen grinned.


"Yeah, boy. Told you I'd get him out here.",Shiloh reassured her.


Irick turned his head, blushing a little. He wasn't supposed to go clubbing with the kids. He was supposed to be making those transactions. He would just do it in the morning. He needed to feed tonight. He hadn't in about four nights. He had been to busy. He knew he looked extra pale tonight, he felt weak. The line began to move faster, and soon, they were inside. They grabbed a table and Irick bought a round of shots for himself. When the waitress brought them and left, he handed them all shots, and they downed them together, the girls' eyes watering, faces turning red.


"Whoa!",Vera croaked.


"Aye, that's an Irishman's drink, lasses!",Irick spat and ordered more.


Three more rounds, and they were ready to dance. They followed each other onto the dance floor, into the crowd of people, and under the strobe lights, the black lights, the disco balls. They danced and danced. Suprisingly, Irick had some moves! Shiloh, Vixen, and Vera found some very studly young men and danced with them, boogyin' down into the late night hours. Irick had found a wonderful-looking girl. Her hair was long and straight, blonde streaked with a pinkish-red. She wore a golden-glamorous halter top with tight tan leather pants. Shiloh looked over at the two of them, over her partner's shoulder and saw Irick's hand slipping up the side of the girls' top. He said something in her ear and she smiled, tilted her head back and let his lips kiss her throat. She turned around and they danced off towards the 'lobby'. Shiloh shut her eyes, she knew what Irick wanted from that girl's throat. She opened them, and looked at the guy in front of her. She turned around with her back against his chest, stooped low, and came back up, softly sliding against his body. He smiled and ran his fingertips up her sides. Shiloh lifted her arms over her head, caressing the sides of his face. From what she could hear over the loud trance music, his name was Reagan. His head was shaved, with a little under an inch of brown hair left. His eyes were a crystal blue, he had a slim build. He wore skateboarding shoes, they were fat, colored grey and red. His shirt was black, his jeans slim, with many folds. Shiloh considered him to be pretty sexy. She looked over at Vixen and Vera, they were dancing with each other, the guys they'd been with had gone somewhere. They still looked like they were having fun. She looked back at Reagan and smiled. She came a little closer to him, still moving against his body to the beat of the music. He smiled a little and moved his face forward, brushing his nose against her's. 


It was two o'clock in the morning, the club was finally closing down. Shiloh stood next to Reagan, closley. Irick stood next to the girl he'd met. He hadn't gotten anything yet, he was still pale. Vixen, Vera and Irick's girl, Trinity, talked rapidly, laughing and gauking at people leaving the club. Shiloh looked at Irick and he rolled his eyes. She kind of smiled. Reagan put his arm around her shoulders and gave her a squeeze. 


"You wanna get coffee with me?",he asked in a nice voice.


Shiloh smiled.


"This is the first time I've actually heard you speak.",she said with a grin, looking up at him still.


"It won't be the last. We have a lot to talk about. I have to get to know you.",he said, his blue eyes twinkling under the neon club lights.


"I could go for some coffee.",she replied.


"Trinity and I are gonna go off, now. I'll catch up with you lasses later, eh?",Irick said, Shiloh catching the slowness in his words. 


Trinity probably thought he was drunk, or on drugs like she was. She was rolling on ecstacy, she had told them, while rubbing her arms. Irick usually wouldn't dare go for a drug-user, but he was so desperate to feed, that this would have to do.


They said good-bye to the two of them and watched them go.


"What are you guys gonna do?",asked Vera, touching Shiloh's arm.


"I think Reagan wants to take me for coffee.",Shiloh said, winking to her girls, without Reagan catching it.


"Alright!",Vixen and Vera hooted.


"I'll be right back.",Reagan said, seeing someone.


He jogged over to the two boys Vixen and Vera had been dancing with, and was talking to them.


"I think he's a keeper. He was trippin' us out a minute ago, and damn is he hot!!",Vixen said in a low voice, her face close to Shiloh's.


"Yeah, he is fine.",Vera added.


Shiloh gave them a gleaming grin, squinting her eyes up. 


Tonight was going well, she would go with the flow. Reagan returned to her and ran a hand across her back.


"You ready to rizzide?",he asked.


Shiloh nodded and waved good-bye to the girls. They winked and waved.


                       "Where'd you go to get those tatts, man, those are great! Their all cute and girly, sexy.",Reagan said, squirming a little in his chair. They sat in a quaint coffee shop in the city a few blocks down from the club.


"I got 'em done over on riverside, a place called Inkblotter's. They were very professional, and the price was fair.",she replied and sipped at her mocha-chino. "Noway! My uncle owns that place! He does most of the tatts. I work there about three days a week.",Reagan said excitedly. This guy was getting cooler with every sentence he spoke.


"Wow, he's tall, got a big ol' belly, bald..He's got gages in his ears, shitload o' tatts? That him?",Shiloh asked.


"That's Uncle Sef. He's great, man, he's got the most beautiful motorcyle, classic lowride Harley. Thing is so sweet. He lets me take it out every once in a while. Maybe I can get him to let me take you out on it.",Reagan said.


He was so great. 


"That would be so awesome! I've always wanted to ride a motorcyle. Sef, that's so cool. He said I was a really good 'patient' cuz I didn't whine a whole lot, and I didn't cause him any trouble, so he gave me twenty dollars off.",Shiloh said, gribbing her coffeemug.


"Awesome, he must o' really liked you, he doesn't usually discount people.",Reagan said, bobbing his head a little.


They talked on, about their background, likes and dislikes, girlfriends and boyfriends, their views on sex. Shiloh figured that would come up. She actually hoped that it would. It seemed like whenever a guy asked what she thought about sex, it meant he was very interested, especially when they said something like, "I really respect that. A lot of girls just go out and fuck anybody. I believe a choosy girl has smarts. She knows what she's doin'."


Reagan liked her morals, and they seemed to agree on a lot of the same subjects, and disagree together as well. Reagan had told her then, that he'd thought he was serious with two previous girls, but one turned out to be just friend material, the other a total psycho. He was still a virgin. He said he believed that he'd have sex when he found the right person to do it with. He said he didn't feel right about people just going out and having casual sex. Shiloh was head over heels as soon as the words came out of his mouth. This guy was in college, had his own apartment, working at his Uncle's tattoo parlor, sponsored by bigtime skateboarding companies, and drove a nice car. The skate companies gave him money for college and he'd gotten a full-tuition scholarship for his grades. He was fantastic.  


"Damn, we've been in here for a whole two hours. It's 4 a.m.",Reagan said, looking at his watch, frowning, but happy about it all the same.


"Oh, for real?",Shiloh said, suddenly remembering she didn't know where she was staying. She knew that she was going to spend the night with Vera and Vixen at Vix's house. She knew they were there, probably still up and drunk.


"Do you need me to take you home?",Reagan asked, eyebrows up.


"I dunno. I was supposed to be staying at Vixen's house, but, I don't know what to do now. I'm sure they're still up.",Shiloh shrugged.


"Well...Should I take you over there?",he asked.


"Could you...Take me to my house instead? I live in Harbor Village.",she said.


"Yeah, I can do that."


They talked all the way home, laughed, and flirted. Shiloh looked through his cds and found that he listened to a lot of the same stuff that she did, which consisted of a lot of punk music.


They pulled up outside of Shiloh's house. Shiloh looked at Reagan.


"Hey, I want you to know that I'm really glad we got to meet tonight. I'd like to chill with you again sometime. You're a cool girl.",Reagan said.


Shiloh just smiled. 


"It was great meeting you to. You rock. I'm gonna give you my phone number so you can call me.",Shiloh said. She reached into her purse and pulled out a pen and an old receipt. She wrote her number down and gave it to him. 


"Awesome. I'll definatley call you as soon as I can.",he said and grinned.


Shiloh nodded and stepped out of the white jeep.


"Later!",he called. 


Shiloh waved and went to her door. Reagan waited until she was safely inside before he drove away.


The next morning, Vixen and Vera were dieing to know what happened. Shiloh told them everything. She told them how very cool he was. He'd make a really great friend.


