                 The next morning, Shiloh woke up to an unfamiliar room and a throbbing head. She didn't exactly know where she was or what happened. The most likely explanation was that she'd passed out. She looked over at her side, and Irick lay with his back to her, with no shirt. His hair lay next to his bare back, like a sleeping cat. Shiloh looked under the covers at herself.


"Oh shit!",she gasped when she saw she was pretty naked, except she was wearing Irick's shirt. She looked at Irick under the covers, he was only in his boxer-briefs. Shiloh began to think extremely hard, trying to remember if they'd had sex. She could only remember bits and pieces of the night before. She looked at her watch. It was nine o'clock. 


"Irick....Irick, are you awake?",she asked, gently pulling on his shoulder.


"Hrrmmm..?",Irick groaned.


He rolled over and looked at her.


"Good mornin'..",he said with a wide, happy smile.


"Hey..",she replied, also smiling.


"Did we ahh...?",Shiloh asked meakly.


"No. No, we didn't. You kept passin' out, and so I suggested you slept. You said you wanted to keep goin', but I told you you might regret it. Then you passed out for good. I didn't sleep much. I went back out to the party for a while and got in an arguement with your friend Trip because he thought we had sex. That's what West told everyone.",Irick told her.


"Oh my God..Trip..West..What an asshole. And you knew that West would do that to me. How'd you know?",Shiloh said.


"Don't worry about that.",he said.


"God, Irick..I've only known you for..well this is the third day. And we've already gotten all hot and heavy.",Shiloh.


"And we were both very drunk. So don't frett.",Irick said softly before he kissed her forehead.


