                   They sat in the chinese resturaunt where they had first seen Rafferdy. They found out that Rafferdy was actually very nice, he was taking them all to dinner. He drove a black lambourgini, and from that sleek car, he produced a briefcase from which pictures, files, money rations, and other goodies were held. 

Rafferdy, over plates and plates of chinese food, explained to them that they, the group, would be living down in Ponte Vedra Beach, Florida, in a beautiful four million dollar home. The mansion would be complete with big screen televisions, stereos, spas, pools, cooks, maids, training facility, anything they wanted, they could have. They could even have their own brand new cars, of their pick, for free. That was how serious Rafferdy and his G.O.V. were. What the G.O.V. was, exactly, had not yet been explained. Rafferdy told them that they would find that out, sooner or later. Irick worked on a personal computer, entering calculations, talking with other Orginization members on-line. Shiloh watched him flip through file after file, and watched his fingers quickly type confedential information into his little black lap top. All of the information that the seniors had learned and listened to was all so exciting, and didn't seem bad at all. It sounded fun, they could have anything they wanted. They would be taking college courses over the internet, in their own great big palace. They'd be living like kings and queens. They would be allowed to visit their family, but they would be under close survelance, the only draw back. Everything was in place. They moved in after summer. Shiloh new that this was it, fate, her and her friends destiny. But what Rafferdy and his Orginization needed them for, was yet to be learned.

Irick grabbed another file, and out of the corner of his eye, saw Shiloh looking at him. 

"I'm very busy. Got a lot of work to do.",he said, his eyes switching from her to his computer, to her again.

Shiloh's face was flushed pink that she'd been caught looking at him.

"Oh, yeah. I've got a lot to think about. All of this..",Shiloh trailed off, realizing that she had actually meant thinking about she and Irick.

Irick looked at her, as if he saw right through that bright face, and knew exactly what she had meant. 

"Come for a walk?",Irick asked, smiling, raising his brow.

Shiloh felt a shock of nervousness interrupt what had been awkwardness.

"Ah, sure.", she managed.

Outside the resturaunt, there was a shopping center. They sat on the curb since all they could do if they walked was raom a vacant parkinglot.

"Shiloh, I want to apologize to you..",Irick began, looking at her intensly.

"Oh? Because everything that happened between us was just show? It meant absolutly nothing, everything I told you...Everything you told me about yourself..it probably wasn't even true. We have to start all over.",Shiloh said, almost wanting to weep.

Irick pursed his lips and looked down. In all of his years, roaming the great Earth, he'd never felt so sorry. The look on her face, the look in her eyes..

"Shiloh, I am truely sorry. But, I'll tell you the truth now. I'm not eighteen. I'm..heh..this is going to be difficult for..well, both of us.

I'm twentyfour…but, I'm really a lot older.",Irick tried.

Shiloh just gave him a very confused look.

"Shiloh, remember all those things we talked about? About our interests, and secret interests..About how you had a secret fascination with vampires, how you thought they were just as beautiful and majestic?",Irick started, trying to gather himself. 

"Yes...I remember…What about it?",Shiloh answered in question.

"Shiloh…If I tell you something, you promise me you won't walk away?"

"I promise.",she said, her eyes seeming to grow bigger with curiousity of what was about to be said.

"Shiloh..I'm really fourteen thousand, eight hundred and ninety-eight years old.",Irick said, bracing himself for what ever reaction Shiloh was about to give.

"What does that mean?",she asked, squinting her eyes.

"I'm a vampire."

Shiloh looked at him for a long time. She looked at his glossy hair. She looked at his pale skin, remembered his sunglasses, and sunscreen. She remembered seeing him only nibble at things, never eat a full meal. She looked at his flawless, beautiful skin, his extraordinary emerald eyes, his unnaturally colored eyes. She looked at those lips. A vampire..

Shiloh laughed.

"Ha, you almost had me, but no, no, no. That's just…That's just silly. Why are you saying this? I can't believe you!",Shiloh started chuckling and finished angrily. 

"I'm not pullin' your leg here, Shiloh. As silly as it may sound. I'm sorry you can't believe me.",Irick said. 

He didn't know how he could make her believe him.

"Oh, ok then..Prove it. If you're a vampire, then you can prove it.",she said.

"It hurts that you won't just believe me. I have to blood atleast four times a week to stay strong, healthy. I can still eat food, but, it doesn't taste like it should. It's dull. I can go out in daylight, it just takes a lot of sunscreen, special sunscreen.",Irick told her.

Shiloh looked at him, looked over his face. He was serious. She remembered seeing Rafferdy snarling at Shrew when he had picked him up by his throat. How he had snarled, and how his teeth had grown the way they did, so long and sharp. 

"What about Rafferdy? Is he a vampire?",she asked.

"Aye.",Irick replied, nodding a little.

"Well, how old is he?",she asked curiously.

"He is an elder..One of the oldest vampires around. He is on the council. The council that needs you and your friends. We don't have enough volunteers to help us with what will be happening in the next fifteen years or so..Rafferdy is a very respected vampire. Very. He is a good person. I've known him for an extremely long time.",Irick told her.

Shiloh watched Irick as he spoke. He was really serious. Shiloh began to see that Irick was really telling her the truth. 

"You mean all this, don't you? You aren't lieing to me."

"No, Shiloh. I'm not. I mean this with all of my heart."

Shiloh gazed at him and looked at those tragic eyes of his.

"God, what is it like? Living for so long..living off the blood of people..",she wondered.

"You could never really know unless you experienced it. I'll never die." Irick spoke and looked down at the pavement under his legs. His elbows were propped on his knees, his wonderful, gentle hands pressed together, fingers against his perfect lips. 

"Can I see them?",Shiloh asked.

Irick moved his face to look at her. His hair fell over his shoulder, so shiney. His hands crept away from his lips as he squinted his eyes, then clinched them shut. 

Shiloh watched with wide eyes. She saw blood creep between his closed lips, creating a red line. Irick licked his lips and spat some blood on the street. His lip curled upward, revealing to long, razor sharp fangs. These fangs were something extraordinary. Shiloh could see where they had broken out from his gumline.

"Gah..Do they hurt when they come out?",she asked, touching his lip.

"No, only for a second or two. They come out quicker than you would think. Be careful!",Irick said as Shiloh's finger came to close to the fang.

"Ow! Shit!",she yelped.

"Damn it. I'm sorry. I should've told you not to touch them. They're very sharp...",Irick said as he saw the blood seep out from a deep cut on the tip of her pointer finger.

"Oh..It's deep.",she said, staring at her bloody finger.

"Let me see it.",Irick said, fangs still extended. 

"Why, what're you going to do??",Shiloh asked desperatley as blood dribbled down the side of her finger and on to the concrete below.

"I'm goin' to heal it.",he said as he took her finger to his lips.

Shiloh watched his tongue glide up her finger, licking the blood away. His lips gently folded around the cut. She felt his hot mouth and almost smiled, wondering what he was doing. His tongue rubbed against her finger, tickling it. Irick disengaged himself from her finger with a quiet little pop. 

Shiloh looked at her finger and saw that Irick had slobbered all over her it.

"EW--"

"Watch! Watch...",Irick interrupted.

Shiloh shut up and looked at her wet finger. She looked closely at the cut and noticed it disappearing. It slowly vanished, with no trace. 

"What the....",she mumbled.

"My saliva. Whenever I drink from someone..For instance, if I were to bite into your neck for nourishment,"Irick smiled at Shiloh's awkward look when he said 'nourishment',"Ok, blood, I can seal the puncture marks with special enzymes that are in my saliva, leaving where I bit you untraceable. Do you see?",he explained.

"Yeah..That's really..cool. Wow. You're a freakin' vampire!",Shiloh looked at him with astonishment.

"I don't know what to think. We...I...We almost made love…Why? Why did we do all that we did Friday night?",said Shiloh.

Irick shrugged and looked away as if he suddenly became shy.

"Was it just because we were drunk?",she asked.

"Can you even get drunk?"

Irick smiled.

"Well think about it. The way a person gets drunk is by alcohol entering the bloodstream. I survive on blood. Now, if the blood within me is filled with alcohol, then yes, I can get drunk. If I drink too much blood, I can get "drunk" from that. I get...a high from blood.",Irick said.

"Oh, ok. I see. So...Did you kiss me and do whatever else we did because you and I were drunk?",she asked.

"Aye. I admit, I wouldn't have done that if I had been sober. But...we were drunk, and...You are...",Irick sighed,"Beautiful."

Shiloh gazed at him, gazing at her. She looked away and pretended to watch the cars passing by outside of the shopping center they were in. 

"Oh",was all she could manage.

Everyone flooded outside behind Shiloh and Irick, out of the resturaunt.

"They asked us to leave. They're closing!",Joel said loudly.

Rafferdy must've bought them some chinese alcohol. 

"Time to go home!",Shrew called to Shiloh and Irick.

Trip, arms folded, walked pass them, without looking. Shiloh quickly stood up and stuck her hands in her back pockets, with her bangs over one eye. She watched Trip go to his car, and the others in the parking lot.

"Goodnight."

Shiloh looked up at Irick. She nodded and began to walk.

Rafferdy approached Irick and stopped at his shoulder. Together, they watched the group drive off. 

"You shouldn't have gotten so close. You shouldn't have lost control of yourself and the situation. You were there only for examination. After everything you were told, you still got to close. You're still getting to close. I know that you went ahead and told her. It's alright, they would've found out sooner or later. Irick. Look at me.",Rafferdy lectured him.

Irick looked at him, frowning.

"I know…That you feel...I know that Shiloh is special. She's going to please us greatly. I want you to be in charge of her and the group. But, I don't want you getting to close to her. Not yet. Especially if it will present conflict with Trip. We must have all of them in, and I don't want to do anything drastic, if Trip decides not to come quietly. Do you understand?",Rafferdy breifed.

"Aye.", Irick said bitterly and walked to his car.

"Irick, you can't worry yourself with anything, you've got to keep a clear head, we've got to much to do for you to be falling in love again!",Rafferdy called after him.

Irick waved his arm, slapping the air around. He didn't want to hear all that. Rafferdy knew. He always knew. 

Irick got in his car and closed the door. He shut his eyes and wet his lips, remembering the taste of Shiloh's blood. As far back as he could remember, he'd never tasted blood so sweet and strong. Lips. Soft flesh. 

Irick shook his head and looked at his eyes in the rearview mirror. 

"Why'd I ever take this assignment?"
