                   Deep red. Crimson. The color of her eyelids. Shiloh rolled over in her bed and looked at her clock. It was eleven thirty a.m. She rolled back over and looked up at her ceiling. What a night. So much. Irick..Vampires!

She rubbed her hands hard over her face, let out a groan. She stretched her arms out over her head and the phone rang. She leaned to the wall and picked it up.

"Huh",she grunted.

"Did you just wake up?",asked Vixen.

"Yeah".

"Oh. Well. I was just calling to make sure that everything is ok with you. You aren't upset or anything like that? Cuz, frankly, lastnight was freakin' great. We're gonna be livin' the high life, I'm saying, partyin', drivin' sweet cars, livin' in a mansion with pools and everything! Did you hear what Rafferdy was telling us? My God!",Vixen exclaimed.

Shiloh smiled and stretched again.

"Yeah, I heard. It really sounds great. It really does.",Shiloh agreed, finally realizing how truely great it would be. 

"Yes! So..What happened with you and Irick?"

Shiloh screwed her mouth up in a sneer. She wanted to tell Vixen everything, but she knew she shouldn't say anything about Irick's secret.

"Vixen...Irick is beautiful. He is the most beautiful creature on this earth. That's what I've come to decide. God...",she said.

"Oh. Did you guys get everything squared away? About Friday night?",Vixen asked, hoping that they did.

"He told me that we probably wouldn't have done anything, had we not been so drunk. I mean, we were wasted and when he came to check on me, I was there in my bra and undies. So..I dunno. But, I don't think he regrets anything.",Shiloh explained.

"Yeah..You know, the first time I saw him, I thought he was gay. The long hair and all, he's so pretty. I feel like he's prettier than I am! But, from what I understand, he worked you, so, he's not gay!",Vixen cackled.

Shiloh shut her eyes and laughed, shaking her head. Vixen. What a goof.

                  Three weeks later, school was out and graduation had passed. Shiloh had gone and come back from France with Vixen and their moms. Shiloh had turned eighteen on June ninth, four days after their arrival in Paris. It  had been a wonderful trip. They went to the museums, the Eiffle Tower, and Champs Elysees. Shiloh and Vixen had gone on a mad shopping spree and they each spent the five hundred dollars they'd saved up to do so. Two days after coming back, Shrew had called both the girls out and told them that they were going to a party with Irick and Rafferdy. Shrew told them that Irick said they had a surprise for them at the party. They were getting together with a few friends at a beach house they'd rented.

Shiloh was trying to figure out what to wear to this party. She wondered what sort of 'surprise' they would get. She decided on a backless shirt and some dark blue jeans. She did her hair, using massive amounts of gel to get the spiky wet look she wanted and applied light make-up, to match what she was wearing. Vixen and Vera had arrived to pick her up. Shiloh put some things into a purse and ran downstairs.

Shiloh, Vixen and Vera all crooned over how cute one another looked, went out the door, and hopped in the car. They drove along and finally, came to a rather large beach house. Only Shrew and Joel's cars were parked in the long, two other very recognizable sports cars sat neatly in the open garage.

"Who is supposed to be here?",Shiloh asked Vixen, as if she knew.

"I dunno. Irick told Shrew it would be people we didn't know, like, in their twenties.",Vixen shrugged. Vera shook her head.

Shiloh lowered her brow.

"Why didn't Irick invite me...Us himself?",Shiloh wondered aloud.

"Heh..Why didn't he invite you himself. Have you even talked to him since we've been back from France?"

Shiloh sighed. "No, he hasn't called."

Vera looked at Shiloh and saw she looked sad.

"Aw, cheer up, maybe you and Irick will have a good time tonight with each other.",she said brightly. Shiloh tried to smile at her.

Vixen rang the doorbell and flipped her thick auburn hair from her shoulders. She pulled at her olive green shirt, fixing herself. The door opened. Irick stood, smiling, with a glass of wine in his hand. 

"Come in!",he said happily.

Shiloh scrunched her face up and smiled at Vixen. Vixen returned the face.Vera giggled and nudged Shiloh, who snickered.

Irick actually looked happy, and a little drunk. His white-collared shirt looked soft, not stiff, and he smelled of sweet cologne. His hair was draped on his back, looking beautiful and glossy, as always. The sleeves on his shirt were rolled up to his elbows, and the top two buttons under his neck were undone, revealing his lovely collarbone and a silver necklace.

"Welcome, lasses.",he said, moving aside for them to come in.

four or five women sat on huge couches in the sitting room, drinking martini's and maragritas. They were dressed fashionably, and Joel and Shrew were engaged in small-talk with them. The women would throw their heads back and cackle loudly at Shrew and Joel's humor. Trip sat with them, also throwing humorous bits and peices into the conversation. 

"Have a seat. What do you want to drink?",he asked, looking down at them.

"Um, gimme a...Give us three margaritas.",Vixen said with a flashy smile.

"Aye, comin' right up!",he said, and was off.

Shiloh looked at the women, suspecting that they were all in their early twenties. They were very beautiful, all wearing revealing evening clothes and expensive jewelry. Joel, Shrew, and Trip were also nicely dressed.

Vixen, Vera and Shiloh giggled under their breath, feeling silly for not being dressed nice. They also felt a little embarassed because they came so late. It was already eleven o'clock. They were supposed to be there around nine thirty.

"Look at them, gees. They all look like models.",Vera whispered.

"I know, I wonder who they are.",Shiloh added.

One of the young women, a prissy blonde in a vanilla dress got up and said something in a drunken manner as she walked over to Trip. She sat delicately in his lap. Trip, arms out, looked astonished. Shrew and Joel also looked very surprised, but they clapped, and everyone laughed. Shiloh and Vixen looked at each other. These women..The girl in Trip's lap smiled seductivley at Trip and brushed her fingers against his jawline.

Her hair was pulled tight into a simple bun on the back of her head, and her eye make-up was violet, and heavy. Her lips were a shiney plum color. 

Trip slowly relaxed and an arm went around the woman's tiny waist, and his hand rested around her upper thigh. Vera gasped at Trip.

Trip smiled and glanced at Shiloh. 

"This is weird.",she muttered.

Just then, Rafferdy and Irick entered the room, followed by two more women. Rafferdy looked handsome. He wore black dress pants, dress shoes, and a grey dress, button up shirt, like Iricks'. The girls sat down on the couches with the others, and cackled together, downing their wines and their martinis. Irick handed Shiloh and Vixen their drinks and they drank them as fast as they could, to dull the weird atmosphere they suddenly found themselves surrounded in. Irick retrieved more drink mixes, bottles of wine, and glasses and set them on a large table near the wall, next to a tall, stone fireplace. He sat down again and insantly, two of the prettier women flocked to his sides. He smiled and put his arms around them, greeting them very warmly. They flooded him with cooes and giggles. The woman on his left stretched her bent leg over his and placed a hand on his bare chest where the buttons were undone. The woman on his right was curling a lock of his black hair around her finger. Shiloh felt sick. These women were drunk whores. They must be prostitutes. Was this the surprise? 

Vera shook her head and got up for another drink. Shiloh and Vixen followed. When they turned back around, Joel and Shrew had gotten up and were now sitting in a pool of women on the big fluffy couch. The women were beginning to smooch on them. 

"I want to leave.",Vera moped, her bottom lip popping out.

"Stay, drink some more.",Rafferdy said, passing by them, headed to the couch with Irick on it.

The girls looked at each other and went back to their drinks. Shiloh grabbed a bottle of wine a chugged a little of it. She looked over at Irick.

That big breasted woman was kissing him, and what was worse he kissed her back. She felt like she was at the filming of the beginning of a porn film. It was bad, very bad. Vixen and Vera looked over at Shrew and Joel, and saw that they were being swarmed with kisses. The women were taking turns kissing them. This was absolutley sick. Rafferdy was dimming the lights in the room. He sat down and two of the girls from Shrew and Joel's couch came to him. Shiloh, Vera, and Vixen sat down again. They passed the bottle of wine back and forth, taking swig after swig. 

Irick leaned over, with his arm around a woman's shoulders, he kissed her chin, her jawline, her neck. Shiloh watched. She remembered his secret. Irick seemed to change a little, along with Rafferdy. 

"Watch Irick and Rafferdy...I think we're about to witness the surprise...",Shiloh whispered. Vixen and Vera looked hard at Irick at work.

Irick seemed to suddenly begin kissing the two girls methodically, as if it were practiced, but the women didn't seem to notice. He let his lips glide across her perfumed flesh as he wished them to. While one woman bent to kiss Irick's chest and stomach, he pulled the other a little closer, and kissed her ear, her neck, near her shoulder, then up again. Then, he lifted his eyes to look at Shiloh. Shiloh held his gaze for a moment, then looked at his open mouth, and watched as the two canines slipped down from his gum. A drop of his blood spilt on the woman's shoulder. He looked back at the woman's neck and bit hard into it. 

"What the fuck? Joel, Trip...",Shrew said, getting the other's attentions.

"What's he doing? Oh, look at Raff! He's doin' it to!",Joel whispered loudly.

The women didn't seem to notice the boys watching something else, they kept on being sexy and seductive.

Vixen and Vera clung to each other, unable to look away. They knew exactly what Irick and Rafferdy were doing. Irick detatched himself, and the girls and boys saw the woman's head fall against his shoulder, the wound on her neck, two puncture wounds, slowly dissappeared. The blood that had been dribbling down her neck, sucked right back up into the two holes, vanishing as if it hadn't been dribbling at all.

The other woman came up again and he met her, kissing her neck as well, and repeating his process. Rafferdy did the same, but his style was different. He was kissing a woman, then he kissed her nose, then her forehead, her cheek, her ear, whispered something to her, and then bit the muscle between her shoulder and neck. She woman squealed, then fell quiet. Everyone wondered if they were killing these women, but were to shocked to ask. It was if they couldn't look away from this horror. Rafferdy disengaged himself, and threw his head up, fangs extended, but covered in red. His lips were coated in blood, and the woman's wounds faded quickly, the blood rewinding up her neck and back into the two holes. Rafferdy licked the blood away from his mouth, and continued to a different woman. 

An hour later, the women had left, all of them, even the bitten ones. They hadn't been killed, had only passed out from blood loss. Rafferdy and Irick had got cabs for them all. Now, it was the three boys, the three girls, and the two assumed vampires.

Shrew, Trip, Joel, Vixen, Vera, and Shiloh all sat on a couch together, heads low as if they had just found out a good man was killed.

"I know that you all are wondering...Perhaps scared, or angry.",Rafferdy began. 

The group looked up, some sat back, ready to listen for an explanation.

Irick sat on the couch, looking as if he were a little stoned. His eyes were heavy, the green barely showing. Shiloh glanced at him, almost hating him, what he was. She had always thought that if she were to see something like that, it would be different. Different in what way, she didn't know, but not the way in which she saw. She thought maybe it would have been more beautiful. She looked at Irick, feeling stupid for thinking that.

"I thought maybe if you actually saw before I tried to explain to you that we are vampires, that you would believe it easier.",Rafferdy said. 

"So you are vampires. You kill people?",Trip said, shaking his head, shoulders and palms up.

"We survive on blood, we are vampires, we don't kill people. That's why you saw us drink from two different people, so no one would be killed. However, there are vampires who do kill. And when they kill, it is undoubtedly the most gruesome killing you could ever imagine. That is why we need you six people. We believe that you six are the only people who can help us. These evil vampires must be exterminated. Our race can go on without taking the lives of human beings. Our race can be gentle, kind, caring, loving, but just as yours, we can be ruthless, savage, merciless, and malicious. We have destroyed every vampire in the opposite orginazation, except for three. These three vampires are the most murderous and hideous creatures known to man. We could not defeat them because of their extreme strengths that they developed over their years, and blood consumption. They are planning something horrible, but we don't know what yet. We don't know where they are, they could be anywhere. We spot them at random locations all over the planet, doing what they do best: Killing.",Rafferdy said.

The six looked at him.

"Why us? What do we have to do with any of this?",asked Shrew.

"You are special. You have all the right qualities. You six are all capable of the training we will put you through. It would be hard, very hard for anyone else, but for you it will be nothing, because you are made for it. All of your parents know eachother. Correct?"

They nodded.

"They have known each other since birth, just as you all knew each other since birth. And do you know why this is?"

They looked at each other, wondering. 

"You were bred. Your parents are all half-breeds. They all have vampire blood in them. The only differences between them and us, is that they age, but much slower than normal humans,and will die, around the age of three-hundred. They do not need blood to survive, and they do not need our sunscreen to go into daylight. They are "relatives" of vampires. Do you understand?",Rafferdy explained.

"Our parents are a half-vampire? Like someone would be half mexican, or italian?",Vera asked, squinting her eyes.

"Correct. Vampires are supposed to be sterile. They aren't supposed to be able to recreate through sperm and egg. The only way that a vampire recreates, is to make a human into a vampire by draining the human of their blood, and then making the human drink a large amount of the vampire's blood. The vampire blood acts like a virus, and over a period of a month, the human becomes a vampire. On extremely rare occasions, vampires will get humans pregnant, or vise versa. Out of the one million vampires that are documented, fortytwo half-breeds, human-vampires exist. Twelve of them are your parents. That makes you, quarter-breeds. Their vampire blood has been passed to you.",Rafferdy said.

The group was silent, thinking about everything they had ever experienced in their lives.

"You have always been smarter, always been faster, stronger, and healthier.",he said.

They looked at eachother. 

"We were bred? Like dogs??",asked Shiloh. "Did you make them, require them to marry and be together, raise us?",she asked, feeling her whole life had meant nothing, or this huge, horrible something, this fate.

"You were bred, but, your parents do love eachother. They love eachother more than any human could ever love. They agreed to this long ago, and love you all very much. They know that it is time to begin your training soon, they know everything.",Rafferdy said.

Shiloh looked at Irick. He looked awake know, eyes were regular, watching. He met her eyes, quickly looked away. 

"Look, drink some more, and have fun now, we'll talk more next week.",he said and turned the television on. They sighed and fixed themselves drinks, and got drunk. 

Shiloh's face felt hot and she knew her cheeks were red. She was pretty drunk. She sat on the couch and stared at the television. 'Young Frankenstien' was on. Vera was talking to Joel, very drunkenly, about how upset she was to see him making out with those women. Vixen was giving Shrew the same lecture. Trip was talking heavily with Rafferdy about everything, their vampiracy. He was very interested, and not drinking. Irick sat alone on the couch oppisite her and had brought out his laptop. He was now typing furiously and click-click-clicking away with his mouse. Shiloh smiled to herself and wandered over to him, stumbling past a chair. Irick didn't look up from his computer. He kept on typing even when Shiloh slumped down beside him. 

"Why are you always typing on that thing? What're you doing?",she asked, slurring her words.

He looked at her, into her face. 

"I'm ordering furniture and things for the houses.",he said.

Shiloh gasped and looked at him with wide eyes.

"Oh, really!? Can I pick what I want in my room? Pleeeaase??",she begged, throwing her hand out on his arm. 

"You are so drunk.",he said.

"I know. Rafferdy told me to do it.",she said, slumping over a little, closer to him. She stared in to the computer screen.

"What kind of bed do you want."

"A wanna BIG one!"

Irick rolled his eyes and chuckled. Shiloh put her arm out and around him, her head tumbled into his lap. Irick looked down. She lay there with her eyes slowly opening and closing. He gently moved his laptop out of his lap and set it next to him. He moved her arm and head, as gently as he knew how, and stood up. 

"Come back..I missed you so much when I was in France and you didn't even call to talk to me when I came back. I was back for two whole days and the party..You didn't even invite me yourself! You make me feel so bad, unwanted..The least you could do is pretend you wanted to be my friend, God.",Shiloh whined, looking up at Irick with a drunk puppy dog look on her face. 

Irick looked down at her and stuck his hands in his pockets. He frowned.

"I'm sorry I didn't call you. I really wanted to. And, I missed you to. I don't mean to make you feel bad, and unwanted, and I do want to be your friend, eh?",he apologized.

Shiloh's bottom lip stuck out a little further, she raised her eyebrows up and blinked a few times. 

Irick sighed. She was to adoreable. He scooped her up into his arms, cradling her.

"Let's get you into bed.",he muttered.

Shiloh wrapped her arms around his neck and closed her eyes, feeling his warmth and his footsteps as he carried her down a hall. He turned and then set her down on a soft, cool bed. She didn't let go of his neck at first, and he pried himself loose.

"Please don't leave.",she whimpered.

"I'll be back."

Shiloh closed her eyes and passed out. She still heard what was going on in the livingroom, heard her friends' voices, the television, Irick's footsteps. She thought about Irick, about wanting him next to her in this bed, holding her. She felt the side of the bed bend and she opened her eyes. Irick sat next to her, looking at her. He tried to remove some bangs from Shiloh's forehead, but they fell back as soon as his fingers left them.

"You're back..."

"Aye, sit up.",he said.

Shiloh sat up and he pulled the covers down for her. Shiloh took her shoes and socks off, and then, to Irick's surprise, took her pants off.

"Oh, Shiloh...",he protested.

She pulled her pants off, and gave up when they reached her ankles.

"Help.",she whimpered and lay down with her pants around her ankles. Irick let his eyes look over her stomach, her hips, thighs, and then her crumpled pants. He gently pulled the pants off the rest of the way and slung them over the back of a chair. Shiloh picked her legs up and thrust them under the covers. It was a good thing she told her mother she was spending the night out. 

"Are you getting in?",she asked.

Irick looked down at her, standing against the side of the bed.

"No, I can't do that.",he replied, shaking his head, smiling, eyebrows up.

"Oh, please. I don't want to be alone. I don't know this place. I don't know this room, please, you have to stay with me, just for a while.",she pleaded.

"I'll be right back.",he said again. 

He went and got his laptop.

"No!", Shiloh cried when she saw the thin black computer.

"I have to get on with this! Don't you want nice things in your house??",Irick said loudly.

"Don't shout!",Shiloh cried again, tugging at the covers. The room was spinning. Way to much alcohol.

"I'm sorry, I'm sorry. Here...",Irick whispered. He took his shoes off, and got in the bed next to her. He pulled the laptop into his lap, sitting up in the bed and looked down at Shiloh. The lights were out and the computer was bright.

"There now, I can do my work and be with you here in this bed all at the same time.",he compromised.

"Ok...",she murmured. She slung an arm out over his belly and gave him a squeeze. 

Together, they picked out items for their house. Irck stroked her hair while he clicked on options with the mouse.
