Chapter Four.


Willow passed the rope over to Tara who used it to fasten the windows of the old building down; they had found a disused vampire nest and decided to hide out there. Tara, Willow and Orca were making the place secure whilst Xander and Michael went to the magic shop for supplies. She hoped they would hurry; the demon was big enough as it was but the text said they always came in groups. She really wished Buffy was here but she was off away from the Hellmouth that was Sunnydale; it was up to her and the others to protect Orca. 


"Do you think that’s enough?" asked her girlfriend as she attached the final length of rope. Orca, who was standing a few feet away wandered over and nodded a silent yes; Willow could tell she was freaked, she knew it was difficult at first but to be a target; she couldn’t imagine what that felt like. They had spent a long time trying to comfort her; Tara seemed to get through to her more but she was still quite distressed.


"I’m sure they’ll be back soon," Tara said with a smile as she seemed to sense Orca’s worry. Orca smiled back and looked up at first Tara and then Willow.


"Yes," she sighed, "I’m sure they will."


It smelt something familiar, blood, but the blood of a specific being; there, walking towards past, the males that were with the Prey. The one that bled, the warlock, it was strong; so were the other females. But without the males and with help from its fellow Predators it knew it could make the capture tonight; this would allow them a day to prepare for the annual sacrifice. It turned to face another of its kind and indicated that they should go; now was the time to take the sacrifice and prepare the way for the eventual return of the Old Ones. 


Orca rocked back and forth an old wooden chair that she’d found propping shut a door. She had known about all the other worldly stuff before, came with being a witch, but being the specific target of these creatures was beyond terrifying; all her emotions had built up and all she could do was cry. She was feeling better now though, Tara, Michael, Xander and Willow were all here for her; they would protect her, she knew it. She thought back to being held close by Tara, to her whispering that they would let nothing happen to her; so soft, calm and reassuring. All the entrances bar one were sealed and that was watched by the others; she was safe here, nothing could get to her. 


"Hey," she heard a voice call from behind; turning she saw Willow approaching her. "How are you doing?" asked the red haired witch.


"Alright," Orca whispered allowing herself a small smile, "I’m coping. Nothing like this has ever happened to me before though and it’s scary."


"I know," Willow said as she rested a comforting hand on Orca’s shoulder, "It’s difficult but we’ll get through it." Orca knew the girl was trying to help but for some reason she just wasn’t as comforting as Tara. Tara seemed to sense what was wrong in her, she seemed able to understand the fear; she wondered how such a wonderful person could be with another…


Orca cut off her train of thought; No, she thought, that was wrong and she had no right to criticise. They were both trying to help her and she was thankful, without them she had no idea what her chances would be.


"I can manage," she said with a smile, "You’ve all helped a lot."


"That’s what we’re here for," Willow chirped as she went over and picked up a packet of chips. She tore them open and offered them to Orca. She shook her head in answer to the offer and watched as Willow took out a large handful and began to munch on them.


Tara looked out into the night and sighed; this waiting was worrying her. She didn’t want to be attacked by demons but sometimes nothing at all happening was worse, it was like they were preparing. She felt a shiver of fear run up her spine, she knew she was safe here; Willow was one of the Scoobies, a cool demon fighter. Tara often wondered how Willow and the others would react to the truth about her….


"Want some chips," a voice came from behind. Tara jumped in fright and turned to see Willow walking towards her holding a large bag of potato chips. She gave her girlfriend a smile as she dispelled all the thoughts she was having from her mind.


"Willow," she whined, "You made me jump." Willow mocked hurt at the comment as she approached Tara. Tara grinned and they both started giggling.


"You can’t resist by puppy dog eyes," Willow chuckled as she gave her girlfriend a tight hug. Tara felt the red head holding her tight and could feel her breath on her neck. They broke the hug and both turned to look out into the night.


"They’re not back yet," sighed Tara.


"They won’t be much longer," said Willow as she gave Tara’s hand a squeeze. Suddenly a ear piercing screech rang out through the building jolting the two Wicca’s to attention. 


"Orca!" Willow yeld as she turned and ran towards the next room; Tara quickly ran to follow her.


Willow ran straight into Orca and realised her eyes were filled with fear. She was about to ask what was wrong when she saw two of the Shan’zaki demons standing in the room behind her; hunched over as they were too tall for the ceiling. Tara came up behind her in a panic.


"Willow," she shouted, "Another ones come in the front way!" Willow looked back to see another of the creatures brandishing a large, curved blade. She realised they were trapped. 


The Prey was there, they had nearly captured it. As soon as the other two witches were killed they would return to the lair and prepare themselves for tomorrow nights sacrifice. The Predator gestured to its fellow to advance. They stepped forward slowly, breathing in the fear the creatures gave off; soon they would be dead. 


"What are we going to do," screeched Orca tearfully. She couldn’t let them get here; she didn’t want to die, not now and not like this! She felt Tara holding her hand, telling her to concentrate; Willow gripped her other hand tight. She felt the magiks begin to flow through her and realised they were trying to cast a spell; she needed to concentrate, needed to help.


"It’s working," Orca heard Willow say as her sobs grew quieter. As her eyes cleared of tears she saw a dark mist rising up and through the room, blocking all line of sight; however she also saw the demons begun to charge forward in anger at the spells being cast. 


"Run!" yelled Willow and she felt Tara pull her forward into the mist. She stumbled forward and fell; she lost her grip and so lost Tara. She managed to stand up and suddenly realised there was nothing but silence. She stood alone, surrounded by mist, and listened; the demons could be anywhere. A creek came from behind her and she spun around to face a rodent running across the room. Slowly she stepped forward hoping to be able to reach an exit before the effects of the spell wore off. She heard an inhuman breathing begin to permeate the air and realised one of the creatures had to be close. 


"No!" she heard a voice screech through the air and then she found herself flying back to the floor. The fog was clearing and she saw the three demons running from the building carrying a limp figure between them. Her head hurt from where she had struck the ground and when she put her hands to it she found blood. 


"Orca!" Michael ran over and helped her up; he was followed by Willow and Xander. They all looked concerned.


"What happened?" she asked meekly.


"We thought they had you," Michael said, "We were sure we saw them take someone." Orca had seen them with someone, she knew it, and there was only one person who was missing from the group crowded around her. 


"Tara," she moaned as she looked up at Willow, "Where’s Tara?"


"She’s…" Willow began before realising the blond witch was not to be seen. The mist had cleared and there was no one except them I the room. 


"I saw them," Orca whispered, "I saw them take her." They hadn’t been after her at all, Orca realised, it was Tara all the time; yet that didn’t make it any better. The others seemed to be reaching the same conclusion and Orca saw Willow turn to look out into the night. Tara was gone. 





