Chapter One.


As the five of them looked down on her, Juliet realised that this truly was the end; nothing could stop the inevitable from happening. She clenched her teeth together tight in anticipation of the agony to come. 


"Make the sacrifice," the lead demon hissed to its fellows. Her eyes opened wide at the site of the instrument that would soon be cutting into her flesh; she had often wondered if it was true that when nearing death your whole life flashed before you, now she wondered no more. She saw herself as a child, playing with dolls, herself at school bullied and alone. She saw her discovery of Wicca, her new found confidence in herself. She remembered the excitement of casting her first levitation spell, of becoming part of something much greater than herself. Then she saw her discovery of the darkness, of the vampires and demons; creatures thought of only as myth and legend by civilisation yet all too real. 


The images stopped and her scream pierced the air as the demons cut deep down into her. It was all over, everything was fading to black; she only hoped someone could stop them before they claimed their next victim, the next virgin witch…


"Willow!" Tara jumped up and ran into the arms of her loved one. They held each other in a tight embrace for what seemed like forever before linking arms and heading back over too the rest of the group. Tara smiled at Xander and Anya, whose arms were also entwined, and then looked up at the movie poster.


"Are you sure you want to see this?" she asked Willow. It had seemed like a great idea for the lot of them to get together for a cinema trip; no vampires, no Adam, just a group of friends having a good time. But Xanders choice of film left something to be desired.


"As long as I’m with you I don’t mind what we watch," she said smiling.


"I’m bored," Anya stated, "Let’s just go in."


"Anya, we’re not all here yet," Xander spoke softly trying to calm his girlfriend. Tara knew Willow was uneasy about Anya, after what Willow had told her she could see why, but she was trying and she really did care for Xander. She was really trying to keep a grasp of humanity and Tara found it quite an endearing quality.


Her musings were broken by Willows cries of joy.


"There they are!" Tara turned to look at the two figures approaching them. They were both dressed completely in black but she could sense the pure spirits they held. The boy (what had Willow said his name was?) was medium height and had jet black hair down to his shoulders. He wore dark lip stick and eye shadow and a pentagram necklace hung down from around his neck. The girl, however, wore relatively little make-up; she didn’t really have to, her natural beauty was obvious. Slim features and flowing dark hair down to her waist with piercing blue eyes. The couple soon stood with them.


"Good to see you again Willow," the boy smiled. He turned to introduce the girl, "This is Orca; Orca, Willow, Xander and…" he stopped unsure of the identities of the unfamiliar faces. Willow took Orca’s hand and shook it eagerly before turning to introduce them.


"That’s Anya and this is Tara; Tara I’d like you to meet Michael," Tara gripped the young mans out stretched hand. Michael, of course, now she remembered. Willow had spoken of him a few times, of how he had been part of her Wicca group in Sunnydale High; a group that fell apart after some demon set off a witch-hunt. 


"Good to see you again Michael," Xander gave him a slap on the back and placed his arms around the shoulders of the two new arrivals, "Now why not let’s all go and watch the film?"


"Sure," Michael agreed, "What’s on?"


"Well, it’s a masterpiece of satirical cinema…" Xander began.


"Scary Movie," Anya stated bluntly.


"Oh," Michael replied. 


The Predator watched the prey from a distance. Best to learn its ways, best to learn how it moves and thinks, makes it easier to anticipate its actions. The prey was with a larger group now, typical of animals to seek safety in numbers; still there was plenty of time and they were unaware of their destiny. 


It glanced about, it was unwatched. The Predator crawled back down into sewer system to wait; wait for the time to be right. For the next sacrifice to be made.


"That w..was interesting," Tara tried. After their cinema trip the six of them had headed to the Expresso Pump where they had sat in silence for the next half an hour. Xander’s choice of film had definitely had an effect on the group, the only person who had really had a good time was Anya who displayed a worrying tendency to support the killer. 


Orca hadn’t said much through out the day but the silence made her feel all the more awkward. When Tara spoke up she decided she’d try to get a conversation going.


"It wasn’t the kind of thing I’d usually watch," she said, shifting to face the blonde Witch. The atmosphere relaxed almost immediately. 


"It was a bit odd…" chuckled Tara and Willow smiled in agreement. Orca saw the grip tighten as they squeezed each others hands in comfort; it was weird to see this lesbian couple being even this open. 


"Hey," Xander spoke up in his defence, "It’s not my fault if your too close minded to experience a new part of our teenage culture. What would life be like if we weren’t to broaden our minds and … never mind," he cut off as he took in the stares of all those around him. Orca found herself chuckling as were Willow and Tara. Even Michael, bless him, saw the amusing side of Xander’s outburst. 


"I liked it," Anya stated blankly. 


"Thank you," Xander said putting his arm around his girlfriend.


"But there should have been more sex.," she said turning to look at Xander, "Like those Porn Films you have." Orca burst out laughing as Xander went a deep shade of red. Anya looked around at her, a slightly puzzled statement on her face. 


"Michael," Willow began, desperate to change the subject, "What’s it like in your college? Met any other Wiccans?"


"Well," her boyfriend began, "I, of course, met Orca there. She was fairly new to the ways but eager to learn." She smiled, thinking back to the hours he would spend helping her to develop her skills and learn more powerful magiks. She owed so much to him, without him she would probably still be trying to float a pencil an inch off the ground. 


"Tara’s been a witch her whole life," Willow chirped; she seemed eager to almost show off her girlfriend and a feeling of pride radiated from her. 


"Willow, let him finish," her girlfriend spoke softly. Orca was becoming quite fascinated with the girl, she gave off an aura of natural power and positive energy. When she spoke Orca found herself clinging to every word. She definitely was something special, but still, how could someone like her end up with… No, that was wrong, she liked them both but two women together just felt so wrong to her. Look, she told herself, it’s none of your business. Just enjoy yourself, everything’s great.


"Shit!" screamed Karl angrily; he couldn’t believe he’d lost Chad too. He knew the Slayer was out of town but those damn friends of hers were still making things hard for them. He’d lost three so far, it was just him, Kim and Tiger left; he had to take them out. Especially those fucking witches, they were the real power of the group. It was a plan he needed, a way to take them out of the picture and allow them free reign while the Slayer was away. 


As he stepped through the hole in the wall into his lair he felt something was wrong. He looked around the dank basement and realised all his stuff was missing; all the furniture he’d stolen from those whose blood he had drained had vanished. He heard someone behind him and spun around.


"Karl!" yelped Kim. It was only her.


"What the hell’s going on here?" he snarled angrily.


"We gotta go Karl," she hissed. She was obviously worried by something and that very fact made him slightly nervous.


"Why, what’s going on?" he asked. "This out place here."


"Not anymore," she stammered. "When we got back here a bunch of demons had cleaned the place out. They’ve left now but they’ll be back." 


"Demons," he spat, "We can take them." He knew that wasn’t really true at the moment, after all there were only three of them now. Best to play it safe. "How many of them?"


"We’ve seen four. And they were huge."


"Ok then, we’ll leave. But we’ll come back later." He started following her back through the wall and they headed off down through the sewer system. "We’re not giving up our place without a fight." This was just fucking great, he thought; first the witches kill Chad and now they had lost their lair. Someone was going to pay and he intended it to be the Slayer’s little friends. 


The prey had gone into that building. A college, a place where the humans young learnt the ways of there world. The predator had seen it, it had gone with three others of its gender. The males had departed, gone to fetch them nutrition no doubt. The Predator could wait.


"Jelly donuts?" Xander asked him. 


"Sure, why not?" Michael replied. He didn’t really care for donuts but he knew Orca liked them. 


"Jelly it is then," Xander said smacking his hands together. He turned to the salesman to order their pastries. Michael had never really known Xander that well; only as one of Willow’s friends. He never really understood how he fitted into the Slayer’s life; as a witch Willow was useful but what could Xander do? Surely he could get himself hurt being involved with forces of the night? Michael remembered back to when he had first glimpsed the ‘real’ world, how it had terrified him. But soon he had learnt to embrace it, realised it gave him a way out of his normal, mundane life. And when he, Amy and Willow had come together things reached a peak They had some real power together; he missed that. Things had improved when he had met Orca of course but still, he often dreamed of the old days, days when he Willow and Amy would meet up and practice improving their magikal skills. But that was all ruined when the demon started up Witch hunts and Amy was transformed into a rat. He hoped she could be returned to normal soon, she was missing so much of her life, it wasn’t fair. Michael watched as Xander finished picking out the donuts and turned to exit. Glancing out across the street he was sure he saw someone watching them from the shadows. But then this was Sunnydale, something was always watching you. 


It watched as the males left the building. They would definitely try to protect the females; it would be safer to dispose of them now. That way, when the time came, the prey would be easier to capture. Yes, it would follow them a while and when the time was right it would strike. And tear the beating hearts from the animals chests… 





