Chapter Two.


Tyson strolled casually from the shop and into the street. He turned and headed off down the road. He had done it; he smiled as he reached into his jacket and took out the bottle of whiskey. Free alcohol. 


"Oi!" he turned to see the shopkeeper running out of the shop and towards him.


"Damn it", he hissed to himself as he broke into a run. He darted left into an alley way and scaled the wall blocking his path. The guy was fast but not as fast as Tyson K. Mitchell! He relaxed and took his knife from his pocket. It slid easily into the cork of the bottle and moments later he was gulping the warm liquid down. He wasn’t quite sure where he was, all these alleys looked the same, but he was sure he could find his way home. 


A noise. There was someone following him. If it was that store owner it wasn’t gonna be his lucky night. Tyson slid his knife out of its casing as he continued forward. He was definitly being followed and who ever it was, was getting closer. 


Tyson spun around suddenly intending to take his stalker by surprise only to find himself being knocked to the floor by something heavy. As his head connected with the concrete paving a pain flowed over his body. He dragged himself up and looked up to see what ass whole was gonna get it. What he saw made him yell in terror.


Towering over him, nearly twice his height was the most nightmarish thing he had ever laid eyes on. It wore clothing like some medireview knight but was obviously far from human. Its deep purple skin was made up of nothing but scabs and blisters. It’s jet black hair flowed to its waist and the eyes burned a intense blue. Tyson couldn’t scream, couldn’t cry for help; fear had lodged the sounds in his throat. He still couldn’t scream as the creature reached down and tore his spine out.


"Then she ripped his power centre right out!" Xander grinned enthusiastically. He never tired of telling the tale of how all four of them combined to defeat Adam; the feeling of being joined together in one being. A union of all their souls in order to save the world from being over run by demonic hybrids created by the Initiative; it was more intense than anything he had ever experienced. 


"Sounds like its been busy," Michael muttered. He had been patiently listening to Xander’s tales of the last year; something Xander was eager to exploit, going into all the details of what occurred. 


"That still wasn’t the end of it though. Watcher guy forgot to mention the side effects." Xander thought he heard Michael groan but wasn’t about to be put off. Gleefully he launched into his next story.


Near. Soon would be the time to strike, let them come a little deeper; away from eyes of the other humans. Isolated and vulnerable. It extended its claws and crouch into a suitable position to deliver an instant killing blow. Only another few steps.


Michael suddenly stopped. He felt something was wrong, he sensed it in the air around him.


"What is it?" he heard Xander ask. He beckoned for him to be silent as he reached out his mind, extended his senses into the world around him. Danger.


"Xander, get back!" he yelled as a demon pounced from within the undergrowth; screeching in its inhuman voice. Xander stumbled back and fell to the floor as the creature stood over him. Michael knew it wasn’t going to give up like that; it was here to kill them and it wouldn’t leave until it was successful. 


"Xander, get away!" he cried as the creature lunged forward. Xander managed to roll out of its path in time and scrambled up. The demon swung around, its eyes shining pure evil, and advanced for the kill. Michael collected himself and began to chant slowly;


"Lord Thorn, I pray to thee…" he was cut short as something dug into his flesh. He cried out in pain and fell back into Xander’s arms. The demon had shot a long spine from its arm and it has pierced Michael’s leg. He was lucky, it could have been worse.


"We’re in trouble," Xander mumbled as the creature extended another spine.


The blood smelt good as it oozed from the wound of the male Witch. This next blow would kill them both and leave its real prey ready to be taken. 


Pain! Something had attacked it. A large knife protruding from its side. The prey was here; the others had come in search of there fellows.


Tara gripped Willow’s hand tight; she felt the magiks flowing through the two of them. The demon was confused at first but soon realised they were there. 


"Willow, Anya!" Xander yelled, "Be careful, he’s dangerous!" He was right, Tara had never felt so much dark energy off a demon before; this creature was something special, something more powerful than anything she had ever encountered. She watched as it advanced on her position, eyes blazing. It drew out a large spine and shot it at the two Witches. Tara closed her eyes and concentrated; she felt Willow inside her, and felt herself inside Willow. The two were as one. The spin stopped in the air in front of them and fell to the ground. They heard the demon roar. Tara opened her eyes to see Orca and Michael preparing to cats a spell as well; the demon was out numbered. It glanced over them all, Tara felt its eyes burn into her, before settling on Orca. It snarled before turning and leaping back into the undergrowth and disappearing into the night.


"So," asked Xander, how did you know we were in trouble? 


"Orca knew," Willow replied eagerly, "She sensed Michael was in danger." When Orca had first bolted up from where she lay Willow had thought she was having a nightmare. But she was adamant Xander and Michael were in danger and she was right; what a bond the two of them must have to be able to sense that. She knew Michael was strong but not even she could manage that. Or at least she thought she couldn’t. 


"Is that possible?" Xander asked, obviously fairly impressed. 


"It’s not common," Michael explained, "But some witches can develop strong mental bonds. If they are near each other they can sense certain emotions such as fear or panic." Willow instantly wondered if that included love and passion also then blushed inside at thinking that. She looked at Tara and smiled. The smile was returned and Willow found herself lost in Tara’s deep, blue eyes; she could see the love Tara held for her as a physical force and hoped Tara could see the same. 


The Prey was more intelligent and aware than it had anticipated. It would be harder to acquire. The plans would have to be thought up again, this time take into account the bonds they have. It would return to the others, they would discuss what they would do. The time was approaching, only one night until the sacrifice must be made. They would have to hurry, time was running out.


Xander and Anya had left earlier and Orca and Michael were on there way out which left Tara and her girlfriend alone. Except, of course, for Miss Kitty who was busy playing with a large ball of wool on the floor. 


"You alright?" she heard Willow ask. She turned to the bed where Willow was sitting reading a large book on demonology she had found at Giles’. 


"I’m fine," smiled Tara from across the room.


"I’m sorry about the movie. It was Xanders turn to choose though but still.." she began.


"No, it was alright." She walked over to the bed and sat down next to Willow. Tara thought how cute she looked, hunched over the book with her hair draped over her face. "What are you looking at?"


"I’m trying to find the demon that attacked us," she sighed, "But I’m not having much luck." The frustration in Willow’s voice was obvious. 


"I’m sure you’ll find it sooner or later," Tara reassured her with a smile. Willow turned and looked at Tara and there gazes met. Tara gently stroked Willows hair and wrapped an arm around her waist. "Why not later?"


"Why not?" Willow smiled. She leaned over and flicked off there lamp shade plunging the room into darkness. 








