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CHAPTER 1
Friday, October 21st, 10:55 p.m.
IT WAS A GOOD NIGHT to hunt. That’s what Aeson said before he sent the rookies out after sundown. Four hours later, Lenny still waited, slumped behind the hedge on Grant Street. Every few minutes, he shoved his head through the prickly branches to look up and down the sidewalk.
So far, not one real possibility had come by. Only a cluster of wrinkly, old mortals and he wasn’t desperate enough for that. Apparently they tasted vinegary, like pickles, and he used to hate those.
Soon, though, the Autumn Fling dance down the block at Victoria High would let out. He should catch a break then. Even if two or three girls came along together, he could take one down, easy.
Meanwhile, he was miserable — cold and wet and hungry. The freaking rain would let up for a few minutes, only to dump on him again. The tourism dudes liked to pretend it never rained in Victoria. Hah! They should come outside tonight and experience a mini-typhoon.
He couldn’t wait for better weather, though. This was his second shot at training camp, so he better make a kill soon. If he didn’t, he’d be kicked out of the clubhouse by his new family, and he wouldn’t be too good at fending for himself.
Lenny reached into his jacket for the sheet of paper marked “Urgent and Top Secret”. It had fallen out of Aeson’s pocket this afternoon after class. Within the gloomy shelter of the hedge, his enhanced eyesight easily scanned the page.
The content struck him as ominous but, before he fully absorbed the words, excited voices pumped with hormones reached his ears. His hunger increased. Sure, one measly cup of pig’s blood a day kept him alive, but it didn’t satisfy the craving that grew stronger with each sunset. His mouth would have watered if he had any body fluids to work with.
Lenny pushed his face through the dripping hedge again and looked left toward the high school. It was about time. The last dance until December was finally over.
Dozens of kids milled around the entrance before peeling off into pairs and groups, then heading out into the dark. Good luck to them. Chances were that some of his brothers and sisters waited around the corner for these tasty morsels.
Lenny had chosen his position carefully, halfway between two streetlights. He planned to jump over the bushes, grab a girl and haul her back into the shadows. But, first, a girl had to come his way.
He watched the kids outside the school until they dispersed. But, nobody walked in his direction. Except five guys around his own age, and he wasn’t ready to tackle someone that would fight back. Not yet. Aeson emphasized that the ascended couldn’t be killed by a human, but they could be overpowered and captured by a mob of them. What happened after that had been left to the rookies’ imaginations.
He squatted in the wet grass and waited until they passed, pulling the collar of his sodden jacket up around his ears. The guys were talking about PS4 and Xbox games. Geeks. He should have known. The jocks didn’t walk home in a group. They had cars and girlfriends. He separated the branches and looked at the retreating backs of the nerd herd, second-guessing himself. Should he chance it?
He glanced left and his hunger grew to the bursting point. Three girls approached, giggling and nudging each other playfully. He forgot about the five geeks, and his saliva glands squirted a few drops of fluid into his dry mouth.
The girls were halfway between the school and his waiting spot, all carrying huge tote bags. As instructed in “Personal Preparation” class, Lenny took deep breaths to calm himself and ran through the rules in his mind one last time. The steps were simple. Drain and Slay.
Aeson told them that a quick snack wasn’t enough to kill the subject. Complete draining was necessary. No exceptions. No mercy.
A pro could do it in five minutes. A rookie took up to twenty minutes, unless unusually talented, which most weren’t. And, Aeson looked directly at Lenny when he said it. He recommended that Lenny give himself forty-five minutes, minimum.
Only the leaders of the Sons of Ascension decided who joined the brotherhood. They snatched worthy candidates from the streets and from their cars. In some cases, they went right into their houses after them. Back at the compound, a leader located the special spot in the neck of the chosen one, and sank his teeth into the blood supply.
The leader drank only enough to ensure the chosen one ascended to become a rookie. Like Lenny. Whenever he felt down, Lenny reminded himself that he had been chosen.
But, rookie status was just the beginning. To become a patched member, Lenny had to perform three kills, and had been issued a digital camera to capture the proof. No cell phones were allowed. He had to remember to take a picture before leaving the human shell to be found tomorrow or never, who cared. Just another discarded food carton to join the others left in the city’s alleys and parks.
He licked his lips nervously, feeling his tongue rasp against the dehydrated skin.
He’d leap over the hedge, grab one girl, and drag her away to a place near the harbour, a place of deep shadows where no human dared venture even during the day. It wouldn’t matter how much she struggled. With Lenny’s superior speed and strength, she would be powerless. Once the darkness enfolded them, he would locate the throbbing artery about three inches below the ear, like they practised in class, then close his teeth. In an instant, she would be paralyzed. But, adrenaline would continue to course through her blood and, from the accounts of full-patch Sons of Ascension members, it was the sweetest taste in the world.
The first one would be the hardest. After that, he’d know exactly how to do it, and he could knock off the next two before the end of the week. Then, no one would look down on him, ever again.



CHAPTER 2
Friday, October 21, 11:10 p.m.
THE TRIO OF GIRLS PASSED under the streetlight fifty feet away, their faces fully visible. Every blood vessel in Lenny’s body contracted as he recognized them. Just his luck to run into these three.
Ashley, with her shiny blonde ponytail and full lips. Honour roll, cheerleading squad, and archery team star. And, world class bitch. She had made Lenny’s miserable life at high school even more crappy with her taunts and pranks. Her skank friends were almost as bad. Grade 11 had been shaping up to be even worse than last year.
Crystal was Chinese-Canadian and wore her long hair in dreadlocks or whatever they were called. Sitting in front of him in class, she used to flip her hair, the skull beads hitting him in the face. Then, she’d laugh like it was a big joke and he should laugh along with her.
Anyone who thought girls couldn’t give a guy a wedgie hadn’t met Jane. When he saw her spiked red and black hair in the crowded halls, he always turned and walked the other way. Even if it made him late for class.
His mind raced. He had to pick one of the girls, focus on her only, ignoring the others. And, do a proper job of draining her blood or she would be ascended instead of dead. The leaders wouldn’t like that, and he sure didn’t want any of these girls in his eternal life.
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