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  The Rules Set By the Gods



	You have three days to choose a mate.

	You cannot use your powers to directly influence your potential mate. Ex. No love potions, mesmerizing, mind control, etc.

	You can only choose one person. Once you've chosen, your path is set. If the potential mate rejects you, you go back to purgatory.

	You must reveal the truth of the challenge to your potential mate.










  
  Day One


Every ten years, the gods choose a paranormal being who has been unjustly killed and gives them a second chance at life. This cycle, I, Quinnlan Trinity, am the chosen one. 
At the stroke of midnight, I materialize inside a shabby motel room. It's officially Halloween and I have three days to find a mate, or it's back to the monotony of the afterlife for me.
Looking around the room, I cringe. It's not the luxury I was used to in my former life, but since all of that wealth and power got me killed, maybe it's for the best the gods didn't drop me some place fancy. At least the room is clean, if a bit dusty, and I have a roof over my head.
Walking over to the bed, I open the single piece of luggage the gods sent here for me. I'm relieved to see they left me three outfits since, for some reason, they felt it necessary to drop me off naked. I sense a trickster god was in on that decision. There's also a wad of cash. It's not a lot, but I suppose I should be grateful they gave me this much. It'll keep me from having to waste time searching for ways to provide for myself and give me a fighting chance to accomplish my goal.
With several hours until sunrise, I pull on a pair of black jeans, a black t-shirt, and a pair of boots, then snag the antiquated room key off of the small table by the door. I need to get a look around to see what I have to work with before daylight. It's not that I'll burst into flames in the sunlight, contrary to popular belief about vampires, but it will give me a nasty sunburn within minutes, which means I have to make the most of the early morning darkness.
After locking the door behind me, I shove the key in my pocket and take in my surroundings. Trees loom behind the motel, their leaves patchy where they are shedding for autumn. The air is still, and there are no cars in the parking lot. In fact, I'm fairly certain this place is abandoned. No traffic passes on the two-lane road that goes by the building. It's as I feared. I truly am in the middle of nowhere. How am I supposed to find a mate in this nothingness?
First things first, I head into the woods to hunt down a rabbit or two. It's not my favorite blood source, but it'll get me by. Once satisfying my hunger, I pick a direction and start walking. There has to be some sort of civilization around here.
Deeper into the woods, I smell a familiar scent–wolf shifters. Skirting around the boundary lines of their territory, I continue on my quest to find proof of life. As long as I keep out of their domain, there shouldn't be any trouble.
Surprisingly, the woods aren't as thick as I thought on this side and I emerge behind some houses. Keeping to the shadows, I explore the neighborhood and the small town square that's deserted at this hour. I can smell the wolves here too, but the town itself doesn't fall within their boundary lines, which means humans make up most of the residents.
The more I see of the place, the more disappointment sets in. I may have been dead for a couple hundred years, but a small town is a small town. There aren't many mate options when the town folk know each other and are suspicious of outsiders. It won't be easy to blend in.
Remember what I said about the gods giving me a fighting chance? I take it back. This must be some new method of torture cooked up to break the monotony of their immortality. Let's dangle a second chance in front of Quinnlan and then make it near impossible for him to obtain it. Wasn't being murdered by my sister torture enough? Greedy bitch.
Bah! There's no use having a pity party. It won't change the situation. I'm just going to have to play the hand the gods dealt me. Pulling myself together, I head back to the motel to strategize. There must be some way to find a mate here. I have to believe that, or I'll end up wasting this opportunity drowning in bitterness and sorrow.

      [image: image-placeholder]I spend the day sleeping and scheming. As night falls again, I make my way back through the woods, giving the wolf boundary a wide berth. Finding a tree that still has a decent amount of foliage left near the main street that runs through town, I leap onto one of its branches to observe the Halloween festivities.
As I suspected, the town is mostly made of up families taking their kids around to get candy. The rest of it is all the elderly people yelling from their porch for the kids to get off their damn lawn. And of course, there are the few requisite town folk that are spending their evening drowning their sorrows in the tiny building that passes for a bar.
Leaning forward, resting my elbows on my knees, I let out a sigh–mostly to be dramatic since I don't actually need to breathe. I'm almost down one day and I've got nothing to show for it. Determined not to give up, however, I wait it out for a couple more hours.
I'm about to call it a night and go back into the woods to hunt for a snack when I see a figure in the shadows slinking along the road that leads out of town. This is the first potentially interesting thing that's happened. Silently, I leap from the tree branch to the roof of the building next to it. Continuing along the rooftops, I keep the lone figure in my sight, curious where a person might go alone around here in the middle of Halloween night. Maybe there's a private party happening somewhere? A private party might mean more potential mates. More likely it's a bunch of teens out getting drunk in the woods, but I'm trying to keep myself positive here.
When I run out of rooftop, I prepare to jump onto another tree branch and follow that way as long as I can, but voices approaching halt my progress. And then I smell them–wolves.
Now, one would think being a vampire, I'd be down with a bit of violence, yet that's not who I am. I prefer to be a lover, not a fighter. Still, I will take care of business if it arises, and those three wolves have the air of business about them.
Keeping upwind so they don't catch my scent, I wait for them to pass, watching as they trail the person I'd been following. I'll have to be more cautious now that I'm stalking wolves. Their ears will pick up more subtle sounds than a human, and any shift in the wind could alert them of my presence.
Frustrated, I let them get a head start, losing sight of the person I was originally tracking. I'm going to have to let the wolves' scent be my guide, since theirs will be the stronger one. When I'm comfortable with the distance between us, I leap from one tree limb to the next until I run out of trees, then proceed on foot, following the scent trail they left behind.
Even though I've been getting to the town through the woods, it doesn't take long for me to realize that this is the road that will eventually circle around to the abandoned motel.
The scent trail leads me straight to wolf territory, and I pause at the boundary line. Am I willing to cross over without announcing myself to the alpha? On the other hand, am I willing to leave an innocent person and potential mate to whatever fate those wolves seem to promise? Also, am I being a nosy fuck who is sticking his nose where it likely doesn't belong? Maybe. But desperate times and all that jazz.
Stepping over the boundary line, I trace the scent to what used to be a driveway, but nature has taken it back. The path is longer that I expected, but when I get to the end, I'm greeted by a dilapidated three-story house. The quintessential haunted house if I ever saw one. Certainly no good can come from this excursion of curiosity.
"Help him!" a figure shouts, then disappears. I'll never admit it if asked, but I jump at least a foot. Hell, my long-dead heart may have even gotten a jumpstart. Vampire or not, in all my years on this earth, I've never once seen a ghost, so I'll thank you to give me a little grace here.
Keeping my footsteps light, I ascend the three steps that lead to the sagging porch. Stopping in front of the door, I listen for any sign of someone in distress. Only hearing the wind and an owl's call, I turn the doorknob to see if it's unlocked. Unsurprisingly, given the state of the house, the doorknob squeaks and the door creaks as it swings open.
"What was that?" a muffled voice asks.
"Just this old dump settling," another voice answers.
From the sound of things, this place has a basement where the current shenanigans are going down–whatever they might be. This seems like a good time to smoke. No, not the cigar kind, I mean turn to smoke.
Letting my physical form dissolve, I seep down through the floorboards. Not only can I hover undetected in the shadows, the wolves won't smell me in this form either. Yeah, I know what you're thinking, "why didn't he smoke out while trailing the wolves in the first place?"
Because it takes a ton of energy to maintain this form and I haven't fed enough to sustain it for a long period of time, smarty pants. (Seriously, though, I love you. Thanks for sticking with me through this story–big hugs. You're amazing)!
From where I'm hovering, I see one wolf-still in his human form-raising his arm, hand in a fist.
"No. He's had enough. We're not supposed to kill him. Just send a message."
Shifting my position, I see a body crumpled on the floor. How can I see when I'm smoke? Don't worry about it.
The body is the person I was initially following; I can tell by the orange shirt with the black cat design on it.
"Come on. Let's get out of here and go for a run," one wolf says, leading the other two up the stairs and out of the back door of the house.
Part of me wants to go after the bastards, but the other part of me doesn't want to leave this poor soul laying here wounded. He's in terrible shape, might even have internal injuries or bleeding.
Picking up the unconscious man as gently as I can, I put on some speed and take him back to the motel. Laying him on the bed, I look down at him. The first thing I notice, outside of his injuries, is that he's got the cute nerd thing going for him–complete with black-framed glasses.
As much as I want to pay attention to that, I need to figure out what to do. If I give him my blood to heal his injuries, that means I'm choosing him as a mate. We've never met, never talked. I know nothing about him. But, as unsure as I am, I'm not willing to let him die. Biting my wrist, I watch blood well up. Dripping it into his mouth, I seal my fate.
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