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Myrtle likes a quite
life, but that goes to hell when her life is drained. Help comes in
a surprising offer from strangers, and she finds she isn’t alone.
An alpha is in the same condition, and help has arrived.

 


 


Myrtle had just taken a
break from work when agonizing pain struck her. An ambulance ride
later, she finds out that she is suffering from mate rejection. The
only curious thing is that she didn’t have a mate. She hadn’t even
met the bugger. Her life force was bleeding out, and there wasn’t
any way to stop it.

Time passes,
and the Elite take an interest in her demise. As death closes in,
Myrtle gets irritated and restless. She sneaks past her friends,
who guard her door, and heads to a late-night coffee shop. The
proprietor greets her, and they chat for a while until a chance
contact explains the issue with Myrtle. She’s an Elite omega, as is
the shop owner, and it explains the interest in making sure that
she dies expressed by the Elite.

Myrtle meets
two men who are pinch hitters in case of an alpha fatality. They
introduce her to the remaining member of her two fated mates, and
his situation is only marginally better than hers. They discuss,
they negotiate, and at the end of it, Myrtle just wants to survive.
She will put up with too many alphas if it means finishing her
manuscript and getting on with her life. She just needs an office
and a laptop. The rest will take care of itself.
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Chapter One

 


 


Myrtle Adams looked up
from her laptop and felt something strange in her chest. She rubbed
her sternum as she got up to walk to the kitchen. Her roommate,
Nisha, was on the phone but stepped out of her way. Myrtle filled a
glass with water and drank it, but then the pain bolted through
her, and burning darkness pulsed through her soul.

 


Bright lights
and beeping, as well as the sound of her ragged breathing, were
everywhere when Myrtle woke up. Nisha, Tyren, Ava, and Moira were
huddled in the corner, watching her as she started clawing at her
tubing.

Ava darted out
and came back with a doctor. Myrtle smiled through the stabbing
pain in her body. “Figures you would come back with a doctor.”

Ava
grinned.

The room wasn’t
a regular emergency room. It was a luxury space with enough chairs
for four visitors.

“Why am I in an
omega suite?” She looked at the physician, who immediately went to
examine her.

“Because all
exams indicate you are an omega, Myrtle.”

“What is this
pain?”

He paused. “You
are in pain?”

“Agony, but I
am learning to move with it.” She held up her hand, and it quivered
dramatically.

The doctor
helped her sit up, and as the bed moved silently, she wondered how
bad things were. Her friends looked panicked.

“What’s wrong
with me?”

“Would you like
some privacy?”

Myrtle looked
at her friends, and they grinned weakly. “Naw. I can’t keep a
secret. What’s happened? I mean, I am twenty-nine and suddenly an
omega? That isn’t normal.”

“We don’t
understand it ourselves, but your body reacts to medication like an
omega, your brainwaves are that of an omega, and there are extra
slick glands in your body. You never noticed?”

“No. So, what
is the issue?”

“Your body is
in a destructive mode and will shut down in eight to ten weeks. You
are reacting like a rejected mate.” He paused. “Have you been
rejected by your linked alpha?”

“My what? No. I
don’t have one of those. No marks on me. No links. Nothing.”

“Yes, that is
what your friends said, and that is what is confusing us. There
should have been some kind of known contact with an alpha. This
only happens in rejected-mate scenarios, and we don’t see many of
them.”

She cleared her
throat. “Is there treatment?”

“You are losing
personal energy at an astonishing rate. Your body won’t be able to
support itself. But, being an omega, you have more psychic activity
than an average beta, so instead of days, you have weeks.”

“So, you are
saying that I am going to die.”

He nodded.
“Yes. And we would like to see you daily to get your vitals.”

“Oh. Great.
Sure. Well, I can possibly write that novel I always wanted. It can
pay for my funeral.”

Her friends
laughed, and then there was a whole lot of crying.

Myrtle looked
at them. “Cry later. Did anyone think to bring me pants?”

Tyren lifted a
bag. “Got them. When can we take her home?”

“We have a few
more blood samples to take, and then you can go. I will be right
back.”

She nodded and
looked at her friends. “Well, this sucks. I have been rejected by
an alpha I haven’t even met, and it’s killing me. I swear, if I
ever meet him, I am going to pull his balls out through his nose.”
Her breath hitched as a wave of pain went through her.

Ava smiled.
“That’s vivid.”

“Yeah. Some
strange asshole that I have never met has killed me without me even
speaking to him.” Myrtle sighed. “I am irritated.”

Nisha looked
like she wanted to say something but kept her lips together. A lab
tech came in to draw blood, and then a nurse arrived and untangled
her as well as removing monitors and stickers. Myrtle was
lightheaded, but when her friends helped her get dressed, she
wanted nothing more than to get the hell out of there. If she had a
limited amount of time, she was going to live it.

 


It was two in
the morning when she finally managed to sneak out of the house.
Nisha was asleep, and the evening check-ins had already been done.
No one would be checking on her until seven. This was her time to
feel alive again, just for a little while. Two weeks with her
friends staring at her every minute, waiting for her to keel over,
was a little wearing.

She drove to a
café that she liked and knocked on the door, feeling relaxed in the
smile of her occasional acquaintance. She was buzzed in, and her
regular order was in front of her in under a minute.

“So, how are
you doing?” Odette Rigel stood and smiled.

“Pretty good.
Looks like your boyfriend has been by. You have a blush on your
cheeks.”

Odette blushed.
“Ah, yeah. He’s been pulling a lot of late nights, and I think our
third is coming back to town soon. That will be fun.”

“Wait, so you
are an omega?”

“I am one of
the tall, pale ones. The Elite omega.”

“Oh, I have
been seeing them online and on the news.” Myrtle tore her donut
into pieces. “I don’t suppose you could show me?”

Odette grinned
and grew a foot with pearlescent skin and pointy ears. Her white
hair was wrapped in a ponytail.

“Oh. Wow. Can I
touch your skin?”

Odette laughed
and said, “Sure. It’s super soft when I am like this.”

Myrtle smiled
and touched the back of Odette’s hand. To both of their
astonishment, Myrtle shot up a foot and looked at her skin. “Oh, I
am that kind of an omega.”

Odette stared
in shock. “You, too?”

“Yeah, but
unlike you, my alpha didn’t want me. I am guessing that whoever he
is, he has marked a mate somewhere.” Myrtle sighed. “So, whatever
cosmic link has tied us together has torn a giant hole in me and
will kill me in a few weeks. It was nice to see the real you,
though.”

Odette paused
and gripped her hand. Myrtle felt something odd. The pain eased,
and she got stronger, if only for a moment.

“Let go of my
hand, please.” Myrtle waited for the drained feeling to take over,
and it did, but it was lighter.

Odette blinked.
“You don’t know who your mate is?”

“Was. No. Never
met him. I certainly haven’t attuned to him. I mean, from what I
have researched, there has to be some kind of tuning to
alphas.”

“So, what are
you going to do?”

“There isn’t
anything to do. The loss of a mate that was supposed to be mine
hurts, and it’s draining me.”

“What about
your second? Could you find him?”

Myrtle smiled.
“I don’t know where to start. I would probably kill him if we got
together. I grabbed hold of your energy with a light contact of
hands. I don’t want to imagine what would happen if I had someone
to myself. For all I know, he is feeling the same pain for losing
his third.”

Odette frowned
and blinked. “Whoa.”

“What?”

“You flickered
but not a kind of flicker I have seen before.” Odette grabbed her
phone, and her thumbs started tapping. She held her phone, and when
she saw something Myrtle wasn’t keen on having captured, she took a
picture. “I am pretty sure that Ark will be able to explain
this.”

“Ark?”

“Ark Mayfield.
He’s a lawyer, and while he works a lot of nights, he’s up and on
his way here now. He’s one of my mates, but until our third shows
himself, we are confining ourselves to making out and seeing how
long it takes him to get me off, then a cuddle and a deep sigh, and
he leaves.”

Myrtle blinked.
“Wow. That is a lot of information.”

Odette blushed.
“When you are with your dark Elite, cuddling closer to them leads
to thinking about sex, and from there, the touching kicks in.”

Myrtle felt a
crushing pain and gripped the counter as she panted. Odette tried
to touch her, but Myrtle waved her hand and said, “No! Don’t touch
me.”

Odette paused.
“Why?”

“Because
whatever is killing me got super sad, and this is the result. I
don’t know what it would do to you.”

“Okay. Can I
get you some more coffee?”

Myrtle nodded.
“That would be great. Caffeine seems to help.” The pain settled and
eased enough for her to finish her cup of coffee, and when the
refill came, she bolted it down with small bites of donut in
between.

There was a
light tap on the door, and Odette smiled and buzzed in the
newcomer.

Myrtle heard
the gasp as the heavy footfalls got closer. The low voice rumbled
out, and she heard the soothing question, “What the fuck happened?
What did you do to drive him off?”

She looked at
him and groaned. “Who?”

“Your mate. The
one who rejected you.”

“Never met him.
Next question.”

The dark elf
walked into her field of vision and was a bit more than most alphas
but still not terrifying for someone who looked sculpted from
onyx.

She snorted.
“You two look like piano keys.” She groaned as another wave hit
her.

Odette
snorted.

Ark asked, “So,
you never saw, spoke to, or touched your mate?”

Myrtle shook
her head. “No. The doctors give me about six weeks, but I wasn’t
flickering invisible then. I think I have shortened my lifespan. I
will find out tomorrow.”

Odette blinked.
“What’s tomorrow?”

“Every morning,
my friends load me in a car and take me to the omega wing of the
hospital so they can track how my dying is coming along.” She
shuddered as a wave of pain rippled through her. “It’s getting old
if you want the truth. I just want to spend the rest of my life
with my true love. My laptop. Whatever I can produce before I pass
away will be my pathetic little legacy.”

Odette said,
“Myrtle is a writer.”

Ark paused and
then said, “What do you write?”

“Light
fantasy.”

“Perfect. They
are trying to turn the Patchwork Pixie into a novel and screenplay.
The focus that takes might buy you some time.”

Myrtle looked
at him with fatigue. “I would love to rework it, but why am I
buying time? One is off with a beta or omega, the other is unknown,
and if I did have access to him, I would probably drain him dry.
This situation shouldn’t have any more casualties.”

Ark nodded
while he was sending a text. When he smiled, he said, “Remain here
for half an hour. R. Lest is on her way with a hastily written
contract for the two styles of work. Her mate is working on it in
the car.”

“Why?”

Ark smiled. “If
I know anything, it is that the work will keep you energized until
we solve this. I will put feelers out for your mates and a
solution.”

“If you find
the one who is linked to someone else, leave him be. I don’t want a
careless man.”

“There are only
three with no sense of smell. It does narrow it down.”

“Smell?” She
turned her head and looked at them. They were holding hands.

“Yes. You smell
like rose herbal tea.”

She blinked.
“That was my grandma’s favourite thing when I was growing up.”

“And if he was
stupid and the woman he was interested in smelled like you, he
would have fallen. What remains to be found out is why the third
didn’t intervene?”

“Maybe he
didn’t know, maybe he is dead, maybe he didn’t care, or maybe he is
in pain. If any of your guys have manifested a heart attack or
crushing pain in their chest and skull, that might be it.”

Ark nodded and
muttered, “I am going to send a query to Achilles. He knows where
all of us are.”

“That must be
annoying.”

“There are only
three hundred dark Elite right now and less than sixty of us out in
the world. I have been out of the stronghold for ten years. I was
one of the first dozen of our kind out of the stronghold. I left
with Achilles, his mate, and their third. They took care of her,
and she survived. We found places in the world outside the
stronghold and prepared for the day our mates made themselves
known. It was Miss Lestor who led me to Odette.”

Odette smiled.
“More like aimed him at me in case he was feeling a little
slow.”

Ark chuckled.
“When Ruby told me who she was, I was here in six minutes. The
ladies have more of an insight, plus they actually pay attention to
the men and women around them.”

Mrytle smiled.
“Not me. I go through my life with my head up my ass. My friends
drag me away from work, and when we are done, they put me back
where they found me, usually with dessert. It kills me that this is
going to hurt them so much.”

Ark frowned.
“You are giving up easily.”

She was
outraged. “I have an elephant standing on my chest twenty-four
seven. My nerves are on fire, and I am heading for week three of
being dipped into hell. Every time I rest, I am not sure I am going
to wake up. I have a new body I have never seen before, and it is
fucking transparent! What about this is easy, you jackass?”

He stared at
her, and then the world went grey and fuzzy. She saw a pale, pearly
hand reaching for her, and she screamed, “No!” It was a second too
late, and Odette crumpled.

Ark was holding
Odette, and she was telling him that she was okay.

Myrtle looked
at him and said softly, “I warned her that I am a walking black
hole. I told her that she shouldn’t touch me.”

New voices
said, “I think we can help a little.” An Elite omega with red eyes
moved forward. Her long black dress swayed, and a braid wrapped
around her locks.

Myrtle used the
counter to claw herself upright. “Odette, how are you?”

“Weak but okay.
It was the pain that knocked me on my ass.”

“Sorry. It must
suck when it sneaks up on you.”

“You are living
with that?”

“For as long as
I last, yes.” She turned toward the woman with the red eyes.
“Hello, my name is Myrtle.”

Ruby extended
her hand, and Myrtle looked at it. “Oh, I am not going to touch
you. Betas are fine, but other omegas have their energy sucked
out.”

“Yes, but I
have two alphas to draw on. Try it.”

Myrtle extended
her hand, and the hard yank on Ruby’s energy was instant, but it
didn’t knock them over. Myrtle pulled her hand back before she
could take in too much.

Ruby swayed.
“Oh, sweetie. That’s... agony.”

“Oh, thank god.
I thought it was a tickle gone wrong.”

Ark held Odette
up and said, “I suppose I forgot introductions. Ruby, Marshall, and
Rayden, this is Myrtle. Myrtle, this is my business partner, a
hockey player who picks locks, and their security specialist mate.
Oh, and Ruby also wrote the Patchwork Pixie.”

Ruby smiled. “I
did. I was eleven, but I did it. Now there is a council that wants
to turn it into a teen angst movie.” She nodded. “Ark says you are
a writer?”

“Yeah. I write
light fantasy.”

“Could you turn
the Patchwork Pixie into a novel?”

“Like a novel
suited for kids? Uh, I guess. I have an outline. It would just be
an effort to keep it suitable for younger audiences.”

Ruby grinned.
“Can you send me a rough outline?”

Myrtle extended
her phone carefully. “Put your information in. I will have you an
outline by this afternoon with the first few pages of the script.
If you like the style, let me know; if not, no harm done.”

“How fast can
you write it?”

Myrtle rubbed
the back of her neck. “For a hundred
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