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Arsen 

I could hear Dad and Papa smashing about in the living room again. I sighed as I lay back on my bed and closed my eyes. It was going to be another night of hell. I never understood why they insisted on staying together. They hated one another. And the more they drank, the more they seemed to fight. It was a never-ending battle. 

I was lying on my bed, hoping to Christ that they would forget I was here. But there was no such luck for me as my bedroom door slammed open, crashing into the wall. I opened my eyes and saw Papa standing in the doorway. His eyes were red, the veins from his neck were bulging, and his hands were curled into tight fists.

“What the fuck did you say to Harriet?” Papa snarled.

I sat up in the bed with complete confusion. I didn’t speak to the damned bar owner. That was Dad and Papa’s haunt. I never went there. I hated it. The stench of stale beer made me feel sick. The way my feet stuck to the floor was horrible. I avoided the place like I would the plague.

I shook my head and frowned. “I didn’t say anything to her. I haven’t spoken to her. Ever.”

“Bullshit,” Papa spat as he stomped into the room. The look on his face was terrifying. I hadn’t seen him so angry. This man had birthed me, and despite being an omega and carrying me for six months, it didn’t seem to matter to him. He didn’t have a gentle bone in his body. 

“Papa, I didn’t. I haven’t spoken to her,” I pleaded.

This wouldn’t be the first time someone had used me as an excuse. They didn’t realize that I copped the outpouring of anger that went with it. They didn’t see the bruises and broken bones because I constantly shifted before leaving the house. They had no idea just how abusive my parents were. And the ones that did know didn’t give a fuck.

I was two days from turning eighteen. I had a plan. I was going to be taking off. I was about to leave Henderson, Minnesota, and head toward California. Even if I didn’t make it as far as California, anywhere had to be better than here.

“Then why is she saying you told her we could no longer drink there?” Papa demanded.

I frowned and shook my head. “Papa, I have never told anyone that. I wouldn’t; I know how angry it would make you.”

Papa smirked and nodded. “Yes. It would. Your father and I are so furious that you would dare to tell Harriet that we couldn’t drink there.”

I bit into my bottom lip. This was going to be bad. I knew that most of the town hated my parents. They were abusive assholes, not just to me but to everyone. They treated everyone like they were a bit of shit. But the only two people that were pieces of shit were my fathers. If Harriet had kicked them out, it was probably because they owed her money, or she was sick of cleaning up after them.

I didn’t think that she would have used me as an excuse. Unlike the rest of the town, Harriet had seen how my fathers treated me. She had brought them home drunk one night. I opened the door to my father punching me in the face. Harriet had mistakenly told them that I’d requested them to come home. It wasn’t true, and it was a lie she thought she could get away with. She never expected them slogging me the minute I opened the front door.

I knew Harriet wouldn’t have used me as an excuse to stop my fathers from going to the bar. But it didn’t matter. No matter what she said to them, that is what my Papa heard.

“Papa, I promise I never said anything to Harriet. If she is saying that, then she is lying.”

Papa snorted and shook his head. “Just like everyone that tells us what you say or things that you do. They are all lying.”

I watched Papa with wide eyes. I knew what was coming next. I edged to the side of the room, hoping I could skip past him and out the door. If I could get out, I could at least wait until they sobered up. I only had two more days to wait. I had to make it through the two days, and then I’d be eighteen. I would get the trust fund my grandmother had set up for me before she died when I was sixteen. 

Two more days, that was all. I was so busy trying to find a way out that I missed Papa lining up the hit. A blinding pain speared my stomach, and when I looked down, I realized that he hadn’t just hit me but stabbed me. Blood blossomed around the knife buried in my stomach to its wooden handle.

I looked up with wide eyes at Papa just as Dad entered the room. Dad looked between Papa and me and then down at the knife.

“Fuck,” Dad yelled. “Rohnen, what have you done?”

Papa curled his lips over his teeth. “What we should have done when that mongrel was born. We should have put him out of his misery then.”

Papa grabbed hold of the knife handle and ripped it from my body. I screamed as the pain hit me. My body dropped to the ground in fear. I looked up just as Papa bent forward, plunging the knife again into my back. Tears fell from my eyes as I screamed and begged him to stop.

He was going to kill me. I was going to die. I closed my eyes and begged Papa. “I love you,” I cried, trying anything to make him stop as he plunged the knife into my arm, leg, back, and side. Wherever he could find a free bit of skin. 

“Rohnen, stop now,” Dad growled, his alpha rippled throughout the room. But it was too late. I was dying. I could feel that the blade had hit one of my lungs and my breaths were shallow. Darkness was creeping into the corners of my vision, and I knew that it wouldn’t be long before the valkyrie came to get me. 
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I spent my eighteenth birthday in Regions Hospital in St Paul after being airlifted with thirteen stab wounds. Once I woke up, I was able to shift and was released two days later. But it meant that I was on my own. My Papa had been arrested by the AJE Authority. As far as I was aware, he was currently sitting in a supernatural jail. But I hadn’t spoken to him or Dad since the night of the attack.

The nurses at the hospital told me that Dad had come with me, but apparently, I’d woken long enough to tell them that I didn’t want him there. I didn’t remember that. Security had removed Dad on my eighteenth birthday. Until then, he was allowed to stay purely because I was considered a minor. But the clock hit midnight, and the security stopped him from coming in. 

“Have you got somewhere to stay?” the nurse Taylor said as she walked beside me to the front doors.

I shook my head and sighed. “No. I always planned to head to California once my trust fund went through to my name.”

Taylor frowned and nodded her head. “How will you know if that happened?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. I’ll have to go back to my grandmother's lawyer and ask her.”

“Where is she located?”

“Here in St Paul,” I replied with a sigh. 

“Alright. Well, I get off at seven. If you haven’t been able to find somewhere you can stay, I want you to come back here; you can stay with me for the night.”

I smiled and nodded my head. “Thank you, Taylor.”

“Promise me you’ll come back,” she said.

I smiled at the older nurse. She was a witch with greying stripes through her hair. Her eyes were dark but wise. I knew that she’d been around a long time. I nodded my head. “I promise,” I told her.

“Good boy. Good luck, Arsen,” she replied with a smile before turning and walking back into the hospital.

I stood and watched her walk away before sighing. My Dad had brought my phone in and left it behind. I chewed on my lip as I wondered whether I should call him to ask about my fund or if I should just take the chance and see Roberta. I pulled my phone from my pocket and glanced down at the screen. 

Sighing, I thumbed through the contacts until I found my Dad’s number and pressed the call button.

“Arsen,” Dad breathed out with relief when he answered the phone.

“Dad. I’m out of the hospital. I just wanted to ask about Grandma’s trust fund before heading to California,” I said.

“You’re not going to come home?” he asked.

“No. I think it’s better that I just leave.”

“Alright. I understand,” Dad said quietly. “Well, if you go to a Bank of America branch with your ID, you will be able to get information about the fund.”

“Would it be easier if I go and see Roberta?” I asked.

“Um, yeah, she will be able to help you through it.”

I nodded my head and sighed. “Alright. Thanks,” I said.

“Arsen?”

“Yeah?”

“If it means anything, I’m sorry. I’m sorry I failed you, and I’m sorry I ever let Rohnen lay a hand on you. I’m sorry I let alcohol become such a crutch. I loved you. I still love you. I’m. I’m just sorry, son.”

“Alright. Thanks, Dad. I’m going to go now. Good luck with everything you do,” I said before I ended the call and blocked Dad’s number on my phone.

I didn’t need to speak to him again. He was sorry now. But why wasn’t he sorry back when Papa was hitting me. Why wasn’t he sorry that first time Papa ever laid his finger on me. Instead, he watched.

Admittedly it was never me that Dad hit. He saved those punches for his mate. But it didn’t make it any different. He never stopped Papa. He was just as guilty. I wanted nothing more to do with either of them.

I quickly googled how to get to Roberta’s office and set off. I would need to get hold of money if I wanted to eat and survive. There was no way that I was going to go back home. My home wasn’t there any longer. There was nothing there for me. I had to look forward and move on. 
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Drake 

“Thanks for coming at short notice, Drake; I am so fucking frustrated with Eleanor,” Magnus said as he led me through the film lot where they were about to start filming the music clip for the band Twilight Outcast. They were a metal band that was known for their full facial makeup.

Eleanor, a makeup industry rival, had managed to land the job, undercutting my fee by about half. I had thought even then how stupid she was. There was no way she would be able to do five band members, full makeup plus extras in the amount she’d quoted. So, it didn’t surprise me when I got a frantic phone call from Magnus, the art director for the film clip, begging me to come and help out.

I’d gathered enough artists to do the job on short notice; many of them were still learning, so I knew I would have to look over their work. But Magnus was also prepared to throw extra money my way, so I wasn’t about to say no.

“It’s fine. My artists should all be here now and set up; we will start as soon as the band arrives,” I said with a smile as we entered the trailer that would work as the makeup room.

I was pleased that my three artists were already set up and ready to go. They were the best three I could find at such short notice. I usually worked alone, but I had extras I called on when it was a big job like this. However, when I only had an hour’s notice of the job, most of my go-to staff were already booked out for the day.

“Magnus, this is Christian, Emily, and Leah. They will be helping me with the makeup for the band members. If we need more, I have extras I can call on,” I introduced.

Magnus smiled at the makeup artists and shook his head. “No. Today will be just the band; we are doing the extras and dancers' scenes tomorrow. You are alright to work tomorrow too?”

I smiled and nodded. “Yes. You have me for the whole week. Christian and Emily are also with me for the whole week. Leah is only here for today and tomorrow. But I do have others should we need them.”

Magnus breathed out a slow breath. “Thank you so much for this. I will never be hiring Eleanor again. I should’ve known when her quote was so low. Anyway, there will be seven lots of makeup tomorrow, but the looks aren’t as intensive as today. Oh, plus the band.”

“No worries. I’ll contact a few of my other artists and have them come for tomorrow. The four of us will be doing the band's make-up today and tomorrow. I’ll have the other artists work on the dancers and extras.”

“You are a life saver. I thought I would have to put off this shoot when she didn’t show up and I couldn’t get through to her on the phone. It was about to cost us so much fucking money.”

I chuckled and shook my head. I knew how much money it cost to have a hold-up on set because someone let the production team down. It costs a fortune to hire the scenes and have the actors or singers, in this case, ready to go. I’d been working in Hollywood for a long time. Both as a makeup artist and hair stylist. 

I’d first started as a hair stylist, working with celebrities who were getting ready for awards shows. But my goal in life has always been to work as a makeup artist. Especially for film and music, doing special-effect makeup. I loved it. The whole action of turning someone into an utterly different-looking person made me feel alive.

Thankfully I had a very encouraging family. They all supported me and helped me in every way they could. When I first came to LA, I was scared and homesick and thought about throwing everything away to return home. But it was Mama who told me to try it out for a year. If it didn’t work, it was no shame to return home.

So, that’s what I did. I worked in different hair salons for a year, slowly making a name for myself. That was until I was fortunate enough to do J-Lo’s hair for the Grammy’s one year. It put my name on the map. From that moment on, I was sought after, and my trips back to Australia became less and less.

“Right, I’ll send four of the guys in to get started on their makeup,” Magnus said as he turned and left the trailer.

“You guys have your reference photos?” I asked Christian, Emily, and Leah.

“Yep, all taped up on the mirrors,” Christian said with a smile.

“Awesome,” I replied just as three huge, muscular, and oh my god, so hot men stepped into the trailer. “Welcome, gentlemen. My name is Drake; this is Christian, Emily, and Leah; we will be doing your makeup today.”

One of the men with long blonde hair looked me up and down before licking over his bottom lip. From his scent, I could tell that he was alpha and a gargoyle.

“You’re small for an alpha,” he purred.

I chuckled. “Not small everywhere,” I flirted before pointing at my chair. “Why don’t you come and sit down and let me make a start on your makeup.”

He grinned and moved over to my seat before looking at me with those steel grey eyes in the mirror. “My name is Colter; I’m the drummer. That over there with the pretty twink human is Lazarus, the lead singer. With your gorgeous fae, you have Konis, the lead guitarist; finally, with the shifter, Elyon, the rhythm guitarist. We left Knight, our bassist, till last because he has the least amount of makeup to do,” Colter explained.

“Excellent. Well, let’s make a start then.”

Colter sat back in the chair with a smile while I grabbed the moisturizer to make a start on his makeup. It would take us a good couple of hours before we finished. It was why Magnus was in such a panic when he rang at four am. Makeup like this wasn’t something that could be slapped on quickly. It took time for it to both last and to look good. Thankfully I didn’t have a man in my bed, or I might have been very disappointed. 
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Arsen

I’d been a fool. I never considered how much it cost to live in LA and how difficult it was to find a job. I thought I’d be able to walk into a talent agency and at least get some work with an advertisement or something. But that wasn’t how it worked. I to take a low paying job, and my money quickly dwindled while I used it to live off. 

I’d managed to rent a small apartment that sat at the back of a house. But without a car, and no furniture or clothes, most of my money was spent on just being able to survive. After six months of struggling to find any work acting, I finally gave up and got a job as a barista at a café in Beverly Hills. 

There I was serving any number of wealthy people who looked down their noses at me like I was a bit of scum they found floating on the bottom of their pond. I hated the job, but until I could find something in the field I wanted to be in, this was what I was stuck doing.
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