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PART ONE:Take the Stage

 


ONE

TREVOR

Redheads

 


 


"Motherfucker."

One heart-felt word ended Trevor Wolff's
third try at jimmying his best friend's front door, and common
sense -- let alone his back -- was screaming at him to just give up
already. As if it was so easy; Mitchell had actually blown him off
the night before, and when Mitchell Voss blew someone off,
it was serious. Like any other person on the planet, the big idiot
had his faults, but dependability wasn't one of them. Never had
been, never would be.

Nope, something had to be up. Something
big.

That alone squelched Trevor's thoughts about
giving up and going home. After all, Mitchell was, in his own way,
family. If things were different and it were Mitchell worried about
Trevor, there'd be no quitting until the damn door opened. There
was no way Trevor could just abandon Mitchell, even if he truly
wanted to. Which he didn't. Truly.

He straightened up to stretch that kink out
of his back, push his hair over his shoulders and out of his face,
and take a few deep breaths before facing the lock for the
fourth fucking time. It made no sense; when his sister's
life had been at stake, he'd jimmied her door with his eyes
swollen shut, but now, when he doubted the big idiot was actually
dead, he was, once again, a useless shit. Just like Hank had spent
all those years insisting he was.

Just like Mitchell's parents had spent more
recent years trying to tell him he wasn't. And just like
ShapeShifter fans proved beyond any doubts, at every record store
and every concert. Trevor Wolff was not a useless shit. He
was important. His fans said so.

The lock clicked. Trevor was in.

His first thought was that if Mitchell
had died, he hadn't started to stink yet. Trevor wondered
how long it took before a corpse smelled; he almost regretted
passing on his chance to find out. "Woulda served that motherfucker
right," he mumbled, remembering Hank's almost nightly
transformations.

Trevor shook his head in disgust, choosing to
believe that particular asshole was wrong. Hank might have
been good for nothing, but that didn't mean his Number Two Kid was
the same. Not even close. He was Trevor Fucking Wolff.
Accept no substitutes. Or losers.

Trevor looked around for signs of a struggle
or any sort of clue that might explain what had happened to
Mitchell, but the apartment looked like it always did: an electric
guitar abandoned on the otherwise empty couch, the coffee table
piled high with music magazines. Paperwork overflowed the small
filing cabinet in a nearby corner and had begun an urban sprawl
across the small dining table, sparing only a single, crumb-covered
placemat. Amps, cords, picks, strings, videos, and mountains of CDs
littered the rest of the small room.

Sadly, the walls hadn't been disturbed. The
ShapeShifter posters, the promo pictures, and the flyers
advertising shows played years ago were all fine and good; they
looked exactly like the walls at his own place. What grossed Trevor
out about this collection was the thick concentration of
pin-ups featuring ShapeShifter's very own Mitchell Voss -- a.k.a.
the asshole he was currently worried about.

Someone who didn't know any better would
think the guy had a narcissitic complex or something, even though
it made sense it was Mitchell who got all the attention. It
wasn't just because singers were hot, especially when you gave them
a guitar. Mitchell was a total chick magnet, a fact that got
exploited shamelessly by the band's publicity team. It was that
long, silvery-blonde hair that Trevor had always hated and those
hazel eyes that changed from green to blue that did it. The girls
couldn't get enough -- and neither could the losers who did the
band's publicity.

Mitchell's bedroom was dark, but Trevor
peeked his head inside anyway, hoping he'd find something helpful.
He didn't really expect to find the guy himself; sometimes, a man
had to be flexible about where you slept. It was a policy that had
served Trevor pretty damn well in life until he discovered
Mitchell's parents. They'd answer his knock at the door no matter
what time, clean most of the blood off his face, and point him to
the floor of Mitchell's bedroom. All without giving him a sermon or
too much fake sympathy.

No sympathy needed here or now, either.
Mitchell was sleeping. In his own bed. Alone, too, although
that was the only non-surprise. The guy was fanatical about his
refusal to bring girls home. Onto the tour bus, no problem.
Backstage with the guys around and watching, even less of an issue.
A hotel room… so long as she didn't spend the night, but then
again, Eric was the only one of them who didn't have that as
standard operating procedure. But his apartment?

Forget it. That bed he slept in was probably
as virginal as Mitchell would have been without Trevor around to
fix things. Girls were not welcome in Mitchell's home. Hell, most
people weren't.

"Wake up, rock star, and tell me how you
almost died last night." He jiggled Mitchell's foot through the
blanket.

"No," Mitchell said. He wrapped his arms
around a pillow and rolled onto his side, kicking his foot
free.

"Dick, you blew off Stacia last night."

That got his eyes open. "Fuck."

"Somehow, I doubt you got to," Trevor told
him blandly. He sat down on the edge of Mitchell's bed and reached
for a cigarette. There had to be at least three ashtrays in the
room, and at least one of them probably wasn't overflowing.

"Eh, it was worth it," Mitchell said,
stretching. He kicked some more until Trevor stood up and glared
back at the guy, his cigarette still unlit and the ashtrays still
hiding.

"Nothing is worth missing Stacia for,"
Trevor told Sleeping Beauty, not sure what was going on here.
Mitchell had learned the art of properly appreciating women from
the king himself, and Stacia deserved more attention and
appreciation than any four other girls combined. So what was
Mitchell's problem?

"I don't know, Trev," the big idiot said and
yawned. He sat up and tossed his hair over his shoulder, a totally
gross glamour-boy move that had the women two apartments over
sighing. "This one's something else."

Trev felt his jaw drop as it sunk in.
Mitchell had blown off the city's best stripper for … what? Some
random chick that he'd found all by himself?

Impossible. Mitchell didn't find women on his
own. On the rare occasions when he tried to, they couldn't come
anywhere close to Stacia. "So who is she?" Trevor asked eagerly,
expecting to hear of a new dancer in town, one who'd somehow
managed to avoid his detection.

Mitchell shrugged and scratched his chest.
Trev ignored him; he knew the motions of Mitchell's waking up as
well as he knew his own. Too many years of sleeping on the guy's
bedroom floor, followed by years of touring -- first packed into
the back of Mitchell's truck; then, when the band graduated to
hotel rooms, as the guy's roommate again. In another minute, he'd
light up a cigarette of his own, offer Trevor the flame, produce
one of the missing ashtrays, and spill every last detail about this
girl. All Trev had to do was wait.

"She's this artist chick I've been talking to
at the grocery," Mitchell said without reaching for the traditional
wake-up cigarette. "Wait 'til you meet her." He stood up and took
the two steps to the bathroom. "And, Trev? She's a redhead." With a
wink, Mitchell closed the door behind him.

Trevor gasped audibly as his brain tried to
do the calculus. A redhead… an artist… instead of Stacia? The only
woman whose hair was as blonde as Mitchell's, and as natural? The
only woman who could do that thing with her tongue while she did
that thing with her little finger?

He decided he couldn't wait for Mitchell to
reappear, so he stormed the bathroom. Mitchell, mouth foamy with
toothpaste like some rabid dog, gave him a mildly inquiring
look.

"What's this chick got that Stacia doesn't
have? She can't be better in bed. No one is. Trust me."

"No thanks." Mitchell spat the rabies foam
into the sink and rinsed. "Sorry, Trev. I know that hurts."

Trevor staggered a few steps to the side,
needing the wall to hold him up. While he wasn't surprised that
Mitchell ignored his antics, he wasn't pleased, either. Those had
been good theatrics, his hand clasped to his chest, his breathing
coming short. For maximum authenticity, he'd even dredged up the
old feeling of trying to swallow his panic. "How can you not care
about Stacia?" he asked. "If you're interested in women
at all, you're interested in Stacia."

Mitchell just shrugged, and that's when it
hit Trevor. The big idiot had gone and fallen in love with this
redheaded artist chick.

Trev wasn't faking this time when his legs
gave out from under him and he wound up sitting down hard on the
bathroom floor.

"I wouldn't sit there," Mitchell said, as
mildly as ever, as he stepped past Trevor and pulled a pair of
jeans out of one of his dresser drawers. "Howard's refusing to pay
Michelle again so she hasn't cleaned in awhile. Some fucking tax
thing; he's gotta lighten up already or I'm firing his ass and I
don't care how good an accountant he is. I won't live
in a filthy apartment."

"You could clean it yourself."

"You could stop whining at Ma until
she does it for you."

"Tell me about the girl," Trevor
groaned. He got up mostly to follow Mitchell; like he cared
about a little dirt on the bathroom floor? Please.

"Last night was the first time we really
talked," Mitchell said, this sort of awe creeping into his voice.
Trevor peered carefully at him. "We got started over by the
bananas," Mitchell said like it was too weird to believe, "and the
next thing I knew, we were closing Victory's."

"Bananas will do that to a girl," Trevor
agreed, wagging his eyebrows at Mitchell, who reached out to swat
the back of Trev's head.

"Get serious."

"Okay. What'd you get at the grocery?" He
was, as always, hungry. Never having food in his place didn't help,
and his day so far hadn't produced many chances to grab something.
Which was all Mitchell's fault, anyway. He'd wound up in such a
rush to make sure the asshole hadn't died that when he'd gotten gas
for the bike, he'd ducked inside a Quick Mart and wound up with
stale cupcakes. For breakfast.

He was starved, plain and simple. If Mitchell
had food, he was there.

"Come on, you fucking mooch," Mitchell
sighed. He led the way into his cubbyhole of a kitchen and jumped
easily onto a square of counter that was barely bigger than the
knees that suddenly occupied it. He stuck his head in a cabinet.
"There should be some pancake mix left… Eric said he hadn't
finished it."

Trevor strained to hear Mitchell's muffled
voice. It was useless to say that he didn't like pancakes. Mitchell
knew. And, like the brotherly-type he was, Mitchell didn't care. He
knew Trevor would shut up and eat almost anything -- including,
their first time in Edinburgh, haggis. If he'd survived that smelly
shit, he could survive anything Mitchell could concoct on that
grill of his.

Mitchell pulled out of the cabinet, the
pancake mix in his hand. The fine dust that fell out when the box
was upended made Trevor suspicious.

"Weren't you at the grocery to pick up last
night's dinner? Start cooking."

"No." Mitchell jumped down and disappeared
into his bedroom. When he returned, having added a t-shirt and his
usual black tennis shoes to his oh-so-fashionable attire, he
motioned Trevor out of the apartment.

"Or was the redhead dinner?" Trev asked as
innocently as he could.

Mitchell snorted. "I need something to
eat tonight. I'm sick of going out so damn much." He smiled
indulgently. "Even if she was worth it. Trev, I'm telling
you…"

"Where we headed?" he interrupted, not overly
surprised when Mitchell grabbed his beat-up leather instead of his
tour jacket. The guy looked like a slob. He could have been anyone
instead of ShapeShifter's oh-so-hot frontman. Probably wanted to
be, too.

Trevor tossed his head, feeling his hair move
in a sheet, it was so long. Trevor Wolff reeked of rock star, not
of who he'd been. That kid had been left behind, almost from
the day the Vosses had said he would live with them.

"We're going to Roach's, of course," Mitchell
said. "I'll drive."

"That's 'cause your sorry ass is too chicken
to get on my bike."

"After last time, my ass is glad to be
alive."

"Your ass would've been even happier today if
you'd kept your date last night."

"I doubt that," Mitchell said and took
another companionable swipe at the back of Trevor's head.

 


 


 


TWO

KERRI

Dates

 


When Mitchell Voss had disappeared for a week
after their impromptu date, Kerri Broadhurst hadn't thought much
about it. It wasn't like they had a standing agreement to meet over
the tomatoes.

When she didn't see him the second week, she
figured she'd been dumped. Which was sort of sad, in that he'd been
an interesting person once she'd gotten him to actually speak. At
the same time, though, it was perfectly okay. She was a busy woman
with a full life of her own. Juggling a rock star's schedule with
hers wasn't something she particularly wanted to do, especially
since she refused to be one of those women who put everything on
hold for her man.

He finally reappeared at the grocery at the
end of that second week, towing two bandmates who, she hoped, had
more musical talent than subtlety. She could tell by their
approving looks that she'd passed muster -- and was surprised by
how good that made her feel. She wasn't one of those women who
needed a man's approval to boost her self-esteem.

Mitchell invited her to join him and the
other two for dinner: just burgers on his grill and a case or two
of beer. Nothing fancy, was that okay?

Waking up in his bed the next morning, too
hungover to move but alert enough to register that she was fully
clothed and alone, she began to doubt she'd passed his test. It
wasn't until he'd taken her home and kissed her gently, almost
chastely, that she started to hope she'd see more of the seemingly
elusive but very hot Mitchell Voss.

When the knock came at the door of her loft a
few days later, she called a loud, "It's open," and kept working on
the canvas in front of her. The portrait was turning into a royal
pain; she wanted it done and hanging in the queen's house already,
payment safely in the bank so she could catch up on her bills.

Whose idea had it been for her to work for
drag queens? And why had she listened? Sure, they paid well
-- almost obscenely well -- but they could be hard to work with.
One thing Kerri had learned early on was that they preferred
flattery over realism. Once she'd learned that, she'd been home
free -- until this latest client. This was beyond flattery and into
imagination.

The door rolled open. All was still.
"Problem?" she asked, still focused on the fold of red, sparkly
dress.

"Bad time?" Mitchell asked.

Kerri started, years of discipline kicking in
and keeping her from splotching the painting. "Hi," she said,
turning to him and using the back of her brush hand to get rid of
some hair that had attached itself to her cheek. "Come on in. I
don't bite… usually." She narrowed her eyes and looked over her
shoulder at the painting. What she'd give to bite that queen…

"You're working," he said, but stepped into
the loft and rubbed his hands down the fronts of his thighs. "I
knew I should have called, but … you forgot to give me your
number."

His nervousness was amusing, Kerri thought.
So was the fact that he'd come in person when he could have waited
to see her at the grocery. Or used a phone book; unlike him, she
was listed, in both the personal and business sections.

"Oh, I could use the break, believe me." She
quickly washed out her brushes while he examined the loft door as
if he was trying to figure out how it worked. "What's up?" she
asked when it became obvious he'd focus on simple mechanics all day
if it would let him avoid speaking.

"Umm… well, here's the deal. You heard the
regional music awards are being held here in town next week?
Daniel's girlfriend really wants to go, so he decided that we'd all
bring dates and …"

Kerri cocked an eyebrow at him. "And?"

"Want to come? With me?"

She blinked. All of a sudden, he'd gotten
over his shyness and had stopped squirming, had … well,
ShapeShifted into a confident man whose presence made the room
crackle with energy. "Umm," she started, and his face instantly
changed to that of a desperate little boy. "Yeah, of course.
Sure."

Mitchell put a hand to his chest and breathed
a sigh of relief, his eyes wide. "It'll be another late night, so
you want to plan on crashing at my place again?" His words tumbled
on top of each other. "If you want, I'll pick you up early so you
can get ready at my place, take your time and all that. We'll order
in Chinese or something before we go -- you like Chinese,
right?"

Kerri had to chuckle. Had the guy ever asked
a girl out before? "I do," she said. "One question, though: how
fancy?"

"I usually just eat it right out of the box."
Now he looked confused, his eyebrows furrowed so deeply, they
almost touched. "Isn't that why they make those funny little
take-out boxes and give you chopsticks?"

"The … awards thing. How fancy?"

He shrugged. "As fancy as you want, I
guess."

"I mean," she said, reminding herself that
straight men were clueless about these sorts of things, "is this
like MTV, where everyone shows up to be cool, or like the Grammies,
where people look spectacular--" She struck a pose, "and
I'll need a dress?"

She promised herself she'd draw the doggish
grin he gave her. It was incredible. "Legs are always good," he
said, giving hers a sidelong look. Not that he could see much
through paint-splattered jeans.

But the night of the awards show, when she
opened his bathroom door and presented herself in a little black
dress, there was plenty of leg for him to ogle -- which he did. In
fact, the look he gave the rest of her, not just her legs, made her
sorry they had to leave his apartment at all.

She was even sorrier when Trevor Wolff, the
band's bassist and Mitchell's best friend, got into the band's
hired limo and promptly ignored his date -- a woman taller than he
was, with a huge mane of chestnut brown hair, equally puffed up
lips, fake blue contacts, and a magenta catsuit that could have
been painted on her perfectly hourglass-shaped body. It seemed she
was less interesting than trying to see up Kerri's skirt.

Kerri began to wonder if the very cute
Mitchell Voss was worth this.

Mitchell put a protective hand on her knee.
Electricity screamed through her, making her decide if that
had been for real, she could put up with Trevor's skintight leather
pants and unbuttoned silk shirt, the scary creatures he apparently
liked to be seen in public with, and the attitudes she suspected,
now that she laid eyes on the infamous bass player, were fake.

"So you're Rusty," Trevor said, his head
tilted so far to the right that his ear touched his shoulder.

"Most people call me Kerri."

"Most people, huh?" he sniffed. "Well,
most people can suck my cock -- even if they'd do a shitty
job of it. Most people are as boring as this damn thing's
going to be tonight. I'm not most people, and I'm damn proud
about that."

"I'll say," his date breathed, shimmying her
shoulders and moving so close to Trevor that she almost inhabited
his unbuttoned shirt right along with him. He pulled her leg more
firmly into his lap and let his hand wander upward.

Mitchell growled a warning that made Trevor
shrink back into his seat and sulk, abandoning his interest in his
date. Kerri took the chance to study her new nemesis.

Trevor Wolff was well-named; he did
look wolfish, with glittering eyes that craved trouble and
attention, a long nose that was almost pointy, and a sudden,
predatory smile that he liked to flash. About all that was missing
was a fur coat and front paws -- although the way he pawed his date
made her wonder if, instead of sheep's clothes, this Wolff wore
human skin.

"Is it real?" he asked, straightening up and
holding his date's hand. He smiled cattily as she slid their joined
hands across her chest, her nipples jumping.

"Of course." Kerri raised her chin
slightly.

Trevor gave a bark of laughter. "You don't
even know what I'm talking about!"

"It doesn't matter. With me, what you see is
what you get." She tried not to wince as she heard herself. It was
only a matter of time before that bit her on the ass.

"You've never been near a box of hair
color?"

"That's one of those things that only my
boyfriends learn, and sorry, buddy, but you're not my type."

Mitchell laughed and patted her knee. Like
before, a surge of electricity shot through her.

He touched her a third time, with the same
result. She glanced at him in time to catch his wink, his tongue
gently touching his lips: a promise. She shivered, wondering how
long she'd have to wait. Rumor about Mitchell was that it would be
well worth the build-up.

"Why do you want him?" Trevor asked as
though he'd been part of their exchange. "I'm ten times better in
the sack than he is."

"Can it, Trev," Mitchell warned, a growl
creeping into his words. For a second, Kerri wasn't sure who was
more wolf-like.

"Why? He's right," Trevor's date purred,
watching Kerri out of the corner of her eye.

"Like you know," Mitchell snarled at the
woman. Kerri could feel his anger through the hand that still
gripped her knee: controlled, channelled at Trevor, not at her.
Definitely sexy.

"At least Mitchell's not as big an asshole as
you are," Kerri snapped, bewildered by the scene. The other two
guys in the band had been perfectly nice; who had let this jerk in?
And why? No one deserved to be stuck with this sort of
dipshit.

"Yes he is," Trevor said placidly. He folded
his hands over his belt buckle, a big, gleaming silver thing that
matched the chains on his motorcycle boots and the chain that
connected his wallet to one of his belt loops. It was a heavy
enough buckle to drag his pants down when he stood up, and with
someone like Trevor, there was no doubt how low it would go. The
mere thought of a glimpse of his pubic hair made Kerri
shudder; if she gagged when she saw it, she would not win
any coolness points with Mitchell, she was sure of it.

"Just wait," Trevor said, nodding like a wise
man. "You'll see what I mean."

"The only way to see is to be around more,"
Mitchell said.

Trevor's eyes dropped briefly to his lap, but
after only a second, he caught Kerri with a sly look. Holding her
eyes, he said, "In that case, take my word for it and scram
now."

"I wouldn't take your word if my life
depended on it."

"Lucky for you, it doesn't," Trevor said --
and winked at her.

 


 


 


THREE

TREVOR

Awards

 


As they piled out of the limo into the
pre-awards show chaos on the sidewalk in front of the oh-so-uppity
Washburn Theater, Trevor turned to Diane. He knew he should have
his public face pasted on, but he wasn't ready for that yet. This
was more important. "I can't believe that's the girl he's
going to get all rusty over. Her? What's so special about
her? He blew off Stacia for her?"

"I'd do her." Diane shrugged, blowing kisses
at one of the gawkers.

"You'll do anybody," Trevor said, somehow
disgusted by that thought. So long as he got to watch, what did he
care? Unless he was getting too attached, he shouldn't have felt a
damn thing. But he did.

He was not getting attached to Diane.
Not that way.

As she blew more air kisses at the regular
folk on the other side of the security barriers, Mitchell stepped
out of the limo, wiped his hands down the fronts of his black
jeans, and turned to extend a hand to Rusty, who moved as
gracefully as if she'd been getting out of limos her whole life.
"What we see is what we get, huh?" Trevor muttered, trying for a
better look. Mitchell subtly pressed her behind his body, blocking
her from the photographers.

Diane leaned in close, distracting him by
sliding her hand inside his shirt and nuzzling his neck. Trevor bet
there was a camera pointed at them, so he broke out his trademark
wolfish grin. "If that's true," he murmured to her, his lips barely
moving, "what's a blue-blood doing with Mitchell?" He covered her
hand with his and guided them both to his left nipple, sighing as
she pinched just right.

"Probably wants to fuck the rock star, just
like the rest of us," she purred, tickling his ribs and pressing
harder against him, an invitation that should have made everyone
watching jealous.

"Is that all I am to you? A rock star?"

"Isn't that what you are these days?" Her
teeth locked onto his favorite earring and tugged right to the
point of pain. "Look around," she said when she was done making
nonverbal promises he knew she'd keep later on after the parties
had died down. "Trevor Wolff, you've made it."

He didn't want to let go of her, but it was
hard to survey his domain with her draped all fucking over him the
way she was. He wanted to grab one of those TV cameras and throw
taunts at Hank. Diane was right; all these people were here, in
Riverview, because of ShapeShifter. Because of the band he,
Trevor Wolff, had put together.

His gloat was cut short by Rusty.

She was actually taller than he was with
those pumps on, he realized with a start, even though they weren't
nearly high enough, only about three inches. Her black dress
couldn't be called little; it clung, turning even the unsexy spots
-- which on her were many -- into pure magic. It had a plunging
neck and back and was cut at the middle of a thigh with just the
right bit of muscle; it revealed just enough to be classy
and leave a man guessing. Her hair was that red girls turned
to when the last remnants of their own almost-red had faded, and
Trevor itched to find out how true a redhead she was.

Hair couldn't distract him for long, though.
Not when she had the greatest tits he'd seen lately: a large B cup,
he figured, giving them a practiced, appraising look. Nice and
round, beautifully firm. Add in a gentle swell of a waist, and
Trevor had to admit that Mitchell had found himself a looker.

A looker with eyes exactly the same as
Mitchell's and the rest of the Voss family's, too. Hazel,
almond-shaped, and able to look right past the bullshit and stare
at the truth without dodging it. Eyes that tolerated very little of
what he'd been dishing out in the limo. No wonder she hadn't jumped
out, screaming, like he'd tried to make her do. She was tough, he'd
give her that. Maybe Mitchell had somehow managed to find himself a
keeper -- at least for awhile, anyway. Then maybe Trev could have a
turn.

He shivered at the prospect of her.

Those thoughts made him need to fidget, but
there was nowhere to move. Daniel and Mitchell were busy making
nice to the local reporters; as far as the press was concerned,
those two were the band. They didn't care that the whole
thing had happened because Trevor had goaded Mitchell into
going for it. That he'd been the one who'd found Eric and
Daniel. That even though he sucked as a player, he was in
ShapeShifter because he had the vision they needed and
depended on.

Nope, all they cared about was that Mitchell
and Daniel had the prettiest faces and gave the best sound
bites.

Trevor truly hated this part. No one ever
thought he was good enough to talk to, but if he wasn't there,
those same assholes would start spreading rumors about how he was
quitting his own band. So he lit a cigarette and, like he usually
did at these things, let his mind wander while he eyed up all the
women he could see. Many of them were eyeing him back; he thought
about what Diane had said and realized she was right. The band was
huge. Their next album, which they'd recently started working on,
would put them over the top.

He could hardly wait.

Done with his reporter, Mitchell suddenly
leaned over and glared at Trevor. "Pay attention, Trev. Didn't you
hear that reporter try to talk to you?"

He felt like a fool as his face lit up.
Someone had wanted to interview him. Him. Trevor. So
what if he'd blown it; if one had asked, another one would,
too. It was only a matter of time. Maybe one day, girls would put
posters of his ugly face on their walls, name their
vibrators Trevor, and get lost in all those fantasies that Mitchell
inspired. Only it'd be all about him.
Trevor-fucking-Wolff.

Beaming, he called to Diane, standing quietly
off to one side, smart enough to know that the media wanted the
band, not their dates. "C'mere," he called, holding his arm more up
than out, a sign her wanted her under it for the time being. "We
need to celebrate. You were right. I am a rock star."

Diane gave him one of her exaggerated sighs.
"Babydoll, I think I liked you better before you realized that.
Stop smiling. Someone's going to think we're all coked up."

He laughed, turning his face to the sky and
feeling eyes glom onto him as if he was a magnet. "Let them," he
told the sky. "Only an idiot would think Trevor Wolff wastes his
time with that sort of shit."

Mitchell must have heard those last words
because without pausing in his next interview, the big idiot stuck
a fist out behind him and shoved Trev and Diane away. Trevor had to
stop himself from begging for a stronger push, or even a slug. One
quick punch… that was all he needed. All those years of being
beaten bloody had done something to him, made him wrong somehow,
and from time to time, he needed to get shoved, hit, punched,
whatever, just so he could think again.

Thankfully, there wasn't much he needed to
think about tonight, but there was expectation, and in a
way, that was worse. The awards show was being held in Riverview
simply to honor ShapeShifter and to acknowledge how they'd changed
the city -- not to mention the entire canon of heavy metal
music.

It seemed to Trevor -- well, to all of them,
really -- that people expected things of the four of them now.
Trevor hated that part. Why wasn't it enough to make music people
that people loved? Why weren't their concerts, which were legendary
for being amazing every single fucking night, good enough? What
more did they possibly have to give, and why did it have to come
from their personal lives? Why not just let a rock star stay up on
that stage? You lost a lot of the glitz and glamour when you took
him down and made him a person, and a rock star should never
be a mere person.

"Let's go in," he told Diane, and they
started down the red carpet. A glance over his shoulder told him
he'd turned into the Pied Piper or -- more accurately -- a harem
leader; he was trailed by Val, Rusty, and Eric's nameless girl du
jour. He should gather them around and put on a show before going
inside, he told himself. Trevor Wolff and four beautiful but
clothed women? How often did that happen?

Only one of those women was his. Another was
probably only there because she, like Diane, wanted to fuck a star,
and it was Mitchell's star she was after, which meant his own hands
had to stay off, at least until the big idiot was through with her.
Val liked the kinky side of life, but only when Daniel was near,
and what was the fun in that? And Eric's girl… well, she was
a girl. Probably more innocent than Rusty and definitely
without the edge and spunk that he might sort of like in Rusty.
Eric liked 'em bland that way. Trevor didn't.

He sighed as he led his harem into the
theater lobby, where they waited for the rest of the band out of
the damn media glare.

"Hey, Rusty, what's the matter?" he
sing-songed as she craned her neck, taking in the sights of the
Washburn Theater. "Forget what a joint like this looks like?"
Opulent, that was the snobs' word for it. Overdone -- that was his,
he decided as he tried not to gawk. All those gold details and the
carvings on the railings, the whole thing built for the Old Money
set. Made him sick, especially since Old Money in Riverview traced
straight down to Mitchell. It hadn't fucked the big idiot up any;
what had happened to the rest of the world?

"I've never been in here," Rusty said, too
distracted to one-up him. "Look at that mural, over the balcony."
She extended her chin at it, another blueblood move. "It's chipping
badly. I'd love to put in a bid to fix it. This place could
be so much more."

Trevor took a step closer to her, hoping to
catch a whiff of her own particular scent. All he noticed, though,
was a light, strawberry perfume and the smells that went with
painting. "Like that's all you want. Admit it; you want nothing
more than to move and shake with the bluebloods."

She gave him an odd look. "Trevor, this isn't
my scene any more than it's yours."

He narrowed his eyes at her, his tongue
darting to the edge of his lips. "What makes you think
that?"

She shrugged. "Heavy metal and high society
don't really mix. The money that's pouring into the scene right now
won't last unless another band emerges. Even if you guys take over
the world, Riverview will be a one-band town, and all those new
clubs and all the rest of it will close down while the moneyed set
goes and chases after the next hot thing."

He tried to hide how surprised he was that
she knew more about the city's music scene than he did. After all,
she was a painter. He was part of the scene, not her.

Of course, she did talk to Mitchell,
and that did sound like him. Dismissing her so she could
join the other three in a discussion of fingernails, Trevor
twiddled his thumbs and tried to look cool, not easy to do when you
were surrounded by four gorgeous women who weren't paying the least
bit of attention to you.

He turned over what she'd parroted. So the
money set was pretending to give a shit about the underground? Had
the world tilted on its head or something? Those types hated
people like him, and people like him were what made up any city's
musical underground. Quality people like Daniel, Eric and Mitchell
were rare. Maybe they were the real key to ShapeShifter's
success.

He wondered if that was what Rusty was
actually telling him. Just another person jumping on the
Trevor's-a-piece-of-shit bandwagon.

She was still looking around at the place,
her eyes wide, brazenly assessing everyone as the lobby filled up
with people who, like them, were glad to be away from the media for
a few minutes. And in that instant, Trevor got her entirely.

She was no good for Mitchell, it was obvious.
She'd pump him up and then dump him hard and it'd wind up being
Trevor's job to put the guy back together at the end. Mitchell was
totally the sort to have his heart bashed off the sidewalk for
awhile before he managed to pick it up and try to save it. Pathetic
-- and Trevor knew all about it. How long had it taken him before
he got over that last shred of love for Hank? How could he stand
there and watch his best friend make those same damn mistakes?

The girl, Trevor vowed, would have to go.

 


 


 


FOUR

KERRI

The Set-Up

 


It was the way Trevor suggested it after one
of Daniel and Val's dinner parties that made Kerri suspicious. The
intervening month had taught her a lot about Trevor Wolff -- some
actually good. Mostly, he didn't want her around his best
friend, regardless of what she and Mitchell wanted. He'd tried a
million different ploys to get rid of her, but they hadn't done
much more than make her laugh. So long as Mitchell kept being the
amazing person he was, she wasn't going anywhere -- a fact that was
all too fun to rub Trevor's nose in.



Which, of course, made him try even harder to
get rid of her.

"Hammerhead's playing All Access tonight.
Who's up for it?" Trevor's tongue jutted out of the corner of his
mouth where a cigarette usually sat, but what truly triggered
Kerri's radar was the way his eyes shapeshifted into a viper's. How
Diane managed to put up with the guy, she didn't know, unless she
got off on his charming and innocent routine. After the first time,
Kerri had seen the charm and innocence for what it was: a mask.

Then again, Diane wasn’t much of a bargain,
either. The little Kerri had seen of the woman had been whining and
petulant, at best manipulative. Thankfully, she and Trevor only saw
each other occasionally -- very occasionally was how he put
it -- but that didn't mean Trevor hadn't learned this snake look
from her.

She started to ask for a pencil and paper,
but stopped before the words left her lips. When Val had outlawed
guitars, drumming, and smoking at her dinner table, she'd outlawed
Kerri's sketch pad, too. It would have to wait; thankfully, it was
one of those images that wasn't about to leave her brain so fast.
If anything, it would haunt her.

"What do you say?" Mitchell asked, leaning so
close, his lips brushed her ear and made her forget about Trevor's
eyes -- for the moment. "Up for this? I'll tell you now," he
continued, "it'll be a wild night. All Access always is, and
so is Hammerhead. Put them together and it'll be an ugly
scene tonight."

"I'm in," she answered, turning her head so
she spoke to his lips. She kissed him, trying to convey the depth
of the insult he'd just handed her. She'd heard about All Access,
of course, but had never had enough of a reason to drag her friends
there. Even if she had -- and even if she'd hated it -- she had a
feeling that being there with ShapeShifter was one of those "miss
under penalty of death" experiences.

"Anyone been there lately?" Eric asked, his
green eyes lit up with excitement. "Is that girl still working the
bar? The one with those really green eyes?"

"She was there last week," Mitchell said,
pulling away from Kerri with a little nip at her lips.

"I wouldn't try too hard if I were you,"
Trevor told Eric in his most shrewish voice. Kerri tried to bite
back a groan. The day Trevor behaved for more than ten minutes was
the day she'd sell a painting for a million bucks.

"You know something?" Eric looked pained,
Kerri thought. She didn't understand why he was buying Trevor's
act; after all these years together, why hadn't he learned to see
through it?

"Yeah," Trevor said. "Mitchell… well, let's
just say he probably ruined her for you."

Mitchell cuffed the back of Trevor's head.
Kerri leaned around her boyfriend in time to see Trevor close his
eyes like he was enjoying the slap.

Even though she'd seen it before, she didn't
get it. How could anyone like to be hit? She'd asked
Mitchell once, but he'd given her one of his dark looks, the kind
that told her he didn't want her to go there -- ever.

"Why," she started when they were headed to
All Access, just the two of them in Mitchell's truck, "did you hit
Trev when he started teasing Eric about that girl? Anyone could see
he was full of crap. For a change," she added with a snort.

In the side view mirror, she watched Trevor
zipping between Mitchell's Bronco and Eric's Audi like he had a
death wish. His Vincent was one hell of a motorcycle, but what was
the point of having an heirloom bike if you spent all your time
trying to turn it into a pancake?

"Because I did," Mitchell said shortly. Kerri
expected him to drop it, but he added, "Trev was putting a few bad
moves on her." He grimaced. "Okay, so maybe I told her she'd be
better off if she stayed away from guys in bands, but come on.
She's a bartender at All Access. If she's not smart enough to
figure that out on her own, she deserves anything she gets
herself into."

"Anything?"

Mitchell thought for a minute, stroking his
chin idly. "Maybe not anything, but damn close to it."
Stopped at a light, he turned and looked at her. "Why do you girls
do that shit? Get so close to danger you can taste it, tease it a
bit, and then get pissed when you can't run away fast enough?"

Trevor pulled up alongside them and gave
Mitchell a grin.

"We're not the only ones," she said.

Mitchell shook his head. "It's all about
pride with him." He shifted in the driver's seat as if he was
settling in to tell a story. "With Trevor, the rules don't hold up.
For instance, he'll probably never stop trying to scare you off.
Doesn't mean he doesn't like you. What it actually means is
that two months ago, before he'd even met you, he made up his mind
to be a dick and now he thinks he can't stop without looking like
an ass. For him, looking like an ass is a definite no-no. That's
why I spend a lot of musical energy covering for him."

"Let me ask you this--" she waited for him to
nod before continuing, "Why is he in a band if he's so musically
inept?"

Mitchell shook his head, his silvery-blonde
hair turning yellow in the light from his dashboard. "The band was
his idea; he rode me like he's trying to ride you until I agreed to
go for it. He's our vision guy, but asking him to stay outta the
limelight is like asking him to fuck a farm animal. So we cover for
him when he needs it. Big fucking deal compared to what he
does give us." He shrugged. "That's just how it is, so get
used to it if you can. If you can't, tell me and I'll beat him
enough to save face and give you some peace."

"Should I be flattered you're willing to get
violent on my behalf?"

"Yup," he said, giving her a sidelong glance.
"The only other woman I've done it for is Amy, and since she's my
sister, she doesn't really count." Mitchell chuckled at some
private thought, then turned serious. "If you get to the point
where it's time to split tonight, you just say so. Hammerhead
opened for us; once you've seen them a hundred times, you pretty
much know what to expect."

Kerri barely heard the end of the sentence,
too stuck on the middle part to listen. She couldn't believe they
were back to that again. "Split? You're kidding me, right?"

"No." He gave her a serious look. "If the
cops don't show on a night when a major band like this is booked,
it's because the show was cancelled -- or because the fire
department got there first. If it starts to get to be too much for
you, just say the word. And if I say it's time, get your ass
moving. I'm not getting thrown in jail because you want to
have an experience. If I say go, do it. I'll fill you in when we're
someplace safe."

"You're going to make me run when the truth
about ShapeShifter comes out, aren't you?"

"What truth?"

"The debauchery, the women, the rock-and-roll
thing…" She swallowed. "At last. No more normal guys who happen to
have long hair and a high booze tolerance and really good pot and
who make music from noon until seven before trotting off to dinner
parties thrown by one of their girlfriends."

Mitchell glanced at her. "No one ever said we
weren't normal when we're at home. Wait until we're on tour next.
You'll have enough of the shit to wish for one of Val's
parties."

"So I will get to see some real tour
action?"

Mitchell was quiet for a minute. "We booked
the studio the other day," he said. "I'll be in Phoenix for six
weeks, and I'm betting you'll need to stay here and work."

"Pretty much."

"Think you'll replace me?"

"Will you replace me?"

He snorted, his disgust all too clear.

Kerri felt better. They'd managed to have the
exclusive talk before clothes had gone flying. It meant more
from him than her, given his past history with anything that moved,
but so far, she'd had no reason to believe he had any desire to go
back. He'd been very clear about how old the groupie scene had
gotten -- for him.

Coupled with everything else he'd said on the
drive to All Access, Kerri was pretty sure she had a future with
the famous Mitchell Voss -- even if it meant she was stuck with
Trevor until the end of time.

 


 


 


FIVE

TREVOR

All Access

 


They parked, like always, outside Mitchell's
shoebox. Rusty had a fit at being there, all scared they were
trying to leave her behind -- which they should have.
Mitchell chuckled like some indulgent sugar daddy while Eric used
his his nursery school voice and explained: when they'd been big
boys and moved out of mommy and daddy's, they'd rented apartments
near the clubs they played the most often.

Living nearby had given them a place to
stagger home to when they were too soused to drive. They weren't
ever far from a bed when they needed one, either -- which happened
an awful lot, funny enough. Like they did with their girls, they
shared their beds, although no one changed the sheets enough for
Eric's liking.

Trevor made a sour face at the
not-distant-enough memory of Eric's whining. Mitchell had chimed in
every now and then -- usually about Trev's bed. As if he cared.
Clean sheets were overrated. Not to mention more laundry to lug
over to Mitchell's mom's house.

"Everyone'll probably crash at my place
tonight -- if that's okay," Mitchell was telling Rusty. Like he
actually needed her permission, Trevor wanted to say. Like she had
a fucking choice. She'd do what they did, the way they did it, or
else she could take her pretty little ass and those gorgeous,
tempting tits home. Alone. And she could use those long legs to get
her there, too.

"Your bedroom's got a door." She surprised
Trevor by grinning wickedly. "Assuming we shut it."

Mitchell sputtered and did everything he
could to stay cool. So did Trevor. They wouldn't… Yeah, okay, so
he would have, but he was Trevor, dammit. He didn't
close doors. Mitchell usually didn't, either -- although it'd
probably keep Trevor's stomach happy if he did this one time. The
last thing Trevor wanted to learn about was Rusty in action.
Knowing it happened was bad enough.

As they started to walk to All Access, Trevor
fell in beside her. "We're not going to your usual sheltered, blue
blood, hoity-toity joint, you know. Take off now before you
ruin the night for the rest of us."

They slowed down, letting the rest of the
guys go ahead a few steps. Trevor rolled his eyes when Mitchell
gave them a look over his shoulder. Like he would do anything with
Rusty … as if he could. Mitchell may have been in
front of them, but damn if the guy couldn't move fast when he
wanted to.

"Trust me, Trevor," she said in a smooth,
smarmy way that made the hairs at the back of his neck prickle. "If
my life had been half as sheltered as you seem to think it was, I
wouldn't be here now."

"I've known girls like you," he half-sneered
at her. "Girls from money and manners and all that other shit.
You'll slum with us for awhile and then go back to your pampered
little life and your once-a-week hair appointments so you can brag
about it like you're the only one good enough to have fucked
Mitchell. You're not, you know. You're not good enough for
him."

Rusty stopped walking and grabbed his arm.
His eyes widened first in surprise, then hunger. She had a grip,
all right. She probably gave it to Mitchell rough. "If I was
slumming," she said, "or just here to fuck a guy in a band,
Mitchell's not the guy I'd be with. And neither are Daniel or
Eric." She gave him a fakely sweet smile and caught up to her
honey.

He seethed the whole way to All Access -- not
like it was a long walk, but he couldn't let that go so
easily. As he led Eric, Mitchell, and the bitch past the line and
straight to the doorman, he made himself ignore the whiners who
demanded to know why they had to wait in line even though
they had tickets. Others chimed in about how nice it must be to be
somebody and just walk in. Trev fought the impulse to get in their
face and say yeah, it was nice and if they wanted perks like
this, they could go form a band and pay their dues for years,
too.

Oh, yeah. And don't bother coming around for
an autograph, either. Two-faced dicks weren't allowed to use up
Trevor's oxygen supply.

Too bad Trevor couldn't actually say
anything. Not right then. Maybe once they got inside -- assuming
the loser made it through the doors, tickets or no.

Leaving Rusty outside with those whiners
wasn't a bad idea, either. Yeah, Mitchell would kill him for it,
but it'd serve her right. He was the one she'd use if she
wanted to go slumming? Him? Trevor Fucking Wolff?

Inside, Mitchell beelined for the bar. They
could usually carve out a semi-safe spot for themselves there,
usually being the operative word. Since the success of the
last album, ShapeShifter was the shit and hanging with them was
even better. People had actually started making pilgrimmages to
Riverview to see the band's natural environment. It was hard to
believe, but there it was. It even sort of tied in to what Rusty
had said at the awards -- ShapeShifter had turned the musical
underground into the scene. If nothing else worked out
through the rest of Trevor's life, at least he'd have this
measure of success, small as it was. His band had altered the city.
What more could you ask for in life? Well, other than a good,
willing woman and a band that wasn't going to stop when it reached
the top. ShapeShifter was going to redefine the top and
laugh at anyone who had a problem with the new dictionary they'd
need.

Speaking of success and getting to the top,
Hammerhead couldn't possibly play this sort of tiny space
much longer. They'd make the jump to bigger and better awfully
soon, and when they did, they'd go ga-ga over the perks they'd get:
no more sharing hotel rooms, even with your best friend. Okay, so
they'd miss sharing their best friend's girls, which wasn't such a
great part when the girls were actually worthwhile, but the privacy
when they needed some space sure was. And man, did Trevor need room
to stretch out in. He hated being cooped up on that damn bus and
shoved into what wasn't much more than a coffin on wheels when it
was time to sleep.

More perks included room service instead of
having to run across the highway to one of those horrid
family-style restaurants with their greasy breakfasts all fucking
day long, even though grease was good. They'd also get nicer buses
with video games that worked. People who fawned over you and took
care of you and did shit for you before you could ask them to. Shit
you could have done for yourself but why bother when it made them
feel good?

One thing making him feel immediately
good was Rusty's first reaction to All Access. So far, it was worth
the price of being seen with her: the usual booze-puke-and-piss
smell of the joint had her nose wrinkled so far into her face, it
looked like it was smart and trying to escape. The rest of her
clung to Mitchell like he was flypaper -- which, given the way
girls buzzed around the guy as soon as he got through the fucking
door, he probably was. Amazingly enough, Rusty didn't seem scared
of the swarm, or even threatened by it. If anything, she shook her
head a bit and stood taller, like defending her place beside The
Great Mitchell Voss was a challenge she was up for.

Trevor wondered how long she'd last. But
mostly, he wondered what she'd do in the face of one of those girls
who wanted Mitchell no matter who was parked under his arm.
Maybe she'd put up a fight worthy of her man. Probably not, but it
might be fun to watch. Girl fights usually were, even the lame
ones. Somehow, Rusty didn't strike him as a lame girl fighter, much
as he wanted her to be.

No, she'd probably know how to throw a couple
of good, strong punches before she realized it broke a few
nails.

He looked around, trying to see All Access
through her eyes, but it was perfectly normal: people packed into
empty spaces on the floor. On quieter nights, those empty spaces
were filled with tables and chairs and people acting civilized. At
least tonight's group of people were more interesting than tables
and chairs, although they couldn't hold a candle to the queen
pageant he and Mitchell had crashed a few weeks back.

Guys here had hair longer than the girls and
almost as long as Trevor's waist-length 'do. Denim jackets, jeans
-- blue, black, no one dumb enough to wear white although the girls
showed plenty of skin and a couple were dumb -- or brave -- enough
to wear white t-shirts. Cigarettes, hands cupped around joints that
got a quick suck and were dropped to their sides, eyes dashing
around to make sure they hadn't been caught, as if anyone at All
Access cared -- until the cops made them care. Beer in green and
brown bottles or sloshing out of glass mugs that probably wouldn't
survive the night. They'd be switching to plastic cups soon if they
weren't doing it now. Broken glass and a mosh pit didn't make for
good friends.

Later on was when it'd get truly fun:
these jerks would be holding each other up, puke dribbling down
their chins, the sober ones giving the drunks disgusted looks.
Their faces would twist up even farther as they tried to dance away
from an inevitable splash of yak. Flat hair, runny makeup. Floors
slick with everything you could imagine, sticky where it was lucky
enough to have the time to dry. T-shirts slicked to bodies and more
than a few teasing nipples beneath those previously-white tees.
Free shows and inhibitions forgotten; walls would be plastered with
couples at a minimum making out. Every now and then, you'd find a
couple who hadn't been smart enough to make one of their friends
rent an apartment nearby. Desperate, they'd plaster themselves
against a wall and hope no one cared. At All Access, no one
did.

"So?" Trevor said to Rusty. "Ready to bolt
yet?"

As he intended, she didn't hear. Hell, she
probably didn't even know he'd opened his mouth. As if being with
him was slumming. As if he could slum, with his hair
and his denim jacket covered in patches he'd collected while on
tour. On tour. No slummer could say that. He looked like a rock
star and fuck her, but even without his leather pants, that's what
he was.

It'd suck to get his rock star jacket puked
on, but God knew if there was one thing Trevor Wolff had learned in
life, it was how to dodge. Some things predated this rock star
life; some skills would never get lost. Besides, if he wound up in
the line of fire, Mitchell's mom would bail him out. The jacket
would come out of this night looking better than ever.

He went off in search of someone interesting.
Cookie, his bass tech, stood with a group of people he claimed were
his friends, although Trevor doubted that. Friends knew if the
girls in the gang were free and up for some Trevor Wolff fun.
"You're fucking useless," Trevor told Cookie when the tech refused
to hand over any girls, then went off in search of someone who was
into a lush piece of Trevor. He may have had Diane when he wanted
her, but unlike Rusty and Mitchell, any sort of faithful, exclusive
behavior made them both gag. Diane wasn't wired that way.

Hell, he wasn't wired that way.

After a boringly fruitless circuit of the
joint, he pushed his way through the crowd toward the bar to check
on the others, expecting them to be buried under three layers of
fans. It could be impossible to pick up a girl when the cattle
pressed in; the willing candidates tended to turn into utter
bitches in the face of all that competition. Nothing was a bigger
Trevor Turn-off. Be a bitch or be normal. Either was fine.
Shapeshifting wasn't. That was this band's job.

Still, he figured, there had to be
someone out there who would take the competition in stride. Maybe
he'd even be able to stand her for a few hours. Because let's face
it: he only wanted her for that long.

Mitchell and Eric, Trevor saw when he got
near, had somehow talked the bartender -- some new kid, by the
looks of him -- into letting them sit on the bar, over
against the wall, where they could sort of control the eager press
of humanity. Thankfully, no one had approached -- yet. The
fans were watching, lurking like sharks, waiting for someone to
attack first. Eric and Mitchell were teasing them, calling out,
"What'd you say?" or "What's wrong? Do we smell?"

But still, no one was willing to be the first
over-eager fan. Hell, they weren't even answering even though they
stared and bobbed their heads, clearly hearing.

Hearing. But not responding.

Pussies, Trevor thought, hopping up beside
Mitchell, feeling nimble and cool. He gave the cattle on the floor
a smirk. Yeah, so this was another one of those perks of
being in ShapeShifter; so fucking what? He'd earned it. He'd stood
up on stages and played on nights when the walls outnumbered the
people. He'd fucking paid his dues.

He couldn't wait to earn even more of the
good shit. Real VIP treatment. Automatic tabs -- if the
drinks weren't free in the first place. Private rooms and balconies
where they could be visible but unbothered while they hung out.
Phone calls the day of a show, asking if they'd be bringing their
own security and what the staff needed to provide…

What a great fantasy, he told himself. No,
not fantasy. Goal. The logical next step for ShapeShifter;
they'd be headlining again after they finished the new album. Their
manager had already told them he was expecting invitations to the
big European summer festivals -- and they'd be asked to headline a
few, too. You had to be pretty big shit to get those
calls.

Trevor savored the idea and stared up at the
water-stained ceiling. After the festivals would be stadiums in the
States. Awards that meant more than the regional ones did -- to
everyone but them, anyway. Maybe a street named after them.
ShapeShifter Avenue.

He liked the sound of that. And he liked the
place he always ended up when he started dreaming this way:
ShapeShifter bringing heavy metal to Broadway, and having it go
over in a big way. He would do it, he would. One day. He'd stand
there among the beautiful people and they'd treat him like he was
worthy of being around them. He wouldn't be some kid who used to
get knocked bloody and almost senseless by his old man. Not
anymore.

No. He'd be worthy.

At last.

 


 


 


SIX

TREVOR

Girls

 


"Trev!"

Mitchell pulled him out of the well-worn
fantasy and handed him a plastic cup. He didn't even need to sniff
at it or sip at it; it was root beer, of course. Mitchell
always looked out for him, even when he didn't deserve it.
That was good because right then, he wanted to kick himself for
forgetting about watching Rusty and her first All Access
experience.

She sat quietly beside Mitchell, taking in
the sights with wide, innocent eyes, her gaze lingering on people
long enough to invite but not incite trouble. Trevor wondered if
Mitchell had been truly brilliant after all, picking up a girl who
was so musically clueless, she thought the Rat Catcher song
Mitchell had taken to singing was a ShapeShifter original, just
because he'd changed the lyrics to include her name. Only someone
like Rusty would confuse the two bands. Catcher was
history. ShapeShifter was here and now. Vital. Alive. And on
their way up so fast, you'd better buckle up, boys and girls.

"I told the bartender Hammerhead's covering
our tab!" Mitchell's head bobbed as he laughed and held up what had
to be his third beer, given the way the guy liked to drink. "Man, I
hope I'm still here when they need to pony up!"

"Ask Eric's girl to let you watch," Trevor
said, not really caring who paid the bill, so long as it
wasn't him. Maybe later on, he'd have one beer, but that
would be it. He'd stick to the soft stuff; if he had more than one,
he might turn into Hank. Both Jeremy and HJ had been headed down
that particular path when Trevor had last seen them; it was
only a matter of time before his brothers showed up and tried to
leach off him. No fucking way. He didn't owe them shit.

Eliza, on the other hand… she'd need him
again one day, he was sure of it. And like he'd always done, he'd
take care of her. She was his only sister; he'd done his best by
her. He didn't blame her for hiding. In fact, it was the smartest
move she could have made. When she was ready, she'd find him, and
he'd let her back into his life, no questions asked. Unlike
Jeremy and HJ, Eliza wasn't skank material.

"Where is Eric's girl?" he asked
Mitchell. "You convince her to quit?"

"She's got hospitality detail."

"Oh?" Trevor couldn't help himself. It wasn't
unheard of for the hospitality girl to give total
hospitality and since it was Hammerhead in town tonight… In
addition to their chaotic and violent tendencies, Howard and his
crew were five of the horniest, kinkiest bastards he'd ever met.
They made no attempt to hide where the Hammerhead name came from,
and it had nothing to do with sharks, despite the press'
need for a nice, sanitized story they could run in their family
newspapers. As if anyone believed that shit. Not once they
saw Howard the Hammer and his crew close-up.

After he lit a fresh cigarette, Trevor
resumed his search for someone who'd be interested in having some
fun with him, someone whose eyes would light up when he
promised to take her backstage to meet the band. Someone who'd…

"You're Trevor Wolff," a girl said, popping
up in front of him, a finger pointed at his chest. He leaned
forward until her finger almost but not quite brushed the edge of
his unbuttoned shirt. She touched his rock star jacket with more
than the proper reverence, her eyes taking on a new hunger he
immediately shared.

He looked her over, satisfied with her simply
cut dark hair and snug black t-shirt. She also wore baggy, light
blue jeans with a wide black belt holding them up. More likely a
sorority girl than Hammerhead fan, except one thing Trevor had
learned was how different girls act once you get their clothes off.
This chick could be standing there in a full set of armor and be
the world's greatest screamer once it all came off.

"Are you alone?" she asked. He liked the way
she held onto his forearm and raised herself onto her toes so she
could yell in his ear. He wished he could feel her fingertips
through his jacket and shirt; you could tell so much about a girl
by the way she touched.

He put a hand around her waist -- to steady
her, of course -- and said, "Not now that you're here."

"Oh," she said, sagging away from him
slightly. "You're sure?" she asked, an eager puppy look on her cute
face that was such a fast switch, it put Trevor on guard. "You're
not here with… say, Mitchell?"

"Oh, that asshole's here," he told her with a
bob of his head. Not quite a nod, but still cool.

He told himself he should have figured. Girls
like her always wanted the blonde bombshell. Not that he'd
look at anyone but Rusty at the moment, but why let them in on
that particular secret? He'd take being this girl's second
choice. He'd teach her the error of her ways while he was at it,
too.

Taking the last drag from his cigarette, he
tossed it on the floor, not bothering to stomp it out. Someone else
was sure to do it without even trying. "Mitchell's at the bar," he
told her.

"Thanks!" She was gone so fast, Trevor could
only stand and stare, wondering what made him so fucking
repellant. Sometimes, even being Trevor Wolff wasn't
enough.

He was half-tempted to follow, just so he
could stand back and watch the fans swarm those two unsuspecting
idiots -- and so he could watch Rusty's reaction when her man got
hit on so shamelessly, she'd turn invisible -- but he knew all too
well how it'd go: once that first person got brave, even he'd be
mobbed. Better to get the hell out of Dodge, away from the rock
stars. Maybe it might even be better to not be a rock star
for a few minutes.

As if he could get away from that
here. As if he truly wanted to. After all, Trevor Wolff was
nothing without his rock star status, and damn if he didn't know
it.

By the time he pushed through the crowd and
pleased a few autograph seekers, Mitchell, Eric, and Rusty had been
forced -- for their own protection, he was sure -- to stand on the
bar to avoid being crushed. Almost as soon as he joined them and
definitely before he could survey the view from on high, a girl
crawled up and raised her shirt for autographs. Just as Rusty
handed Mitchell another beer, the girl pulled down her bra and,
ignoring Rusty's possessive hand on her lovey's arm, extended her
pen.

Trevor goggled at the way Rusty cocked her
head and watched like it was no big deal.

Mitchell took the girl's pen and signed the
girl's tit. "I left room, Trev," he laughed, handing the pen over.
He put an arm around Rusty, took a swig of his beer, and nuzzled
her neck to mark his turf. Like anyone'd respect a lame move like
that.

Since it was his turn with the Autograph Me
girl, Trevor didn't bother to watch Rusty anymore. Instead, he bent
to do what Mitchell hadn't: take this chick's nipple into his
mouth, get a good, lingering taste of her, and then write, "Trevor
was here." He drew an arrow to the spot, still warm and damp, and
grinned up at her. He could tell she liked it, and that was
before she smiled back.

This was an old game, not far removed from
Steal The Band's Underwear. Girls had even, at times, gone so far
as to draw on their nipples, but Trevor's favorite was when they
added flavors -- always a quick and easy way to choose a winner
from a packed field.

"You've got great tits," Trevor told her. "I
love tits, you know. Nothing better about a woman than her tits."
He bent for a taste of the other one. Sweet. A keeper.

She put her hands on his head, encouraging
him. It seemed that Eric's autograph wasn't so important anymore.
Go figure.

Trevor decided he wasn't letting go of this
one so fast. In fact, if it was up to him, which it would be, this
seduction would go on for a long time yet. Where she was
concerned, the night was very young and hopefully
endless.

It figured when the new-kid bartender tugged
on the ankle of his jean. He'd just bent to execute his next move
and the damn kid was ruining it. And then the jerk opened his
mouth. "Hey, buddy, this ain't a strip joint. Make her put her
clothes on. And get down before someone gets hurt. All of you."

"Being new sucks, doesn't it?" Trevor asked
him as he adjusted the girl's bra, handing out extra pats and
teases that made her giggle. In the dim light, he could see the
delight on her face, but he couldn't tell if she was blushing. Like
it really mattered.

Best of all, she was kinda cute, with light
eyes, dirty blonde hair, and a little pug nose. He pulled her shirt
into place and slid his fingers down the waistband of her jeans,
swapping smiles with her when he found the elastic of her panties.
"Get a clue, newbie," he told the loser behind the bar as he tucked
the girl under his arm. "This is All Access. It's not a good night
until the cops show."

"You do that again and I'll make sure they
take you with them, and I don't care who you think you
are."

Trevor mimicked the new-kid bartender and
nuzzled his girl. The kid could try; he'd lose his job before
anyone made him, Eric, and Mitchell leave. They were
ShapeShifter. If you threw them out, you may as well shut
down for good.

The girl slid her hand under his hair and
stroked the back of his neck, making Trevor shiver so hard, his
knees buckled. Taking her into a dressing room backstage was
tempting even though Hammerhead was about to take the stage and the
whole reason she'd probably come out tonight was to see them. He
decided not to think too much about any of that. Right now, the
bartender jerk had moved off, the girl was pressing up against him,
and fans still cluttered the floor and clamored for attention. At
that moment, life didn't get any better.
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Hammerhead

 


"Hey, let's not get pitched out yet, okay?"
Mitchell asked as Trevor stopped savoring the moment and noticed
the big idiot staring at him like he'd lost his head. His girl
snuggled deeper into his arms and purred something about it being
okay if they left. Leaving wasn't an option. Not anymore.

"We're cool," he told Mitchell, aware that
Rusty watched them, her wide-eyed newbie look changed up to a more
calculating one. "Won't even have proper fun that'll piss
off our newbie bartender friend." He winked and his girl licked her
lips, ready for service. He hoped she'd be this much fun -- let
alone still around -- when she sobered up come morning. This one
had as much potential as Diane usually did, and without the
attitude. Add it up, and so far, she was a keeper.

As much as Trevor kept any girl other
than Diane around, anyway.

Yet another round of beer surfaced. Rusty
tried to wave hers off but Mitchell took it, sat down on the bar,
and jammed it between his legs. He swung his legs in little kicks
that cleared a space from the fans in front of him; his grin
reminded Trevor of a happy, carefree little boy -- one who just so
happened to have a beer bottle hard-on.

Trevor wondered if that same image would work
for him. He'd have to give it a try … another night. He had
a honey and for once, he didn't think he was looking to screw her
and dump her like he usually did. Maybe Mitchell and Eric were
getting to him. He wasn't sure. Didn't overly care, either, so long
as he ended the night with this chick. He liked the way she felt,
pressed up against him. C-cup, he guessed. A teeny hint of soft
belly. Probably freckles on her collarbones.

He shivered in anticipation of finding
out.

Hammerhead finally took the stage and, along
with every other person in the place -- except for, maybe, the
staff -- Trevor forgot everything else. The crowd swelled forward
like the good sheep they were, needing to get closer, needing their
own share of the stage lights and music and the band's sweat. They
could have been on the stage and it still wouldn't have been
enough. Trevor understood. Sometimes, he needed more than being in
spotlights, too. Just what would be enough was one of those
things he hadn't figured out yet, even though he'd been trying
to.

Mitchell and Eric got busy cramming their
earplugs in. Even Rusty took a pair as Trevor looked on in disgust.
So he'd destroy his hearing; big fat hairy deal. It wouldn't be so
horrid to grow into one of those pathetic long-haired old men who
needed two huge-assed hearing aids so he could hear the girls
squeal when he chased them. At least he'd be alive and full of the
memories of how music had really sounded. It was worth it,
especially with bands like Hammerhead and ShapeShifter, whose music
was so thick, you could all but reach out and touch it.

Better than the damn earplugs was watching
Rusty's hips pulse to the half-beat. They had the same controlled,
erotic movements they'd had the night he and Mitchell had caught up
with her at a drag queen show she'd been helping out at. He wished
his girl could move like that, but she simply stared up at the
stage with shining eyes, as if Hammerhead was so great, she
couldn't even breathe without breaking the spell. Trevor wanted to
ask if part of the point of seeing a band live was making it
into something erotic. Who said heavy metal wasn't about sex?
Consensual, erotic, hot, slow, steamy sex, not the fast sort of
fucking that kept up with metal's impossible speeds.

Mitchell and Eric head banged, standing
splay-legged on the bar, one hand on each other's shoulders for
balance as they -- typically -- got lost in the music. Those two
could do nothing else. Not really. Not when the music was loud,
live, aggressive, and good. Trevor got it. He just didn't
feel the need to act like them.

Near the end of Hammerhead's set, Trevor
nudged Mitchell, glad the guy's head had stopped banging. He'd been
hit by it once; fucker had given him a concussion. It had been an
accident in the middle of a show, when they should have had
more space from each other. If Mitchell knocked him here, he'd
probably wind up out cold on the floor. Assuming he didn't get
trampled once he got there.

"I gotta whiz," he said when Mitchell leaned
his ear close to Trevor's mouth.

"Now?"

"I figured--" he jerked his head at the back
of the bar, watching him and Rusty both for their reactions. Rusty
was absorbed in the stage, absolutely oblivious to them. Mitchell
just shook his head and looked toward Hammerhead some more. Like
they could teach him anything about being a frontman; Howard had
learned it all by watching Mitchell. More likely, Mitchell was
giving his sort of tacit approval -- the kind where he ignored you
and let you do what you wanted. The good news when he pulled this
shit was he wouldn't bitch you out for going ahead.

Trevor turned around and got busy. Since he
doubted the second stream dancing with an empty vodka bottle in the
corner was Rusty's, he figured Mitchell had liked the idea after
all. He had to admit, it was a pretty good one -- especially since
the newbie bartender had been moved to the far end of the bar, away
from them. How about that, dick? he wanted to ask. Take
that for trying to fuck with ShapeShifter.

As soon as Hammerhead finished their song,
Howard said, "Hey, ShapeShifter pussies. Come jam with us."

Trevor and Mitchell exchanged looks, their
backs still to the stage as they finished pissing. "Game on,"
Trevor mouthed at Mitchell, who shrugged and nodded so slightly,
Trevor almost missed it. They turned, as casual as always,
dribbling a bit on the bar and in no hurry to zip up. Trevor
noticed his girl watching his dick, looking both hungry and amused
-- a good combination, he decided.

Rusty, though, wasn't as cool -- at first.
Her mouth had fallen open as soon as she'd noticed her boyfriend's
schlong dangling outside his jeans. Once over the initial shock, a
light came on in her eyes, one not so terribly different from the
look he and Mitchell had exchanged before turning around. Hard to
believe, but Rusty was game, too. Trevor hoped she wouldn't
be dumb enough to hop on stage with them.

"Can't take you assholes anywhere, can we?"
Howard the Hammer asked. He shoved his wooley black hair out of his
face and shaded his eyes with a hand, trying to see around the
stage lights. A competent light crew would have known what to do:
turn the spots. All Access usually had the best crew; this was
strange. Or was it by direct order from the loser onstage? Keep the
spotlight on them, not the real stars of the joint.
Trevor could believe they'd be dumb enough to do that, dumb enough
to believe ShapeShifter came with their own spotlights.

Mitchell laughed as Eric handed him a
conveniently available microphone. "Hey, man!" he said, as though
he was just now noticing he wasn't alone -- one of his practiced
routines designed to steal the crowd. Smooth and polished but at
the same time totally spontaneous, Trevor sure understood why
everyone loved him. Hell, he'd helped create this part of
Mitchell. The kid had been too shy to say more than two words when
they'd first met. And look at him now. Dangling dick and all.

"Dude, there are johns in this place,"
Howard said, his disgust as fake as Mitchell's friendliness had
been.

"Hey, when you gotta go…" Mitchell held the
mic near his zipper. "And this way," he continued as casually as if
the whole bar hadn't heard the sound effect, "we didn't have to
miss a second of the shit you try to pass off as music."

The bartender who'd replaced the idiot newbie
wiped off the bar like it was no big deal. For him, it probably
wasn't; the guy had been there since before Trevor had snuck in the
first time.

Rusty's laughter filled the semi-quieted
club. She winked at Mitchell and Trevor owned up to something he
really didn't want to acknowledge: she had a wicked streak
in her, all right. Maybe, if he could stop hating her for stealing
his best friend, they could have some fun together -- the sort of
fun that might earn him some needed blows from Mitchell. Or maybe
it would include the big idiot and the fancy French name,
the one high school girls giggled at and felt cool when they
said.

"Let's get up there and teach them a thing or
two," Eric said, leaning against Mitchell's arm so the mic would
pick up his voice. Mitchell adjusted his stance so Eric wouldn't
knock him over and nodded agreement. Trevor knew he should have
taken a step closer to them, to include himself in the scene, but
he didn't want to. He wanted to stand back and watch them work and
feel his girl rub against him, all too aware of the looks she, too,
was attracting just because she was tucked under his arm where she
belonged.

"Let's play some Skynyrd, dude." Mitchell
filled the rock club with his best redneck voice -- which sucked
but got the point across. "Fuckin' Freebird, man!" He pumped
his arm up and down, lifting his right leg as he did, looking
wonderfully redneck. The crowd ate it up. Of course.

Rusty shook her head, as if she thought
Mitchell looked like a dork. Which he did. He got away with it, of
course. He was Mitchell Voss. He got away with
shit everyone else dreamed of.

The crowd kept roaring full-on approval. Eric
laughed so hard, he fell off the bar and was caught by some people
who set him gently on his feet. Mitchell readjusted his stance and
tossed his chick magnet hair over his shoulder, giving the crowd
his best shit-eating grin.

Total rock star.

"Be careful with him," Mitchell said,
pointing to Eric. "He's important around here."

Another cheer went up. The people closest to
Eric patted him on the back and shoulders.

The guitarist laughed and motioned to Trevor
and Mitchell. Trevor had to agree; this was starting to drag out
too long. As much as he didn't want to let go of his girl, it was
time to get up there and … hopefully not suck too bad.

In preparation for getting up on stage with
Hammerhead, Trevor adjusted the edges of his rock star jacket and
pulled the open edges of his button-down further into view. He
wanted to adjust the crotch of his jeans, and for a second, he was
sorry he hadn't worn leathers. He should have; he usually did. But
he'd been in a hurry after practice and hadn't had the time to run
home and put them on.

"Get this, loser," Howard was saying, trying
to regain some of the crowd's attention. He shook his hair out of
his eyes again, reminding Trevor of a sheepdog with a nervous
twitch. "I don't fucking know Freebird."

"Don't worry," Mitchell told Trevor quickly
out of the corner of his mouth. "Whatever we do, I'll cover you."
His lips brushed the microphone as he said, "You got extra gee-tars
for us homeboys? Ours are taking a break after making music
all day." He paused, licking his lips and looking around at the
expectant crowd. He still had them, just like always. It didn't
matter the crowd had come to see another band -- the one currently
on the fucking stage. "You know," Mitchell said, "some of us are
working on new music for our fans."

The place went nuts. A path opened up and
Eric took two steps down it but stopped when people quieted. He
turned in time to see Mitchell motioning there was more to say.
"Just one thing I gotta do first," the big idiot said and signalled
Trevor to join Eric on the floor. Trevor did, and fast, his girl
coming with him. Whatever Mitchell was cooking up was going to be
good. He wanted to be standing still and watching it.

"Gotta take a dump now?" Howard asked. Trevor
was sorry he hadn't come up with that line himself. It was a good
one.

He stared, feeling his mouth drop open. He
was powerless to close it as Mitchell cupped a hand around Rusty's
jaw, his fingers reaching for the back of her skull, and planted
one on her so hot, even Trevor could feel it. He would have sworn
Rusty was the one who pressed her hips into Mitchell's, grinding
against blondie hard enough to make him stagger backward.

Trevor and Eric jumped at the same time to
catch their band leader as he let go of Rusty and tumbled off the
bar. Mitchell's frontman skills continued to amaze him; the guy was
an absolute natural. Asshole had grown up good -- thanks to
Trevor.

Or was that despite Trevor?

"I feel like Moses at the Red Sea," Eric
joked as the path to the stage reopened. As he followed the
guitarist, Trevor slapped outstretched hands and winked at the
girls, wishing he could turn around and check on the one he'd left
back at the bar with Rusty. He hoped she'd stick around. He hoped
Mitchell would let him take her back to his place, and if not, he
hoped they could go back to hers.

But most of all, he hoped Mitchell had been
serious about covering for him. Trev couldn't see himself doing
anything but sucking. These spur-of-the-moment things were always
hard, even when you'd sort of expected them and practiced up.

This was going to be risky; he heard often
enough about how bad he was. He didn't need to prove it to the
people he shared a town with. Not when the night had been so good
so far.

Despite Rusty.
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After breakfast with Rusty and Mitchell the
morning after the Hammerhead show, Trevor stopped at his apartment
just long enough to pick up some laundry to take over to Mitchell's
mother's -- and to check his machine. Nothing. No word from
Heather, his willing angel from the night before. Maybe worse than
no word was how she hadn't answered when he'd tried using the phone
number she'd written on his forearm. He wasn't prepared for how
disappointed that left him; he certainly never felt like this when
he couldn't turn Diane up anywhere.

He closed his eyes briefly. Diane. She'd put
in an unwanted appearance at Roach's, furious about Heather and
letting the entire joint know it. And here, Trevor had thought as
she'd squawked away, he'd been worried about people talking about
what a sucky job he'd turned in, jamming with Hammerhead.

"But I thought we weren't a couple?" he'd
asked placidly, not even bothering to ask how she'd heard so fast.
Someone must have seen him with Heather and called to squeal. As if
he cared -- and he made sure she knew it.

She'd stormed out of the restaurant in a
cloud of mahogany hair and flowery perfume.

He had damage control to do now, of course.
Particularly if Heather was going to jack him off. But that's how
it was with Diane. Love her drama or hate it, it was part of who
she was.

At the Vosses', he piddled with his bike for
awhile while Mitchell's mom did his laundry. He wasn't totally sure
what to do with himself; avoiding Sonya wasn't one of his usual
habits, but he wasn't up for a round of her motherly advice. He was
up for Heather. Even being at breakfast with Rusty hadn't bothered
him as much as it ordinarily would have. Hell, listening to her and
Mitchell welcome the day had only produced a few dry heaves instead
of the usual nightmares.

To tell the truth -- something he didn't
particularly want to -- he'd actually sort of started to
like Rusty. If she wasn't Mitchell's, he'd make a few plays
on her, himself. Maybe give Diane something to really worry
about.

"Hey, trouble," Mitchell's sister Amy said as
she walked up the driveway. "The bike looks great."

Trevor took a step back and looked it over,
crossing his arms over his chest, all proud papa. He never got
tired of his bike. "Vincent Black Shadow D series. The last of the
legendary bikes." He sighed, shoulders slumping. "Why do all the
good things have to end?"

"Your friendship with Mitchell hasn't ended,"
Amy said calmly. "It's just different since he and Kerri got so
serious. I know it's weird, but change is good, Trevor. It really
is."

"How the fuck do you always know what
I'm thinking?" He turned to her, narrowing his eyes. Maybe if he
looked at her the right way, he'd be able to see what made
all the Vosses, not just her, so fucking witchy. Couldn't
keep a secret when there were Vosses around. All the Vosses, even
Mitchell. It was some sickness they all had, something bred into
them.

Amy shrugged, tossing her hair over her
shoulder so it spread across the top of her back like a snowdrift.
Trevor wanted to beam at his thought; he bet Rusty would be all
over it since she dug the artsy shit.

"I just stopped by to drop something off for
Mom," Amy said, "but if you want to talk about this, I've got time.
I'm supposed to be attending some luncheon and listening to a
lecture on the importance of pneumonia shots in our geriatric
patients." She rolled her eyes. "Tell me something I don't already
know, would you please?"

Trevor turned away from her, protecting his
lie. "Nothing to talk about."

"Okay," she said and headed inside. Which was
when Trevor noticed the bag she was carrying. He cursed himself.
She probably had food in there and he, of course, could eat.

He had gone back to tinkering with his bike
when she brought him a sliced apple smeared with peanut butter. "I
know you're not upset about Mitchell and Kerri," she said, sitting
down Indian-style and setting the plate between them.

He wiped his hands on a mostly clean rag and
took an apple slice. "Why would I be? He's dumb enough to try that
monogamy shit with her, he's welcome to it." He forced
another shrug, wondering how much more she'd buy. "When we're down
in Phoenix without any of the girls around, it'll be just
fine."

"Any of the girls?"

He smiled to himself and set about polishing
the bike's seat. "I've got two now, Aim. Diane and
this." He showed her his arm. "As soon as she fucking
answers, anyway." He glowered at it. It was some fucking prize so
far; it hadn't done much more than fucking laugh at his over-eager
ass. That had to change.

"She will. Just be patient." Amy looked at
his arm more closely. "Girls don't use Sharpies unless they're
serious."

"Talk about me not liking change, here's one
to think about: I woke up this morning and wanted more of her. Now,
if that's not a change for Trevor Wolff, I don't know what
is." He nodded, satisfied. Not one, but two girls. Mitchell and
Rusty and their monogamy could suck on that for awhile. When
they were bored with each other -- which should happen any minute
now -- he'd still be living right. Once he got the one on the phone
and made nice with the other, anyway.

"What's going to happen as soon as the album
comes out and you guys hit the road?" Amy asked. "My money's on you
forgetting about both of them -- and calling me in the
middle of the night so I can cure whatever you catch this
time."

"Maybe I won't," Trevor said, swapping his
rag for more apple. "Maybe something'll happen. Maybe something'll
change," he said through a mouthful of peanut butter.

"Really think so?" Amy asked, and instead of
making fun of him like he expected, she was as serious as he
was.

"Hey," he said, holding up a fresh apple
slice as if he was going to make a toast with it, "if Mitchell can
fall in love with Rusty, anything can happen."

"Why don't you like Kerri? Is it because she
takes up so much of Mitchell's time?"

"Like I'm not busy myself. Two girls,
Aim." He pointed to his arm again. "And all my usual fun on
top of it, too. My rounds, my people, my places; you know. Like I'm
going to have time to try to like Rusty. Besides, what's there to
like?"

Amy blinked, as if she hadn't expected him to
turn the question back on her. "She's good for Mitchell," she said,
spluttering a bit. "They compliment each other, they're good
together. She gets him."

"The road'll rip them apart."

"No, I don't think so. The bigger question is
you."

"Me? I'm fine, Aim. I keep telling you how
fine I am, so listen up already, will ya? I'm tired of saying it. I
have more to do in this life than waste it telling you how good I
am." He nodded, satisfied, and picked up the final apple slice. He
pointed it at Amy. "You watch and I'll show you."

"The more you say it, the more you'll believe
it. And you need to believe it already, Trev. You are
fine."

He snorted.

"Would you still be calling her Rusty if you
liked her?"

"What's there to like?" he repeated, trying
not to remember the hot way she'd answered Mitchell's kiss on the
bar. "She's a fucking princess. Nothing tough about her, probably
can't fucking buy tampons without blushing. She's got
Mitchell dancing in circles around her, desperate to please her
ass, but the only time she even seems happy with him is when
she's flaunting him to all her art fag friends or her drag queens."
He tried to forget how she'd moved her hips to the music, tried to
forget about the quick second when he'd wondered what it would feel
like to have those hips grinding into his. Not to mention how he
was actually haunted by the sounds coming out of Mitchell's bedroom
when he crashed there anymore…

"She's as much a spotlight hog as he is," he
said, pausing to clear his voice when he heard how rough and full
of lust it was, "and it'll fuck them up, and you won't be
the one taking care of your baby brother when it happens. Admit it.
You're too busy with all your wifey shit and doctor drills."

"How much of what you've just said is rooted
in the fact of your jealousy?"

Trevor snorted. He refused to meet her eye.
"I gotta try calling Heather again," he said. "From home." He stood
up, got on his bike, and took off. She could take her jealous shit
and shove it in the same place as Mitchell and Rusty's monogamy.
Once he got hold of Heather, he'd show them what jealousy
was.
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It figured that by the time Trevor got
Heather on the phone and spent a few more hot and sweaty nights
with her, the band's recording session in Phoenix busted up what
was becoming a lot of fun. Maybe too much fun. Or, maybe
not.

After all, he was Trevor Fucking
Wolff. The man who believed monogamy was for losers.

As much as he wanted to ask Heather to wait
for him so they could figure it out, Trevor knew better. First
would be the studio, then the tour. Their whole relationship would
move to the phone, and what was the point of phone sex?
Wasn't this about being together and doing shit? Wasn't it
about the way Heather made him feel? No, not the way he felt
her up, although there was plenty of feeling up from both ends.
This was about the way she touched him. Emotionally
and all the tender shit he'd never fess up to, even under
torture.

Still, she got all excited about coming to
visit and babbled about how cool it would be. He tuned her out
until she offered to let him untie her bikini in the dangerously
shallow water of the hotel's pool. Maybe, Trevor let himself hope,
if Mitchell and Rusty could actually make it work, he and Heather
could, too. It was sort of fun to think about someone who might be
able to love him without pitying him at the same time. Someone who
didn't know his whole ugly history. Someone who, most importantly,
would look damn good without that bikini top -- and was uninhibited
enough to let him take it off.

He grinned wolfishly. It would be hard to
wait.

On the other hand, Diane's latest
drama-of-the-week was not fun. She turned his leaving into a
huge, ugly scene -- complete with flying plates and glasses --
until he was ready to walk away with no intentions of returning.
Ever. It took a talented tongue to cajole him into staying, but she
ended the apology abruptly when he promised to show her a hot time
if she made her way to Phoenix -- so long as she didn't appear when
he was busy with Heather.

Playing second guitar to Heather didn't sit
well. Go figure. "For someone who only wants to fuck a rock star,"
Trevor told her, "you're awfully possessive."

He ducked as more plates flew.

"You're going to make me replace those,
aren't you?" he asked. It had to be the most rhetorical question
he'd ever uttered, but it worked to distract her -- at least long
enough for her to screech at him to get out.

He didn't think he minded not seeing her
again before leaving.

Once the band got to Phoenix, it was all
business. Recording was an amazingly intense whirlwind, and the
band quickly agreed they liked this method of writing all the new
stuff before leaving for the studio. They spent a lot less
time goofing off and while goofing off was grand fun, when you were
talking about recording, time equalled money. Money Trevor wanted
in his bank account.

He did his best by Heather, but in the end,
it was Diane who had the first visit. She dragged him away from the
band and their rediscovered bonding time, then paraded him from sex
club to dance club to straight-on rock-and-roll club in one night.
It was the sort of lost weekend most people dreamed of -- but
Trevor loved. Trevor Wolff, after all, was not most people,
and he did not dream about fun. He went and lived it, pure
and simple.

Until Saturday afternoon when they woke in
the early afternoon, still exhausted but still horny. Diane ran her
hand over his chest a few times, frowning, gently probing at a spot
on his chest, near his left armpit.

"Trev," she purred, "what's this?"

He shrugged. It didn't hurt. "What's it look
like?"

"A bump," she said, leaning closer and
pressing on it again. "Anyone bite you lately?"
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