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Introduction
Welcome to The Demo Tapes: Year 2. If you read Year 1, you know all the fun that awaits you and how it's all laid out.
If you're new around here, have no fear. This is an excellent place to jump in and start investigating the world of Trevor Wolff, Mitchell Voss, and their band, ShapeShifter. I guarantee you'll go back and pick up Year 1, you'll be so hooked. These guys are fun.
This is how it works: all of the short pieces that follow were originally published on my blog, The Meet and Greet, between April 2007 and March 2008. Because part of my master plan is to post fiction that's a little rough, I've now taken the time to edit these adventures and smooth out anything I'm not thrilled with. That's the fun of revision, after all. I've also written a quick intro to each outtake, and I've arranged them on a timeline. This last part I did because of you guys -- my readers. You requested a more linear presentation than what appears on the Meet and Greet, so I'm glad to oblige. If you'd like a timeline that fully integrates both Demo Tapes editions, see the appendix near the last page.
There are fewer outtakes from the pre-Trevor's Song era -- Trevor's Song being the full-length novel I've written about this set of characters -- but there are more outtakes featuring Kerri, whose arrival in the band's life kicks off the still-uncontracted novel.
There's also more interaction with some of the secondary characters from the Meet and Greet -- Lyric and Deadly Metal Hatchet come immediately to mind. My fictional world began to expand during this second year of blogging and for the most part, my groupies have really liked the new cast members. I know you will, too.
Keep on spreading the Trevor goodness; with your support, we'll get Trevor's Song into bookstores around the world.
Vive la Trevolution!
Trevor in Tree
One of the very first things I knew about Trevor Wolff was that he once carried his bass guitar into a tree in the Vosses' back yard and serenaded the entire neighborhood. Problem was, he had no amplification. There were no witnesses to this feat of romance, daring -- and typical Trevor behavior.
Still, the mere fact that Trevor would be outrageous enough to try this defines much of who he is. It took me awhile to write it down -- I've found that some moments in the early creation of this project are hard to write -- but once I did, I loved how it came out.
Here you go. Trevor in Tree, first posted August 5, 2007.
It was 3 AM, not a minute over, when Patterson pulled into the driveway. He was so tired, he felt like his whole body, not just his arm, was needed to force the gear shifter up and into park. He hated these late-night calls, always had. He hated having to leave Sonya's side, hated having to sneak in and out of his own house so he didn't wake the kids. Small complaints, really, for this life he'd chosen. The good he did far outweighed the inconvenience and disruption for the family. They all understood that.
Mitchell, thankfully, slept through anything. Short of pouring water over his head, that boy could be near impossible to wake. An annoyance most mornings before school, on nights like this, it became a blessing.
With Amy at college, there should have been one less bedroom door to creep past. But she'd come home for a few days, needing to get away from the ruckus in the dormitory in order to study for a pre-med exam.
Amy should have known better than to expect quiet in this house, Patterson thought as he gathered up his briefcase and swung the car door open. When Trevor had moved in, silence had moved out. Even when the boy wasn't home, his noise lingered, as though somehow bewitched. If anyone could charm something as ephemeral as sound, Trevor could.
That boy… Patterson sighed and heaved himself out of the front seat. Sonya had always wanted two boys to compliment her two girls, but Patterson didn't think she'd ever envisioned a pseudo-son like Trevor. He had come to live with them as the result of another late-night call, subtly different than this had been but middle-of-the-night, nonetheless. No one regretted it, least of all Mitchell, who was actually getting into less trouble these days. Having his partner in crime permanently nearby had worn some of the luster off Trevor's perpetually outrageous behavior. Mitchell wasn't feeling the need to keep up as much anymore.
Patterson paused by the door, halted by what sounded like a cat in heat in the back yard. Ever since Mrs. Bretton's prize Persian had been impregnated by the Wilsons' tom, and after the coyotes had grabbed three small dogs elsewhere on the street, the neighbors had been militant about keeping their pets inside at night. It was doubtful that there was a cat, particularly a cat in heat, in the back yard.
What was out there -- or more appropriately, who -- didn't surprise Patterson in the least. Trevor perched a good ten feet up in a tree, some guitar or other on his lap. On closer examination, Patterson could make out an electric bass. Thankfully, given the hour, not even Trevor had been able to power it that high up.
Obstacles, however, didn't ordinarily stop Trevor. Patterson groaned as the young man, seemingly oblivious to his company -- although with Trevor, one was never certain of anything except that frustration was imminent -- resumed singing. Maybe caterwauling was a better term for the boy's noise.
"Son, come on down now," Patterson called when Trevor finished the first verse.
"Finally home, huh? Did you catch the bad guys?"
"Nevermind that. Come on down before you fall and land on that guitar of yours."
"Not gonna happen, powerful legal guardian. I'm wedged in here good and I'm busy serenading the neighborhood. Wrote the song myself. Like it?"
Patterson wiped a hand over his face. "Trevor, son, it's late and we should both be in bed. You have school in the morning and I have work. Come down."
"Actually, it's early. And school's a waste of time."
"Regardless, you and I made a deal and I expect you to uphold it."
"I want to see who else I can wake up."
"So far, you would seem to have woken absolutely no one. I was not asleep when I drove into the driveway just now."
Trevor shrugged. "So I'm starting small. But mark my words, one day, when I'm famous and the whole fucking world respects me, these treeside serenades will be what people all up and down the street remember. And every single one of these losers who's too busy sleeping to appreciate my bad music will suddenly be my best friend." He cocked his head. "Sort of like how until you Vosses came along, all the people who pretended to be my friend would bug out every single time I showed up with a black eye. Only in reverse." Trevor gave one of his satisfied nods. "You watch. Every single person on this street will be able to tell you what songs I sang from here."
"I suspect you're right," Patterson told him. Trevor's nightmares must have returned, causing the boy to fear a return to sleep. By climbing that tree, he could replace the horror that had woken him with a more pleasant scenario. Whether or not he would one day find this success he craved was yet to be seen. Based on drive and charisma alone, Trevor could probably power himself wherever he wanted to go. So long as the nightmares didn't hold him back.
Those horrors were probably the only part of the Trevor experience that Patterson felt ill-equipped to handle; the boy's scars ran deeper than anyone had anticipated. He refused to acknowledge them, let alone speak of them. It seemed no one could hide his hurts as well as Trevor Wolff.
"Well," he said as Trevor resumed plucking away at the guitar, "I am going to bed. These late nights may not be hard for you, but they are quite different for an old man like me. I expect to see you at breakfast, ready for school."
"I told you. I'm not going to school."
"Then you will have to find yourself a new place to live." Patterson stepped back a few paces for a better view. "That was our deal, and I know you are not a deal breaker." He paused to let his words sink in. Trevor's pride would get the better of him; it always did. "Come inside and let's go to bed."
Trevor laughed, a brittle sound that carried farther and struck Patterson more deeply than his singing had. "Yeah, like I've even got a bed in this place. All you people gave me was a sleeping bag on blondie's floor."
"I seem to recall you being quite grateful for that sleeping bag. So grateful, in fact, that you refused our offer of a more comfortable sleeping situation. Complaining now will only make you seem ungrateful for something you chose."
Trevor stroked his chin and pretended to think that over. "Know what I'm thinking?"
"Trevor, your thoughts are entirely your own."
"And that's a good thing. Remember that." Trevor pointed at Patterson like he was issuing an order. "Maybe I ought to go show some gratitude to that sleeping bag of mine."
"Wise choice, son."
Trevor monkeyed halfway down the tree, handed over his bass, and jumped, landing neatly beside his guardian. "But I mean it. One day, when the band's the biggest of the big, all the losers on this street will remember this night."
"Trevor, of that I have no doubt."
Naked
I'm not lucky enough -- or unlucky, depending on your perspective -- to have a brother. And my sisters and I aren't terribly close.
That means I always longed for the sort of relationship that Mitchell has with his sisters: easy-going, affectionate, and full of hijinks simply for the simple joy of having fun. Okay, and for the humiliation factor, too.
The nice thing about fiction is that you can create your own reality … and then there are the moments like this one, when I'm darn glad I don't have a brother who torments me. Unfortunately for Amy, this scene isn't an isolated event.
Naked, first posted April 16, 2008.
It wasn't turning into a good afternoon. Mitchell had been over at the Owens' house, trying to mow their lawn. Trying; they'd left Sarge, their German Shepard, outside, and Sarge had this thing about walking between Mitchell's legs. If he wasn't doing that, he sprawled in the grass right where Mitchell needed to mow, dog tongue lolling as if he was laughing. Because, of course, Mitchell couldn't mow over the dog, much as he wanted to. Going around would mess up the mower stripes he was leaving behind, and that wasn't cool. Mitchell prided himself on those stripes. It made the lawn look good. Like someone cared to do the job right.
He got home hot and crabby, disgusted that Amy's friend Valerie was over again. They were in Amy's room with the door open, and Mitchell could hear them giggling and laughing. Just like usual. No one could forget to close the door that much. Not even the world's dumbest person. They'd remember sooner or later. They really would.
In the safety of his own room, he shucked off his sweaty t-shirt and shorts; the grass-covered socks and shoes hadn't been allowed in the house. The underwear absolutely had to follow; there was nothing worse than sweaty underwear. It chafed.
His towel had, for a change, been stolen by Trevor. Probably used, too. That meant he had to…
There was no better cure for a bad mood. Amy's wide-open door just happened to be between Mitchell's room and the bathroom. That meant nothing or no one could pass precious Amy's queendom without her getting all nosy. Which was, of course, why she never remembered to close the damn door in the first place.
Mitchell grinned. This was going to be beautiful.
Sure enough, as he strolled past, the girls shrieked. Amy wailed, "Mom! Mitchell's naked in front of Valerie again!"
He stopped, of course, and came back to stand just within view. "You left the door open."
"So? That doesn't give you the right to go parading around the house naked."
"I'm not parading anywhere, you fucking princess. I'm on my way to--"
"Mom! Now he's swearing!" Amy got off her bed and stalked to the doorway, stopping just out of Mitchell's reach.
"I'm going to take a shower," Mitchell continued. Ma wasn't going to get in the middle of this one, and if she did, it'd be to tell Amy to keep her bedroom door shut already. Ma believed you got what you deserved.
"Why can't you shower at normal times, you loser?"
Mitchell took a step closer, all too aware that Valerie was checking him out. So far as he knew, Valerie didn't have any brothers. She probably realized this was good stuff. "If someone in this house wouldn't hog the bathroom for a good half-hour every morning, maybe I could get in there before school."
Amy shut her mouth, cutting off whatever she'd been about to say. Her face had turned red and she somehow looked like some spoiled brat in a movie, her lips pursed, her forehead wrinkled, her hands folded all prim and proper.
Well, too bad, he felt like telling her, but said instead, "And if that same someone would shut her fucking flap every time I try to take a shower before bed, I'd do it then."
"Going to bed with wet hair--" Amy started, but Mitchell held a hand up.
Amy recoiled.
"Got a whiff, huh?" Mitchell asked, lifting his arm higher. "While you were hanging out in the AC, giggling over guys in magazines and proving I'm right that there's no brain in there," he said, leaning forward and tapping Amy on the forehead, "I was out, working my butt off and trying not to mow Sarge. While you two were in here, dreaming about your stupid weddings, I was out there, working to make my dreams come true. You don't like the results, shut your fucking door."
He surprised even himself when he pushed Amy back into her room and leaned in to grab the door and shut it. In the back of his mind, he could hear Trevor nodding with approval, but he felt like an idiot. Ma would kill him for touching Amy like that.
She flung the door open before he managed to reach the bathroom. "Oh, yeah?" she yelled, chasing him down the hall.
He ignored the impulse to slam the door in her face. Whatever she was about to say might be good.
"You think you're hot shit, strutting around all naked like this, huh?"
He sighed. Matching her screechy emotions would only egg her on. Besides, now that he had reached the bathroom, the thought of a shower was enough to make him hard. Not a good idea. "Aim, what the fuck do you want?"
"I want… I want…" Her eyes darted back and forth as she tried to think on her feet. Fortunately for Mitchell, she wasn't very good at it. "I want you to leave me and Valerie alone!"
"I walked past your door, you egotistical bitch! You're the one who started screaming for Ma."
"Mom!"
Mitchell pinched the bridge of his nose. "Yeah, like that," he said.
"Calling for Mom's only going to get you in trouble," Trevor said from the other end of the hall. "And quit being jealous that your brother's got all the family jewels and you've just got those teeny titties already, will you? Let the idiot go shower before I go and get naked on you. 'Cause let me tell you, girls, if I go and do that, I'm not staying in this hallway, youknowwhatImean?"
Chuckling as the girls shrieked some more, Mitchell finally closed the bathroom door. Locked it, too. Fighting with Amy almost made up for dealing with that stupid dog. Even if it had taken Trevor to make it good.
Next time, he promised himself, he wouldn't need Trevor. He'd shut Amy up on his own.
Mitchell's Ears
One of the best things about the Mitchell-Trevor dynamic is that when Trevor enters the scene, things happen. When we're talking about ShapeShifter, that's generally good. Even Mitchell readily agrees that without Trevor, he'd still be sitting around his parents' house, strumming his guitars and dreaming of being in a band.
When Trevor gets an idea into his head and then gets excited about it… well, look out. Something's about to happen, and he may very well be the only one who likes the outcome.
This particular escapade grew so large and gained so much momentum that I had to continue it into a Thursday Thirteen list. Thirteening, for the uninitiated, is a weekly online event in which every participating blogger posts a list of thirteen things -- author's choice of topic -- on their blog. They check in at a central hub and go visit others who've also checked in. It's a social thing, a community-builder, and a great traffic generator.
And, in this case, it was a great way to continue the story.
Mitchell's Ears, first posted June 16, 2007, and The Earring Aftermath, first posted June 20, 2007.
Trevor closed his eyes as he took a deep drag on his cigarette. As his lungs filled, his head emptied. He couldn't stay that way nearly long enough; as the breath escaped, he opened his eyes. It was time.
"C'mon. Quit being a wuss." It was more a command than a request, but of course, Mitchell wouldn't see it that way. You could command the idiot to eat an entire chocolate cake and he'd take two bites and decide to save the rest for later. The next time someone accused Trevor of not following directions, he was going to remind them Mitchell got away with it on a regular basis.
"I'm not being a wuss, dickhead. I don't want an earring," Mitchell said.
"How can you be a respectable rock star without a pierced ear? Name me one single fucking star out there who doesn't have at least one."
Trevor could tell from the ugly, vapid look on Mitchell's face that the guy didn't realize most stars had ears, let alone cool shit dangling from them. Even worse, the idiot didn't think image meant shit. Trevor had known that part before this.
Waiting Mitchell out was a waste of perfectly good time, but there wasn't much else to do. When his cigarette was all but gone, Trevor sighed. Smoke that hadn't escaped his lungs chose right then to come out his nose; he decided he understood how dragons felt, then took that thought back. When Mitchell got cranky, the family told him he turned into one of the big, scaly firestarters. Trevor was bored, not pissed. There would be no Wolff in dragon's clothes.
"Look," he told Mitchell, "it's no big deal."
"Tell that to Ma. She'll kill me if I let you do it. And then she'll kill you!"
"No, she won't. Not if you're serious about this band thing."
"I am, Trev, and you know it. You fucking know I am!" Mitchell crossed his arms over his chest and pouted. "But I gotta draw the line somewhere, and I'm drawing it at earrings!"
"No one's gonna think your ass is gay," Trevor drawled, "despite what Amy said during the end-of-day announcements last month. No one bought it then and no one'll buy it now." He ground out his cigarette in the ashtray Mitchell's mother had given then when she'd quit the battle to keep her precious baby boy from smoking. Like she'd cared that Trevor smoked. Oh, no. It was all about Mitchell.
"No one's gonna think I'm gay," Precious Boy said. "That's not the problem."
"Yeah, and I'm already a fucking rock star." Trevor eyed Mitchell, convinced he knew what the guy was about to whine: It'll hurt, Trev.
"Dad," Mitchell said instead. Without whining; in fact, he was pretty damn convinced. "He meant it when he said he'd kick me out of the house if I do it."
Trevor smirked. "You're not going to do it. I am."
"Same thing, as far as Dad cares."
Trevor sighed as loudly as he could. Was Mitchell really this stupid? "That's why you grew your hair out, asshole."
"I thought it was to get girls."
"Well, since you're too lame to make that work, maybe this is the reason."
"Amy'll tell."
"I'll handle Amy," Trevor said easily, knowing it was true. His usual methods may not work with the wanna-be doc, but Trevor Wolff did not have only one way to get through to a girl. Besides, he had plenty on Amy if it got that far. Which it wouldn't. Amy would play along.
Mitchell chewed on his thumbnail, eyeing Trevor, who wanted to jump up and down with glee. Blondie was finally letting himself teeter on the edge. All he needed now was one little push and there'd be piercing yet.
"It's a chick magnet."
"Just one," Mitchell said, holding up the index finger at his mouth. "One hole, one ear."
Giggling, Trevor ran for an ice cube. When he got back, Mitchell was sitting on the edge of his bed, hair pushed back behind his left ear, hands braced on his knees. "Make it fast."
"The ice's gotta have time to work. You don't want to feel it, do you?"
Mitchell swallowed hard and Trevor handed him the ice. "Hold it on your ear until you think it's not there anymore." He pulled out his lighter and produced a pin from a pocket.
"You sure you know what you're doing?"
"I did Jeremy and Eliza after HJ did mine," he said. "Wait. I gotta find the… Put the damn ice back on!"
The earring they'd leave in while the hole healed was waiting in the pocket of his denim jacket. The same one he'd worn, the same one he'd let Jeremy borrow, and the same one he'd stolen right out of Jeremy's head the other day when the dumbshit wasn't looking. Just for Mitchell, who was being a total wuss about this. It almost wasn't worth it.
Trevor held the earring by the ball while he finished waving the needle through the lighter's flame. Mitchell turned paler than he normally was.
"Okay," Trev said when the ice had melted away and Mitchell was swearing about how numb his hand had gotten. Trevor was impressed with the way Mitchell had held onto that frozen water; if it had been a test of manlihood, the blonde idiot in front of him had passed with flying colors. "Can you feel this?" he asked, poking at the air beside Mitchell's head.
"Nope."
"Good," Trevor said and jammed the pin through Mitchell's ear.
Mitchell swallowed a scream that still managed to escape halfway -- and then passed out. Trevor caught him and laid him gently on his right side, left ear facing up.
"Easier this way," he said to no one in particular. After all, it wasn't like Mitchell was exactly up for conversation.
He finished the first hole so easily that Trevor dug two more starter earrings out of his jacket and gave Mitchell a grand total of three.
He crossed his arms and nodded, satisfied with his work. So what if Patterson and Sonya didn't like it? They'd never throw their precious baby out of their house. Not them. No way, no how.
Thirteen things Mitchell did Upon Coming To (Earring Aftermath)
1. Put a hand up to his ear to find out why it was throbbing.
2. Felt three earrings instead of the expected one.
3. Peeled himself off the bed where Trevor had put him when he'd passed out, and staggered over to his mirror for a closer look.
4. Puked all over the mirror and his dresser.
5. Panicked at this latest mess.
6. Proclaimed it was Trevor's to clean up. All of it.
7. Found Trevor calmly -- and not a little smugly -- smoking out on the back patio. Beat him almost as senseless as Hank used to, only without the psychological torture thrown in.
8. Supervised Trevor's clean up of mess in bedroom, including the bed sheets with the tiny spots of blood on them. Ma noticed shit like that.
9. Spent four days hiding his ears from everyone. Considered gelling his hair into place in front of both of his ears (to reduce suspicion) but the gel turned his hair an ugly shade of grey. He had to resort to constantly pulling it into place instead. Sonya worried he was developing a nervous tick. Nervous was right.
10. Blackmailed Amy into keeping quiet when she discovered Trevor's handiwork.
11. Went shopping with Amy for new earrings to wear as soon as the lame-assed starter earrings could come out. That's when Amy bought him the famed winged dragon that a fan took out with her teeth while video cameras were rolling. Bitch kept it, too. That clip made it into the band's first behind-the-scenes video, Take the (Back)Stage. Mitchell never forgave her. Whoever she was.
12. Beat Trevor up again 'cause three earrings cost way more than one, and require some finesse to pull off properly -- or so says Amy, who knows more about fashion than her Pipsqueak brother ever could. Or did, back in those early days, before Mitchell hired stylists and Amy spent her days in long white lab coats.
13. Finally came clean to Sonya and Patterson once the piercings healed. Unfortunately for all Mitchell's worrying, his parents didn't care. Mitchell suspected Amy had squealed, giving their parents time to see if he'd come clean about what he'd let Trevor do. No comment was ever made by either parent about the earrings, although Sonya would buy some from time to time if she saw some she thought he'd like.
Funny, he always did.
Baking Cookies
Baking Cookies began with one of my kids' friends. He said Mitchell's opening line when I was baking cookies one day, and you can read my retort: It's now Amy's.
I thought it was the sort of exchange that was classic Mitchell and Amy. Of course, that meant it had to turn from a real-life event into fiction.
Baking Cookies, first posted March 14, 2008.
Mitchell stopped at the top of the steps and sniffed twice, then inhaled as deeply -- and as quietly -- as he could. "Something smells," he said in a too-loud voice, leaning forward so he could see Amy and Beth on the family room couch. He wrinkled his nose and pretended the reek was bad. He even waved his hand in front of his face even though he could tell the girls thought the gesture was overkill. He called it stage theatrics, the sort he'd need to lead his band.
"That's why you're supposed to say excuse me when you fart, Pipsqueak!" Amy said.
"Oh. Sorry." Mitchell retreated to his bedroom. He didn't have to hear Amy's laugh to know it was following him. She thought she was so funny.
"When's the cookie raid?" Trevor asked.
"Give it an hour," Mitchell said and reached for his guitar. "If we strike too soon, they'll just eat the dough and we won't get shit."
"We'll get to lick the bowl."
"Not last time, we didn't. Trust me, Trev. We lay low, we get the goods."
Trevor stood up and was out of the room before Mitchell strummed a chord.
"Bring me three!" Mitchell called after him, chuckling. He'd gotten them all that time.
Chicken Scratch
I found a fun writer's prompt site called Weekend Wordsmith and for awhile there, I played along. I don't recall the actual prompt that inspired this piece; all I remember is how very clever I felt when I came up with the idea that chicken scratch is handwriting.
Only Trevor would aspire to having bad handwriting. Only Trevor would choose to sit and perfect something that's so unnecessary and so far off on the horizon, he's the only one even dreaming about this sort of thing.
Or do you have moments like this, too?
Chicken Scratch, first posted January 27, 2008.
Once again, Mitchell's guitar lesson had been so good, he'd had to whistle the whole way home. Whistling was better than dancing, even though it wasn't as expressive. Problem was, dancing wasn't cool. After a lesson like he'd just had, cool was the only way to go.
Since he'd graduated from those useless lessons with Randy, things had been a million times better. Now when he and Trevor hung out down by the river and dreamed of making it big, he believed they'd get there. He knew they'd make it. Mitchell Voss, master of the guitar. It had a certain ring to it. A good one. One he'd make happen, no matter what it took.
He stopped in the tiny kitchen, snagged the bag of potato chips on the table, kissed Ma on the cheek, and started toward his room.
"Homework!" Ma called after him.
"That's where I'm going!" He put his back to his bedroom door, tenderly stowed the bag of potato chips under the arm holding his guitar, and used his ass to shove against the broken latch.
He turned around and stopped whistling. He dropped both his guitar and the potato chips in surprise.
Trevor had taken over Mitchell's desk. Sure, it was supposed to be their desk since they shared the room, but Trevor refused to use it. Something about being too cool for desks and homework and if the jackasses at school didn't agree, they could throw him out already and save him the daily hassle of being chased out of the john when he needed a smoke. Because, you know, designated smoking areas weren't cool. Sorta like dancing, but in Trevor's book, dancing was so uncool, it was below notice. He'd laugh himself silly if he knew Mitchell had been thinking about dancing. Or he'd say it figured, and then he'd call Mitchell a loser. Again.
"What'd Ma bribe you with?" Mitchell asked, recovering enough to grab his guitar. It didn't matter that it was in a hard case, it still might have gotten damaged when he'd dropped it. It was his best guitar, too; he didn't want shit to happen to it.
"Nothing," Trevor said in that placid way that put Mitchell on guard.
Trevor solemnly held Mitchell's civics notebook up for inspection, a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. Two facing pages were covered in what looked like chicken scratch.
Mitchell set the guitar gently down on his bed and went for a closer look at Trevor's masterpiece. It looked even more like chicken scratch. He said so.
"Good."
"Good?" Mitchell handed the notebook back and turned to his guitar, determined he'd actually inspect it this time. No more distractions.
"Yes, good," Trevor said with that sniff Mitchell knew all too well. "Have you seen one single rock star with an autograph you can make out?"
Mitchell didn't bother to answer. The whole point of this was to bring him down from his lesson-inspired high. That's all. The only highs around Trevor Wolff were the weed-induced kind.
"Of course you haven't," Trevor half-yelled, jumping to his feet and tipping the chair over backwards. "There aren't any! And I'll be damned if I'll be the first."
"Why not? After all," Mitchell added with a sniff that mocked the ones Trevor handed out so freely, "you're Trevor Fucking Wolff. You can't be like everyone else."
"Well, this time, I can be." Trevor hugged the notebook to his chest. "Do you know how long it took me to write this messy? Fucking hours."
Mitchell looked up from the guitar. "Shoulda spent that time with your bass. You might actually get good."
Trevor sneered and righted the chair. "Here, golden boy," he said, waving his arm dramatically at the desk. "Maybe I'll go do your bidding." He stalked out of the room, trying to slam it shut as he went. Between the broken latch and the fix Patterson had put on it, the door simply bounced back open. Quietly.
In the hallway, Trevor kicked the wall. Ma yelled at him. For once, Trev didn't yell back.
Whatever, Mitchell figured, so long as he could get his homework done at the desk -- once he finished making sure the guitar was okay. Trevor might never get any better on bass, so it was up to Mitchell to carry them both.
Maybe later, Trevor would show him ways to change his own autograph. Make it cooler. That apparently meant harder to read.
Chicken scratch, the handwriting of the rock star.
Mitchell grinned. That had a good ring to it.
Leaving
Between an online prompt about things to do for your mother and a discussion in the comment trail on an unrelated blog post of my own, I began thinking about the many ways in which Mitchell's wife Kerri is strong. She has to be, in order to be Trevor's rival.
I've long known Kerri's backstory -- which will come to you, I hope, in novel form at some point -- but this is the first time I'd written any of it. Trevor says time and again that he and Rusty, as he calls Kerri, are similar. That's part of what makes this triangle work. And yet, they're not too similar.
Or are they?
Leaving, first posted March 2, 2008.
"The problem," Kerri said, pausing to catch her breath and stare at her brother as if she could see what he was thinking if she looked hard enough, "is that she wants me to be Cinderella." She took a deep breath. "I'm nobody's servant!"
"Maybe there's a way…"
"No, Stevie. Do you hear me? No." She pulled her favorite Steelers sweatshirt off its hanger and folded it carefully, hugging it to her chest. Maybe if she ever came back here, she'd have the upper hand. She'd have some sort of power over that woman, and it wouldn't be the way things had always been, up to now. This was it. Breaking point. Time for things to change, and in a big way.
What goes around comes around, Kerri thought as she stuffed the sweatshirt into her bag, refusing to care when it came unfolded. Everything else had come undone. That's why she was packing and leaving.
It was hard to believe she was thinking so clearly. She hadn't been when she and Vince had been interrupted, down in his basement. Then again, it was hard to think clearly when your clothes were off and your legs were wrapped around someone's waist and all your thoughts were about how you wished the rubber would stop finding all the dry spots. Then suddenly, there she'd been, face blank, mouth open like fresh roadkill. Even though that woman would never be roadkill. She was too fucking mean to die.
Amazing how much could change in an hour. Kerri had the bus schedule to Riverview, had her duffle bag full of the things she couldn't leave behind, and was ready to start making a pile of things she wanted Stevie to send when she found a place to live. The rest…
It would probably get thrown out.
That was how it was. Really, Cinderella wasn't a stretch, except there was no step to this mother. There weren't step-sisters, either. Nope, this was all about Mom and daughter. Not even adopted daughter. Born of the woman who hated her.
Getting out of town would be a relief.
Kerri fantasized about it for a minute. Her own place. All the art she wanted, and classes in it to boot. A job, sure, but jobs weren't so bad. It sort of sucked that she had to leave the garden center now instead of at the end of summer like she'd planned, but these things happened. Maybe she'd even find someone better than Vince, which wouldn't be too hard since she was pretty much only with Vince for the sex.
"What time do we have to leave?"
Kerri glanced at the door to her bedroom. "The sooner, the better. You know Dad'll start in soon."
"Yeah, but …"
Kerri arched an eyebrow at him and reached for her alarm clock.
"He's not as mean," Stevie said, ducking his chin to his chest and mumbling like the confession was something to be ashamed of.
Well, Kerri thought, not anymore. She was eighteen, she had a partial scholarship to the art school of her choice, and she had enough cash to take a bus to Riverview and find a place to live. A place where she'd be left alone.
A place where she'd finally be able to do something right, for the first time in her life.
Lyric and Mitchell
This July 16, 2007 outtake was the first appearance of Lyric Maker, daughter of famed -- and utterly fictional -- porn star Melody Maker. Long a mainstay of my imagination, Lyric had often been mentioned in passing but had never made her own, full-blown appearance. Until now.
This isn't the story of the night she and Mitchell met (that appears in Year 3). But it's a great showcase of their very unique dynamic. Not quite a sister, far from being a fan, definitely not a lover, Lyric brings a new dimension to Mitchell's world.
Packing up the last of the gear wasn't a job worth rushing through. Not when the after-show party plans hadn't worked out the way Mitchell had wanted and the only option was to go home alone. When Lyric approached the edge of the stage, Mitchell was relieved.
"Busy tonight?" she asked.
He couldn't hide his grin no matter how uncool it was. He loved it when Lyric wanted to use him. It was the easiest thing he'd ever had to do, and she didn't care if he talked or not. Which of course meant that silence reigned. Truly, it was a heaven-sent thing they did together.
"What's the body part?"
"One you'll love," she purred, sounding scarily like her porn-queen mom.
"You are so not getting near my dick," he said, giving her a grin over his shoulder as he started moving faster. The others were already gone; they'd loaded out and gone on their merry ways while he'd been talking to some girls, trying to convince them to buy the new ShapeShifter t-shirt -- and model them for this lonely ShapeShifter frontman.
Just when he'd thought they were his, they'd decided to blow their cash on some weed to share with Eric and Trevor -- assuming they could catch up with them. Given the choice of chasing all of them around or going with Lyric, it was a no-brainer. Lyric made him feel good. Those girls were probably nothing more than a dick tease. Probably long gone, too.
"Not your dick, stupid," Lyric laughed. "Your ass. Trust me." She planted a foot on the stage and stepped up beside him. Not that it was a high stage unless you were short. It was the way she did it, like she belonged up there. That's how Lyric was. Everything she did was cool. She owned the world.
Even though he was ready for it, he still jumped when she touched the waistband of his jeans.
"We start here," she said, pressing a bit harder into the small of his back, then ran her hands lightly down his ass and the backs of his legs. It should have been erotic. It wasn't. She was a professional -- or at least in school to be one. "And end here," she said, tapping the crease of his knees.
"What about my shoulders?"
"Hand over one of those new t-shirts." She bent over and picked up the last three cords he hadn't gotten to yet. "I don't need to pratice shoulders," she said.
"Yeah, but maybe mine don't know that."
She laughed. "That is a different thing altogether. Best news of all for last," she added, handing the properly coiled cords over. Mitchell tucked them into place as he listened. "Mom's out on a date and Harm's at a sleepover. The house is ours. Well, except for Allegra, but it's not like she'll bother us."
Mitchell grinned. This was setting up to be too perfect. Those fan girls could smoke weed by themselves for all he cared. He was going to be a massage therapist's practice dummy.
He fastened the final case. "Let's get this into the truck and head out." He glanced around, trying to see if anything remained. He'd picked up some helpful shit by doing these final looks. Very helpful shit.
"I need my shirt," she said.
"It's in the truck."
She nodded. "You're driving?"
He eyed her. "Need me to?"
"Allegra left me here."
Mitchell grinned. "She's jealous?" A jealous twin was one of Trevor's favorite things, no matter that in this case, there wasn't much to be jealous of. This was all business between him and Lyric.
"She thinks we're fucking," Lyric said with a tilt of her head. She looked like that idea confused her. It sure confused him. Most people didn't agree, but Lyric wasn't the sort of girl a guy fucked and moved on from. She was too cool, had too many other things that were good to be around.
"Lyr, no offense, but I wouldn't do you."
She clapped him on the shoulder. "It's mutual, hot stuff."
"Good. Let's go."
Bean Dip (and) Gas
The Bean Dip/Gas adventure came about when I posted a Thursday Thirteen list of food found in Mitchell and Kerri's kitchen. My friend Erica (the same one I wrote Eric's Flu for, back in Year One) was intrigued by the chips I'd included, as one of Mitchell's few food vices is potato chips.
Erica went on from there, wondering if he ate his chips with bean dip so that people could tease him about his need for Beano.
And thus, an adventure was born, complete with a character named after the source of inspiration, herself.
Bean Dip, first posted May 7, 2007, and Gas, first posted May 8, 2007.
The Bronco needed to be emptied out. That's why Mitchell was half-in, half-out of his truck, focused on the garbage on the floor of the back seat. Four guys on the road, sometimes sleeping in the truck, would do any vehicle in. Damn, it had started smelling awful fast.
"Whatcha-doin'?" Trevor sing-songed, coming up behind Mitchell, who bombed an empty can of Mountain Dew in the bass player's general direction.
"I wouldn't do that if I were you-eew-ooh-ooh-you," Trev sang.
"Why the fuck not? It's fun." Mitchell tossed another one, again without looking. Who cared where it landed, so long as it was out of the truck. Someone else could clean up the mess on the ground. Eric, most likely. He'd throw everything all over the truck without a second thought, but went ballistic if he saw so much as one small piece of garbage littering Mother Earth. It made no sense.
Trevor smacked his lips. A bag rustled; Mitchell guessed he had talked someone into coughing up some chips. Until they got paid for this show, they had about five cents between the four of them. Unless, of course, Trevor was hoarding cash again and had used that to buy the stupid chips. He should have used it for the Bronco; they'd need gas to get home.
"I'm not alone," Trevor sing-songed.
Mitchell groaned and buried his head in the back seat. He should have figured.
"You want to come meet Erica," Trevor said. It wasn't a question. It wasn't a sing-song. It wasn't even a Trevor Wolff proclamation. Nope. It was a statement of fact. Maybe there was even a warning in there.
Before he raised his head, Mitchell let himself growl. It was the only way he could turn around and smile at this girl. He didn't want to be social and he didn't want to think about getting laid. He wanted to clean the damn truck before he had to focus on the show. He figured he had about ten minutes, tops.
What he saw when he turned around surprised him. First of all, this girl was holding a can of bean dip, and she and Trevor had almost abandoned the chips in favor of their fingers, which apparently made better scoops. Mitchell half-expected Trevor to pick the can out of the girl's hand and lick it clean.
The last time he'd done that, he'd almost cut his tongue in half.
"Who're you?" Mitchell asked the girl. She was tall, almost taller than Trevor, and she wore ratty denim shorts over fishnet hose and fourteen-eye black Doc Martens that somehow showed off her calves. A push-up bra and a ripped black Soulbender t-shirt made her look more goth than metal except her hair wasn't dyed black and she didn't have makeup on. No piercings other than her ears, too. In the absence of the uniform, Mitchell decided she was … normal. Maybe even a little pretty -- but he still wasn't interested in getting laid.
"I'm Erica," she said and stuck her finger in the can of bean dip. She licked it off before saying, "The Sleeve wanted me to connect with you guys. I'll be setting up your dressing room tonight, so if you want anything special in there, I'm the girl to talk to. Also, if you need a place to crash after the show, I've got space."
Trevor moved a step closer to her and started examining her mouth. "I want something special," he said.
"Forget it," she told him coolly. "I'm taken."
"M here can fix that for you," Trevor said, giving Mitchell a wide smile like he was asking for a punch. He probably was.
"Not gonna happen," Mitchell said before Erica could react. She was cool enough, she worked for Steve the Sleeve, and if she was offering them space until morning, he was all over it. Anything to keep from driving most of the night. He had no problem pulling over for an hour or two, but sleeping in the truck was old. If he never had to do it again, he'd be happy.
Trevor started rummaging through the crap on the back seat of the Bronco.
"Think you want that place to crash?" Erica asked, peering past Trevor into the truck. She didn't bother hiding her interest in their trash.
"If it's no big deal," Mitchell said, wondering how many other times she'd made this same offer. She didn't have that over-eager bunny attitude; this was old hat for her. That meant they'd all be sleeping alone, which was fine by Mitchell. He was sick of laying awake, listening to one of the guys get it on with some soon-forgotten chick. He wanted to sleep already.
Trevor emerged from the Bronco with a crumpled pack of cigarettes. "One left," he said, pulling it out. It wasn't very straight.
It didn't seem to matter how banged up the cigarette was because suddenly, Mitchell wanted it for himself.
"I'll make dinner after the show," Erica offered. "I make a mean Mexican spread."
Mitchell narrowed his eyes and looked her over. This was bordering on ritual. That didn't fit with what he'd been told of the local scene here. "You're Steve the Sleeve's girl?" he asked, his opinion of the local promoter wavering. The Sleeve was well-known; he never shorted on what a band was due. He did what he had to -- and not much more. So what was he doing with this chick and her odd hospitality?
Erica snorted. "I wouldn't do that sleazeball if you gave me a million bucks and underwrote my own promotions gig. But he pays me good," she said and shrugged. "So what if I have to kick him in the balls every now and then to keep his hands off me? It's nothing compared to how hard he'll get it when I spin out and start doing my own shows."
"You're on for that place to crash tonight," Mitchell told her as it all made sense. This chick was basically honest, trying to build good will so she'd have a starting point when she went after her dream. He still wasn't so sure about the Mexican food, but he'd deal with that when he had to. The last time they'd had Mexican food, they'd all gotten sicker than dogs and had to stop at every single rest stop along the way -- and a couple secluded areas, too.
Maybe the homemade effect would make the difference. Maybe she'd have a giant trash bag and time to help all four of them clean the damn truck. No way was he leaving town with it this bad.
Gas
Erica knew how to stock a backstage dressing room, that was for sure. Daniel asked Mitchell to remember to include some of the things she thought of -- ice cream sandwiches for after the show, and gummy candies -- whenever ShapeShifter got big enough to have a catering rider.
"Shit, I'll ask for ice cream from now on," Mitchell laughed as he licked his fingers. It had been a stroke of genius on Erica's part; nice and cool after the hot set. They'd all gotten headaches and nasty head rushes, but fuck if it hadn't been worth it.
Back at Erica's flat, Mitchell got friendly with a six-pack and crashed. The other three stayed up with their hostess, met her boyfriend -- a hulking biker type, apparently -- and talked the night away. Mitchell had trouble believing they hadn't gotten drunk or stoned; it took awhile before anyone would admit to doing both while he'd slept.
He wasn't sure if he should be bothered by the fact he was glad they hadn't woken him. At least Trevor hadn't started in on what a lame ass he was. After all, as much as he hated missing all the fun, someone needed to be awake enough to drive. He figured that in one hour, he'd be listening to three sets of snores.
They were in pretty good moods as Mitchell pulled the Bronco out of Erica's narrow city street and followed her directions to the Northbound freeway. After its brief cleaning, the truck smelled better, the weather was good for driving -- not raining, not too bright -- and Daniel and Mitchell fell into a discussion of how many t-shirts they had left and how many more copies of their small-label release they'd need to have shipped out when Eric farted.
Not to be outdone, Trevor burped. Then farted.
"Oh, shit, here we go," Daniel muttered.
Mitchell tried not to smile. "She did feed us Mexican food last night."
"Knowing fully well we'd be stuck together in a small space when it kicked in," Daniel pointed out.
Eric groaned with pleasure as he farted again.
Mitchell could practically feel Trevor's brain working, trying to figure out how to top the guitarist.
"Trev," he said in his most serious voice, "give me your lighter."
He envisioned Trevor's eyes lighting up as the bass player followed Mitchell's thinking. "Nope," Trevor said. "I think I need a smoke."
Mitchell growled and wondered if he'd be able to pull over fast enough, let alone get the truck into park, before he dove over the back seat to wrestle that lighter away. Setting the Bronco on fire was not an option. Not when they were this far from home and had another show in a few hours.
"Four guys stuck in a truck the morning after a midnight Mexican feast," Daniel said, then farted noisily. "This is not going to be pretty."
"Let's get the windows open," Eric said, waving a hand in front of his face. "It's getting nasty back here."
"Where's my lighter?" Trevor asked, slapping at the pockets of his denim jacket.
"So open the fucking windows," Mitchell snarled, reaching for the map.
"Don't do it, man," Daniel said softly. "Going back without a plan's never a good idea."
Mitchell glared at him. The tooting in the back continued, accompanied by a burping contest.
"We'll get our revenge on her," Daniel said with a definitive nod.
"How?"
"Beats the shit out of me, but I'm sure we can find something. We're ShapeShifter. No one fucks with us like this."
Mitchell opened his window and let go of the tight hold he'd had on himself, sighing with the pleasure of it. "I think, Dans, she did."
Oreos
There are a few outtakes that I love but don't remember much about where they came from. Oreos is one of them. From what I posted on the Meet and Greet, it appears that this moment began -- of course -- as a writing prompt. I said something to my family and the next thing I knew, my kids had latched onto the idea of me writing about their dad's favorite store-bought cookie. I think the way each guy eats his Oreos says a lot about him.
One more note: This outtake represents a pretty big jump on the timeline from the Bean Dip/Gas adventure. The band now has a tour bus and is a headliner. They're touring behind their album, Massive, which is the album before Mitchell and Kerri meet. This is when they hit the big time.
And yet, all that matters is a stupid, store-bought cookie. Go figure.
Oreos, first posted September 23, 2007
Usually, Trevor couldn't stand Eric's girls. The guitarist liked them starry-eyed and full of innocence, still able to believe that life was full of everything good -- the same way Mitchell had been before Trevor had gone and fixed him. Sadly, Eric wouldn't let Trevor near his girls. They couldn't get some much-needed Trevor-fixing.
This girl, this Patsy chick, was different. For one thing, she was a little bit older than Eric's usuals -- she might even have topped twenty. And while she was still pretty star-struck around them, every now and then, that glimmer would fade and Trevor would see the tiniest bit of experience. Maybe even some cynicism.
Of all Eric's girls, this one had the most potential to be likeable. Too bad she wouldn't be around long enough for Trevor to see if that would happen or not.
She caught up as the band brought all their shit to the hotel lobby, ready to head out for sound check. "Do y'all need me to pick anything up?" she asked. Trevor closed his eyes; she had the smoothest Southern drawl. If voices had a taste, this one would be honey. It reminded him of some of those actresses in the old movies he'd watch late at night when the high from the show hadn't worn off yet. It also made him hard as concrete.
"You could pick me up," he said, bracing himself for some physical commentary from Mitchell. The girl was, after all, Eric's. Sharing wasn't part of Eric's vocabulary -- not when it came to his girls.
"I meant," she said, turning ever-so-slightly pink, "anything you might need from the grocery, for your bus trip." She screwed up her face, like she was sorting through possibilities. "Staples, like toothpaste. Maybe someone left their comb behind, or needs Pop Tarts. I know you all can't take yourself to the store whenever you want."
"You can take yourself to me whenever you want," Trevor said, still waiting for Mitchell. The big idiot glowered but kept his hands to himself.
"I'll be sure to remember that," the girl said, sounding so prim and boring, Trevor immediately lost interest. Besides, if Mitchell hadn't hit him yet, it probably wasn't going to happen. Which meant it was stupid to keep trying.
"Oreos," Daniel said suddenly. "Four packs of 'em."
"Done," she said like she'd been waiting for just that. She kissed Eric on the cheek and left.
Oh yeah, Trevor thought, watching her ass puff up each side of her tight mini skirt as she strode out of the lobby, her backless heels flapping against the soles of her feet in a way that made him even harder. A woman on a mission's a hot creature, indeed. Even if she was boring and vanilla and maybe not so far from Eric's usual gaggle of innocents after all. Not to mention those manners. Oh, what Trevor would give to spend a few hours making her forget the charm school lessons.
She reappeared near the end of soundcheck, strutting across the empty arena floor, one of those cutie tote bags in one hand. Trevor hoped the Oreos were in there; until Daniel had said the word, he hadn't thought much about the simple comfort of a store-bought cookie. But damn, it'd do wonders for all their attitudes.
"I can't stay," she said, half-shouting so they could hear across the sea of empty chairs. Eric jumped down from the stage and removed the Oreos from the cutie tote bag, then stayed and chatted while some of the guys in the crew ogled. The girl gave Eric another peck on the cheek and was gone just that fast.
Good thing, Trevor thought, as the guys stampeded for the dressing room and barricaded the door shut. If Charlie found out about the Oreos, he'd be there. As if feeding the tour manager was on the list of band duties. According to Charlie, it was. According to the band, no fucking way in Hell.
Eric was one of those geeks who unscrewed the cookie and licked the filling out. Daniel nibbled at his slowly, almost sucking on them. Trevor liked to take his own sweet time with them, the way you'd handle a really exceptional woman. Each one different. Worshipped.
And then there was Mitchell. The big idiot jammed each cookie in his mouth whole, chewed, and swallowed just enough to make room for the next. He snarfed an entire package in the time Trevor ate ten cookies. You'd have thought this was the guy's first meal after being released from weeks in a cage with nothing to eat.
He stood up, flapping at his gold t-shirt to get the crumbs off. How he managed to get full of crumbs when he didn't bite into anything was beyond Trevor, but that was Mitchell for you. The guy made no sense.
Trevor silently counted down from five. He noticed that Daniel was counting along with him, equally as silent, only his lips moving, a half-nibbled cookie forgotten in his hand.
When they hit one, Mitchell let out a burp that shook the entire room. It was one of those that came from somewhere so deep, it was surprising that the guy's entire digestive system didn't come up with it. Good thing everything but the hot air stayed down: Trevor didn't want to see half-chewed Oreo all over the floor. He'd never be able to eat them again if that happened.
"Know what I need now?" Mitchell asked.
"Milk," they answered, as perfectly together as they could be on stage.
Trevor shook his head. "We are so fucking pathetic, it's scary."
Mitchell grinned and winked. "Just so that door's locked, no one needs to know. Who's got a few extra?"
Trevor hugged the remains of his Oreos to his chest. "Go find your own girl who'll buy you some," he said. Eric and Daniel quickly agreed. Big Bad Mitchell Voss was denied.
Trevor snickered.
Mitchell shrugged and slipped out of the dressing room. In search of milk, in search of more cookies… Trevor didn't know. He didn't particularly care, either. Just so long as the big idiot stayed out of his stash.
The First Two Drawings
To continue our quick moves along the time line, The First Two Drawings puts us squarely into the era in which Trevor's Song takes place.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/3909 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!