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Introduction




Welcome to  The Demo Tapes: Year 3! For you old hands, the format is the same-old, same-old. Trevor. Mitchell. The rest of ShapeShifter, and all that. It's their adventures that are bigger and better. As if I’d give you anything less!

If this is your first foray into my world, welcome—and please know this is an absolutely perfect place to begin your rock and roll adventures. What I’ve put together here is a collection of short fiction originally posted on my blog, the Meet and Greet at West of Mars, between April 2008 and March 2009. Because this was my third year blogging at the Meet and Greet, this is Demo Tapes: Year 3. If you're fearing you’ve missed out, get ready to finish this book and go fill in the gaps. The good news is that each Demo Tape collection stands on its own.

The advantage of reading the Demo Tapes instead of digging through my online archives is that I do two important things to the stories. I edit them. Yep, what you read on The Meet and Greet is what I consider a rough draft. It may not seem that way to my loyal readers, but it is to me!

The second thing I do with these stories illustrates how the entire Demo Tapes project came to be. Because I post my fiction willy-nilly, my readers—that’s you—wanted to read the adventures of Trevor and Mitchell in order. From the day they met (that’s in Demo Tapes: Year 1) until they’re mega-huge rock stars (those scenes are in all three books), you wanted to watch it all unfold.

So… sit back, turn some pages, read the words, and have some fun. Writing these adventures is one of the highlights of my day. I hope reading them evokes the same sort of adventure for you.








  
  

Chapter one

Trust





This actually appeared on the Meet and Greet under the title  Trust. I saved it in my files as Trevor’s Broken Nose, so that’s the title we’ll go with here. I posted it on February 21, 2009, but I’ll be darned if I can figure out why. I was apparently inspired by something other than one of the writing prompts I have begun to favor. 

I like this piece because it features Mitchell’s mother, Sonya. I’ve always really liked Sonya and her husband, Patterson, because they’re the sort of parents I wish I was. Read on and let me know if you agree.




      ***The number of times Mitchell walked back and forth from his bedroom to the bath alerted Sonya. Either the boy was sick, which she doubted, or he was up to something–with Trevor, of course. Trevor’s involvement upped the chances that trouble was imminent.

Mitchell had left his bedroom door open slightly, so before announcing herself, Sonya peeked inside. It was a violation of the boys’ privacy, but she reminded herself that when it came to Trevor, a little bit of snooping went a long way.

“Ow! You fuckhead, let me do it myself!” Trevor’s anger was familiar, but his voice was oddly nasal. 

“So here,” Mitchell shot back. “Do it yourself and then don’t let the door hit you on the way out. Fuckhead.”

Sonya took a step closer to the door. She could see part of Trevor in Mitchell’s mirror, and what little she saw made her choke.

“Who’s that?” Mitchell asked as she coughed. 

“It’s your mother, Mitchell. May I come in?”

“Uhh…”

“She knows,” Trevor said. He sounded defensive, yet at the same time, resigned. “Better let her in.”

“Fine,” Mitchell sighed. “C’mon in, Ma.”

Trevor didn’t move, didn’t turn to give her the full nonreflected view. He stood at the mirror and dabbed at a cut on the corner of his right eye with a washcloth. A matching cut stretched from the corner of his mouth, heading back toward his cheek. His entire face was misshapen and swollen, both eyes already black.

Sonya wished Patterson was home to help. They’d known this moment was coming; they’d worried about the day they’d have to confront Trevor about the constant bruises and cuts, the frequent broken noses, the sore ribs, the perpetual black eyes. They’d agreed on how to handle the conversation, but that didn’t mean Sonya wanted to do it alone. This was Patterson’s strength.

She sat down on the edge of Mitchell’s bed and folded her hands in her lap. From here, all she could see was Trevor’s back. Thankfully, it was covered by an olive green t-shirt that bordered on being threadbare—and was none too clean. Well, as soon as he put on something of Mitchell’s, she’d wash it. Maybe even find a way to replace it without hurting the boy’s pride. 

Mitchell slipped into a spot beside her, shoving aside some rumpled bedsheets. “What?” he muttered at her, sullen again. 

Sonya shook her head and waited. 

“Ma…”

“Relax, M. She’s waiting for the right time,” Trevor said. It sounded like it was supposed to be a sneer, but it also sounded like Trevor had a few loose teeth. Not to mention the newly nasal twang. Sonya was willing to bet the nose was out-and-out broken once more.

“I’m evaluating how you are,” she said. “Is there more?”

Trevor glared at her but didn’t say anything. He turned like he was going to walk out of the room, maybe to hang the washcloth in the bathroom, but he didn’t leave. Sonya told herself not to flinch or pull back at the real-life sight of him. Somehow, the reflection had softened the damage. 

“How long before you call the cops?” he asked.

“Did Mitchell do this to you?”

The cut side of Trevor’s mouth curled up in a pained smile as Mitchell began to sputter a protest. “Chill,” Trevor told him. “Your mom’s actually got a sense of humor.”

“Well?” Sonya asked. “Did he?”

“Ma!”

“No,” Trevor said.

“Then there’s no need for me to call the police, is there?”

“You’d turn your own kid in?” Mitchell’s yelp conveyed his sense of betrayal, but Sonya ignored him. He should know better than to believe she’d turn something like this over to the police. If there was anything to handle, Patterson would take care of it. 

“Good,” Trevor said with a satisfied nod. “Cops’re a waste of time.”

“Sometimes,” Sonya said.

Trevor eyed her, expecting more, but she was done. 

“Protective services, then?” Trevor asked with a sneer. “You know, someone tried that once already. They came out, talked to Jenny, and decided to leave as soon as Hank came home. Left us four there, but Jeremy snuck out somehow and missed all the fun, the loser.”

“What makes him such a loser?” Sonya asked.

“He never sticks up for us. He’s the oldest. Instead, it’s all on me. Eliza says it’s okay, but HJ doesn’t agree.” He looked out the window for a long minute. “I suck as bad as Jeremy. I should be there now, cleaning up.”

“At least you’re trying to take care of your sister and brothers,” Sonya said. “You don’t suck for trying.”

“No? I only suck for letting it happen? For not being able to protect them? Why the fuck is it my job anyway? I thought I was just a kid. I thought I was supposed to ride the bus to school and eat crappy cafeteria lunches and do my fucking homework. Why the fuck am I the bad guy because I can’t stand being there? Because I don’t fucking want to be part of it anymore? I’ve had enough. Why can’t someone make it stop already?”

Sonya closed her eyes. Patterson had been right; the boy’s behavior and attitudes were all tied into a cry for help and a need to escape. He yearned to be part of a functioning family, even though he would sooner die than admit it. 

She opened her eyes and tried to sort through her words, but Trevor was looking uneasy again. “So what’re you going to do?” he asked. “You can’t keep quiet about something like this. Fine, upstanding people like you”—his sneer returned—“you’ve got to get involved, don’tcha? Can’t sleep at night ’cause of that bleeding heart of yours, but your idea of getting involved means meddling, not fixing shit. So let’s hear it. Who you gonna go squeal to?”

Mitchell shifted his weight. 

“No one,” Sonya said gently. “You forget who this bleeding heart is married to. You’ve got a safe haven here—a very safe haven—as long as you need it. Perhaps a measure of protection, too, but that is between you and Patterson. I suggest you don’t insult him—or me—again.”

Trevor began to fidget, picking at folds of the washcloth as it sat on Mitchell’s dresser. “This smells,” he said at last.

“Trev…” Mitchell said. 

“At some point in your life, Trevor, you will have to trust someone who offers help. I know you’re only fifteen, but Patterson and I believe you’re capable of making that choice now.”

Sonya didn’t expect Trevor to do much more than nod, but instead, he caught and held her eye, then slowly lifted his t-shirt and turned around so she could see the bruises there, too. 








  
  

Chapter two

Foot Pedals





Off and on, there's been a writing prompt site called Writer’s Island. I'm glad I looked up the prompt that inspired this piece— curiosity—because you’ll soon be able to tell just how far my brain wandered with this one. 

It was strangely difficult to write, especially given that it’s such a short piece. Even now, as I’m editing it, my page looks bloody (because, yes, I edit in red ink). If you’ve ever wanted to compare the final product with something posted at the Meet and Greet, this is the piece you'll want to do it with.

Foot Pedals, first posted June 29, 2008.




      ***Then there was the day Mitchell bought pedals for his guitar. 

“You plug it in, right?” he asked Trevor, who looked up from an inspection of the match he’d just used to light a joint. 

Trevor shrugged and put the match into the ashtray they weren’t supposed to have. As if they were supposed to be smoking in Mitchell’s bedroom, let alone smoking joints, but sometimes, Sonya and Patterson and their rules could bite Trevor’s ass. 

Mitchell stuck the plug into the former mystery hole on his guitar. The power cord went into the outlet. “That’s all, right?”

Trevor shrugged. 

Mitchell tried a note. Nothing. He stepped on the pedals. Nothing. 

“What the fuck?” 

Trevor took a drag off the joint and gave Mitchell one of those raised-eyebrow looks that meant he was echoing the question. “Ask Gus,” the bass player said once he exhaled. “He sold you the fucking thing. He shoulda showed you how to make it work.”

Mitchell pulled his head into his shoulders. Trevor braced himself. “I told him I’d read the manual if I needed help.”

“So why don’t you?”

“Gus kept it. He told me to figure it out on my own.”

Trevor nodded slowly. That sounded like something Gus would do. “So go figure and leave me the fuck alone already.”

Mitchell shook his head and turned back to the new pedal. “Gus’s right. The best way to master something like this is to fart around until you get it.”

Trevor lit the joint again. 

“It’s got to have a power switch,” Mitchell said. “Doesn’t it?”

Trevor just shrugged. The guy would figure it out sooner or later. And in the meantime, he'd keep Trevor entertained. Maybe he’d even let Trevor in on the secret. The thing had to have a power switch. 

Didn't it?








  
  

Chapter three

Banned Books





It probably goes without saying, but the idea of banning books is an idea I find absolutely stupid. For one thing, where do you draw the line? Can we ban a book for being purely  bad? Or only because it offends certain people? And who gets to dictate, anyway? 

I ran into book banning when I was in high school. Only one book had ever been banned from the school district I was enrolled in—and I was lucky enough to have a teacher who put his job on the line to slip me a copy.

I have to say, it was a horribly boring book. I refused to see the movie based on it, but I must say, the song (Metallica’s “One”) is pretty darn good. I’ll let you research the book and movie title from there, if you’re so inclined. It shouldn’t be hard to figure out.

It was with all this in mind that I sat and wrote Banned Books one October day (I posted this on the 4th, to be exact). I can’t see Trevor taking any other approach to the banned books idea, but it’s nice to see him run into someone who is like-minded, just a bit older and wiser. 




      ***Trevor stifled his smile and handed the list to Mr. Bautista. The English teacher gave it a quick glance and handed it back. “I know you hate me, but trying to get me fired is pushing it. Even for you.”








