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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. 

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 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 make Trevor’s Song into a cult classic.

Vive la Trevolution!












  
  

Chapter one

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’ backyard 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 a while 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 3:00 a.m., 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 complement 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 backyard. 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 backyard. 

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?”

“Never mind 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.”








  
  

Chapter two

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 Shepherd, 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.








