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        NICK THE TRICK REACHING FOR CUP NUMBER THREE

      

      

      
        
        After a disappointing washout in the first round of the Stanley Cup playoffs last season, Nevada Dragons captain, 23-year-old Nick “The Trick” Tiernan, is looking to live up to his name and claim his third cup title.

        Many of us remember the historic, back-to-back successes of the rookie captain in his first two seasons as an NHL player—the first two seasons of the Dragons as a franchise, the expansion team having joined the league alongside the Quebec Orignaux in 2017.

        But can he do it again? Now approaching his sixth season as captain, people are beginning to wonder if Tiernan is an example of a star burning too hot and too bright to maintain trajectory. The first overall pick of the 2017 draft, Tiernan was set to be a generational star from the get-go, but it wouldn’t be the first time the pressure of the NHL has become too much.

        Known as the Golden Boy of Vegas, Tiernan is well-loved for his quick wit and quicker puck-handling. A prominent figure in the nightlife scene, Tiernan’s party-boy reputation is long-standing, though some have suggested that exact reputation is what caused the team to falter so early last season. General Managers Tony Murphy and Jasmine Davison continue to affirm that Tiernan is the best man to lead this team to another cup, but this may be a classic case of the Vegas lights being a little too bright to handle.

        Tiernan’s contract is set to finish at the end of this season—will his time in Nevada finish with it?

        Of course, that’s not the only fire under Tiernan’s skates this season; his former QMJHL teammate, Connor LaPorte, is finally joining him at NHL level, having signed with the Quebec Orignaux this past summer.

        The history between these two is well documented (Click here for our previous articles). Note in particular: LaPorte’s unexpected disappearance from the QMJHL; missing the 2017 draft (in which he was predicted to go first overall, ahead of Tiernan); and a long period of absence until he resurfaced in European hockey. Many of us thought he would never return to the North American leagues.

        Will this clash of the titans prove too much for Tiernan? Has he lost his edge, or will the Nevada Dragons reign supreme once more? Only time will tell.

      
        The Dragons play their home opener against the Arizona Bobcats on October 6th. Tickets available here, broadcasting on ESPN.

        —SportsBuzz, October 2nd, 2022

      

      

      

      Once. Just once. Nick would love for his name to appear in print without Connor LaPorte’s alongside it.

      It’s ridiculous, really. It’s been five whole years since they played together. Five years since their on-ice connection rocked the world of Major Junior Hockey, getting every NHL scout on the continent sitting up and paying attention, sparking endless articles about how the two of them were destined for the two brand-new expansion teams. A perfect experiment, people thought: take two young stars, hand them each a budding franchise, and see what they do from there. See which one fails without the other propping them up, because surely they could not both be so talented individually.

      Except it didn’t happen that way, did it?

      Connor left, and Nick was stuck—stuck with double the attention, double the scrutiny. Stuck with two people’s worth of expectations weighing on his slim shoulders.

      Stuck with a hole in his heart that wouldn’t stop bleeding, as the love of his life disappeared without warning and he couldn’t tell a soul.

      His entire career, the specter of Connor LaPorte has never gone away. They just have to shoehorn him in somewhere. If Nick does well, they question whether Connor would have done better. If Nick does badly, they joke about whether Connor would let him join Fribourg HC as a back-up plan. If Nick stubbed his goddamn toe, they’d somehow find a way to tie it back to Connor.

      If there’s one thing hockey fans love more than a compelling narrative, it’s a rivalry, and they’ve been clinging desperately to this one in the hopes of a moment just like this.

      Nick’s tried to see the humor in it over the years. Cracked wise-ass remarks about how when they were kids everyone couldn’t wait to separate him and Connor, and how quickly things changed. Said whatever he’s had to say to the vultures of the press to try and pretend like it’s fine, like it doesn’t bother him, like he and Connor laugh about it together.

      Like Connor has spoken to him at any point in the last five years.

      Except, now, that’s not true. Connor has spoken to him. Nick still can’t believe it—occasionally finds himself re-reading the email late at night, checking the text threads on his phone to see Connor’s name, reassuring himself he didn’t dream the whole thing.

      Half a decade of radio silence, of blocked messages and unanswered calls and sleepless nights wondering what he did wrong—and then there it was, an email sitting in his inbox, asking if they could meet up to “talk things out.”

      But Nick knows he didn’t dream it, because if he had, it would’ve gone very differently. Connor didn’t take one look at Nick and realize what a fool he’d been for leaving. There was no kiss in the rain—no kissing at all—no love confession, none of that cheesy shit. But. They talked.

      Nick’s stomach starts to churn as the memories come flooding back, and he grits his teeth. Now is not the time for that particular anxiety spiral. He knows, bitterly, that there’s a bigger reason Connor got back in touch.

      Hockey season is upon them once more. And for the first time ever, Connor’s name is on an NHL roster.

      “Yo, Trix!”

      Nick’s head snaps up, a smile immediately sliding across his face as he tries to pretend he has a reason for lurking in the empty equipment room. “What can I do for you, Kat?”

      Kat just rolls her eyes, adjusting her headset over her neat dark-red curls. She looks about as stressed as Nick would expect from their PR manager on opening night. “You can get your ass to the dressing room. You’re late. And just a heads-up, you’re gonna be grabbed for media at first intermission. Give yourself something worth talking about, yeah?” Her painted lips curl at the corners, and Nick barks out a laugh.

      “Yes ma’am.”

      “Also, Marco’s looking for you.”

      That makes Nick snort. “Goddamn helicopter parent,” he mutters under his breath, though evidently not too quiet for Kat to hear. Her smirk widens.

      “I’m telling him you said that.” Before Nick can say anything further, her headset crackles with a call, and she’s on it immediately. A distracted wave goodbye is all he gets, and then he’s alone once more.

      The home opener is always a spectacle, but Nevada lives and breathes the motto “Go Big or Go Home”—he’s already walked a red carpet, done what felt like a million interviews and posed for photos, videos, whatever social media hoops Kat needed him to jump through. He’s got glitter in his hair from the confetti cannons, and even now, an hour before puck drop, he can hear the rumble of the crowd gathering in the stadium. It’s a rush. It’s almost enough to make him forget he has a whole hockey game to play.

      Almost.

      “Get your head in the game, Tiernan,” he mutters to himself, running a hand through his hair and turning in the direction of the locker room. He can’t afford to have his thoughts with the crowd, or the season ahead, or on Connor fucking LaPorte. All that matters is right here, right now, one shift at a time.

      The locker room is a comforting whirlwind of chaos and noise, sucking him in immediately—he barely gets three steps in before someone’s balled-up sock whacks him in the back of the head.

      “Sorry, Cap!” Motormouth calls sheepishly, hurrying to grab the wayward article. “I was aiming for Beau.”

      “Oh, screw you,” Beau retorts from Nick’s other side, holding his armor in one hand and flipping his fellow rookie off with the other.

      “Children!” Nick mock-scolds, rolling his eyes—he can look forward to plenty more of that, with four entire rookies on the roster. They usually average out as the youngest team in the NHL, but this season is a whole other level.

      “Hey, man.” Marco is already half-dressed in the stall next to him, and he meets Nick for a fist-bump without hesitation. “Kat said you were looking for me?”

      Bracing himself for a question about his headspace—or worse, about Connor—Nick is startled when Marco’s brown eyes meet his, gleaming. “Yeah, guess what?” He practically bounces as he pulls up his shorts. Before Nick can speak, he barrels on. “Sticks+Stones are in the crowd tonight.”

      Nick blinks, the words meaning nothing at first, and then it clicks. “That band you and your sister are, like, obsessed with?” The older man nods. “No way!”

      “Yeah! And Kat said they’d be cool to meet us after the game.”

      “Us, like…?” Nick gestures to the locker room at large, and Marco snorts.

      “Us like you and me, dipshit. And, I guess, if anyone else wants to. Hey!” He raises his voice, grabbing the attention of their teammates. “Any of y’all like Sticks+Stones?”

      In the back corner, GJ snorts. “Not all of us are overgrown emo kids, Perez,” he taunts.

      “They’re okay, I guess,” Banjo pipes up. “They’re a little … y’know.” He flicks an exaggerated limp wrist, and something inside Nick twists painfully as the locker room fills with snickers.

      “I like their vibe,” Sunny says, loud enough to be pointed, though his gaze stays on Marco and Nick. “But, uh, the music isn’t really my jam. Sorry, man.”

      “Well, fuck all of you,” Marco declares, but he’s smiling, running a hand through his mussed black hair.

      “My daughter likes ’em, Marco!” Tony calls, and the guys snicker again. Nick’s not sure why; their GM’s fourteen-year-old daughter is probably cooler than every damn one of them.

      “Oh, come on,” Marco huffs. “I hate you all and you have no taste.”

      “Trix is your BFF and he literally likes Britney Spears.” The flat retort comes from Howie, the only one of them not dressing for the game tonight. An off-season knee surgery has the veteran goalie out for another six weeks.

      “Trix is well aware of his crimes.”

      “I am your captain!” Nick’s protest goes ignored, as usual. He added a Britney song to the team playlist one time and has never lived it down.

      “Anyway,” Marco says in a quieter voice, the attention of the locker room now off them as everyone hurries to finish changing. The clock is ticking down on the wall, and management are starting to get their game-faces on. “You’re coming with me. No, you don’t get a choice. I’m not going by myself like a loser.”

      Nick sits to put his shin guards on, sighing like Marco’s request is an enormous hardship. “I guess. Someone’s gotta tell Linds how much of an embarrassing fanboy you are.”

      “Oh, she’s gonna be so mad she couldn’t make it tonight.” Marco grimaces. “I mean, she’s already pissed, but like, now she’ll be double pissed.”

      “She feeling any better?”

      “Had a 101 fever when I left this morning.”

      “Yikes.” Nick grimaces sympathetically.

      “Yeah. It almost didn’t stop her coming—I guess there’s, like, WAG drama or whatever if she skips tonight—but then she took meds and passed out for six hours, so y’know.” Marco shrugs as he laces his skates.

      “There’s always WAG drama.” Nick feels a small stirring of guilt at that. Traditionally the captain’s wife is in charge of all WAG-related activities, but since he is tragically single, Marco’s wife Lindsay has ended up in that role. Every couple of months or so there’s a headache-inducing group chat event big enough that he has to buy her cake to make up for inflicting that upon her.

      “Exactly. I just wish she could be here for the opener.” Marco sighs, looking forlorn, and Nick’s stomach stirs for a whole other reason. Marco loves his wife so much it’s kind of sickening, and as much as he gives his friend shit about it, Nick would kill to have someone make that face just thinking about him.

      Tony’s piercing whistle cuts through the locker room chatter, and everybody starts to hustle. Nick checks his gear over one last time and is about to reach for his gloves when his phone buzzes on the bench. He almost ignores it, then changes his mind at the last second.

      He immediately wishes he’d ignored it.

      
        
        Conn: 1 New Message

      

      

      The notification taunts him from the center of the screen, and his heart skips a beat. Swiping it open, he stares for a long moment at the message; just three words, no punctuation, no emojis.

      
        
          
            
              
        Conn

      

      
        Good luck tonight

      

      

      

      

      

      Who the fuck does he think he is, sending that right before Nick hits the ice? Like, he has no idea how much Nick needs to not be thinking about him right now.

      A stronger man would ignore it. Nick thinks about it—thinks about letting it sit till the morning even, like it doesn’t matter, like it’s not the first time Connor’s told him good luck before a game since he was seventeen. Like it’s any normal text.

      Nick is not capable of being that normal about this.

      He types out a quick response.

      
        
          
            
              
        Nick

      

      
        Thanks, man!

      

      

      

      

      

      Simple and complete with an exclamation point because he’s pathetic, and then shoves his phone in his bag and strides across the locker room, ready to be the first player on ice for warm-ups.

      The stands are already filling up, everyone eager to get the first glimpse of the new season’s roster. Nick waves as he skates out, earning a roar of noise that he can’t help but grin at. His sixth season, and it’s still mind-blowing that he gets to do this. That he is the kind of player who gets that big a response. He skates a wide circle, letting the adrenaline fill him as his muscles settle into the familiar movements, turning his attention to his team instead.

      Fuck what the media’s saying about him losing his shine—he’s got a damn good feeling about this season. They’ve been up his ass about his nickname since the beginning; a nickname he got saddled with at sixteen when he scored more hat-tricks than anyone else in a season. If he’d known then the weight it would hang around his neck, Nick would’ve whiffed a few shots.

      It could be worse. His best friend got lost on a team outing once and has been stuck with “Marco Polo” ever since.

      Warm-ups pass in a blur, Nick barely even noticing the Bobcats at the other end of the rink, so focused is he on his team and his own movements, getting his mind and muscles ready for what’s to come. The chemical scent of the ice tickles the back of his brain, kicking his pulse up a notch. He can’t explain how, but the rink always smells different on game day.

      Without long to go before all the fanfare of a home opener, they’re all quick to head back to the locker room. Tony stands at the head of the room, Jazz leaning on her cane at his side, a united front. Nick mostly tunes out their speech—he should probably pay more attention, being the captain and all, but honestly it’s the same shit every year. It gets the boys going, though. As they cheer each other on, Nick steps forward, a defiant tilt to his chin.

      “I don’t need to hype you up. The folks out there will do that for me.” He gestures towards the tunnel, where the music and crowd are a low rumble through closed doors. “So let’s start this season how we mean to finish it and give these nice people something to fucking cheer for!”

      Whoops and cheers ring out through the crowded room, and there’s an awkward little shuffle as they all try and arrange themselves in number order for the sake of the introductions, several operations staff hovering around to coordinate everything. Nick and Marco head to the back of the line with Duke and Hugsy, who slings one huge arm over each of them in an embrace that’s equal parts hug and headlock. The four of them, along with Howie, are the only original Nevada Dragons left—these guys have seen Nick through it all, and he prays he can make them proud for another season.

      They start to move forward, one by one, names echoing through the packed arena and answered with screams of praise. One of the rookies lets out a hysterical-sounding giggle in the tense silence.

      Nick steadies his breathing, his heart hammering in his throat. He could play a thousand games of hockey and he would still probably feel this dizzying mix of nerves and anticipation before his first game of the season. He hopes he will, after a thousand games.

      Hugsy steps out when his name is called, and now it’s just the two of them. Marco turns to Nick. His dark hair is still damp from warm-ups, messy where he’s run a hand through it half a dozen times, and Nick automatically reaches up to neaten it. Marco snorts, but lets it happen, then clasps Nick’s shoulders and looks him right in the eye. “Love you, kid,” he murmurs. Nick pats him on a heavily padded hip.

      “Love you, old man. See you on the ice.”

      Smacking an exaggerated kiss to his forehead, Marco pulls away grinning, practically skipping those last few steps onto the ice as the booming voice declares “Number fourteen, alternate captain Gabriel Perez!” and the crowd loses their minds. Nick rocks on his toes, waiting for the guy in the headset to gesture him forward, and then he’s bursting out of the tunnel and through the ridiculous giant dragon’s maw. The crowd is so loud it turns to static in his ears, the ice vibrating with the force of it, and above it all is the announcer.

      “And your captain, number nine, Niiiiiick Tiernaaaan!”

      Yeah. It’s good to be back.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        [Image Description: The four members of Sticks+Stones stood with their arms around each other, smiling at the camera, in front of T-Mobile Arena. They’re all holding up Nevada Dragons merchandise, but there is no crowd—it’s not a game day.]

      

      

      
        
        @SticksStonesBand: Getting on board with our new home team! GOD have we missed hockey. Excited to see the Dragons kick ass this season! [image: dragon][image: ice hockey] #LetsGoDragons #VegasBaby

      

        

      
        @SticksB1tch_: UGH I keep forgetting you’re all jocks

      

        

      
        @TagMeInCoach: New album WHEN??

      

        

      
        @Unic0rnWarri0r: Disappointing to see you supporting the NHL after all the ways they’ve failed the LGBTQ+ community. I expected better.

      

        

      
        @EmosaurusBex: @Unic0rnWarri0r Oh grow up they’re allowed to have hobbies

      

      

      
        
        —Instagram, October 1st, 2022

      

      

      

      In the excitement of it all, Nick almost forgets about his pre-game promise. It’s not until they’re sitting in their stalls, having thundered into the locker room high off the back of a 4–1 win, that Marco knocks their knees together.

      “Hurry up, dude. We got places to be.”

      Nick blinks, puzzled—he’s done his media already. And then he remembers: the band.

      “Oh, shit, yeah.”

      Marco snorts, pulling his gross, sweaty sock off with an indecent noise of satisfaction. “Shower and get pretty, Tiernan.”

      “I’m always pretty,” Nick retorts with an exaggerated flutter of his eyelashes.

      As tempting as it is to take as long as physically possible in order to watch Marco get more and more wound up, Nick does want to get out of here before traffic gets too obnoxious. Also, he wants to watch Marco lose his cool over these people, whoever they are. Marco never acts like this, not about any VIP or celebrity they’ve had at the arena—and, being based in Vegas, they get more than their fair share.

      Nick honestly could not name a single Sticks+Stones song, nor any of its bandmembers. He doesn’t even know what they look like. All he knows is they’re some emo band that’s just started making it into the big leagues—though Marco will insist that he was listening to them way before they were cool. Nick’s definitely heard their music before, but he can’t say he’s paid much attention to it. He was always more into pop than rock. More Katy Perry than Fall Out Boy. Not to be a stereotype or anything.

      However, if he remembers correctly, he’s pretty sure at least one of the members of the band is queer, possibly? He’s sure he saw something about it while scrolling Twitter one time—he doesn’t exactly look for that kind of stuff, but … it’s nice, sometimes, to see other people who have the guts to do what he doesn’t.

      Sure, the music industry is totally different to professional sports, but also, they’re still a rock band. That’s pretty hardcore.

      Once they’re showered and dressed in regular clothes, Nick and Marco bid goodbye to their teammates and go in search of Kat, who’s waiting in the hallway, phone in hand. When they approach, she looks up with a smile. “The band’s ready if you are, boys.”

      “Do we have stuff to sign for them? Pucks or whatever?” That’s usually how it goes. Make nice, take pictures, sign some merch, and everyone goes away happy—especially the PR teams.

      “Wait! Shit!” Marco exclaims, going wide-eyed. “Do we have anything for them to sign? Oh my God, I should’ve grabbed a flyer, or like, anything. Kat, do you have a notebook?”

      Kat fixes him with such a look of exasperation that Nick chokes on a laugh. “I do have a notebook,” she says flatly. “But … we also sent Jesse out during the game to pick up the vinyl of their last album for you.”

      There are stars in Marco’s eyes as he grips both of her hands in his. “I love you,” he says in an awed whisper. Gently, she removes herself from his grasp, rolling her eyes.

      “You’re welcome.”

      “Do I get a vinyl too?” Nick asks, mostly to be a shit.

      “You don’t even listen to them!” Marco protests indignantly. Kat’s smile doesn’t falter.

      “They only had one vinyl in stock, I’m afraid.” Then, she reaches into her little team-branded fanny pack. “But I have a notebook.”

      Yeah, he deserved that.

      Kat leads them up through the backstairs to where the VIP boxes are at, and Marco almost trips over his own feet when they stop outside a door.

      “Jesus, at least try and be cool, man,” Nick mutters under his breath, earning an elbow to the ribs.

      Kat knocks, and after a beat a voice calls them in. Nick magnanimously lets Marco go first—it’s got absolutely nothing to do with the way he’s trying to hide his phone by his hip, camera aimed at his best friend. Lindsay will bake him cookies for this video.

      He needn’t try so hard; Marco completely forgets about Nick’s existence the second they step into the box and stares at the four people waiting for them.

      Nick’s first thought is that they look like rockstars. Even decked out in Dragons gear, they just have that quality about them. One of the guys has his home jersey on, and he’s got the build to suit it—huge arms and broad shoulders and at least four inches of height on Nick. His hair is jet black and falls across his forehead in that artfully mussed way all emo boys in 2009 did their hair. Nick hates that it kind of works for him, actually.

      Beside him is a shorter guy with long blond hair and a lip ring, wearing a blood-red leather jacket over a distressed Dragons T-shirt and black jeans. He has his elbow on the shoulder of the third guy, and as Nick gets a good look at this one, his mouth goes dry.

      The first thing he notices is his eyes, which are deep brown, almost mahogany in the stadium lighting—especially with the bright red streaks dyed into his brown hair. There’s a silver bar through his right eyebrow, and a sword dangling from his left ear while chains wind up the shell of his right. He’s tall—taller than both Nick and Marco—and turned to the side just enough that Nick can see the quite frankly spectacular ass filling out a pair of distressed gray skinny jeans. Seriously, he spends his time with hockey players; he’s seen a lot of great asses and this guy’s is definitely up there.

      But of course, Marco isn’t looking at any of the offensively beautiful men standing in front of them. He’s looking up at the one female member of the band, jaw dropped just a little. Up, because she’s taller than him, wearing big, chunky platform boots that make her at least six foot six, and that is a power move that Nick can absolutely get behind. In Marco’s defense, she’s also a total smokeshow. She’s wearing one of those cute dragon-scale sequin jackets that a bunch of their female fans wear, with a tight black tank-top and a silver mini-skirt that shows off mile-long legs.

      She looks like she could knock Marco out with a single blow, honestly. And the longer he stares at her, the more it looks like she might actually do that.

      Her bandmates are starting to frown, the pretty one’s jaw tightening as he shifts closer to her, and Marco immediately goes wide-eyed and takes a half-step back.

      “I’m sorry,” he blurts at her. “It’s just … my sister has the biggest crush on you.”

      There’s a beat, and then the woman laughs loudly, her green eyes filling with delight. Behind his best friend, Nick snickers.

      “I’m sure she’s the only one,” he teases. As Marco whips around indignantly, Nick puts his phone behind his back. Lindsay’s going to love that whole exchange. Nick might just send it to the whole team.

      “Is your sister here tonight?” the blond guy asks, the tension dissipating from the room. Although Marco is still staring at them like he’s seeing Santa Claus in real life, it’s no longer creepily directed at just one person.

      “No, she’s in college in California. She’s going to kill me for this.” The band members laugh like Marco’s joking, but Nick knows better. Sofia is going to riot.

      “Well, thanks for coming up to meet us, especially after the ice time you both put in tonight,” Pretty Boy with the red streaks in his hair says with the kind of smile that belongs on the cover of magazines. “Your goal in the first was sick.”

      That’s directed at Nick, who startles slightly, forced to stop admiring the man’s biceps. “Oh, y’know…” he deflects with a drawl he’s been told is charming. “Had to do something to start the season off with a bang.” He’s damn proud of it, honestly; the first goal on home ice this season, and it was an absolute beauty. “Thanks for coming out to support. You guys been fans long?”

      That’s the thing about playing on an expansion team—nobody has been a diehard Dragons fan since childhood. They either draw in new hockey fans, or they lure them away from other teams, and in Nick’s experience that’s a hard-won battle.

      “We moved to Vegas over the summer,” Pretty Boy replies. “Figured we may as well support our new local team.”

      “What he’s not telling you is he’s really a Vancouver fan,” the muscular guy in the jersey says.

      “I can like more than one team!” Seriously, Nick is going to need Marco to step in and pick up the conversation here soon, because if this guy keeps looking at him with those eyes and that face he is going to say something stupid. “I’m Matt. It’s nice to meet you.” He holds out a hand, and Nick notices he’s got shimmery scarlet nail polish on his fingers. Cute.

      “Nick,” he replies, impressed at how casual he makes it sound. Matt’s grip is just the right side of strong, and far too brief for Nick’s liking. “And this is Marco. He’s a huge fan of your band.”

      Marco glares daggers at Nick for a split second while the band aren’t looking, then steps in to offer his own handshake. He’s blushing. God, it’s adorable.

      “Man, that’s still kinda wild to hear,” Matt says with a small, incredulous shake of his head. “You guys are, like, legit famous hockey stars and you know about our band.”

      “I mean, arguably we are also, like, legit famous,” the blond guy retorts. “But I get what you mean. Fucking ridiculous, bro. I’m Spencer.”

      The last two introduce themselves as Joel and Casey, and also as secretly a Pittsburgh fan and a Minnesota fan respectively. Nick can’t begrudge them that, he supposes.

      Throughout the introductions, Kat and some skinny dude who probably works with the band are taking photos from the back corner. Nick nudges Marco, holding up his phone invitingly. “Dude, you wanna get pictures? Make Sofia jealous?”

      “I—If that’s cool with you guys?”

      Casey’s the one who nods enthusiastically, adjusting her hair over her shoulder. Nick sees a flash of hot pink, and realizes the underside is dyed. “Absolutely!” she exclaims, stepping up beside him. “We can get in real close if you want to make her extra mad.” She gives a flirtatious wink that has Marco turning bright red—Nick snaps a quick picture, trying not to cackle with glee. His linemate is never going to live this down.

      Nick might be enjoying laughing at Marco for this, but he’s still a good friend, so he makes sure to take several pictures, stepping back to get the full splendor of Casey’s outfit in the shot. She surprises them both by ducking down to press her lips to Marco’s cheek just long enough for Nick to snap a picture, and it’s immediately his favorite. “Oh, there’s the ’Gram shot for sure.”

      “I know the rest of us aren’t quite as lovely as Case⁠—”

      “Speak for yourself, man,” Spencer cuts in.

      “But,” Matt continues, “we’d all be happy to take pictures, if you want.”

      Marco looks like his birthday has come early, so Nick happily plays photographer a little longer, filling his camera roll with something other than his cat for once.

      “How about you, captain?” Matt says after a while, eyes meeting Nick’s. “You want in on this?”

      Nick has to bite his tongue on the first three responses that jump to mind.

      “Sure thing.” He pockets his phone and tries not to grin like an idiot when the space that opens up for him is between Matt and Marco. Matt’s long arm falls comfortably over his shoulders, fingers curling ever so slightly around his bicep. Through his shirt, Nick’s skin burns.

      “Smile, everybody!” Kat warns, stepping up with her Dragons-branded phone. Nick forces himself to pay full attention to the camera—anything to stop himself from zeroing in on the weight of Matt pressing into his side. He smells kind of citrusy, almost floral, and Nick really needs to not sniff the guy. Jesus Christ, why can’t he be normal? He meets hot guys all the time. This one isn’t any different.

      Except he is. Ugh.

      Nick tries not to sigh when Kat declares the photos acceptable and Matt steps away. Thankfully, he doesn’t go far.

      “So it looks like you guys are off to a pretty strong start this season, huh?” he says, looking at Nick as he talks. “It was a bold move picking a goalie that early in the draft but I gotta say, if his stats from last season are anything to go by, Picard might be a real game-changer by playoffs. And that new kid on your line, Ohlson, he’s got some serious wheels on him!” He smirks, gaze trailing pointedly over Nick. “I guess he’d have to, to keep up with Mr. All-Star Fastest Skater over here.”

      Now, Nick tries not to stereotype. He knows better than anyone how looks can be deceiving; he’s survived five years in the NHL as a closeted gay man, after all.

      But he did not expect actual hockey knowledge and analysis to come out of some pretty-eyed emo boy. What the fuck.

      “Shit, you like, actually follow hockey,” he blurts, regretting the words almost immediately. Thankfully, Matt doesn’t seem offended. His bandmates laugh, and he just chuckles and shrugs.

      “We all used to play in college,” he explains. “We were teammates before we were a band. Go Wolverines.” He raises his fist in a mock cheer.

      Well, damn. Michigan are Division 1 for hockey, and a good D1 at that. The upper draft rounds are littered with Wolverines, most years.

      Then the rest of Matt’s words register, and Nick’s gaze goes unthinkingly to Casey—she’s looking at him, expecting it, one dark eyebrow slightly raised. Daring him to comment.

      Oh.

      Wow.

      Marco doesn’t seem surprised by this information. Is that what the headlines Nick had seen floating around Twitter were about? That’s brave as hell.

      God, these guys are cool. Maybe Nick should’ve listened when Marco told him to check out their music.

      “That’s awesome,” he says, after a silence that stretches just a little too long. He feels like an idiot, the only one in the room blindsided by this, wondering how to show that he’s cool with it without looking like he’s trying too hard to seem chill. “What year did you graduate? Didn’t Michigan win a championship a couple years back?”

      “That was after we left,” Spencer says, a little rueful, still watching Nick warily. “We were class of 2018. They won in 2020.”

      “Not that we’re bitter or anything,” Casey adds.

      “I mean y’all had two albums out by then—I’d say you weren’t doing too badly,” Marco points out.

      “Says the guy with two Stanley Cup rings by 2020,” Spencer says. Then a wicked smirk takes over his face, his lip ring catching between his teeth. “Race you to number three?”

      “Wow, okay, that is not a challenge you need to make where Lord Stanley can hear you,” Nick scolds, glancing out towards the ice in the direction of their championship banners, as if the cup embroidered on them could somehow tell.

      “Oh, I see, you’re that kind of hockey player.” Matt’s words sound like a taunt, and Nick bristles.

      “What kind is that?”

      “The superstitious kind. That’s adorable.”

      Nick’s tongue is suddenly far too big for his mouth; an offended noise is all he can manage, and Matt laughs.

      “Look, okay”—Nick finally finds his words—“there’s a whole lot more chance involved in us winning a cup than you making a new album. I just don’t wanna tempt fate, y’know?”

      “Adorable,” Matt repeats, those brown eyes sparkling. Nick hates the heat that trickles down his spine. It takes an absurd amount of effort not to sway closer to Matt’s frame, his chin tilting up that little bit further to look the taller man in the eye.

      Thankfully, there’s a gentle interruption from Kat bringing out the merch to be signed, including Marco’s precious vinyl, and offering an array of Sharpies. Nick takes the opportunity to catch his breath and get a hold of himself: he is twenty-three, he can keep it cool in front of a beautiful man.

      “You don’t have anything for us to sign, cap?” Matt’s voice cuts him out of his internal pep-talk. The man has a Sharpie held in long fingers, and he wiggles it invitingly.

      “Oh, I, uh … I’ll be honest with you, I haven’t actually really listened to your music. Sorry.” He gives a sheepish shrug. “I’m sure it’s great. I’m just more of a Top 40 kind of guy.”

      “Wow, ouch.” Matt reels back with a hand to the heart. “I’ll have you know our last single hit number 52 on Billboard.”

      “He means Top 40 from like, 2003,” Marco corrects, because he’s the worst.

      “2003 was an excellent year for pop music!” Like Marco has any room to talk—his list of favorite bands reads like the line-up of Warped Tour 2006.

      “If I had a Wolverines hat on me, I’d sign that for you instead. Maybe that would be more your speed.” Matt winks at him, and Nick’s heart flutters.

      They chat for a little longer while Nick and Marco sign jerseys and pennants and pucks. It’s mostly Marco talking about music while Nick tries to pretend he’s following, and when someone mentions that they should probably be making a move, Nick doesn’t know whether to be sad or relieved about it. He’s probably done embarrassing himself in front of the hot rockstar, now, yeah.

      Thankfully, Nick manages to get through goodbyes without doing or saying anything weird—they all shake hands again, and he tries not to stare too intensely into Matt’s eyes as he thanks him for coming—and at last he and Marco are on their way down to a probably deserted locker room to grab their stuff and head home.

      “Man, that was so cool,” Marco whispers, awed. He’s holding the signed vinyl like it’s made of glass, and if Nick wasn’t still trying to get his shit together he’d chirp the crap out of him for it.

      “Yeah they, uh, seemed like pretty good guys.” Thank God Marco was too busy being starstruck to notice Nick’s sad gay yearning.

      “Wouldn’t it be wild if they came to more games? Like, now they’ve moved to Vegas and all?”

      Nick swallows hard. “That would be something, yeah.”

      He’s just not sure it would be something he could survive.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        LAPORTE SCORES TWICE IN FIRST NHL GAME

      

      

      
        
        Connor LaPorte—son of four-time Stanley Cup Champion George LaPorte—is a name that should have become a staple in all hockey households. But after dropping out of the QMJHL weeks before his team would reach the Memorial Cup final, taking a no-show on the 2017 Entry Draft, it seemed the dream was dead for the young star—a feeling that was cemented when, following months of radio silence and media speculation, LaPorte appeared on the roster of Swiss National League team Fribourg HC, where he remained until this summer.

        However, he’s now back on Canadian soil, and the years have not dulled LaPorte’s edge in any way! The 24-year-old centerman scored an impressive two goals last night in his first game for the Quebec Orignaux.

        No one knows why he finally decided to return, and he doesn’t seem willing to enlighten us. That has not stopped speculation—many believe it to be bad blood with ex-teammate Nick Tiernan, who has been notably silent on the subject.

        All eyes are keen to see this pair of young stars face off against each other in their first game, scheduled for December 5th.

      
        Nick Tiernan had better watch out; there’s a new name coming for his crown!

        —HockeyTalk, October 8th, 2022

      

      

      

      

      Things between Nick and Connor have always been complicated.

      Connor didn’t like him at first. Nick was a mouthy little shit at fifteen, all of five foot six and desperate to prove that he deserved to be on that ice a year early. Connor was hockey royalty—tall and quiet with an attitude like no one was worth his time. An attitude Nick would later learn was actually just disguising his constant, crippling anxiety. Nick’s French was terrible and Connor refused to speak to him in English, despite being fluent, but the second they were put on the same line…

      Magic.

      The pair of them connected on-ice like nothing Nick had ever experienced in his young life, and it showed in their stats. It was only a matter of time before that connection became off-ice too. Within two weeks they were practically inseparable, a matched pair on and off the rink. Nick was in love before he even knew how to stop it.

      Connor was his everything. His best friend, his linemate, his captain, his billet brother. And then one night, buzzed on cheap beer and a 7–0 victory, things changed. A shy kiss in the dark of a teammate’s back yard; a bolder kiss in their shared bedroom when they got home.

      It was beautiful, at first. Everything Nick had dreamed of. He could see his future stretched out in front of him, Connor at his side, and he wanted it more than he’d ever wanted anything.

      And then, in a blink, it was over. Nick was alone, the only thing in his future the endless sands of the Nevada desert and thousands of furious fans who felt robbed of the “Greatest Rivalry of Modern Hockey” and who held him responsible.

      Nick scrubs at his face and tugs at his hair, leaning against the wall of the elevator up to his apartment as the memories threaten to overwhelm him.

      He kind of hates Connor for coming back now of all times, right as the media is starting to jump on Nick for “losing his touch.” It’s not Connor’s fault, but it feels intentional. Like he’s been waiting in the wings for Nick to slip, so he can swan back in and reclaim the crown he never should’ve lost to begin with.

      But hell, at least it would mean Connor’s been thinking about him.

      “You’re pathetic, Tiernan,” he grumbles to himself as he unlocks his front door, bracing for the tiny ball of fluff that launches itself at him. “Pathetic. Right, baby?” he reiterates, holding the cat up nose-to-nose with him. She stares back, unblinking.

      It’s embarrassing how little progress he’s made in getting over Connor in the last five years. Even more embarrassing, how quickly any hopes he might’ve had were shattered when they met again—barely ten minutes into their reunion lunch in some diner in Montreal. Connor was twice as handsome as he had been as a teenager, finally having grown into those awkward limbs.

      “I’m seeing someone,” he said, and Nick’s stomach sank through the floor. “I mean, like, a therapist,” Connor clarified right after, his pale skin flushed pink, but the damage was done. He’d seen how those words made Nick react, and it became abundantly clear to Nick that he was an idiot to think this would go any other way.

      He’s glad, truly, that Connor is back. Not only because a player like that deserves to be in the NHL—he’s glad for himself, too. Connor’s absence has been a gaping chasm in his chest for the last five years, and Nick is just self-aware enough to know that he never would’ve begun to start healing that chasm without closure.

      But God, the process fucking sucks.

      Nick has tried to be mad at Connor. But he’s never really been able to do that. So he said yes and agreed to start over. He pulled on every ounce of the laid-back facade Vegas had forced him to build and mentioned with a laugh that they never would’ve worked out anyways. They parted ways with promises to keep in touch and a long hug that Nick swore he could feel in his bones for weeks afterward.

      Now he’s mad. He’s furious—irrationally so, but at himself. Here he is, feeling butterflies around a hot guy for the first time in forever, and the second he’s alone he starts feeling the itch of betrayal. Guilt over a relationship that hasn’t existed in years.

      He’s even more mad that this is taking up so much of his thoughts at all when his hockey career is in the state it’s in. No one cares that his stats last season were barely worse than they were the season before—they weren’t better, and the team didn’t get even close to a cup, therefore he needs to get it together or he’ll be searching for a new team come summer.

      That’s the problem with Nevada hockey fans—so many of them joined because it was a winning team that stayed winning, and no matter how statistically impossible it is to keep doing that forever, their expectations are high. As the star of the team, Nick is the first one they’ll blame.

      The last thing he needs on top of all that is a stupid crush on some boy in a band.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Nick is mostly prepared for the adrenaline crash that comes the day after a home opener. He’s a seasoned player, he knows how to pace himself, but there’s just something about the extra ceremony and pressure surrounding the first game that leaves him aching and fuzzy-headed.

      Thankfully, it’s a rest day; there’s optional skate, but he’s senior enough to skip that without reprimand, so he’s perfectly at ease to stay in bed. At least until Dolly hops up on the bed and digs her tiny paws directly into all the sensitive parts of his abdomen, yowling for food.

      “Okay. Come on, baby girl,” Nick sighs, scooping the little black and white cat against his chest and rolling out of bed. He drops a kiss to the space between her ears, shuffling towards his kitchen and humming under his breath.

      Breakfast is followed by an easy workout in his home gym, stretching muscles that ache from a harder night’s hockey than he’s had in a little while. His phone is used only for music; social media has a tendency to ruin his off-days first thing in the morning, so it’s a personal rule not to check anything but texts until after lunch.

      All he’s had so far is a picture from Lindsay of a bottle of Dayquil captioned with a frowny face, so it doesn’t sound like Marco is going to be around for the day. That’s fine. Nick’s a big boy, he can entertain himself.

      There are always re-runs of Grey’s Anatomy.

      The rest of the day stretches listlessly ahead of him, and he finds himself wishing for the kind of mid-season schedule where almost every hour of his week is accounted for.

      Nick doesn’t do well with boredom.

      Hoping he doesn’t regret it, he sprawls out on the couch and grabs his laptop, opening Twitter, wincing at the maxed-out notification icon. Most of them are tagged tweets of people talking about the game, his goal, his abs—he’s half-naked in the back of some celebratory locker room pictures again. Well, may as well get it out of the way early. There’ll be plenty more where that came from, internet.

      Taking comfort in the fact that he put up a good enough show that his mentions aren’t full of abuse, he filters to check notifications from accounts he follows. Right at the top, there’s a picture from the team account of him and Marco posing with the band. It’s got over five thousand likes already, and he opens the replies—and immediately closes them again.

      Homophobic hockey fans are the fucking worst.

      Tearing his gaze away from the angle of Matt’s jaw as he grins in the picture, he clicks through to the band’s profile. The header is a photo of all of them playing, and that’s how Nick learns that Matt is the lead singer of the band; he stands in the very center, guitar hanging from his neck but his hands wrapped around a microphone. His hair is spiked up, the red even more vivid than it was in person, and his eyes are rimmed with black liner.

      Not just a rockstar, but a frontman. God.

      The rest of the band look great, too: Spencer sits behind a drum kit with his shirt off, Joel holds a black and silver guitar, and Casey strums a hot-pink bass that matches both her hair and her platform boots.

      Nick opens Spotify. He did promise to listen to them, after all.

      Sticks+Stones have two albums and an EP. Nick sees the title of the EP—Penalty Minutes—and grins. Perfect. He clicks play, and immediately an upbeat guitar riff kicks in.

      And then Matt starts singing.

      Holy shit.

      He’s good, his voice confident with just an edge of a rasp to it, sticking at a throaty mid-range but then sailing up into higher notes with ease. It doesn’t blur into noise like a lot of that kind of music does for him. It’s got fire to it, a bite, something almost like pop that has Nick hooked.

      He lets the music keep playing as he opens Instagram. He posted his own photos there last night: one of his jersey before he dressed for the game, and one that Kat sent him of them with the band.

      It’s a different one than the Dragons tweeted—Kat is very hot on giving variety across corporate and personal accounts so they don’t all look like they were forced to make posts by management. Nick’s post is informal, all of them mid-conversation while Casey signs Marco’s vinyl. In the background, Nick is talking to Matt and Spencer, and he’s glad he’s side-on to the camera because that way you can’t see the gay panic in his eyes.

      Nick finds himself bopping along to the music—he likes it a whole lot more than he thought he would, honestly, and not just because the lead singer is a pretty face. He’s not that shallow.

      He is, however, shallow enough to click through to Matt’s Instagram profile for some casual admiration. There’s a good mix of press shots and candids: goofy selfies with his bandmates and pictures of horizons from plane windows, cute dogs, that sort of thing.

      Nick follows him on both socials. Then he follows the rest of the band, too, to make it look less weird.

      That’s a normal response to meeting people, right?

      When he looks, all four members of the band are following him already, so he figures it’s fine.

      Struck with a burst of impulsiveness, he writes a new tweet.

      
        
        @NicksTrix9: Listening to some @SticksStonesBand, turns out the songs actually sound way better when it’s not @MarcoPoloNHL singing them in the shower

      

      

      He grins to himself, watching the flood of notifications roll in. Marco’s reply comes in quickly, the middle finger emoji and an insistence that his shower-singing is beautiful.

      Then, to Nick’s surprise, another reply pops up.

      
        
        @RiverSticksBand: Haha I’m sure he’s not that bad, but thanks ;) Knew we’d make a fan out of you sooner or later!

      

      

      It’s Matt. Nick swallows hard as he thinks of a response that doesn’t sound like a fourteen-year-old boy trying to flirt.

      
        
        @NicksTrix9: Buying all your albums as we speak, promise! ;)

      

      

      Was the winky-face too much? Probably. Too late now.

      Not to be a liar, Nick does actually open a tab to go and buy all their albums, refusing to acknowledge the thought that now he’ll have something to get signed, for next time. There probably won’t be a next time.

      The next notification that comes through isn’t a tweet response—it’s a DM. From Matt. Oh, shit.

      
        
          
            
              
        Matt

      

      
        Are you actually buying our albums or are you just saying that because if you are that is VERY SWEET OF YOU THANK YOU

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Nick

      

      
        Yeah man, you guys rock!

      

      

      

      
        
          
        I will admit I have not listened to much yet, but I think Spit Your Teeth Out is my fave so far

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Matt

      

      
        lmao wow you went for the early stuff huh

      

      

      

      
        
          
        And yeah that tracks

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Nick

      

      
        ??

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Matt

      

      
        It’s a song about being a fucking rat on the ice

      

      

      

      

      

      Nick laughs out loud at that, startling Dolly where she’s curled around his ankles. “Rude,” he mutters, then types it into the chat.

      
        
          
            
              
        Matt

      

      
        I call it like I see it

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Nick

      

      
        I don’t even play like that anymore! I have grown as a person!

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Matt

      

      
        Suuuure ;)

      

      

      

      

      

      A grin tugs at Nick’s lips as he types his response, his stomach fluttering in a way he firmly does not think about. Matt’s funny, unafraid to chirp Nick for his rat behavior, which, yeah, he’s not totally wrong—Nick still has some pest-like tendencies despite trying to set a good example as captain. When you grow up small and speedy and smart-mouthed, it’s the only way to survive on the ice.

      After a little while, the conversation starts to die out, and Nick’s heart lurches as he tries to think of something to keep it going. But he can’t. Not without getting into the possibly weird territory of getting way too personal with a dude he literally just met for an hour after a hockey game.

      So he lets it drift, and when after fifteen minutes or so Matt hasn’t replied, he bites his lip and clicks back to his main feed. It’s fine. They follow each other now, so that’s something. And it’s not like Nick can do anything about his little crush, anyway. It’s just … a passing attraction. He’s always been weak to pretty brown eyes.

      It’s been too long since he last got laid, is all. He’s letting his brain run away with him. It’s not like he could actually date the guy. There’s so many reasons why it would never work out.

      Then his stomach lurches as a thought occurs to him, sudden as a puck to the face, snapping him out of that thought spiral.

      For the first time in five years, not one of those reasons is that he is still in love with Connor LaPorte.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Nick doesn’t sleep well that night. He sits up and listens to any music that isn’t Sticks+Stones, and he has a small meltdown over his lack of romantic love for Connor, and he stares at his phone for an hour while talking himself out of calling either Marco or Connor himself.

      Y’know, just your average Friday night.

      But they’re playing Colorado the next day, so he doesn’t have time to feel sorry for himself. He falls into his game-day routine, ignoring the narrow-eyed stare Marco fixes him with as he walks into the locker room for morning skate. “It’s a beautiful day to kick some ass, people,” he says as his greeting to his team, and Duke is the one who snorts.

      “Watching Grey’s again, Cap?”

      “It’s quality entertainment, man.” Nick grins breezily, pulling his sweater over his head. “You have a better way to spend a day off?”

      That sets Duke off talking about his own Friday, spent hanging out with his family—his beautiful wife and their adorable daughters and their dopey Newfoundland dog. Duke has the most picturesque life Nick has ever known of anyone. It couldn’t happen to a nicer guy, truly, but at the same time it’s absolutely mind-blowing to Nick that Duke’s only two years older than he is.

      But it’s an easy conversation to fall into the background of; Nick almost thinks he’s gotten away with it, until Marco’s hand clasps his shoulder as he moves towards the equipment room. “Hey, you need a minute, man?” he asks in an undertone, cocking one dark eyebrow in concern. Nick plasters on a smile that he knows isn’t fooling his friend.

      “Nah, bro, I’m good. Just had a weird night.” Marco keeps staring him down, and Nick resists the urge to squirm.

      “Is this about LaPorte’s two goals?”

      “What? No!” It’s not even a lie—at this point Nick wishes he had the mental capacity to care about being one-upped by Connor fucking LaPorte in the first week of the season, but his current crisis has kept him a little busy. “Seriously, I’m okay. Tell you about it in Tampa?”

      The promise satisfies Marco enough to leave him be, and Nick eagerly switches into hockey mode, ejecting any thoughts that aren’t related to the game or his performance.

      His rule about no social media is even stricter on game days. Nick used to be kind of addicted to it, scrolling the internet before his pre-game nap to see what was going on, what people were saying about him. Coming off the ice and immediately grabbing his phone for the game post-mortem. But last year it all started worming its way into his head, affecting his game and his mental health, and Marco threatened to delete all his accounts if he didn’t draw healthier boundaries.

      Because of that, it’s not until he’s at home that night that he sees the DM waiting in his inbox. His heart stutters.

      
        
          
            
              
        Matt

      

      
        Hey so I didn’t wanna offer until I’d checked with our manager that it was ok but we’re doing a local show on Friday and I was wondering if you wanted tickets? Since you’re a fan now and all ;) I know you have a game on Sat so totally chill if you can’t make it. Here’s the deets. Let me know! :)

      

      

      

      

      

      He’s attached a link to the venue’s website, on the listing for a Sticks+Stones concert on October 14th. The little banner says it’s sold out. Nick stares.

      So much for never seeing Matt again.

    

  


OEBPS/images/rtx-1f409.png





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Nick Tiernan’s Pop-Punk Education
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Thank you for reading
        
          		
            Next: Power Move
          


          		
            We think you will also love…
          


        


      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Credits
      


      		
        Subscribe to OMC
      


      		
        About the Publisher
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/omc-logo-bw.jpg





OEBPS/images/rtx-1f3d2.png





OEBPS/images/image-317452-fcx.jpg





OEBPS/images/trick-shot---playlist.jpg
b Toras
gk Fhctio

& [ll-tlmlfn-

LA Devotee - Panic! At The Disco

This City Is Contagious - The Cab

The Last Of The Real Ones - Fall Out Boy
Guilty Pleasure - Cobra Starship

Chelsea - The Summer Set

Dirty, Pretty, Beautiful - The Maine
Hallucinations - PVRIS

Take It Home - The White Tie Affair

Dream Boy - Waterparks

Surrender the Night - My Chemical Romance
PMA (feat. Pale Waves) - All Time Low

The Best Damn Thing - Avril Lavigne
1990something - Sub-Radio

Want You Like That - Charlotte Sands
Text Me In The Morning - Neon Trees

Ver - Creeper

Still into You - Paramore

Contagious - BOYS LIKE GIRLS

A Story To Tell Your Friends - Every Avenue
Secrets - State Champs





