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  Evobe Rules


The Game

	The object of the game is to score the most points in a timed match. 

	A match consists of 3 periods. 

	A period is 20 minutes in length. 

	Each team gets 3 timeouts. 



Coin toss/Opening rush

	There are two sides of the field, Angled side and Row side. Each side has a different set of bunkers. A coin will be tossed at the beginning of the game, home team calls it. Winner chooses which side to start and end on. 

	Runners stand between the blocker boxes before game start. With referee signal, runners rush forward and play begins.



Players 

	A team consists of 7 players. 4 runners and 3 blockers. 

	Blockers are designated to a blocker box, there are 3 blocker boxes on either side of the field. 

	Runners cannot enter the blocker box. 

	If a runner gains any points from a target and they are in the blocker box, the amount they gained will be deducted from their total points. 

	If a runner causes blocker interference then a penalty shot will be given to the offended team. 

	Blockers can use shield on either arm at any point through the game. 

	No physical contact between players on opposite teams. (Accidental run ins will be reviewed by referees, if contact deemed purposeful a penalty will be called.)

	No head shots - penalty given. 

	Each team gets 5 substitutions per game. 

	If a runner runs out of arrows before the period is over they must be taken off the field. Either a substitution must be made or take a one-minute penalty before the player can run back on the field with a new set of 10 arrows. 










  
  Evobe Rules Continued


Points 

	Points are awarded for “hits” 1 point when an opponent is hit with an arrow, 10 points (center ring), 5 points (middle ring) and 3 points (outer ring) can be rewarded. 

	If there is a tie at the end of regulation 5 minutes over time will be called. Blockers will leave the field and it will be between the runners to gain points. In overtime arrows are no longer dead, they may be picked up and reshot. 

	If it still ends in a tie it becomes a shoot out and they will get a chance to hit the target. No matter where a player may hit the target it is only worth 1 point in shootouts. 



Boundaries 

	Blocker boxes are outlined in paint. Penalties will be given to Runners who step into a blocker box. 

	If a point is taken when a runner is outside of the field boundaries, point doesn’t count. 



Penalties

	Penalty One - Free shot against blockers. Runners stand by the center bunker while 30 second timer is started for penalty. If a shot isn’t taken then game resumes at the end of 30 seconds. 

	Penalty Two - player is taken off the field for 3 minutes. (Headshots, purposeful body contact)



Equipment and uniform

	No crossbows. 

	Helmets must be worn at all times during game play. 

	Each runner gets 10 arrows per period. 

	Arrows cannot be shared among teammates.

	After an arrow is shot it becomes a dead arrow and cannot be picked up to use until the period is over. 

	Player’s hit cannot remove paint on uniform until period is over.










  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1: Acceptance
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2: Pennsylvania 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3: Promo
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4: Practice
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5: Shatter
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6: Happy Birthday
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7: Birthday Celebration
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8: TeeTriesThings Podcast
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9: Dragons
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10: Halloween
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11: Dragons vs Foxes
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12: Notifications on
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13: Tornados
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14: Crush
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15: Thanksgiving
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16: Surprise
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17: Capybaras vs Foxes
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18: Winter Camp
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19: Home
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        20: 17%
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        21: Birthday Boy
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        22: Spring Break
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        23: Breaking Springs
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        24: Playoffs
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        25: Whatever it takes to win
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        26: Finals
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        27: Maelie
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        28: August
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Acknowledgements
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  1: Acceptance


Roman’s hands shook; anxiety bubbled in his veins. Joss's honeyed laugh yanked him from the edge of an anxiety attack. Their future rode on which colleges accepted them. Joss wanted them both to go to Georgia, but Roman wanted to go to Pennsylvania; he had already been accepted. If he got into Georgia as well, he wasn’t sure he could tell Joss he didn’t want to go. 
“I got accepted,” Joss announced. 
Joss grabbed Roman’s shoulders, and for a moment Roman caught his reflection in Joss’s hazel eyes before being shaken back and forth. A faint scent wafted in the air that always reminded him of Joss—a woodsy orange. Then Joss released him, and Roman collapsed onto the bed, lying in a daze as he stared at the ceiling.
Roman hadn’t been able to get himself to check his own results. His screen remained on in his hand. Joss tugged Roman’s phone out of his fingers, checking the results himself.
“Damn,” Joss groaned. “I was hoping we would go together.” The phone landed face down on the bed next to Roman’s hip. 
Roman smiled sadly at the ceiling. A sense of loss mixed with the feeling of excitement—he was going to his dream school, but he wouldn’t be going to the same school as Joss. He saw Joss nearly every day when he wasn’t on vacation with his family. They had been through little things they would forget in ten years and big things they would never forget for the rest of their lives. They discovered their sexuality together. Joss's type was everyone; and Roman’s type was no one. 
“It’s okay. I got accepted to the Capybaras.” It was reassuring. They were both going exactly where they wanted to, but dread ate at the happiness.
Joss slapped Roman’s knees and then squeezed them. “We need to celebrate.” Joss pulled away, grabbing his phone. “Something new, something different, you know?”
Roman didn’t know. “Like where?”
They always went to Pizza Grove for everything, from celebrations to Joss's fleeting heartaches, which usually disappeared by the second slice of pizza. 
Joss shrugged his broad shoulders. “Somewhere nice.”
Roman sat up on his elbows. 
“I found a place. But we’ll have to stop at your house.”
It never took Joss long to decide anything. Once Joss saw something he liked, he went for it. 
“Why?” Roman asked. 
“Because it’s fancy.”
“Do we have to?” He didn’t own fancy clothes, a few decent outfits, but nothing fancy. “I don’t have clothes to wear.”
“Do you think if you wear my clothes, people would think I’m taking my kid out for dinner?”
Roman rolled his eyes. Maybe the distance would be a good thing. Then he didn’t have to hear Joss's stupid jokes. They had been friends since they were kids, through the awkward phases of middle school and the clique separation of high school.
“Come on, what about the clothes you wore for that job before the studio? They were sorta fancy. It’ll be fun, and we never do anything like this. This is our first step into the real world.” Joss's head tilted to the side with a slight pout on his lips. 
Roman forgot about those clothes. He was surprised Joss remembered them. “Fine.” 
As much as he wanted to complain about Joss, he would miss this. Soon they would be in different states, on opposing teams, only seeing each other a few times throughout the year. Joss was a near constant in his daily life, and soon he would be alone.
Joss tossed his ratty tank top onto Roman’s face. Roman tugged it off, shooting a mock glare before tossing it back. Joss batted it away, flexing and posing. 
“Best blocker in the world.” 
Roman rolled his eyes and dropped back onto the bed. Joss was well muscled and attractive to many, but he wasn’t the best blocker. That title belonged to Demi Knight, Joss's soon-to-be teammate, who according to Joss, was just at good-looking as himself. Despite his apparent narcissism, Joss had no particular type; he liked humans in general, as long as they were older than him.
Joss buttoned up a black shirt and pulled black slacks over thick, muscled thighs. He used to wish for a body like Joss's. Roman was several inches shorter and thinner. Even when he tried to build muscle, his body remained lean. When he was younger, he wanted to play hockey, but his mom told him he was too small for contact sports. Now he played evobe, a game where players shot each other with foam-tipped arrows.
After Joss dressed, Joss drove them to Roman’s house. It was a two-story cut and copy house he had seen on every residential street he had ever driven on. With coral rock instead of lush green grass for a yard. Roman moved quickly, rushing in, tossing his clothes into the laundry basket and rifling through drawers of plain T-shirts, jeans, and shorts for an old grey button-up and a pair of khakis that fit snugly around his thighs. It had been over a year since he last wore them. 
The restaurant was a dark wooden building that looked more at home in a deep, whimsical forest than in the middle of a city. The rich wood continued inside, filling the space with a subtle smoky scent. Minimalist chandeliers hung overhead, casting pools of light over each table and creating an intimate atmosphere. Toward the back, an open kitchen revealed chefs in crisp white jackets bustling back and forth.
The petite host led them to a table in the middle of the room. They chose chairs across from each other. Roman straightened the pristine white tablecloth. Soft music played, blending gently with the murmur of conversations from other guests. 
Roman lifted the silverware wrapped in a burgundy fabric napkin. He felt like a child pretending to be an adult. 
“After graduation, I’m heading to Pennsylvania,” Roman said quietly, afraid of being too loud. 
Joss leaned forward, his wandering gaze focused on Roman. “Lucky, the Dragons don’t start training until August.”
Roman didn’t fight the smile creeping on his face. 
“You’re so happy it’s obnoxious.” Joss wore a soft smile, he wasn’t really upset. 
“Should I be sad?” Roman set the silverware down. 
Joss half shrugged. “Maybe a little. You aren’t going to miss me?”
“Of course I am, but you’ll probably be too busy to notice.” Joss was someone who didn’t like to be alone. But he also wasn’t committed to relationships, instead he sought out bedmates. It was something Roman didn’t understand but he also didn’t judge him for. Joss was happy, that was what mattered.  
Joss ignored the comment. “I was hoping we’d still be teammates.”
Roman fiddled with the edge of the tablecloth. A part of him wanted that too, but a bigger part wanted to be on his own. Wanted to take that leap into being an adult by himself, even if his anxiety sat in the pit of his stomach, coiled like a snake waiting to strike. 
“I’ll call and keep you updated on all of my hookups,” Roman joked. He wouldn’t have any, he didn’t plan on seeking out people the way Joss did. 
Joss grinned, shifting the topic. “Do you want me to pick you up before graduation, or are you going with your parents?”
Graduation was still a few days away, but classes had already officially ended. “Can you pick me up?”
“Yeah. My mom is going to drive later. She said she doesn’t want to be there too early. We can all go out to eat afterward. If your parents are cool with it.”
“They aren’t going.”
“What?” Joss's jovial face creased in shock and slid into annoyance as he sat back in his chair.
He hadn’t planned to tell Joss, but it wasn’t exactly a secret either. Eventually, he would find out. “They’re going to Maelie’s dance recital.” He hated to admit that his parents chose his sister over him, it wasn’t the first time, and it wouldn’t be the last. But it still stung all the same. 
“How is graduation and a stupid recital the same?”
Roman smiled. It was small, but he always enjoyed when Joss got angry on his behalf. “It’s always been like this, hoping for it to be different won’t actually change it.” Joss's anger made it easier for him to swallow his disappointment. 
“Still, they could split up at the very least.”
“And have one of them miss their special princess dance like an uncoordinated duck on stage?”
Joss laughed. “Your parents are bullshit. It’s graduation. They should be legally obligated to go.”
They didn’t even feel morally obligated to go. “It’s whatever. To them, graduation is normal, something that should happen. Maybe college will be different.”
Joss shook his head, leaning forward on the table. “It’s bullshit, but they’re the ones who are going to regret pushing you aside when Maelie goes off and does her own shit. Because who is going to take care of them when they get old and sick? It sure as fuck won’t be her and it sure as fuck shouldn’t be you. You don’t owe them shit.”
Roman glanced around to see if anyone was staring at them from all of Joss's swearing, but everyone was in their little bubbles. 
His sister was only fourteen, but already felt like the world owed her everything. As long as she continued to take take take his parents would always give give give. She was the epitome of selfish, and he wasn’t sure when or if she would ever grow out of it. He already knew his parents would never want to burden her; it would fall to Roman. He was the older brother. He was the one who was supposed to make sure she continued to have the perfect life, if his parents couldn’t do it. 
“I know,” Roman said, but he knew that if they ever needed him, he wouldn't turn his back on them. He didn’t blame his parents for favoring his sister. He had never been good enough for them. It didn’t stop him from being disappointed every time he was reminded of it. He spent the night at Joss's. It was the last sleepover for who knew how long. 
He came home the next afternoon. Kicking his shoes off at the door, he found several extra pairs, which meant Maelie had friends over. He rushed upstairs to his room, hoping to avoid them.
Roman stared at the missing glass orbs on his desk. Standing up, he walked over to the closet finding more missing glass sculptures. Shaking his head, he stepped back until he could flop on the bed. Fuck it. He was going to be leaving soon. His sister could take whatever she wanted. It wasn’t like his parents would do anything about it. They never have before.  
He waited until after he heard his sister and her friends go downstairs for dinner. He could smell the scent of delivery pizza wafting up the stairs. After their footsteps pounded up the stairs and Maelie’s door shut, he left his room. 
He looked around the spotless kitchen; every trace of dinner had been cleared away. He tugged open the fridge and retrieved the Tupperware holding three cold slices of cheese pizza. Leaning against the counter, he took a bite of the first slice. He could hear his parents talking in the garage. Hearing his name, he pushed off of the counter, stepping in the hallway between the kitchen and garage.
“She needs more space. I was thinking about turning Romy’s room into a studio for her. He’s heading off for college, and he can stay in a hotel for visits,” his mom said. 
His dad responded, “I’ll make some calls and see what we can do. When is he leaving?”
“He hasn’t said anything to me. Do we have the money to get it done soon? We have trips planned this summer.”
“We have that extra savings account.” 
A few totes dropped on the ground and slid on the cement floor. Roman took a step closer to the garage door. 
“Romy’s college account?” his mom asked. 
“He should be getting scholarships. We’ve already used some of the money for Maelie’s birthday trip this year. He’ll be fine.”
Roman shook his head. It was so easy for them to just dismiss him, to give away everything meant for him. He shouldn’t be surprised, but he continued to hope something would change. 
“You’re right, he’ll figure it out.”
Roman threw away the crust he had just bitten into and put the rest of the pizza back in the fridge. His appetite instantly evaporated. His sock-clad feet pounded up the stairs. If they were going to get rid of his stuff anyway, he might as well give them a head start. He grabbed an empty box, sliding his hand along the shelf until all of his glass sculptures his sister hadn’t stolen crashed into the box, smashing and breaking against each other. Each one that dropped was like tension releasing from his body. There was no point in leaving them behind. Maelie would steal them when he was gone. 
After he was done, adding in old things he didn’t need anymore onto the broken shards, he dropped the box off at the curb next to the trash can. 
His parents weren’t going to change. They would never love him the way they loved his sister. He would leave for Pennsylvania and never move back. Maybe they wanted him to just disappear, or maybe they would miss him. He hoped they would miss him. 
Graduation came and went. Roman ignored the pitying looks from Joss's mom and the fact that they got ice cream afterwards, like they were kids again. It was nice, and something he needed before he left for Pennsylvania. 






  
  2: Pennsylvania 


Jax Tate—captain of the Capybaras—was five feet and four inches full of information. His loose brown curls and light blue eyes reflected a softness that didn’t translate to his mouth. He didn’t stutter and spoke as quickly as he walked—fast. 
“This is the main door.” Jax led them into the four-story gray dorm building. “There is a package slot there. Packages will come in through the second door in here.” He brought them through the double doors of the building. “You’ll need your key card to get into the dorms, and you’ll have your own personal key for your dorm room.”
“The first room here is the common room.” They passed by so quickly he barely glanced over before they were passing it. “Rooms on the right start with one, then go to four. After room four is the first bathroom, then the kitchen.” Jax’s arms stretched out in both directions. “Rooms on the left start from five and go to thirteen, then the second bathroom and rooms fourteen and fifteen. Rooms are the same as your jersey numbers.” Jax spun around and faced them as he walked backwards.
“Morcilla is eleven.” Mariona Morcilla had dark wavy hair, dark eyes with unnaturally long eyelashes and full red lips. 
“Singh is ten.” Haijun Singh kept her head down and her arms crossed. 
“Wade is nine. Both bathrooms are available for everyone, both have showers. Clean up after yourself, be respectful of other people’s stuff.” Jax lifted his phone, not missing a single syllable as he typed. “There are packets of information and your uniforms are in your room. If you have questions, text me. This concludes our tour.”
“Are you in a hurry?” Morcilla asked in an annoyed tone.
“Yes, I am. Sorry, I don’t want to rush this, but this is all there is. There’s really not much to tell you. Also, others are around and you can ask them anything. We’re good? Yes? Questions? None?” He nodded and rushed past them. 
The three of them stood in the empty hallway, watching each other for a moment. Morcilla left first. Haijun Singh didn’t hesitate to copy her and headed to her own room. 
Roman stood alone in the hallway. His fingers fidgeted, feeling like a lost child. He shuffled to his room. The door was unlocked, and next to the door frame were black numbers. He set his bag just inside of the door. It was smaller than he was expecting, with light gray walls and a simple white wardrobe on the left, a white desk at the window across from the door and a twin bed on the right, and a single shelf in place of a nightstand. There wasn’t much room for anything else. It took him three steps to get across the room in any direction.
He glanced at the packet on the desk and the still-packaged toiletries and bedding. He shoved his bag further in, grabbed his ID card that tripled as his food, bus, and key card for the outer dorm door. 
Leaving his room, he headed out to explore the campus. Pennsylvania was warm and humid, a contrast to the heat and dry air of Arizona. Trees were lush with green foliage and bright blooming flowers. 
A couple sat at a picnic table in the center of a courtyard surrounded by various dorm buildings. Following the path, he passed by several buildings and reached a line of lit-up vending machines. He slowed down as he passed them. They held various types of food he had never seen in a vending machine before, like ramen and curry, and it came out cooked.
Continuing through the campus, he found different vending machines. He chose a mint green package. Pulling it out, he got a closer look, and it was a peach mint flavored chocolate bar. 
Opening it, he didn’t hesitate to bite in; he grinned at the flavor. There was no overwhelming flavor of mint or peach; instead, the flavors complemented the chocolate. It was something he had never had before. But being somewhere new, it was the perfect time to try something new. He bought two more and continued exploring. He spent most of the afternoon exploring before making his way back to the dorms. 
“Hey, newbs, we’re gonna do dinner as a team at six.” Lara had pink lips that seemed to sit in a permanent smile. Her dark blue eyes crinkled at the corners.
He frowned, his brows creasing. “Are all the freshmen called newbs? If we are, that might get a little confusing.”
Lara laughed. “What’s your name?”
“Roman,” he told her. 
“Last name?” she prompted. 
“Wade.”
“Middle name?”
His eyes narrowed. “Why?” 
Lara smiled, stepping closer to him. “Just seeing if you would offer it up without asking why. So, Rade, I’m Lara Leisel Lamb. A lot of people make the mistake of mixing up the first letter of my name with the first letter of my last name. So I do it too.”
“But they both start with an L,” he said. He didn’t understand her thinking at all. The letters couldn’t be switched up, because they were the same letter. Was he being hazed? Was this hazing? He didn’t think it was. 
“Right? You would think a mistake like that is impossible.” She sighed dramatically. “But unfortunately, it’s a burden I must bear.” She held a hand to her chest. 
“So you do that to everyone?” 
“Yep!” she said confidently.
He was trying to follow her logic, but it didn’t even follow the simple rule she set. “But you used my last name.”
“So you’re saying I should go around calling you woman?”
“Ah.”
“I’m not trying to bully you.” She winked and stepped back. “I have to finish getting ready, remember we’re meeting at five.”
“You said six before,” Roman said. 
“I like you, Rade.”
Lara twirled in a half circle and went back into the bathroom, where there was the sound of water running, clothes rustling, and the murmur of conversation. A popular upbeat pop song started playing. Roman opened his door and shut it behind him. He still had over an hour before he had to go to dinner. 
He saved the numbers on his phone, scanned over the other documents and schedules. They had a promo shoot the next day, where they would have to wear their uniforms and take photos. Roman pulled out his uniforms and carefully hung them up. Gingerly, he pressed his hand down on the plastic, straightening the wrinkles. He put away the rest of his dismal amount of clothes. By the time he finished, there were ten minutes until they were supposed to go to dinner. 
Through his door he could hear a few laughs, jokes and roughhousing. He waited until it quieted down to slip out of his room and to the bathroom. 
The team was spread around the common room when he stepped in. Mariona was laughing with Lara and Natya Thongsuk. Haijun was reading in an armchair without a care to the noise around her, her bag was set on the edge of a long coffee table in front of her. Roman sat in the armchair next to her as they waited. There was a TV mounted on the wall, playing some old show. The volume was low, creating a hum of background noise. The TV was connected to cables attached to several consoles on a TV stand. 
Jax clapped his hands together. “Let’s head out. We’re going to BB’s Burgers. It’s close, cheap and has a table big enough for all of us. It’s just us; the rest won’t be coming til later or tomorrow.”
Dinner passed in a blur of thick, greasy burgers with playful names, crisp fries, and sharp-tasting beer. Roman accepted the drinks handed to him and went along with the group. He knew he should have waited to eat before downing the first round, but it was already too late. By the time the food arrived, he was halfway through his second beer, and with nothing but sweets in his stomach all day, it hit him quickly. 
He slid the beer away and drank water as he ate. An uneasiness settled in his stomach. He wasn’t much of a drinker. A few parties and drinks with Joss didn’t equate to keeping up with the speed of college students. The conversations were a blur of noise he couldn’t decipher. He panicked between a bite of his burger and three fries. His leg constantly bounced under the table as he continued to eat, unable to stop himself. Another drink of water and he slowly calmed down; everything was just new. Nothing here felt familiar. He tugged out his phone and texted Joss.
Roman

Hey.

Joss

Did you make it?

Roman

 Yeah…

Joss

Does it feel like all of your dreams have come true? How’s the captain? Is he as hot as he looks on his Photogram?


Roman’s shoulders relaxed, his foot stopped bouncing and the unsettling feeling evaporated. He shook his head, of course Joss would ask that. 
Roman

He looks the same as his photos.



Joss

So he’s pretty hot, what about the others? 

Roman

I don’t know.

Joss

Sigh. I thought you cared about my sex life.

Roman

You think I care about your sex life?

Joss

You don’t? What kind of friend are you?

Roman

Your best friend.

Joss

And you better not forget it. 


Roman put away his phone. Forget Joss? Impossible. 






  
  3: Promo


Roman woke up slowly, reorienting himself to his surroundings. Light streamed in from the window, causing him to squint. His alarm sounded two hours early so he could shower without worrying about being in anyone’s way. Grabbing his stuff, he shuffled to the empty bathroom. 
Light blue tiles reflected around the square stall from the white overhead light. The color reminded him of the turquoise from Arizona, from home. He hung his towel on the hook attached to the door and turned the lock behind him. Roman placed his own spicy citrus-scented, blood orange-colored bottles on the empty bottom shelf. He turned the handle and jumped when cold water sprayed him. Goosebumps covered his body as he scrambled to adjust the temperature.
“Coach said we have to be there early with our hair and makeup already done.”
“I don’t think she understands what touch-ups are.”
Roman’s sudsy hands paused in his hair as he heard the girls in the bathroom. In high school, they separated the locker rooms. As fast as he could, he rinsed off the soap and finished washing. Only when he was certain the room was empty did he step out of the stall, wrapped in his gray towel. In the hallway, he pretended he didn’t see half of the team milling around and rushed without running to his room. He knew he would get used to sharing with the girls, but for now he would wake up earlier when he was sure no one would go into the bathroom when he wanted to shower. 
The first part of the photo shoot, they wore their white long-sleeved uniforms, with a dark pink logo and dark pink pants. The second half was dark pink, with a light pink logo and light pink pants. He traced the dark pink collar, then the stripe from the shoulder that curved down the bicep and down to the back of the arm to the elbow. A dark pink stripe started from the armpit to the bottom of the shirt. His name and number were in dark pink on the back and the Capybaras logo across his chest on the front with Harmony written above the logo and Capybaras below it. The pants and socks were the same dark pink with two thin lines on the sides.
A photo studio was set up at their practice field, in a large building on the other side of the campus from their dorm. After he put his uniform on, he never wanted to take it off. It was one of his biggest motivators when choosing Pennsylvania for a school. 
They lined up according to their jersey numbers putting Jax in front of him. He twisted his fingers as he watched the seniors model like pros. He tried to remember their poses. In family photos, he was usually the one on the edge, hands shoved in his pockets or hanging stiffly at his sides. When Joss snapped selfies, all he managed was a simple smile. As his turn approached, the anxiety had his ears ringing. He couldn’t hear a word the photographer said. His smile was weird, and his breathing was short. He quickly left after he saw the flash three times. Photoshop could fix anything, right? When the photos came out, he only glanced at his own before he pretended they never existed. The only thing he liked was the uniform. 
“You don’t have to be so stiff taking the photos,” Jax said. 
Roman looked up after adjusting his uniform. 
“I know it seems serious, but it’s not a big deal. Before we all leave, they’re going to go through the photos and call out the people who need to retake them. It’s better to just relax, have fun and don’t worry about it than hang around here until they’re satisfied.”
If his anxiety was a switch Roman could turn off, he would have shut it off and ripped it from the wall. Taking a few deep breaths, he tried to think of it as Joss taking photos when he would use Roman as a stand-in for himself. He would have Roman stand in a certain position and throw out a few poses, and then they would trade places. He bumped into Jax’s back, mumbled a sorry and took a step back. Now he was wondering if Joss only did that so Roman wouldn’t feel awkward. 
When he passed through the second round of photos, he got a thumbs up from Jax. He was forced to stay for one round of extra photos for the light jersey before he could leave. Cameron and Pio had to stay behind as well for messing around too much in the photos. 
“We can’t all be like Dae and Lara,” Cameron said, he flipped back pretend hair. He was tall, with neatly trimmed black hair. Pio’s dark skin stood out against the photographer’s background. He posed dramatically, causing Cameron to laugh. 
Daehyun Park walked in scrolling through his phone. He looked as if a meticulous sculptor created him. From the way his hair held a slight flip, to his strong cheekbones and his long legs. He was the kind of person that didn’t exist outside of magazines or a runway show.
“Knock it off,” Coach called out. “Park, you’re late!”
Pio and Cameron both straightened up and finished their photos in record time. Dae slipped in front of Roman. “I’ll be quick,” he told him in a smooth, deep voice. Roman nodded, unable to speak, allowing him to take his place in line. 
Roman was the last one to take his photos. The photographer was quick, guiding him a few times before letting him leave. 
He decided to not change out of the uniform and instead wear it for the rest of the day. When he left the building, he realized everyone had already left. On the way there, he
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