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King of the Pumpkin Patch

    by Latigra

      Summary

      The Montreal Voyageur Rookies prepare for Jackie Pike's exclusive Halloween Party.



      Notes

        I am getting into the Halloween spirit here. The plan is to post the final part on the 31st because, as usual, I started writing too much before getting to the point.




  






      

  












      Chapter 1
  



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  Cole Passey had rented the biggest apartment out of all the Voyageur rookies, which Nikolai Babikov thought was a huge waste of money. The dude had four bedrooms and three full bathrooms, a kitchen with an island that could fit three cooks, a dining room with a table that fit eight people, a living room with a massive smart TV, and a big ass balcony overlooking the Montreal skyline. Passey insisted he needed it in case his cousins or old teammates visited, like he had time for any of that. They'd be on the road for most of the season. If he even made it through the whole season.
Passey was shit with money, but it probably wasn't a big deal. It was obvious that he was rich, maybe Carmichael rich--both of his parents were investment bankers demonic financial types. His grandparents were in real state, so landlords or house flippers. Or both. Nikki shouldn't pay him any mind, much less form opinions about his extravagant lifestyle.
Nikki was noticing a lot of shit he really shouldn't, like the fact that his teammate Jeremy McAllister was having a bit of a glow up. He still had a smattering of acne scars over his jaw, left side more than the right, and his upper lip would always be a little too thin, but how he was using some face cream and fancy shampoo so his blond hair was softer looking. Worst of all, he'd had a last little growth spurt that deepened his voice, making his annoying speeches a little less grating.
"Guys, Fernando said yes!" he told them beaming, "He's coming up to Montreal!"
"Great," mumbled Passey, without looking up from his phone. They'd left him in charge of picking a Netflix movie and he'd been scrolling for fifteen minutes.
At this rate, they wouldn't watch anything at all. Passey could probably stream anything and they'd continue doing their thing as they lounged on the rectangular couch, occasionally reaching for the team dietitian approved snacks that had been delivered by Player Services earlier. All gross shit, but Nikki made himself eat. He was nowhere near close his calorie minimum for the day. At 6'7, he had to shovel crazy amounts of food to get through an MLH season. Sometimes, he felt like a tiger stuck in a zoo. He'd seen in a documentary once that some of them got bored and stopped eating no matter how much delicious meat the zookeepers threw in their enclosure and so they started getting skinny and the visitors got freaked out. 
The team nutrition people weren't even giving them tasty food. He scanned the room, wondering if any of his teammates wanted to play some Smash with him. Koval was scrolling passively, Dylan was reading a Chinese novel, Carmichael was texting some new girl of his furiously, and Jamie was in the corner reviewing tape from the Ghosts' last game.
"Why didn't Fernando want to come in the first place?" asked Dylan.
"Money," said Jeremy. "I told him I'd pay for everything, but he kinda felt uncomfortable with that. He told me he got cash from somewhere."
"So he's coming to the Pike's Halloween party, then?" said Jonas. "Historic event, bros."
"The Pikes have a Halloween party whenever the Voyageurs are in Montreal for the holiday," said Dylan. "I know 'cause of my friends follows WAGs on social media and she was disappointed we were on the road last October."
"What are they talking about?" asked Koval, in Russian. He was their new D-man, more bulky than tall, standing at a mere 6'3, and he had dark hair and dark gray eyes. Dylan had complained that he gave everyone intense stares, but Nikki didn't see anything strange about him. He seemed like a team player, which was more important than anything.
Nikki gave him the gist of the situation.
"This is probably the first time an MLH player brings a boyfriend to a WAG event," said Jonas. "Openly, I mean. I bet some duded brought boyfriends as friends."
"Oh," said Jeremy. "You guys think Jackie will mind?"
"No way," said Passey. "Jackie's cool."
"It'd look for her business to have the first official boyfriend at a WAG event," said Jonas.
"Dude, what business?" Jeremy. "She's just Hayden's wife."
"What are they talking about now?"
Fuck, they needed to get Koval's English up to speed asap, though sometimes Nikki appreciated the distraction of having to translate for him. Like right now, when he was noticing that Jeremy freaking McAllister was getting kind of hot. Jeremy didn't look like a girl in the slightest. There was no excuse to think he was pretty.
They were all at Passey's since they wouldn't have morning skate tomorrow. It was a rest before a game against the New Jersey Ghosts, though of course they would have tape review and warm up in the late afternoon. They'd be at the clubs, but Theriault had - as he did before all home games - explicitly forbidden any alcohol or women. The women part had been weird until J. J. explained that he meant puck bunnies specifically, not WAGs.
He doesn't want us getting into bullshit before a game, is all.
The biggest bullshit last season had been with a wife, but Nikki didn't like thinking about it. He glanced at Jeremy as he babbled excitedly to Dylan, who was of course seated right next to Nikki on Passey's large, plush couch. Something Dylan said made Jeremy blush and cover his face with his hand. Nikki thought, much to his horror, that he hadn't gotten laid in more than three weeks.
With a woman, just to be clear. They'd gotten their asses handed to them in Boston and J. J. insisted that they all go out to lick their wounds. Nikki found himself a beautiful, short girl with dark skin and large breasts who almost turned him down. Nikki thought she'd be icked out when she handily beat his ass at a quick game of pool, but luckily, he'd won her over and performed well enough in bed that they'd even exchanged numbers. Her name was Cady and most of the time, she ignored his texts. She was the opposite of Dylan, basically.
He could give himself a pass about finding Dylan because of the hair and the lips, and because it was flattering to have someone everyone agreed was hot crushing on him. Him! Nikolai Babikov, hulking Slavic troll who made women run away on sight (at least until they learned he was a pro athlete) had Dylan Xie giggling and blushing with minimal effort. Nikki had also dismissed finding Jamie Wagner hot. Everyone thought Jamie was hot too, to the point that the corners of the internet where puck bunnies hung out couldn't agree on who was prettier: Xie or Wagner (Jamie). Not the other two Wagners, who were average looking on a good day.
But Jeremy? There was no way Jeremy was hot or pretty enough to transcend sexual orientation. Nikki was fucked.
He looked at Jeremy again. Jer caught his eye and grinned. "Nik, what are you dressing up as?"
"A communist," said Nikki.
Jeremy laughed so hard he let out that annoying little snort of his, which sounded cute. Maybe Jeremy was taking estrogen? Nikki had read online that sometimes, gay guys took low dose estrogen to look prettier and trap straight guys.
No way; that was crazy internet bullshit. Even if it wasn't, Jeremy couldn't be taking estrogen because he was on fire this season. It was probably just the face cream and fancy shampoo Fernando gave him. Now that they were boyfriends, Jeremy took Fernando's word as law. He was beyond whipped. He was probably doing before, Nikki bet. They'd known each other since they were fourteen or something.
His phone rang and Nikki was grateful for the distraction until he realized it was his shitty brother calling. He grunted, drawing Dylan's attention, and got up to go out to the balcony.
"You should take your coat," Dylan called out.
Nikki waved a dismissive hand at him, dramatic Miami boy that he was. The mildest cool breeze drove him to conniptions.
Out in the balcony, Nikki paced a bit, looking out at the lights glittering over the St. Lawrence River. Pretty, but no reason to delay an unpleasant call. He dialed his brother. Andrei picked up immediately.
"What do you want?" Nikki asked in Russian.
"I can't call to ask how you're doing?" Andrei asked in English.
"You could, but you never do."
"That's not fucking fair, Nikolai," said Andrei. "I'm out here at the dealership, dealing with Dad, managing Mom's fucking hysterics, trying to take care of my new baby, and trying to break out on my own. Sorry I don't time have to check on how your dream MLH life is going."
"How much money do you want?"
"Fuck you," said Andrei. "What if one of our parents is dead?"
"Andrei," said Nikki.
"I need twenty thousand."
"Man, go fuck yourself," said Nikki.
"Like you don't make that much per game."
Nikki didn't know if he made that much per game, and he didn't care either. That was a crazy amount of money to give to a degenerate fucking gambler. Andrei could go and cry to their dad about it. Or their mom, which was probably what he would do once Nikki made sure he didn't need the money for hospital bills or something and hung up on him.
"What exactly do you need the cash for?"
"I got a friend who has a lead on a really good investment, Nikki," said Andrei, in that rapid desperate he talked when he thought he was about to get his way. "It's a crypto AI start up--you should get in on this too, and put up more than twenty-K. That's just all I can afford."
"You're fucking asking me for twenty grand - never fucking mind!" He cut in when Andrei made a strangled noise. "What the fuck AI are they making?"
"An agentic companion/girlfriend," started Andrei.
"Andrei, for fuck's sake," said Nikki. "You want twenty grand to invest in bootleg porn Alexa?"
"AI is the Google of the future!"
"Dylan says that's bullshit and he knows computers."
"You do everything that little fag says - "
Nikki hung up on him and blocked his number. That should buy him a few hours until he called their mother to whine and she called Nikki to admonish him for not being kinder to his brother.
"Are you okay?"
Nikki whirled around, hand instinctively curling into a fist, and met Dylan's big eyes staring up at him full of worry. He'd thrown on a sweater but still shivered at a little a gust of wind.
"Was that your brother?" asked Dylan.
"You speak Russian now?" Fuck, had Nikki slipped back to English without noticing?
"No, but you only sound like that when it's your brother calling," said Dylan.
"That wasn't Andrei," lied Nikki, annoyed that he could be read so easily. "What are you doing out here? It's chilly for you. You should be reviewing tape with Jamie now that Coach wants you guys for a third PK unit."
"Why are you so mad at me lately?" asked Dylan, jumping straight at the issue.
Nikki was surprised he'd sat on it for so long. "Not everything is about you all the fucking time."
Dylan shrank in on himself in a way he never did, not even when Theriault went off at him, and Nikki wanted to grab him by the shoulders and shake some fucking sense into him. Their little game was out of control and had been for months, if not longer. They should cut it out - stop sitting together, helping each other with their gear, Dylan should stop plastering himself all over Nikki every chance he got.
None of it was necessary anymore. The Voyageurs didn't give a shit he was queer; they didn't give a shit that Jeremy had a boyfriend, so they could go back to being normal. Like they were before. . . Nikki didn't remember the point when they had been normal, but they should go back to it.
"I heard my name," said Dylan, under his breath.
"What?"
"When you were talking to your - to whoever you were talking to," said Dylan. "I heard my name."
"I was talking about someone else; it's a common name." Nikki went back into the apartment because he was sure Dylan would not just fucking drop it no matter how dejected he looked.
"Bro," said Passey. "How do you feel about a nature documentary? Something about tigers?"
"I'm going home," said Nikki, not looking towards Dylan as he also walked into the apartment. "Big day tomorrow."
"I'll go home too," said Jamie.
"What?" said Jeremy. "It's not even eight yet!"
Nikki didn't care. He told Koval he'd have to rely on the translation apps for the rest of the evening and got the hell out of there without even looking towards Dylan.

"What exactly is going on with you two?" asked J. J. next day, right before their game was about to start.
"What do you mean?" asked Nikki, even though he knew exactly what J. J. meant.
For the first time in. . . well, since they'd started playing together, Nikki and Dylan were getting ready for a game at opposite ends of the locker room. Dylan was all the way in Jamie's corner chatting as he taped his stick. Nice to see that, overall, the two of them got along. Nikki had worried, maybe let the internet get in his head about the rivalry that would surely sprout between Xie and Wagner.
"Nikki," said J. J.
"We're fine," said Nikki. "We're professionals."
"You better be," said J. J., gesturing to Drapeau. "I think Patrice is having an off day; last thing I need is my partner fighting with his boyfriend."
He's not my boyfriend, Nikki didn't protest. It would only make things worse. He just needed to get through this awkward, distance-establishing phase, and then everything would go back to normal.
By the second half of the third period, things were kind of a mess. The Voyageurs were winning, three-two, but the Ghosts had taken three shots in quick succession that had Patrice restless at the crease. They needed to get more aggressive.
Hollander certainly tried, checking one the Ghosts' forward into the boards mid puck steal and passing immediately to Hayden. The Ghost did not take kindly to it and tried retaliating. It all happened too fast for Nikki to tell for sure, but a few moments later, the ref was announcing a two minute minor slashing penalty and motioning Hollander to the box. The jumbotron replayed the offending play and yeah, Hollander was little too aggressive with his stick.
Since it was an early season game, Theriault was feeling a little bold. He barked that Dylan and Jamie would be the forwards in the PK unit even though Jake and Hayden (and even Jeremy) were available and way more defensive. This fucking game would so go into overtime.
Jamie and Dylan might not be sturdy, but they were speedy and resilient. They managed to chase the Ghosts back to their zone with constant, quick passes, much to Nikki's surprise. And the Ghosts' D-man, who also got pissed enough to crash into Dylan so hard that he fell to his knees. Nikki burst into action and got between them as the home crowd booed furiously, wondering where the fuck the refs were.
The Ghosts skated towards Drapeau. Dylan jumped to his feet and chased after them as Jamie stole the puck again and passed to him. They could salvage this -- and Drapeau was edging away from the net. Nikki could practically hear J. J. groaning. He rushed forward, eyes tracking the puck - now back to Jamie - and Drapeau at the same time.
Another Ghost got the puck soon enough and got ready to shoot. Drapeau checked him - leg pads and all. The forward stumbled, hesitating when he noticed who exactly interrupted him. Nikki skated towards the crease, bending down to grab the catch glove Drapeau had dropped as J. J. headed towards Drapeau. A Ghost forward took control of the puck and took his shot.
Nikki was honestly startled when the puck hit Drapeau's glove. Mostly, he'd been expecting the game to go overtime and Drapeau to throw a shitfit if someone didn't deliver his favorite catch glove at once. Even though he was the one who had discarded it. The crowd broke into joyful cheers, and then even more joyful cheers when a fight broke out between J. J. and a Ghost D-man. That resulted in two more two minute minors - one for J. J. and one for the Ghost D-man - leaving Dylan and Jamie to dance around the remaining Ghosts. 
"Fucking killed it!" J. J. yelled later in the locker room, after they'd won the game. He jumped on Nikki and gave him a big bear hug. "My boy is practically a backup goalie!"
"We should have him train with us," said Drapeau.
"Nice job," added Hollander, patting Nikki's arm absently.
"Thanks!" Nikki had seen the replay and he couldn't believe no one had clocked how surprised he'd been when he made that save. He wasn't about to point it out to anyone. Certainly not to reporters, post-game. For the first time, they asked for Nikki. He trotted behind Hollander, making sure to keep his face serious.
"You have to stay focused on the puck always," he said. "Defend your teammates first, and watch the puck. Your goalie should be able to take a nap back there, if he wants."
Hollander smirked and Nikki decided to take it as agreement.
His good mood lasted until he was heading out and caught sight of Dylan's little brother hanging out by the entrance to the locker room.
Right. Little Nolan Xie arrived in Montreal in the morning and would be staying for the next two weeks in some advanced research cultural exchange thing. Dylan had babbled about it for a whole month while preparing his apartment like he was welcoming the Prince of China himself. Did China have a prince?
"Hi," said Nolan, when Nikki was close enough, looking up at Nikki with big, accusatory dark eyes. He was like a mini-Dylan with a silly bowl cut. It was worse now that he was a little older.
"Hi," said Nikki. A bunch of dudes were a few paces behind him. Dylan too, maybe. "Where's your babysitter?"
"Ditched her," said Nolan. He looked behind Nikki and started speaking in Mandarin.
"You can speak English, Nolan," said Dylan.
"Is your boyfriend staying with us?" asked Nolan. Probably not what he'd said before.
Dylan screeched and the he started speaking Mandarin. Nikki kept walking without looking back. They had actually talked about this. Dylan's apartment wasn't as stupid big as Passey's; he had one guest bedroom, like a normal person. If Nikki wanted to stay over, as he often did, he would have to sleep on the couch unless Nolan agreed to sleep on the same bed as Dylan. Nikki had said it didn't need to come to that.
He had his own apartment. There were about twenty other Voyageurs he could stay with. They shouldn't have been talking about it in the first place. Nikki didn't even stay with Dylan that often.
Out in the parking lot, Jeremy called out to Nikki. "Hey, hold up. Nik!"
Nikki forced himself to stop, but he didn't turn out.
"Dude, are you okay?" Jeremy ran in front of him. "Nice save - totally accidental; looks like only I noticed so don't worry - but if you don't get your shit together soon, it's gonna start affecting your game. What's the problem? Why are you and Dylan fighting?"
"We're not fighting!" Nikki half-yelled, like people who were not fighting did all the time. "I'm just busy, okay? There's more to me than being a hockey player. And Dylan Xie."
"Like what?"
"Like. . ."
Jeremy raised his eyebrows.
"None of your fucking business," said Nikki, refusing to feel guilty when Jeremy got the air of a kicked puppy about him. He kept walking without looking back until he made it to the spot were Player Services had their drivers hang out after games.

Voyageur Rookies
Jeremy McAllister
bros have we all decided on our costumes?
this is very important!
Jackie said she'll be running a poll for best boy costume and best girl costume online
Dylan Xie
shouldn't it go to one of the kids?
Jeremy McAllister
there will be a separate one for the kids
Nikolai Babikov
Koval wants to know what metrics to work on
Jeremy McAllister
wdym
Cole Passey
like is it a creativity thing? hotness? scariness?
if it's hotness than the chicks and dylan and jamie have an unfair advantage
James Wagner
is dressing up mandatory?
Jonas Raphael Carmichael III
these things usually go to the hottest people
Cole Passey
like I said
unfair advantage for Xie and Jamie
Jeremy McAllister
bro you are so gay
Cole Passey
dude your literal boyfriend is coming to this party
Jeremy McAllister
and you don't see me throwing the towel because Dylan and Jamie are so hot
they're not even that hot
Dylan Xie
I am definitely hot
Nikolai Babikov
Koval says he's going as Frankenstein
and I will be going as a communist
Jonas Raphael Carmichael III
wtf do you mean by that?
Jeremy McAllister
passey let's just stick with our spiderman idea but not do the race part
James Wagner
I'm afraid to ask but wdym race part?
Cole Passey
I was going as Peter Parker and Jer was going as Miles Morales
Dylan Xie
oh my god
Jeremy McAllister
fernando said no though
Jonas Raphael Carmichael III
I think you guys should go for it lmao
Nikolai Babikov
yeah me too

Unfortunately, the mute period on his whole family expired right then and Nikki was pulled out of the groups chat by a bunch of messages from his his mother, Yulia Babikov. As expected, Andrei had gone to whine to her about how "rude" Nikki had been about his "business idea" and she had proceeded to send him a stream of reprimands about how unlucky Andrei had been since his accident. And how important family was. And how proud Pyotr, their father, would be if Nikki extended a helping hand.
Their father thought Andrei was a fucking deadbeat and he was right. It was probably the only thing that old fucker was right about. That, and everything he said about how easy it was to get dumbasses to buy trucks they didn't need.
You can give him 20k if you want
Nikki texted that to his mom, then muted her again. When she tried to call him, he went ahead a blocked her for a bit. He was sure Andrei was taking time out of his busy day to keep her company right now.
For good measure, Nikki made sure to block Andrei as well. No need to block their dad. The Babikovs were not brave enough to go and bug him with their bullshit.
The rookie group chat was still going strong. It seemed that Dylan was trying (and failing) to explain to Passey that he could not give Jeremy permission to do blackface. Jonas, shit stirrer that he was, threw in the idea that they should ask J. J.'s opinion. It wouldn't amount to anything because Jeremy already said he wouldn't do it since Fernando thought it was a bad idea, so there was no need to step in. And Nikki would have.
Funny as the idea was, he didn't want his stupid forwards to get into some shit with the internet. He was about to get into some shit with the internet, but he knew how to do it discreetly and anonymously, like God intended.
Nikki tripled checked his VPN to verify that IP address claimed that he was posting from. . . Chile, this time. He pulled up his third Strife account, the one he used to ask semi personal questions, and went to one of his gaming channels. One with psychos who seemed to have some self awareness, if nothing else. Nothing more honest than a psycho with self awareness.
He chewed on his lower lip, trying to phrase his question in the most productive way.
Bros, he started, have any of you ever randomly started noticing your hot male friends in a sexual way? Like the ones who are kinda girly?
Dude how many traps do you know?
Lol
Lmao even

They're not traps none of them are pretending to be girls, Nikki clarified. They're just hot.
Lol how old are u???
That's called being a fag, fag

I'm 19. Theyre 19 and 19. And 20.
Fag.
How hot is the hottest one???

Nikki ignored the accounts calling him slurs - the more attention he gave them, the worst they would get - and thought about how to describe Dylan. He couldn't think of anything besides "hot" and "Asian". And "girly". He started typing that he had dark hair and Asian-type eyes, then rolled his eyes, deleted the stupid sentence, and just dropped the relevant info.
He looks like Dylan Xie. From the Voyageurs. Hockey team.
He got a bunch of gifs making fun of him, which he scrolled on by. What the hell did he expect from these assholes? Someone posted a picture of one of Dylan's Under Armor ads and bunch of dipshits started arguing about whether or not Dylan counted as trap.
This guy is one of my exceptions look at him lol
Being into him is not gay he looks like a girl
Delusional cope from everyone wanting to ride this guy's dick he does not look like a girl at all if you want him your gay af
What about the other two, OP?

Since namedropping Dylan got the job so well Nikki used the same strategy.
They look like Jamie Wagner and Jeremy McAllister. Same hockey team.
Lmaooooo
McAllister??? Dude are you crazy? That's your average hockey troll whose teeth haven't been knocked out yet
OP you are super gay
Wagner has three years of looking like that and then he'll look like his ugly ass brothers
Let me guess you think Nikolai Babikov also looks like a girl
Omg that dude looks like one of the trolls from Skyrim

Harsh, but Nikki could see where the bro was coming from, especially with all the pictures of him standing next to Dylan all over the internet.
Omg have you guys seen the Everglades livestream????
Babikov looks good shirtless just go doggy style with him so you don't have to see his face
Let's go back to OP's original question how many gay feelings can you have before you're gay?
Have you morons ever heard of bisexuality?
False sexuality for pussies pick a side
Omg who the fuck is Wayne Thompson????
Bro where have you been?
Do we think Cole Passey is hot?
Shane Hollander is really fucking hot why is everyone going off about Dylan Xie when Shane Hollander is on his line?
It's not Xie's line it's Hollander's line you fucking casual
Casual of what
At minimum it's Merrell's line
This channel is full of fags
There are women here dumbass troll we exist even if you've never seen one besides your mom when she makes herself visit your basement

Nikki left the channel. Waste of fucking time, and he should have expected it.
None of this was about being bisexual, either. If that was what was happening, then it was still Dylan's fault. Nikki wouldn't do anything about it, but never once in his life had he considered a boy pretty until Dylan started batting his eyelashes. Anyway, if it came to that, Nikki would have to be careful. He might hook up with some cute twinks on the road but definitely not Dylan. Or Jamie. Jeremy, God help him, would never cheat on Fernando. 
Nikolai Babikov did not shit, or fuck, where he ate. Figuratively, in a non-sexual way. He meant that the Voyageurs were his place of business/job/etc.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    I'm latigrat at tumblr.

Also I posted this fic last week: https://archiveofourown.org/works/95148381

Normally I don't bother to link or advertise fic, but I'm trying to get everyone to read Taylor Fitzpatrick's Between the Teeth trilogy.


  






  










Afterword



  Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!








