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1. Sun and Cell Phones

Kurt wasn't at school. That was strange, for him. What was even stranger was that he wasn't at rehearsal.
Kurt never missed a rehearsal, especially since he'd been working on another duet with Blaine. It was just
for fun, not for any kind of performance, but he still showed up diligently to every practice. Kurt had gone
home to see his dad over the weekend, like he did most weekends, but he wasn't there when Blaine
crawled into bed. The dorm they shared hadn't felt right without him. Kurt's empty bed was a reminder
that he was alone tonight. He missed his company. He'd figured that Kurt had gotten held up in traffic or
something and called his cell to leave a message. He'd fallen asleep soon after and when he woke up, he
still wasn't there. He'd felt worried, and almost panicky when he called Kurt's cell phone again and heard
the voicemail telling him to leave a message. Dialing his home phone on the way to class this morning was
unsuccessful as well, with him having to leave another message. The no cell phone policy meant that he

couldn't call again until after rehearsal.

When the luminescent clock over the door changed to 4:00, Blaine said his last few encouraging words to

the Warblers and dismissed them.

Blaine followed the group out of the large rehearsal room and leaned up against the doorway, crossing his
arms over his chest, watching as they dispersed, talking loudly or practicing a line they'd had trouble with.
The sun was bright, getting lower in the sky, but still holding all of its influential power of warmth and life.
They'd had a good rehearsal today. He was proud of them, of course, but he didn't truly show it. At least,
not yet. Praise was good in small doses and he didn't want them getting cocky. Yes, they had had a good
rehearsal today, but not a great one. One voice was missing and as Blaine shut the door and made his way

back to the dorms, he felt himself getting more annoyed.

His shoes made light tapping noises on the concrete and he shoved his hands in his pockets as he walked.
He didn't realize how much he missed Kurt until he wasn't there. Blaine sat next to him in English, Math,
and Chemistry and they ate lunch together every day. Thankfully, Kyle had asked for help on the History
homework, so he was able to take up that time, but he was itching to try and call Kurt again. And then at
rehearsal, everyone had agreed it sounded great, but to Blaine's ears, it was mediocre. There was an

audible hole in the chorus, left vacant by Kurt's absence.

He pulled out his cell phone and dialed the number absentmindedly. He knew it by heart. The monotone

ringing seemed to grow louder as he counted the number of times it rang. Once... twice... three times...
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four times. He furrowed his brow in annoyance. It rang once more before the cheery sound of Kurt's voice

telling him to leave a message sounded, one he'd heard so many times today.

"You've reached Kurt Hummel. I'm not here right now, so-"

"Hello?"

Blaine was slightly taken aback by Kurt's sudden voice in his ear as he answered. He smiled, forgetting his

annoyance for a moment.

"Hey. I missed you today. Where were you? Didn't you get my messages?"

"I'm sorry. I meant to call you. I guess I forgot. How did rehearsal go?"

Blaine frowned. It didn't seem like him to forget to call. "It was alright I guess. To be honest, it wasn't the

same without you."

Kurt laughed lightly. "Glad to know I'm missed."

"You still didn't answer my question. You okay?"

There was a pause on the end of the line. "Yeah, I'm fine."

"Kurt."

"Blaine?"

Blaine sighed, running a hand through his hair and sitting down on his bed. "Are you going to make me

guess as to the reason why you weren't at school today?"

He laughed again. "Possibly."

Blaine could picture the smirk that undoubtedly had appeared on his porcelain face and he smiled. "Okay,

let's see here. Umm... well, you don't sound sick. Are you sick Kurt?"

Another pause. "No."
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Blaine paused too, thinking. "You didn't get tired of me did you?"

Kurt inhaled, voice dripping with mock offense. "I love that you think so highly of me to ever tire of you."

"Alright. You got me. | can't think of any other reason why you wouldn't be here."

"I was just... really tired today."

Blaine knew he was lying and snorted quietly. "Want to tell me the real reason?"

Kurt's voice grew soft. "Please Blaine, can we just drop it?"

"Oh, umm... yeah. Sure." Blaine had lowered his voice too. He couldn't place it, but he heard something in
Kurt's voice and suddenly wanted to see him so badly.
He didn't mind driving two hours to his house, not if it meant he got to see him. Kurt was acting different

and it was a troubling thought.

"My dad e-mailed the office, so they sent it all to me. Thank you though. I'll be there tomorrow."

"Okay." Blaine tried to hide the disappointment in his words. "Get some sleep okay? Today sucked without

n

you.

Kurt laughed again. "Sir yes sir." There was a pause. "I missed you too."

"D id you n
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2. Dorian Gray and Sleep

True to his word, Kurt was there the next day. They didn't talk about why Kurt wasn't at school the day
before. Blaine respected his privacy and hoped he would tell him on his own; he obviously didn't want to
talk about it. Things went back to normal pretty quickly, with Kurt putting his focus on the things that had
always grabbed his attention: schoolwork, the Warblers, and Blaine. Kurt wasn't officially his boyfriend,
but they spent so much time together, Blaine didn't feel they needed a label. Yet. He would love to be able
to call Kurt his boyfriend.

As they walked down the hall, steps and voices echoing slightly, Blaine asked, "Did you read Dorian Gray?"
Smiling coyly with his eyebrows raised, Kurt pulled out his copy of their assigned English book. And Blaine
tried unsuccessfully to hold back a laugh. The pages had been lined with so many post-it notes with Kurt's

tiny, curled handwriting on each one, that it looked as though the book had a mane.

"You're such a dork." Blaine commented, grabbing the book from Kurt's hand and flipping through the

pages.

Kurt snatched the book back and put a hand on his hip, retaliating, "And who was it that begged me to
study with him for the quiz on the first half of the book?"

Blaine paused, realizing he was right. "Fine. You win this round.”

They came to their class and Blaine jogged ahead a few steps to grab the handle and pulled it open for

Kurt, flourishing his arm in a wide gesture. "Winners first."

Kurt paused, raised his eyebrows, and stood taller as he passed Blaine, blushing slightly. "I could get used

to this."
"Yeah? Well don't get too comfortable. I'm going to ace this next test."

They reached their seats and tossed their bags on top of the dark wooden desks and began to shuffle

through papers and pulling out notebooks and pens.

-8-
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"] smell a bet."

"Do you?" Blaine turned towards him, pen in hand, and pointed it like a sword at Kurt's nose. "If  win, you

have to buy me coffee."
Kurt pushed aside the pen with two fingers. "Well, because I always love a good bet, especially when I
know I'm going to win, you're on." He paused, thinking for a moment, and then with a smirk lowered his

voice, telling him, "And I'll let you know what you owe me when you lose."

Blaine laughed and suddenly something caught his attention Kurt's raised arm. He grabbed his arm lightly.
"When did you get that?"

There was a large dark purple bruise on his forearm.

Kurt pulled his arm out of Blaine's hand, tugging his shirt sleeve down over the bruise. "Oh, I fell. No big

deal.”

Blaine's eyes flicked to Kurt's other arm, where he was rolling down his other shirt sleeve, but he wasn't

quick enough to cover the other bruise on the inside of his elbow.

"Kurt..."

"It's fine."

Kurt could be very stubborn when he wanted to be, so Blaine let it go.

After English, they had a free period, in which they usually headed to a local coffee shop to start

homework or just talk. The past few days though, Kurt hadn't wanted to go, saying he was tired. He

chalked it up to an overload of test preparation and having trouble falling asleep.

"Want to go back to the dorm?"

Kurt looked up, feeling guilty, but before he could answer, Blaine grabbed his hand with a smile and pulled

him towards the large building of dorms for students who stayed at school during the week.

"You don't have to feel guilty Kurt. [ don't mind."
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"Thanks. You know, you can go without me."

Blaine smirked. "I'm not that much of a coffee junkie."

As they exited the elevator and headed down the hall, Kurt linked his fingers with Blaine's. He liked the
way their hands felt together. He would never have been able to do this at McKinley. They were just
holding hands and it felt like the most liberating thing on Earth. He smiled to himself. Dalton was a
different place; there was a different atmosphere. People here had money, generally a lot of it, and Kurt
had worried he'd feel out of place. But he felt as though he blended in, he didn't stand out here and in his
mind, that was a good thing. A very good thing. He had Blaine and he'd made friends almost instantly, with
Blaine dragging him along to Warblers rehearsal the first day he'd been here. Well, he didn't really need to
drag him. Kurt was as excited to meet and actually see the Warblers when they weren't competing against
each other as he would be to get a glimpse, just a glimpse, of the Chanel fashion for next year. And when
he'd finally become a Warbler himself, he'd felt a sense of belonging and pride, something he hadn't

openly felt in a while and it was then that he fell in love with being here.

The small room was dark when they entered and looked exactly as they'd left it. Neat piles of clothes were
at the foot of each boys' bed. Blaine had done the laundry the day before. Blaine's bed was messy, with the
sheets tangled in the covers, while Kurt had been sure to make his before leaving for class. Blaine flicked
on the lights and threw down his bag, reaching over to pick up the pile of clothes and set them in their
designated drawers. When he finished that and turned around, he saw that Kurt had immediately laid

down on his bed, closing his eyes.

He kneeled down next to the bed, brushing a hand over Kurt's forehead, ruffling his hair. "Are you okay?"

His voice became low with worry and he felt Kurt's forehead, then brought his hand down to the back of

his neck. "You feel warm."

"l just need to sleep.”" He whispered as his eyes began to droop. He was so tired.

"You've been tired for a week. Kurt, I think this is more serious than that.”

"Don't get ahead of yourself." Kurt chastised softly. "I'm due for my yearly cold."

"Seriously, when was the last time you had a cold? This doesn't seem like a cold."

"Well, how about I sleep on it and we can figure it out later?"

-10 -
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Blaine sighed. "Okay. I'll get some Dayquil and let the rest of your teachers know you won't be there.

Lunch period ends in forty-five minutes."

"Thank you."

Blaine traced small circles on Kurt's warm cheek before covering him with the blanket and whispering, "I

have my cell if you need me. I'll check on you before rehearsal.”

He turned off the lights and closed the door quietly, heading to the local coffee shop until it was time for
fifth period.

-11 -
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3. Fever and Circles

After an agonizingly slow rest of the day, Blaine rechecked his phone for the millionth time as he waited

for the elevator to go back to the dorms. No messages. That was good.

He knocked quietly before turning the key and letting himself in, making sure to shut the door as silently
as he could. The lights, he left off as he made his way to the bed with care, being sure not to trip, a difficult
thing to manage in the dark. Thankfully, he found the bed and felt along the edge to guide him to where

Kurt lay. He knelt down and brought his hand up to place on his cheek. Kurt inhaled at the touch and

slowly opened his eyes.

Blaine felt bad. He hadn't meant to wake him. "Hey." He whispered, brushing a stray piece of hair away

from Kurt's forehead. His eyes had fully adjusted now.

"Hey." His voice was quiet and hoarse.

"How are you doing?" Blaine frowned in the darkness. "I think your fever got worse."

"I'm so cold.”

Blaine grabbed the comforter off of his bed and laid it out over him. "I'll be right back okay?"

He rummaged through a bag in his drawer using his cell phone for light as he didn't want to disturb Kurt.

After he found what he was searching for, he resumed his place kneeling next to the bed.

"Here. Open your mouth." He placed a thermometer under his tongue, waiting until it beeped. Using his

phone for light again, Blaine read out, "102.3. Kurt, [ think that's really high."

He called Wes to let him know that he and Kurt wouldn't be at rehearsal and for him to lead the Warblers.

"Kurt, I'm going to call the nurse."

"No." He moaned lightly. "Don't. I'm fine."

-12 -
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"You are not fine. If you don't let me call the nurse, I'll call your dad and make him call her."

There came a series of grumbles from under the covers, but Blaine took that to be a yes. He got Kurt a

glass of water before heading down to get the school nurse.

When he entered the nurse's office, he saw there were two other boys there. One was holding a towel to

his bloody nose, and the other had his foot propped up on a chair with a bag of ice on it.

The nurse, a friendly older lady who reminded Blaine of his grandmother, came bustling out of her office,
holding a small packet of pills. She brushed past Blaine, handing the pills to the boy with the hurt ankle.
"There you go. That should help with the pain." The boy mumbled thanks and downed the little red pills

with water.

"And what can I do for you?" She asked, putting band-aids in a box and straightening the files in a large

cabinet.

"I'm actually here for my friend. I think he's really sick and I don't know if he can make it down here. [ was

wondering if you'd be able to go up to the dorms and take a look at him?"

"How sick is he?"

"His temperature is 102.3."

"Oh, the poor dear." She turned to the boy with the bloody nose. "Will you be okay while I'm gone? It
shouldn't be too long."

He nodded and she began to throw random necessities into a small bag. "Okay boys. I'll be back soon, but

while I'm gone, Cody is in charge."

A skinny, blond haired older boy stuck his head out of the office. "Hey."

Blaine waved curtly.

"Okay, let's go." She grabbed her bag and followed Blaine in the direction of the dorms, thankfully, not far

at all from her office.

-13 -
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He led her up to their room, knocked, and asked, "Kurt, are you okay with having the nurse come in now?"

Alow 'yes' was heard, so he let themselves in. "Close your eyes." He said to Kurt as he turned on the lights.

The nurse set to work as soon as she saw him. Kurt's eyes slowly opened and he blinked in the harsh light.

"What's going on hun?"

There was a pause before he answered, "I'm so tired. And cold. And thirsty."

She nodded as she held out a thermometer. As it beeped, she took it out and read it disapprovingly,

"Same."

Blaine sat on his bed as he watched her and noticed how pale Kurt looked. How sick was he?

"Any nausea? Coughing? Trouble breathing?"

Kurt shook his head to all of these. "My throat's a little sore."

She nodded. "Joint pain? Weakness?"

"A little."

She stood up. "It seems like classic flu symptoms to me, but I'd get him checked out just in case. I can't

prescribe antibiotics or anything. Do you want me to call his parents?"

"That would be great." Blaine answered. "Thank you."

He wrote down Kurt's name and student ID number. She could figure out the rest from the student log.

"Okay hun. I'll call your parents when I get back to my office and have them come pick you up okay?"

Kurt nodded, eyes beginning to droop again.

She pulled Blaine aside for a moment before leaving. "Make sure he gets plenty of water and sleep. I'll call

you when [ know how soon his parents can be here."

-14 -
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"Okay. Thanks again.”

When she left, Blaine turned off the lights and returned to Kurt's bedside. "Do you want me to stay with

you?"

He heard Kurt's mumbled answer and pulled the pillows from his bed for him to sit on. Kurt was laying on
his stomach, breathing beginning to become shallow as sleep took over. Blaine let go of Kurt's clammy
hand and, remembering what he always liked when he was sick as a child, began to rub Kurt's back in
soothing circles.

It was just the flu.

He would be okay.

-15 -
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4. Breadsticks and Blazers

Blaine's eyes had begun to burn, and his hand was still moving listlessly in circles. Kurt had fallen asleep

long ago and Blaine was comforted in hearing his steady inhaling and exhaling.

Breaking the silence, the dorm phone rang, shrill and unwelcome. Blaine's heart skipped a beat and he

jumped up, pouncing on the phone mid ring.

"Hello?" He whispered, glancing worriedly at Kurt, and he breathed a sigh of relief when he realized he

hadn't woken up.

"Hi Blaine?"

"Yeah."

"This is Becky, the school nurse. How is Kurt doing?"

"He's sleeping. Hasn't woken since you left."

"Okay. That's good. The poor thing needed sleep. | wasn't able to reach his father or stepmother, but I did

get a hold of his stepbrother, Finn. He said he can be on his way as soon as I get the okay from you to pick

him up. Is that okay with you? He's on the contact list, but I just wanted to double check."

Finn? He didn't know if he was comfortable leaving Kurt in Finn's care, but waiting around until Becky

could reach Burt or Carole seemed unwise.

"Yes, that's fine."

"Alright. I'll call him back and he should be here within a few hours. He said he can call Kurt's cell phone

when he gets here."

"Okay. Thank you."

-16 -
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Blaine hung up and sighed. Thinking quickly, he looked around the dim room and began to fill one of

Kurt's bags with some of his clothes for when Finn arrived.

There was nothing to do now but wait. He checked the time on his cell phone. 5:00. Rehearsal had ended
an hour ago. Finn would be here in about two hours. After sitting on his bed for half an hour, he got up and
dug around in Kurt's school bag until he found his cell phone, pocketed it, and scribbled a note in the dark

on a blank sheet of paper. He placed it pointedly on the bedside table and slipped out the door.

Kurt-

Went to get dinner. Be back soon. Call my cell from the dorm phone if you need anything. Finn will be here

soon.

-Blaine

Blaine didn't know how much time passed as he walked around, and eventually ate dinner in, the East
Commons. There were six or seven different options for his meal, but nothing looked particularly
appetizing. He settled on a greek salad and breadsticks, though he only chose that because it was the
closest available option. The food had no taste and he chewed quickly, trying to hurry, though he didn't

know why. Kurt was asleep and he had both of their phones; his in the right pocket, Kurt's in the left.

There were many other students in the commons now, or maybe he hadn't noticed when he first came in.
He knew most of them from his classes, many of those he knew were Warblers and he received a lot of
curious looks. They were wondering why he hadn't been to rehearsal. But they didn't approach him, so he

knew there was something about his face that told them to stay away.

He realized his plate was empty; he had eaten without tasting anything. Now he felt free to go back to
Kurt. Then Kurt wouldn't be mad that he hadn't eaten anything. He grabbed a bottle of water and some

extra breadsticks to take to him, if he wanted them.

Halfway back to the dorms, a phone rang. His left pocket vibrated. He tucked the water under his arm and

flipped open the phone.

"Hello?"

"H-" There was a pause. "Kurt?"

-17 -
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"No. This is Blaine."

"Oh. Hey. It's Finn."

"Hey."

"Well, umm... I'm here. I don't know what you want me to-"

"Can you come up to the dorm? I'm on my way there now. I can meet you there."

"Yeah. Okay. Umm... Where are the dorms? I'm in the front parking lot. [ think."

Blaine had to laugh. He sort of forgot when visitors came that they didn't know Dalton as well as he did.

"Hold on. I'll come get you."

Blaine jogged down to the parking lot in a few minutes. That was the good thing about Dalton. Things

always seemed to be in close proximity with each other.

He noticed Finn immediately. It was dark outside, but the many lights around campus and the parking lot
shone brightly. Leaning up against his truck, in dark jeans and a grey and green striped long sleeved shirt,
he stood out amongst the Dalton's uniform-wearing students who roamed the campus, heading back to
the dorms from dinner or just out enjoying the night. He hadn't talked to Finn much, but he could see why

Kurt had fallen for him.

Finn noticed Blaine as well and met him halfway from the lot. "Hey." He called, raising a hand in greeting,

with the truck's keys dangling from his fingers.

"Hey." Blaine turned and began to lead the way to the dorms.

"So... Kurt's sick huh?"

"Yeah. The nurse said flu, but I don't know. I'd feel better getting him checked out you know? Plus, the

nurse can't give any 'real’ drugs, so I think he's going to have to see his doctor anyway."

"Yeah. Okay."

-18 -
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"The nurse said she couldn't get a hold of Carole or Burt. Do you know where they are?"

Finn smirked. "They're at the movies. They went to dinner first. Or maybe they're going to dinner after. I

don't really know. Either way, their phones are off."

They reached their destination and Blaine turned to him. "Well, thank you for coming out here. I know it's

not exactly right down the street."

"No problem."

Blaine opened the door and found Kurt still on the bed. He pressed his hand to Kurt's cheek. Still just as

hot as before. "Kurt." He whispered. "Kurt, wake up."

The still form under the covers began to move slowly. His eyes opened and searched around for the source

of the sound that woke him.

"Kurt, Finn is here. He's going to take you home." Blaine uncapped the water bottle. "Are you thirsty?"

Kurt pushed himself up on his elbows. "Yeah." His voice was soft, but it sounded less hoarse.

Finn took a few more steps inside the room. "How are you feeling?"

"A bit better." He took a sip of the water. "Still feel like crap though.”

Finn smirked. "You ready to go?"

"Yeah."

Kurt moved the covers away and got up slowly.

"Need help?" Blaine murmured, noticing Kurt's hands shaking slightly.

He took a deep breath. "I'm fine. I think." He smiled up at Blaine. "Thank you though."

"No problem."

-19 -
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Blaine instead grabbed the bag he had packed and Finn took it from his hand. "I packed some clothes for

you in here. Don't really know why you'd need them, but it can't hurt."

Kurt smiled at the touching gesture. "Thank you."

Finn held open the door as they left, Blaine locking the door behind them. As they went down in the
elevator, Blaine noticed Kurt leaning heavily against the railing. Maybe it was just the horrid lighting in

here, but Kurt's skin seemed almost ashen.

The night air was colder now and Blaine felt stupid for not thinking to get Kurt a jacket. He had a fever and
probably chills, so being out in the cold before getting in the car couldn't be good. He took off his blazer

and wrapped it around Kurt's shoulders. Not much, but it was something.

Blaine stayed next to Kurt as Finn went ahead to get his truck. He reached into his pocket and pulled out
Kurt's cell phone, slipping it into its owners' pocket. "Sorry. [ forgot to give this back." He reached an arm

around Kurt's back, holding him to his side. They both relaxed, tense muscles slackening.

Blaine turned his head and whispered in his ear, "I told Finn to make an appointment for you when you

get home, or have your dad do it. Hopefully for tomorrow. Can you call me after you go?"

"Of course."

A rumble of a truck starting was heard close by. Blaine pulled Kurt closer. Finn pulled up, stopping by the
curb, put the truck in park, and hopped out. Not letting go of Kurt, they walked up to the side of the truck

as Finn opened the door, and Blaine reminded Kurt to call him and to get better soon. He squeezed Kurt's

hand before shutting the door.

Blaine turned to Finn. "Turn the heat up in there okay? He's freezing."

"Yeah. No problem." He jingled the keys in his hand. "Okay, well, I guess I'll see you later."

Blaine nodded. "Try to make the appointment for as soon as you can.”

"Yep." Finn walked around behind the bed of the truck, but paused and turned back. "Blaine?"

-20 -
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He looked up at him, glancing away from Kurt's face in the window, where he was slumped against the

side of the door, eyes closed.

"He's going to be okay."

Blaine nodded again. "Just call me when you get the appointment.”

One side of Finn's mouth lifted up in a departing lopsided smile and he loped around to the driver's side,

and maneuvering his truck through the parking lot.

It was when he lost sight of the truck's taillights that Blaine remembered his blazer was around Kurt's
shoulders and he decided he didn't care; there were three more in his closet. He sighed and checked his
phone. It was just after eight o'clock. He vaguely wondered how much studying he could get in before he

fell asleep.

He wasn't sure how much of that information he would retain, but then, at least he could say he tried.

-21-
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5. Math and Lights

When Blaine woke the next morning, a little red light was blinking on the table. It was his cell phone. He

reached over and grabbed it without getting up and saw he had two missed texts.
They were both from Finn. The first was sent at 10:14 pm.

It's Finn. Kurt gave me ur #. We r home now. He's sleeping. Will call dr in the morning.
The second was sent at 7 am, about ten minutes ago.

Mom got an app for today at 3. His fever is going down.

Blaine sighed in happy relief and replied, Thanks for keeping me updated.

Blaine loved school as much as Kurt did, but now, when he was so anxious to know that Kurt was okay,
school seemed like a prison. He was trapped and as much as he tried to focus on Mr. Lynn's lecture, his
thoughts would not let him. The math teacher's monotone, scratchy voice droned on and on, and Blaine
rested his head in his hand, staring up at the whiteboard without really seeing the problem on it. The
different colors highlighting each step of the problem blurred together, a rainbow of confusion. When the
bell rang, he began to back up his things and realized in slight amusement that the sheet of paper he'd
pulled out at the beginning of class was as blank now as it was an hour ago. He sighed. He could go to

tutorial tomorrow.

When the shrill bell sounded, signaling the end of fourth period and the beginning of free period, all Blaine
wanted to do was take a nap. But it was a beautiful day and he figured he had all night to sleep. He walked
around for a little while before settling down beneath a large tree on the grass in the upper quad, and

pulled out his copy of Dorian Gray. The test was in four days and he still had nine chapters left.

He got through one and a half chapters before the words started running together. He sighed and put

aside the book, knowing that he wouldn't be able to concentrate.
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The bell rang a short time later and Tim, one of the Warblers, jogged up next to him as he was putting

away some homework.

"Hey Blaine."

Blaine smiled at the sophomore. "What's up Tim?"

"I was wondering if you could help me with the chorus. I'm having a little trouble getting my voice to reach

that note.”

"No problem." They walked together on the concrete pathway, lined with grass on either side now filled

with students just coming out of their classes. "It's all about the breath."

When they entered the music room, Blaine noticed about half of the Warblers were already there. Nods

and warm greetings met him at the door.

"Blaine!" Wes broke off from the group and powered over to him. "Dude, you have to hear this. We've been

in here for an hour practicing."

"Wow, really? That's great guys."

Wes smiled and held out his hands, waiting. "Want to hear it?"

Blaine smiled wider. "Hell yeah."

Wes clapped his hands together and turned back to the teens sitting on various levels of the white steps

they used to practice choreography on. "Alright guys. From the top."
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6. Gravel and Breathlessness

Three days later

The phone rang, clear and obnoxiously loud in the quiet classroom. The only sounds to be heard were the
scraping of lead on paper and the tapping of fingers on desks as the class focused on the English test in
front of them. Some boys looked up, grateful for the distraction. Blaine ignored them, turning his attention
back to a particularly difficult problem. He wished now that he had finished his assigned reading. Kurt
usually went over the important parts with him. He was good at knowing what details would show up on
the tests. But Blaine had found out two days ago that Kurt's doctor thought he had the flu, as suspected,
and given him antibiotics and an order to rest until he felt better. However, they'd taken blood samples
and sent them to be tested just to be sure. Blaine had talked to him this morning and he sounded not as
tired, so he hoped the antibiotics were working. He found it difficult to study without Kurt's diligent

guidance to keep him on track.

He sighed and lightly drummed the end of his pencil against his lips, as he did when he was thinking, and
turned his thoughts back to his test.

Over which issue does Basil confront Dorian on the-

"Blaine?"

He looked up, startled.

"You need to go to the front office. Bring your things."

His eyebrows pulled down in a confused frown and he got up quietly, pulling his bag onto his shoulder and

grabbing his test and pencil in one hand. "I'm not done with the test," he said as he reached the front desk.

"That's fine Blaine. You can finish it later."

His teacher held out his hand and Blaine handed over his test, getting slightly anxious, and began to walk

to the office, hearing the door creak behind him as he left.
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He had no idea why he was being called into the office. Did the dean want to congratulate him for
something? He had been working the Warblers harder and they sounded really good, almost great. Or
maybe he was in trouble for something? His mind raced as he tried to think of the things he'd done
recently. He couldn't remember doing anything that would be seen as rule-breaking. Maybe he just didn't

realize he'd done something wrong?

Mind reeling with these possibilities and their consequences, he took a breath and pulled open the heavy
door, hand sliding on the cold brass door handle. He looked up and saw the dean standing there in front,

and off to the side sitting in one of the chairs, was Burt.

"Hello Blaine." The dean greeted him, voice deep and strong.

He heard the door shut with a small click behind him and he stood up a little straighter. "Hello."

"Do you know why you're here?"

"No, I don't." He shook his head slightly, feeling his palms begin to get clammy.

The dean looked over at Burt and nodded. Blaine looked too. There was something different about Burt.

He looked... tired? Burt stood, crossing the room to stand next to the tall, slightly overweight man.

"Blaine you've been excused from the rest of your classes today," the dean told him, eyes locked on his.

"What about rehearsal?" The question blurted from his mouth before he could think.

"I'm sure they will get along without you just fine for one day." His lips twitched into a small smile. He
turned to Burt, nodded curtly and shook his hand. His voice lowered and he leaned in slightly as he said,
"Again, I'm terribly sorry. If there's anything we can do in the way of fundraising or anything, don't

hesitate to call.”

"Thank you." Burt's mumbled reply sounded like he was trying too hard to be nice.

Blaine stood there, watching this exchange of words, trying to gauge the situation. What the hell was going
on here? Before he could do anything, Burt put a hand on his shoulder, turning him around and guiding
him out the door. The hand dropped as the door shut and Burt began to walk faster, towards the visitor

parking lot. Blaine didn't know what else to do besides follow.
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"Burt, what's going on?" He kept his voice low and stayed a little to the side of him, his blazer flapping

open a little as he kept pace.

"In a second. Just... just wait a minute."

The dismissal was terse and just made Blaine even more worried, though now he was slightly annoyed. He

stopped walking.

Burt stopped after a moment, ran a hand over his head, and quickly turned back to the confused teenager

standing a few feet behind him.

"Blaine, please. Just not here. As soon as we get to the car. Just not here."

Burt's eyes were searching Blaine's, almost begging. That look in his eyes was terrifying and he fell back

into step next to him without a word.

The sun was out today and it was warm. The clouds had drifted in lazily during the day. The gravel
crunched under his shoes as they walked, getting closer to the open parking lot. Burt's truck was parked

in front and Blaine got in wordlessly, waiting for Burt to keep his promise.

Burt slid into the driver's side, but didn't put the key in the ignition. His head was down and he took a
breath, gripping his hands on the steering wheel and looking up, not gazing at anything, just staring
straight ahead as he began. His voice was low and he didn't look at the teen sitting next to him.

"Blaine, you know how life sometimes seems unfair?"

"Sure, [ think." Blaine said slowly, not really understanding.

"How you try to do everything right and someone just comes up and snatches the only good thing you
have left right out from under you?" His voice was getting wobbly and his hands gripped harder at the

steering wheel.

"Mr. Hummel, you're scaring me. What's going on?" He reached a tentative hand out and placed it on his
shoulder. Burt didn't look at him, but lowered his head on his hands for a moment, before regaining

composure and sitting up straight, finally meeting Blaine's eyes.
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"You mean a lot to Kurt. You know that right? You mean a hell of a lot to him. I don't know where he'd be if

it weren't for you."

He nodded, encouraging him to go on, though the fear increased with his rambling.

"You have no idea how much you've changed him. He's happy. He's... he's not scared anymore."

"Mr. Hummel." Blaine's tone was definite and strong, unknowingly demanding an answer that would

change everything.

Burt let his gaze fall; his voice so low wasn't sure he heard right. "Kurt has cancer.”
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7. Disbelief and Heaviness

Blaine felt his world fall. His throat closed and his chest constricted, his heart stopped for a long pause
before banging against his ribs in sporadic thuds. He felt his entire body grow cold, his hands tingled. He

couldn't breathe.

He swallowed hard against the lump in his throat and said shakily, "But he's just sick. He has the flu."

Burt sighed heavily. "That's what we thought too."

"Wait. What... Are... How can... That's not..." His voice swelled louder and faster and became more

panicked with the jumbled sentence fragments that escaped his lips.

Burt placed a hand on his shoulder, squeezing gently. "Easy, son. Breathe."

Blaine found it hard to even remember how to breathe as his eyes darted back and forth in disbelief. This

was all some elaborate joke. It had to be.

The sound of the key turning in the ignition and the engine roaring to life seemed so much louder now.

The sounds were deafening.

"I know this is hard to hear and I'm sorry you had to find out like this, but I thought it was best you heard

it from me."

"When." Blaine's question turned into a harsh statement as he flicked his head up, eyes blazing.

"The test results came back yesterday night. I'm sorry I didn't tell you sooner. We've had a lot to deal

with..."

His hands clenched so tightly, the knuckles turned white. He wasn't even mad that Kurt hadn't told him.
"What kind of..." He couldn't bring himself to say the word.

"Leukemia."
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His eyes squeezed shut and he bit his lip hard. This couldn't be happening.

It was a long time before either of them spoke again. Blaine's next question was spoken in a hard tone,
closed off and sounding desperately as though he didn't want to know the answer. It was a question that

Burt had hoped would not come up. He didn't want to face it either.

"How long does he have?"

Burt just stared ahead and snapped the turn signal on, pulling onto the street and into the Hummel

driveway. He turned off the truck and sighed deeply.

"Blaine, why don't you go talk to him?"

Blaine looked down at his own cold hands and noticed they were shaking.

"He's in his room. I'm sure he wants to see you."

He nodded and heaved opened the door. It seemed to weigh a thousand pounds. They trudged up the
steps without saying anything and Burt fumbled with the key to unlock the front door. Blaine made his
way up the stairs feeling his legs grow heavier with every step he took and stopped outside Kurt's door,

which was cracked open so the light shone through in the dim hallway. He knocked carefully and felt his

heart thud when he heard his beautiful voice call, "Come in."
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8. Tears and Gentleness

Blaine watched his hand lift up and push the door open, watched as his feet moved him forward. He felt
like he had no control over what his body was doing. There was a large bag on the floor, open and filled
with clothes. Kurt was sitting on the small bench in front of the mirror on his desk. He didn't look up as
Blaine entered. He was entirely immersed in the journal that lay in front of him, a pen held lightly in his

hand as he filled the page with his slightly curly, scrawled handwriting.

"I'm almost done with this sentence. Hang on a second.”

Blaine didn't move. It was only a few seconds, but it seemed like an eternity before Kurt closed the journal
and placed the pen carefully on top before looking up. His pale face broke into a smile as he saw who had
come in, but as he swung his legs around on the bench, turning away from the reflection, and looking into

the face of the dark-haired teenager in his doorway, his smile fell.

"Oh God, he told you."

Kurt got up, crossing the room in three long strides and took Blaine's hands in his. "Come on. Sit down."

He led him to the neatly made bed and sat opposite him, never letting go of their touch. "Your hands are

freezing." Kurt remarked and curled his fingers around Blaine's hands.

Blaine's mind was racing and it was all he could do to not fall apart as he looked into Kurt's beautiful face.
The blue eyes looked at his softly. They sat, neither one saying a word for a long time before Blaine's voice,

for once small and meek, broke the silence.

"Tell me it isn't true.”

There was a pause and Kurt looked down for a second before meeting his eyes again. "l wish it wasn't."

"You're serious? This is really happening?”
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Blaine's voice shook and his eyes had filled with unshed tears. Blaine's hands were suddenly empty as

Kurt leaned forward and pulled him into a hug. Cheek pressed to cheek, Kurt whispered in his ear.

"It's going to be okay."

Blaine's whole body began to shake. He was losing it. Kurt wrapped one arm around to his back and the
other, he ran through Blaine's hair, holding him tightly. The strangled breath of the teenager he held came
faster and Kurt kept whispering in his ear, not really knowing or caring what he was saying, as long as it

gave Blaine some comfort.

Blaine squeezed his eyes shut as the tears began to fall and he brought his hands up to pull Kurt in tighter.
He never wanted to let him go. Kurt leaned his head down, softly pressing his lips against Blaine's neck.

"It's going to be okay," he whispered against his skin.

Blaine took deep breaths. If he was holding Kurt too tightly, he didn't say anything and Blaine immediately
felt guilty. Kurt was the one who had cancer. Kurt was the one who needed to be comforted right now. So

why was Kurt the one who was being strong?

Blaine's breathing began to slow and Kurt broke their embrace, unwinding his hands from around him.

"You told me you had the flu." Blaine whispered, unable to look Kurt in the face.

"I know. [ thought I did. Until the blood test results came back. They took a few days."

Blaine didn't speak. He couldn't. He didn't know how to say what he was feeling. Warm palms found

Blaine's cheeks, holding his face to look Kurt in the eye.

"This isn't the end of the world." Kurt told him, with more strength than he had thought himself possible

of possessing.

"I don't want to lose you." Blaine's whisper was full of sadness, though he no longer cried.

Kurt smiled slyly. "Then don't stop looking."

Even under these horrible circumstances, Kurt was able to make the situation seem slightly less agonizing

. It was one of the many things Blaine loved about him.
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They were close. They were so close. Kurt could see the thick ring of eyelashes lining those beautiful deep
brown eyes, so full of pain. Blaine became suddenly aware of how Kurt's soft hands were holding his face

so gently and how he had involuntarily leaned forward, drawn into the comfort of him.

"Kurt... I..." Blaine began his sentence in a whisper.

"Blaine." The murmured word brushed softly from Kurt's lips.

There was a tense, hesitant pause before their lips met in unison. The kiss was so gentle, Blaine wasn't
even sure it had even happened. They pulled away so an inch of space was between them. A sigh of
longing escaped his lips before Blaine leaned in and kissed him again, hands reaching up to support Kurt's
neck, pulling him in. Kurt pressed a palm to Blaine's cheek. Though Blaine knew Kurt didn't have the flu, at

this moment, he would risk catching anything in order to kiss him.

Much too soon, Blaine broke the kiss, and lowered his head onto Kurt's shoulder for a moment before

looking into his eyes.

He struggled to keep his voice even as he found Kurt's hands and linked their fingers together. "What

happens now?"

"[ start chemotherapy tomorrow."

"And then what?"

"Well, there's a few rounds of chemo and-"

"And if that doesn't work?" His words came out harsher than he'd meant them to.

"I don't know. They're going to tell me all that stuff when I go in tomorrow."

"How long does it last?"

"Five days. Then a three or four week recovery period. | have three sessions and they'll see where it goes

from there."

Blaine squeezed his eyes closed and turned away from him.
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There was a long pause. Kurt's gaze softened. He brought a hand up to his cheek and turned his face to

meet his eyes.

"It'll be okay Blaine."

Blaine set his jaw and Kurt saw the fierce loyalty flash in his eyes. "How do you know that?"

"I don't." His voice was low. "I know this must be hard on you. I don't know if [ would be able to handle it if

it was you who was going through this."

"And it's different because it's happening to you? Kurt, [ don't think-"

"It's not a death sentence alright? It's chemotherapy and it'll probably help."

"And what if it doesn't?"

"Listen," Kurt grabbed both of Blaine's hands again, squeezing gently. "Whatever happens, happens. But

let's not get ahead of ourselves okay?"

"I can't lose you!" The tears spilled over; anger and agonizing hurt filled him.

Kurt didn't know what to do other than hold him. He could only gauge how Blaine was feeling by his
reactions and he didn't want to make him feel any worse than he obviously felt. When Kurt noticed Blaine
had stopped shaking, he pulled away from their embrace and pressed his forehead to his, bringing a hand
up around the back of his neck. They stayed that way for a long time, lost in their thoughts and connected
in emotions. Kurt wanted to kiss him so badly.

Blaine bit his lip and they pulled away.

Kurt spoke first. "Are you okay?"

Blaine's whispered answer was simple and Kurt expected it. "No."

"What do you want me to do?" Hold him, kiss him, let him cry, whatever. Kurt would do anything at this

moment to take away the pain Blaine was experiencing.
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His answer was another question, spoken low and small. "How do they do chemo?"

Not the question Kurt was expecting, but it might help him to know. "I'm not entirely sure. I think it's like

an [V and it's in for five days, then they take it out and then I rest for a while."

"l want to go with you."

Kurt's eyes softened and he curled his hands around Blaine's. "I don't know if you can. And I can see how

much this is hurting you. You're probably in some sort of shock right now and I don't want you to feel like

you have to be with me."

"] want to."

"Blaine, I'll let you know when you can see me after okay?"

Blaine felt like his heart had been painfully squeezed. Kurt didn't want him there.

A long pause passed before Blaine was able to control the ache and looked him in the eye without

worrying that he was going to cry again. He didn't want to cry again.

"The day you first missed school... did you know?"

"No. I didn't feel good and I was tired."

"You're still warm. Is your fever gone?"

"It's slightly high. But nothing to worry about."

Blaine doubted that. Kurt had a tendency to make these things seem as though they didn't matter much.

Blaine brushed his thumb across one of the bruises on his arm. "How long have you had these?"

"A few days before I felt sick."

"Why didn't you tell me you were sick?"

"[ didn't want to worry you."
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"Kurt, you can tell me anything."

"I'll remember that."

A small smile pulled at Blaine's lip. "You'd better."

Blaine looked up into Kurt's face and noticed that there was a glazed look in his eyes. Tiredness? Sadness?

Sickness? He felt guilty for asking all these questions.

"You should get some sleep." He whispered.

He moved off the bed and began to pull down the comforter and sheets. "Do you want to change?"

Kurt shook his head, standing up to wrap Blaine in a hug. Blaine pulled him in, enveloping him and trying

to say so many things without saying anything at all.

Kurt laid on the bed and Blaine covered him with the blanket. Brushing his hand over his hair, Blaine

leaned over to Kiss his forehead and whispered, "You'd better call me or I swear to God, I will bulldoze that

hospital faster than Lady Gaga changes her hair."

"Of course [ will." A small laugh broke through Kurt's lips.

Blaine stood up to leave, but when he got halfway across the room, Kurt called him back.

"Wait."

He turned, hands in his pockets.

"Will you stay with me? For now?"

He smiled, pulled the chair from Kurt's vanity mirror over, flicked off the lights, and sat by his bed. "You'd

have to force me to leave you."

And he meant it.
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9. 2am and Changes

Blaine remembered his eyelids getting heavy, though it wasn't near the time he normally went to bed. But
he was exhausted. He remembered getting up, feeling his way around in the dark, and kicking off his shoes
before crawling into bed next to Kurt. He remembered hearing the soft, rhythmic breathing pattern of the
boy who lay beside him before he pulled up the covers. Then he didn't remember anything. He didn't

dream.

They fell asleep so early; their sleep schedule was disrupted. Blaine usually slept for eight hours, but
today, he slept for ten. Unusual, but not unexpected. Opening one eye, he could see the luminescent red

glow coming from the clock on Kurt's bedside table. 2 a.m.

He didn't move. Kurt was curled up close to him. So close, if he had rolled over, he would have squashed
him. He didn't want to move. Instead, Blaine reached an arm over and pulled himself into the curve of

Kurt's body, holding him securely. This was how he wanted to stay forever.
Blaine nuzzled his nose against Kurt's neck and he pulled back and lightly kissed where his nose had been
a moment before. Kurt inhaled deeply and for a moment, Blaine feared he had woken him. But he just

curled up tighter, pulling Blaine's arm in with him. Blaine was okay with that.

When he next awoke, it was five in the morning. And he was sweating. Neither boy had moved since Blaine
had last woken, and Blaine could feel Kurt's body heat radiating through his shirt as if there was a heating
pad on his back. He scooted away, carefully taking his arm back with him. His hand was numb. He slowly
wiggled his fingers, trying to get the prickly sensation of sleep to go away.

Kurt rolled over as Blaine backed away. Blaine froze. Kurt opened his eyes.

Blaine bit his lip. "Sorry." He whispered.

"No need." Kurt whisper-replied. "I was waking up anyway. What time is it?"

"Five."
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"In the morning?" Kurt groaned. "l have to leave at eight.”

"Are you tired?"

"No. You?"

"No." Blaine slowly began to sit up.

Kurt did too and Blaine's hand found its way to his forehead. "You're really hot." Blaine remarked.

Kurt smiled. "Thank you."

Blaine snorted and stood up, stretching his arms above his head, and trudged into Kurt's bathroom. He

came out quickly and held a thermometer in one hand and a washcloth in the other.

He sat back on the bed and handed the thermometer to Kurt. When it beeped, he read aloud, "101.9."

"It went down." Kurt told him.

"But that's still high."

Kurt could picture the look on Blaine's face in his mind, as he could only see shadows in the dark. He
imagined Blaine's beautiful lips pursed together, his eyebrows drawn down, and his hazel eyes filled with

concern. Blaine cared too much for his own good. And that was one of the things Kurt loved about him.

Kurt could hear and feel Blaine move off the bed. He heard light footsteps on the carpet, and then the light

flicked on. Kurt groaned and closed his eyes.

"The light! It burns!"

"Shut up." Blaine laughed.

Kurt peeked out from one eye to see Blaine sit on the edge of the bed, nearest him. He still held the

washcloth and began to scoot closer. Kurt didn't move and opened both eyes fully.
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"This always helped me when I had a fever." Blaine said and nonchalantly brought the cloth to Kurt's

forehead, bringing it slowly down to trace his cheekbone.

Kurt involuntarily closed his eyes. It felt so good. Both in having the coldness on his blazing cheek, and in

knowing that it was Blaine who was taking care of him.

Blaine moved the cloth to the other cheek. Some water dripped onto Kurt's chest, creating little grey

patches in the now wrinkly white uniform shirt that stuck to his skin. He shivered.

"Is that okay?" Blaine asked softly. "It's not too cold?"

Kurt opened his eyes and smiled. "It's perfect.”

This time, it was Kurt who initiated the kiss. He reached a hand up to the back of Blaine's neck and pulled
him down to his level. For having as little experience as he did, Kurt couldn't believe he'd let their
friendship go on for so long without saying anything about how he felt. Kissing Blaine was amazing. He felt

safe, happy, loved.

When Kurt pulled away, he looked up into Blaine's eyes and since finding out about the cancer, for a

moment, he wasn't scared out of his mind.

"What do you want to do now?" Blaine asked.

Kurt paused, thinking, and then let go of Blaine's neck and began to get up. "Come on." He said as he bolted

past Blaine with a surprisingly quick gait.

"Wait. What?" Blaine turned his head in the direction Kurt had gone, now just confused. "I thought you

were resting before chemo!"

Kurt's voice sounded from outside the door. "You thought wrong. Come on, lazy. You're wasting time."

Still confused, Blaine furrowed his eyebrows again, shoved his hands in his pockets, and turned on his heel

to follow his apparently crazed boyfriend.
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Blaine caught up with him on the stairs. "You do realize that it's five fifteen in the morning right?" He
whispered, trying desperately not to wake Burt and Carole or Finn, when at this early in the morning,

every sound seemed magnified a million times.

"Of course."

"And your plan is..."

"Just trust me."

Kurt marched up to the back door and carefully turned the knob. As he pulled the door halfway open, it
squeaked and both boys winced, hoping Burt wouldn't hear. Kurt slipped through the opening as soon as
there was enough space for him and Blaine followed, still uncertain. He closed the door behind him and
when he turned around, Kurt was standing in the middle of the Hummel's grassy backyard, staring at the

sky.

Without looking at him, Kurt settled himself down in the grass, lying on his back with knees bent up and
hands behind his head.

"Blaine. Come on." He said eagerly.

The corner of his mouth lifted in a small laugh as he walked over and sat down next to him. There were
little patches of dew on the blades of green grass. Blaine stared down at Kurt and noticed how un-Kurt-

like he looked at this moment.

His hair was sticking up on the side that he had slept on, his white button down shirt was slightly twisted
around his torso and the fading patches of water still stood out on his chest. His pants were wrinkled
horribly. He wore no shoes and one sock had been pulled down, bunching at his ankle. His face was
flushed, though amazingly still pale, and his blue eyes stared up at the sky as if seeing it for the first time.

And Blaine realized he loved it.

Kurt's eyes met his and said airily, "You're making me nervous. Lay down."
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Blaine smirked, but did as he was told and lay beside him, bringing his hands up under his head. For a
moment, he couldn't take his eyes off Kurt's profile and his beautiful jaw line, but then, he followed Kurt's

upward gaze to the sky and realized now why he'd brought him down here in the first place.

It was so calm, so peaceful here. Blaine closed his eyes and he could hear the small, random chirping of
birds off in some tree somewhere. He could smell the grass and a hint of the cologne Kurt had worn the
day before. He felt safe. When his eyes opened, he saw the darkness and the mixture of the black sky, filled
with the purple and grey clouds. He exhaled deeply and could see his breath make a white cloud in the air

before disappearing. It was cold out here, but he didn't care.

"Ten more minutes." Kurt whispered beside him.

Blaine knew he was waiting for the sunrise. And to be honest, as much as he was not a morning person, he
knew he would do anything to make Kurt happy. He had always kind of wanted to see the sunrise anyway,
and with Kurt next to him, it was worth being up early.

They laid in silence under the dark sky, waiting for the time when the light would begin to peek out from
its slumber. Out of the corner of his eye, Blaine noticed Kurt staring at him and he immediately became
self-conscious.

"What?"

"Thank you."

"For?" He propped himself up on his elbow, resting his chin in his hand.

"For staying with me."

"Kurt, you say that like it was a hard decision." Blaine laughed.

Kurt smiled lightly and mirrored Blaine's posture. He looked down. "I'll call you after I'm done. Or today. I
don't know what I'm going to be doing. It's probably going to be boring. I should have bought a new book.

I_vl

He was rambling.
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"Kurt, it's okay. You can call me whenever you feel like it. And I can bring you a book. I've got plenty that

I'm not using." He laughed again.

"Thank you."

There was a pause. Kurt bit his lip and laid down again, staring at the sky.

"Blaine, I'm scared."”

The air was so clean and the early morning was so clear, it seemed to allow for a change. The comfort
given to Blaine by Kurt last night instilled a new courage in him and he was able to face this situation

clearly, though inside, he was still scared as hell.

Blaine laid down again too and turned his head to face Kurt. "I know you are."

Kurt closed his eyes. "I don't think I can do this."

"The chemo?"

"No. Just this in general.” He sighed. "I don't know. I can't tell anyone I'm scared.”

"Why not?"

"Because... because then it will make this real. If I'm not scared, then there's no reason to be worried."

Blaine's voice was gentle. "You can't pretend like this doesn't exist. Burt and Carole and Finn love you and

they expect you to be scared. It's a natural emotion, especially now."

"But I can't tell them. Dad is so fragile right now. Did you know that after he found out, he couldn't open a

bottle of water because he was shaking so bad? I'm the cause of that. Me."

Blaine couldn't believe what was coming out of Kurt's mouth. He knew he was selfless, but he hadn't

realized how much. He had cancer and he was worried about his dad.

"Kurt, any parent would act like that. You're his son. He loves you and he's scared. There's no reason to act

brave in front of him to spare his feelings. Do you remember how you felt when he had the heart attack?"
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Blaine paused, searching Kurt's eyes. Kurt had told him about that during one of their "spill your guts" out
talks. "Do you remember how scared you were? How you were so sad, so angry, so hurt? That's what he's

feeling." He stopped, watching as Kurt's eyes slowly glazed over. He remembered.

He never wanted to feel that hopeless ever again.

"You know why I cried so hard I couldn't speak last night?" As if to illustrate his point, Blaine's throat
began to constrict. "It's because I'm scared of losing you. Your dad is too. You told me it was going to be

okay and now I need to tell you."

Blaine reached over and gently turned Kurt's face by the chin to meet his eyes. He paused, locked on his

gaze and told him with the greatest amount of courage he could find, "It. Is. Going. To. Be. Okay."

He said each word slowly and when Kurt closed his eyes, Blaine leaned over and kissed his forehead. Then

he laid back down and stared at the sky, silently leaving Kurt to his thoughts.

A minute later, Kurt's hand wound into his and he intertwined their fingers. The sun was rising. The sky,
once black and cold, was soon painted in an array of purple, pink, orange, yellow, and blue. The clouds
became washed in a shimmer and the mist seemed to glow. The sun's rays reflected down on them,

making the dew on the grass sparkle. Birds, embracing the beautiful morning, sang in delicate harmonies.

Blaine felt the weight of Kurt's hand in his and, noticing happily that their hands fit perfectly together, he

smiled and thought that he should start getting up earlier more often.

With every sunrise, begins a new day. And the elemental shift from night to morning had never seemed

more important than it did today.
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10. Pancakes and White Jeans

Blaine had no idea what time it was as they lay there, silently watching the rising sun. It was only when

Burt opened the back door that he knew they had been out too long.

Blaine turned his head and heard Burt mutter a curse word under his breath before marching out and

loudly proclaiming, "Kurt, you need to get ready! It's seven o'clock. What are you doing out here?"
Kurt had sat up, taking Blaine up with him. Burt grabbed Kurt's free hand and pulled him up, then ran his
hand over his forehead. His face fell to one of concern. "You still have a fever. You can't be out here when

it's this cold. Get inside and take a shower. Carole's making breakfast now so you can eat when you're

done. Make sure you wear something comfortable. I'll have Finn bring down your bag."

Kurt nodded solemnly. Blaine felt terrible. Kurt's hand was warm, but he noticed Kurt was shivering and
unsuccessfully trying not to. How long had he been that cold? Why didn't he say anything? Blaine knew he
should have told him to stay inside. Kurt let go of him before leaving to follow his father's instructions.
Burt shifted his weight from foot to foot before looking Blaine in the eye. "You can eat with us if you want."

Blaine smiled. "That sounds great.”

As Blaine walked through the back door, he contemplated how he was going to get to school on time. It

was seven o'clock and it took an hour and forty-five minutes to get to Dalton. Class started at nine.
He figured he could be late today.

He milled around the Hummel living room before wandering into the kitchen where Carole was busy

flipping pancakes. She turned her head when she heard him enter and a small smile appeared on her face.
"Hi. I'm Carole. I don't think we've met yet."

Her hair was up in a sloppy ponytail and she wore pajamas and an apron. Her hands were covered in

pancake mix, which she wiped on the apron before offering her hand out to Blaine.
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He took it, telling her, "I'm Blaine. Nice to meet you."

She smiled a bit sadly. He noticed her eyes, the same color as Finn's, were red and blurry. "Kurt has told

me so much about you. It's nice to finally meet you."

"Do you need any help?"

"That'd be great. Could you set the table? Plates are in the far cabinet and forks are in this drawer."

He gathered five plates in his hands and turned around to see Finn trudging down the stairs. He moved
slowly, obviously having just gotten up, and rubbed a hand through his hair, making it stick up even more
than it was. He wore red flannel pajama bottoms and a rumpled white tee shirt. He blinked languidly and
nodded to Blaine as he sat down at the table.

"What's up?" He asked sleepily.

"Did you even sleep last night?"

"It's never enough, man. But it was kind of hard to fall asleep last night, I mean, with... you know."

Blaine nodded. Oh, he knew.

"Don't you have school?"

"I'm going late today."

Finn nodded. Blaine had finished setting the table and Carole began sliding hot pancakes onto each plate.
Burt appeared, fully dressed and ready for the day, and rummaged through the fridge for butter and
syrup, which he placed on the table. Blaine could hear the water running upstairs and he knew Kurt was
taking a shower. He had to act fast.

"Finn, can I talk to you?"

"Sure." He was in the middle of pouring syrup over his stack of steaming pancakes and seemed to have

perked up.
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Blaine paused. "In the living room?"

Finn looked up. "Oh, uh... sure.”

He stared longingly at his pancakes, but got up to follow Blaine. Finn flopped on the couch and eyed Blaine
as he unknowingly sat in Finn's father's chair, but didn't say a word. As much as he accepted Burt into his
life, he wasn't ready to give up his father's chair and Burt had moved it into the living room himself when
they had moved to Kurt's house. Perhaps doing that was a peace offering at the time, but Finn was glad all

the same.

"So, what's up?"

"Are you going to tell Glee?"

He looked taken aback at that. Maybe it didn't dawn on him that that responsibility would fall on him. "Oh,

well... I guess. [ mean, if Kurt wants me to." He paused. "Are you telling the Warblers?"

"I don't know. Dalton knows already. At least, the dean does. [ don't know if they've told the other teachers
or any of the students. But | have a feeling the Warblers would want to hear it from me. More personal you

know? If it comes from the dean or another teacher, I think they would feel... I don't know... like-"

"Like we didn't trust them enough to tell them?"

"Yeah."

"That makes sense. | know what you mean though. I want to be the one to tell them, if Kurt doesn't."

"Okay. Well, we can talk to everyone else and see what they think."

Finn stood up, nodded, and plodded back into the kitchen.

Kurt was sitting at the table when Blaine entered. He smiled at him and began to carefully cut his

pancakes.

"Here you go Blaine." Carole swiftly handed him a plate with two steaming pancakes on it.
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He smiled up at her and sat next to Kurt. They ate in silence for a while, lost in their own thoughts. Blaine
noticed Kurt's hand shook. He must be really scared. Blaine was too, but it was different for Kurt. Kurt

actually had to go through this.

Blaine was the first to speak and he began his sentence slowly. "I was wondering if you've told McKinley

yet?"

He directed his question at Carole and Burt. Kurt stopped eating, his fork frozen in midair.

"We did. We let both schools know when we found out."”

"Do you know if the students know?"

Carole and Burt looked at each other, then back at Blaine. "We asked the principals not to say anything to

anyone but the teachers until we talked to Kurt."

Finn's gaze immediately moved to Kurt's face. He was staring at Burt, who asked him, "Kurt, what do you

want us to do?"

Kurt looked back and forth from every face at the table, stopping the longest on Blaine's. "I... I don't
know." He switched his gaze to Finn as he said, "You have Nationals to worry about.”" He looked back at

Blaine. "And you need to worry about the Warblers. They can't get distracted."

Blaine's voice was soft. "They're going to start questioning things eventually."

"I know."

Finn spoke for the first time since they'd sat at the table. "It's up to you Kurt, but I think they would want
to know. They still love you and they will want to be there for you, as much as we are. You can tell them
directly if that will make it easier, or I can tell them if you want. Or, we don't have to say anything yet. But I

really think they would want to know."

Kurt turned grateful eyes on his stepbrother. "I don't know if I could tell them." He said softly. "I would

like them to know, but not from a teacher." He sighed. "But [ don't want to put you in that position."

"Kurt, it's not a problem. Really."
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Kurt looked back and forth between the two boys. Blaine nodded at him encouragingly.

"Are you sure?"

"Of course." Blaine smiled at him, found his hand under the table and squeezed.

Kurt's whisper was barely audible. "Thank you."

"Hurry up and eat guys. We have to leave in fifteen minutes." Burt said this, and yet, hadn't touched his

food at all.

Blaine barely managed to force down his breakfast. He didn't feel like eating at all, but Carole had made it
for them and he knew she probably wanted the house to feel normal with all the chaos of the preceding
days. Finn seemed to have no problem finishing off his food, and he was the first up to clear the table

when everyone was done.

Blaine ran upstairs to get dressed. His school stuff was still in Burt's truck; he hadn't bothered to take it
out. "Getting dressed" was actually only a matter of grabbing his discarded blazer and shoes. He tried his
best to smooth out the wrinkles in his shirt, which was thankfully mostly covered by his blazer, which
didn't look to bad. His pants were in bad shape though. There was no way he could get the creases out

now.

"If there was more time, I'd iron them for you, but you can borrow mine if you want."

Blaine hadn't even noticed Kurt come in the doorway. He rummaged through some drawers at the bottom
and pulled out a fresh white button down and a pair of dark grey slacks. Smiling, he tossed them to Blaine.

"I kept an extra pair here. Just in case. Oh, and this is yours."

He handed over a square dark grey bundle. His blazer. It had been washed, ironed and carefully folded.

"Thank you for that by the way. | wore it when dad took me to the hospital that day. It was comforting."

That was just like Kurt, to think of the things that weren't obvious. Or maybe, they just weren't obvious to
Blaine. He shook out the shirt, which was amazingly wrinkle-free, even after being in that drawer for a
while, and switched it with his own. It was a tiny bit tighter than Blaine would have liked, but after he

realized his range of motion wasn't slighted, he decided he'd rather look polished than comfortable.
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"Heads up." Kurt's head looked up from his vanity mirror and suddenly something black came hurtling

through the air at Blaine's face. He caught it and gratefully tugged Kurt's comb through his hair.

"And..." Kurt disappeared into his bathroom for a moment and came out with an extra toothbrush.

Blaine laughed. "Always prepared aren't you?"

He laughed too. "Only because you never are."

"Whatever. I'll be downstairs when you're ready."

Blaine returned to the kitchen, where he found Carole and Finn doing the dishes. They didn't notice he

was leaning in the doorway, hands in his pockets, waiting.

"Are you sure you want to go to school today, honey?"

"No.Idon't, butl can't not go. I need to tell them."

"It's a brave thing you're doing for Kurt. I'm proud of you."

Finn didn't look at her, but at the dish he was holding. "Thanks mom."

"Just know that they'll probably get upset and want answers and you don't have to tell them anything you

don't feel comfortable with."

"Do you think Kurt will talk to them eventually?"

"I don't know honey. I hope so, but give him time. ['m glad Kurt has Blaine and it's so relieving that he can

count on you too."

At that moment, Kurt came down the stairs, dressed in cuffed white jeans, faded (on purpose) shirt, and a

black blazer. When Burt saw him, he stood up, keys in hand.

"Kurt, I told you to dress comfortably."
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Kurt hoisted his black bag onto his shoulder. "Just because I'm going to the hospital doesn't mean I can't

look good."

Burt sighed. "Alright. But I'll bring you some sweatpants later today."

Cringing at the word sweatpants, Kurt turned to Blaine. "I'll call you when I get done okay? No arguing.

You still have school and other things to think about besides me."

He nodded. Burt opened the door and began to head out to the truck. Kurt hugged his stepmom and Finn
in turn, pausing with Carole, who held him longer as her eyes began to fill with tears. Finn clasped a hand
on her shoulder when Kurt left the kitchen.

Blaine's eyes followed Kurt as he turned to the door, but his heart wrenched. It felt like he was being made
to carry out a death sentence. He reached out and grabbed Kurt's shoulders, turning him to face him fully
before throwing his arms around him. Kurt dropped his bag and pulled Blaine close.

After a while, Kurt pulled away. "It'll be okay." He told him softly. "I'll call you."

The door shut with a little click and all Blaine wanted to do was run after Kurt and tell him to never leave
him. Instead, he sighed and turned back to Finn, who stood there with his backpack on his shoulder and
Blaine's school bag in his hand.

"I thought you might need this."

Blaine took it gratefully. "Thank you."

Finn's lopsided smile appeared on his face for a moment before Carole announced that she would be
driving both of them to school. Blaine tried to tell her that he could have his parents pick him up, but she
wouldn't take no for an answer and soon enough, they were in her car. McKinley High was a short distance
away and Finn was dropped off first.

"Good luck.” Blaine told him with a hint of sadness.

Finn nodded, eyes stony, and wished him the same.
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Despite having ten hours of sleep the night before, Blaine felt exhausted. He had no idea what he was
going to say to the Warblers and he doubted the news would be easy to swallow. The two were quiet the
whole ride to Dalton and after he repeatedly thanked Carole for driving him, when she pulled away and he

stared up at the school, he wondered if he would regret coming today.
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11. Wishes and Gold Stars

Finn

He trudged into school that morning, exhausted already. Sure, he'd gone to school surviving on three
hours of sleep before and made it (barely), but this was different. This was emotional exhaustion, coupled

with the physical exhaustion because he hadn't been able to sleep the night before.

His mind was reeling with how to tell Glee about Kurt. He wanted to; he knew they would take it better if
it came from him and in a way, he felt like he needed to do this. It wouldn't really be hard. He just had to
take a deep breath and say it. Kurt has cancer. Three words. That was it. Just three words. And he already
felt the crushing weight of it on his lungs. Three words that would change the lives of those who heard
them. Three words that had to be said. They would be upset. He knew that. But he didn't know how to
cope with that. He could deal with himself, sure, but the others, who loved Kurt just as much as he did?

That was not going to be easy.

He felt nauseous. His stomach twisted and suddenly he wished he didn't eat those pancakes for breakfast.

The hallway was crowded with students, just like any normal day, but he didn't really notice them. The
chatter and laughter around him became white noise; humming and annoying and still there no matter
how much he tried to block it out. He wished he could swat it away like a fly. He wished he could ball up
this whole situation into a jumbled heap of fear and anger and sadness and throw it away. Just throw it

away.

Maybe he should sing it, not tell it. He was talking to Glee club after all. They had no problem singing about
their feelings and he shouldn't be the exception. But there just wasn't a multitude of songs about cancer.

He sighed.

Someone whacked their shoulder into his and he twisted around, not in pain at all, but because the impact
had shocked his system into momentary panic for a split second, where his heart raced. And then he felt

nothing. All he wanted to go was go back home and sleep.

"Sorry." He mumbled and kept walking, hoping that somehow he could not have to go through today.
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There was silence for a moment, except for the white noise around him, and then a sharp intake of breath,

a huff. A hand on his shoulder, turning him around. Eyes that glared.

She stood in front of him, crossing her arms over her chest, looking up with daggers in her stare.

"Sorry?" She said, annoyance and almost a mocking tone in her voice. "That's all you have to say?"

He didn't feel like playing her games today. He shrugged. "I'm really sorry?"

Rachel's posture slumped and her arms relaxed as her eyes fell from his. "l saw you from the beginning of
the hallway. I was on the other side and I made eye contact the whole time. Well, I tried to. I did

everything short of yelling your name and you didn't even notice?"

"l... I guess I'm just distracted today."

"You didn't say anything about my hair." She brought a hand up to her chocolate colored locks self-

consciously.

"Oh... Uh..." He studied her hair for as long as he could get away with. "It's pretty. But it's always pretty.

You know... very... umm... shiny."

And her hair was shiny. Shiny and soft and straight. He hoped he'd picked the right adjective. Now that he

looked closer, he noticed it was a few inches shorter, random layers sliced throughout.

To his relief, she smiled. "I told my stylist that the layers wouldn't work in my hair, that someone with
such luscious hair like my own should do something a bit less edgy. But she convinced me to try it, that I'd

love it. And I do!"

He let her ramble for a while as they walked to class, only hearing about half of what she said. They parted
to go to their separate morning classes and Finn couldn't rack his brain any longer. There simply wasn't a
song that could convey what he had to say and how he felt. He had Glee third period. That was enough

time to come up with what to say. Right?

By the time the bell rang for passing period to his third class, Finn's heart was racing. The shrill bell
pierced his ears and continued to resonate in his brain even after it stopped ringing. He felt his palms get

sweaty and he licked his lips.
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He didn't notice he'd gotten to class early until he looked up and only Artie was there.

"What's up man?"

Finn could only nod in greeting as he sunk into a chair in the back, dropping his backpack down next to
him. Quinn and Sam appeared, followed by Brittanie and Santana. Mercedes was fixing a red scarf around
her neck as she strolled into class. Tina and Mike were giggling to each other at some inside joke, holding
hands. Rachel came in next, bouncing and bubbly as always, flopping down next to Finn and began talking
about the "uneducated, unqualified" substitute her class had to endure last period. Puck and Lauren
waltzed through the doorway just as the bell rang, a smug smirk on Puck's face that he had made it on

time.

The room was filled with happy chatter, which died away as Mr. Schuester appeared, saying,

guys, quiet down."

Mr. Schue took his place at the front of the room, leaning nonchalantly against the piano and clasped his

hands together. "As you all know, we have Nationals coming up."

There was a little excited burst of happiness from the students. He smiled at them, feeling the pride well
up in his heart. "Now, I know we have a lot to get working on, but I think that in order for us to succeed,
we definitely need to continue to grow. Singing our own songs gave us an edge at Regionals, which I think
is one of the major reasons why we won. Not to mention the talent we have here, but it was a contributing

factor. So I would like to start off by putting it to a vote. Should we sing original songs for Nationals?"

He looked around and hands began to ascend, growing with more confidence as they glanced at their
friends' hands rising. Rachel had thrown her hand up so fast, Finn wondered if she might have snapped
something in her shoulder. He halfheartedly raised his own hand, not really caring the outcome of the

obvious majority vote right now.

Mr. Schue's smile grew larger. "I thought you'd all agree. Well, now that that's settled, we need to get
working on our song. Let's break up into pairs and start writing. It can be about anything; we don't really
have a genre or theme to stick to. Try to make the words mean something. Do whatever you have to do to

make this the greatest song we've ever done. If all goes well, I'd like to hear them by Thursday."
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People had already started pairing off, pulling out notebooks and pens, arguing calmly about what they
would sing about. Rachel's yellow notebook, decorated with tons of gold star stickers on the front, was in
her lap and she clicked her pen in her right hand, turning to Finn. He could see the gears whirling in her

brain as she no doubt had been planning this for weeks.

He sighed. It was now or never. "Hold on a sec Rachel."

He stood up and made his way over to Mr. Schue, who was talking to Tina and Mike. Waiting until he was

done, Finn got his attention.

"Mr. Schue?"

"How's it going Finn?"

He didn't respond and instead, walked over to the corner of the room and waited for Mr. Schue to follow.

"Hey, Finn." The teacher's voice dropped. "Don't let Rachel take over this okay? You've got some great
ideas. Don't be afraid to let yourself be heard. I want to see some of you in this song, not just Rachel's

thoughts."

Finn glanced up to where Rachel sat, scribbling in her notebook.

"Point taken. Umm... actually, this isn't about the project. I was wondering, umm... if you'd heard anything

about Kurt?"

A look of confusion and concern appeared on Mr. Schue's face. "Kurt? No, Finn, I haven't. Is there a

reason?"

"Well, actually, I have something | want to say. To everyone."

"Oh, well, okay then."

Mr. Schue turned to the paired off teens, advancing away from the little corner and into the view of

everyone. "Okay guys, listen up. Finn has an announcement."

He paused and stepped back, waiting. Finn felt his heart stop.
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His voice was shaky as he began. Every eye was on him.

Three words. Kurt has cancer. Just three words.

He took a deep breath.

Three words.

"Hey guys." He paused. "Umm... this isn't easy for me to say. Kurt thought it would be too hard to tell you
himself and we both agreed that we didn't want the principal to tell you. I... I don't know much, or
anything really, about any of this, but..." He closed his eyes for a moment. He wished he could be
anywhere but here. He opened his eyes. "I know this will be difficult to take in..."

Puck became annoyed. "Dude, just spit it out already.”

Finn's eyes darted to Mr. Schue. His face was more concerned than anything. His arms were crossed over

his chest and he stared, waiting.

Finn turned his head to look at all of Glee, staring up at him. His voice dropped. "Kurt has cancer."

It seemed as though everyone in the room inhaled at the same time. It was more than quiet for a full five

seconds, the kind of quiet that only comes from unexpected news, the kind of news that hurts.

Then the panic set in.

"What?"

"It's not true.”

"Dude, you can't be serious.”

"What are you talking about?"

Mr. Schue appeared suddenly by his side, a hand gripping his shoulder. "Finn?" He said, voice soft,

comforting, scared. "Finn, is this true?"
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He was unable to do anything but nod.

The questions kept coming and he had no idea how to answer them. Thankfully, Mr. Schue was able to

calm the distress. "Alright guys. Alright. Calm down."

He turned back to Finn, hand still on his shoulder. Finn was grateful for his touch. He felt relieved at telling

them and even more relieved that Mr. Schue was here. "When did you find out about this?"

"Two days ago."

"And you're sure Kurt wanted you to tell us?"

"Yes. He told me to. No one else knows but Mr. Figgins."

Everyone was quiet, even Rachel, who sat with her back straight, pen clenched in her hand. They were all

waiting for answers that he couldn't give. Finn didn't make eye contact with anyone but his teacher. He

didn't want to see the looks on their faces.

"He's starting chemotherapy today. He has leukemia."

Mr. Schue's next question surprised him. "Are you okay?"

Was he okay? No. He knew that. Mr. Schue knew that. "I'm fine."

Mr. Schue nodded, saying softly, "Okay. You can sit down now. Thank you Finn."

He followed the simple instruction, trying to avoid eye contact with anyone. But they were all staring at
him and it was impossible to block out the lost looks of shock, fear and worry. Rachel said nothing as he
sat next to her, feeling as though all the air had been squeezed from his lungs. She tentatively set her hand

on his and then carefully linked their fingers together.

Mr. Schue still stood in the front. Now that Finn was out of range of immediate eye contact, they looked to
their teacher for guidance. They needed someone to tell them what to do, how to sort out the confusing
mess of emotions that had just been dumped over their heads. He ran a hand through his hair and met

their eyes.

-56 -



Contents T

He sighed and seemed to be gathering his thoughts before he said in a low voice, "I really don't know what
to say. I knew as much about this as you all did and I know it's a lot to handle. In light of this news, I'm
giving you the day, or a few days, off if you need them from the 'normal’ Glee activities. If you feel like
writing a song, singing something, or just talking, anything to sort out whatever it is you may be feeling,

these are the days to do that. And please don't badger Finn with questions. He's told us all he knows."

Finn felt a surge of relief and admiration for Mr. Schue.

Rachel's hand went up.

"Yes, Rachel?"

"l was wondering if there might be any way we would be able to see Kurt? You know, maybe we could

make a card or go sing him a song or something."

"If everyone decides they want to, [ can talk to the school and see if they'd let us organize a field trip, or we
can work around everyone's schedules to find a day that would be free so we could go and see him. I think
that's a great idea, but ultimately that's his call if he wants us there or not."

Not discouraged, she nodded and turned to Finn. "Do you think he'd want to see us?"

He looked up. "I don't see why not, but maybe in a few days or something. It's a lot to take in you know?"
She nodded again and began to scribble in her notebook.

The rest of the period was quiet, with no one working on their original assignment anymore. They talked
in small groups or pairs, not really knowing what to say. All Finn wanted to do was get out of there. He

could feel the negative atmosphere sucking away the life as if it were a black hole in the universe.

When the bell finally rang, they trouped out, with Finn telling Rachel to go ahead without him and hanging
back. He approached Mr. Schue after the last student had left.

"Hey, umm... thanks for you know, helping me out today."

He smiled a little sadly. "No problem, Finn. It must be a lot for you to deal with. How're you holding up?"
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"I'm alright I guess. Tired, but it'll get better. I feel like I'm living in this slow-moving dream world and in

one second I'm going to wake up and it'll all be back to normal."

"It's never easy to deal with, especially when it happens to someone close to you. I can write you a pass to

your next class if you'd like to go talk to Mrs. Pillsbury."

Finn shifted uncomfortably. "I think I'm okay. I kind of want to deal with this on my own for right now you

know?"

He nodded, though not entirely convinced. "Okay. Well, let me know if that changes. And you can always

talk to me if you'd be more comfortable."

"Thanks Mr. Schue."

"Hey, do you mind having your stepdad call me? Or call Mr. Figgins to update him once in a while? I'm

really worried about Kurt."

"Yeah, no problem. I'll let you know in a few days."

"Thank you. I think that will really help put the other kids at ease, knowing somewhat of what's going on.
They're all as worried as we are." He paused and clapped a hand on his back. "Alright Finn, you'd better
get to class. I know it seems hopeless now, but things can change. Being there for Kurt is will make the

most difference right now."

Finn's mouth lifted in the smallest of smiles and then he turned his back, walking into the almost empty
hallway, sighing a breath of relief that his next class was close to the rehearsal room. And even though
telling Glee had been hard and he'd felt bad for dropping that emotional bomb on them, he could feel the
giant knot of worry in his gut begin to unwind and the weight on his shoulders seemed less likely to crush
him. He felt slightly better with them knowing. He hoped they would get to go see Kurt, preferably not in
the hospital. Maybe he could skip a day at Dalton and he could come to McKinley for a day. That would

surely raise everyone's spirits.

He snuck a quick look at his phone. No missed calls or texts. He hoped that meant Kurt's chemo was going
well. He made a mental note to stop by Kurt's classes and grab his homework for the next few days. He

made another mental note to tell Burt to call Mr. Schue and have Mr. Figgins send out an email to inform
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Kurt's teachers, if he hadn't done so already. It was going to be a long day, but it was already halfway over

and as Finn slid into his seat just as the bell rang, he kept telling himself that it was almost over.

Almost over. And then he could go home and sleep and try to forget.

He wondered vaguely if Blaine's day was as terrible as his had been so far. He hoped not. But he supposed

it could only go up from here.
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12. Late Passes and Speeches

Blaine wandered the halls of Dalton, hands in his pockets, bag on his shoulder. He was late already. No

need to rush.

He grabbed a white half sheet of paper from a tray in the office and wrote in blue pen his reason for being
late. Car trouble. That was good enough. He handed the paper to the elderly lady at the front desk, who

typed something in the computer and in return gave him a small slip of yellow paper. A late pass.

He had missed first period and his second class was in the back of the school. He had English right now. As
he slid into his seat, the eyes of his classmates burned a hole in his back. Or at least, that's what it felt like.
He smiled and pulled out his binder. His teacher had taken his late pass and reminded him that he needed

to make up the test on Dorian Gray within the next week. Great.

He was so tired. He hadn't really felt all that tired, but now that he was in class, he couldn't concentrate.

His thoughts kept drifting back to Kurt.

"There are three prompts to choose from for your concluding essay, including..." The teacher's voice

droned on.
Kurt's starting chemo now. I wonder if he's scared.
"...your essay will be graded on a scale of one to nine with one being the..."

I should be with him. I could... well, I could at least be there for him. Sit with him or something. Anything

would be better than being stuck here.
"... expecting no less than three pages..."

Maybe I could pretend I'm sick and go back. He sighed. No, Kurt had asked him not to go. He doesn't want to

see me right now.
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He knew this was new and scary and he understood Kurt's wanting to go alone. But it didn't lessen the
worry and hurt he felt. As much as he tried not to think about it and focus on the teacher's lecture, he often
caught himself staring at the tiny flecks of silver in the black desktop, his thoughts far away. The school
had been given a grant last year and new desks had been brought in over summer. His eyes moved from

fleck to fleck; small dots in a dark land of nothing.

As slow as the day felt to be moving so far, the bell rang before he realized it and he moved on to his next

class.

Math was just as torturous and he was glad to have a free period before rehearsal. Before he had to tell the
Warblers. The sun was shining, beating on his back as he sat on the grass in the quad. If it had been a
different day, he might have pulled out Dorian Gray and finished the chapters he was supposed to read
before he retook the test. If it had been a different day, he might have felt normal. But it wasn't and he had

to face it eventually.

He sighed as the bell rang, not having gotten anything productive done. He was still no closer to figuring
out how he was going to tell them. Maybe if he just opened his mouth, his brain would do the talking and

he wouldn't have to think about it. Maybe.

As he walked to class, he felt as if he was in a dream world. Everything around him seemed normal, but he
somehow happened to be moving at a sluggish pace that he couldn't control. He felt as though he were

trapped underwater, trying to walk with his atmosphere holding him back, making it harder to breathe.

The warning bell sounded when he was halfway across the quad. He was never this slow. Maybe he really

was stuck in a dream world. He would even prefer it, if it meant Kurt would be okay.

A strong hand gripped the door handle. He took a deep breath and stood up straighter, adjusting his bag
on his shoulder as he walked with as much courage as he could find, into the room. Eyes turned on him. He

had entered just as the final bell rang.
David, Wes, and Thad were sitting in the front table as always. David was standing, about to give an

opening speech. Blaine moved as close to the wall as possible, hoping that somehow he could disappear

and not have to do this. But Kurt needed him to do this. And he needed to do it for himself.

-61 -



Contents T

David began, but Blaine didn't hear a word he said. He was lost in his thoughts. Maybe he should have
talked more with Finn. Maybe they shouldn't do this today. Maybe they should somehow get both groups,
Warblers and McKinley glee clubs, and tell them at the same time. Maybe Kurt should be here. Maybe he
should be with Kurt.

The speech was short and suddenly Blaine realized there was no longer the background humming noise

that was David's voice. He looked up.

"Alright, so we're going to practice from the top and-"

People had already started getting up and moving around. It was now or never.

"[ actually have something I need to say.” Blaine had to strain to make his voice heard. He didn't want to

do this. Not now.

David nodded and everyone sat back down as he motioned for Blaine to come to the front.

"All yours Blaine."

He gave a small smile of thanks and made his way to the front. He shoved his hands deeper into his
pockets, hands balling into fists and then releasing as he let out the breath he hadn't realized he'd been

holding.

He faced the group directly, making sure he stood up straight. People took you more seriously when you
had good posture. And he hoped it would stop him from the almost incontrollable urge to curl up into a

ball and scream.

"As many of you, I'm sure, have noticed, Kurt hasn't been here for a few days."

A few heads nodded in agreement. Some looked around as if waiting to see if Kurt would jump out from

behind one of the heavy window drapes.

He cleared his throat. "There's a reason he hasn't been here and as difficult as it is for me to say it, he

wanted you to hear it from me."
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He looked out slightly above the heads of those he spoke to. If he met their eyes, he knew he would lose all

composure. He didn't realize how long he had paused until Wes spoke.

"Go on."

He felt his chest constrict and his eyes involuntarily looked down, neck bending forward as he dropped his
head slightly. He could feel the tears mist in his eyes and he blinked rapidly. He took a deep breath and
raised his head, almost challenging the students sitting before him. His voice was strong. He could handle
this.

"Kurt has cancer. Leukemia. I don't know if they caught it early enough, but he began his first round of
chemotherapy today. I don't know if he'll be back to school or if..." His voice hitched. "If they can cure him.

But he wanted me to tell you."

There was silence. For a full three thuds of his heart, no one spoke. All eyes were glued on him. All he

wanted to do was disappear. Suddenly, a hand was on his shoulder.

"Blaine." The voice belonged to Wes. "Blaine, when did you hear about this?"

Their eyes met. Blaine could see the fear in Wes's green irises. "Two days ago."

"And they're sure? They're sure it's leukemia?"

"Blood work came back two days ago."

"My second cousin had leukemia." A voice from the back sounded loudly after Blaine's increasingly

whispered statements. "One round of chemo and it was gone. Caught it early."

Wes ignored the comment. "Are you going to see him?"

"After the chemo. Five days from now. I'm going to call his dad after class."

"Let us know what goes down okay?"

Nods and whispers of agreement rippled through the room.
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"Does that mean you're going to be gone?"David.

Blaine didn't look at the speaker behind him. "I don't know. If he wants me, then yes, I'm going as often as

I can."

Wes turned back to the senior leaders, where they exchanged looks and sharp whispers. Thad stood up

and addressed the confused, worried teens in front of them.

"Until we know what's going on, there's really not much we can do. If you believe in prayer, we can hold a
prayer circle after rehearsal for as long as we feel it is necessary. Anyone will be welcome, no matter your
beliefs. Blaine, if you can keep us updated on anything you deem important, it would make this a lot easier
to handle. But until we know anything else, we're going to continue just like we have been. So save your
questions and thoughts on this for later. Write them down or something and we can try to deal on a

separate day. Agreed?"

Murmurs of consent were enough for Thad to nod and change the subject. "So we're taking it from the top.

Get into your beginning places."

Bodies moved in slightly unsure fashions. Blaine stayed where he was. Wes turned to him and dropped his

voice so only he could hear. "Hey man, you okay?"

Blaine faced him. "I'll be fine." The words came out of his mouth easily, but he didn't believe them.

"Alright." Wes's face said he didn't believe Blaine either. "You know, you can take it easy if you need to."

He shook his head. "We don't have time to take it easy."

Then he joined the line of boys in the front row. He decided he would go to English and retake that test

after school. He wouldn't be able to focus on the book anyway. Might as well get the test over with.

A low hum sounded from the throats of those around him.

Sing.

Sing and don't think.
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Sing and don't remember.

Sing and everything will be okay.
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13. School Grades and Night Whispers

Since that day he had told the Warblers, Blaine had decided something. He was going to not let Kurt's
leukemia change how he lived. He would do whatever he had to see him and be with him and help him in
any way he could, but at school, for a few hours each day, he would not let himself be upset. He would not
let anyone see any sign of weakness about him. He needed to be strong, if not for himself, then for those

around him. If he broke down now, it would be so much harder to drag himself back up.

He had noticed the change. The way his classmates stared at him. Not just the Warblers, but all of his
classmates. Anyone he came into contact with. Burt had called the school three days ago, giving the okay
to the dean to tell the teachers, and if they needed to, the students. He had done the same thing with
McKinley. The Warblers knew. The teachers knew. They may or may not have told their students. But it

didn't matter. The news spread like wildfire.

Eyes stared at him. Some were sad, some were confused, some obviously wanted to ask questions. And
some did. Questions that were easy to answer or ones that he had no idea how to even begin. Everywhere

he looked, it seemed people were staring.

He was currently known as Kurt's boyfriend. That rumor had started long ago and now, it was brought to
the surface once again. He was no longer the captain of the Warblers. He was "the boyfriend of the kid
with leukemia." It was hard to live up to his decision to be normal at school. Not easy when everyone

around you made it so difficult.

He threw himself into his school work. He went to tutorial for classes he understood completely, ones he
had even tutored other kids on. He worked the Warblers hard at every rehearsal; so much so that Josh had
overstrained his voice and had to not sing for a while or else he could lose his voice for he didn't know
how long. That would be bad. So Blaine slacked off on that. Barely. There was always room for
improvement. New songs had to be chosen and choreography reworked with the loss of Kurt, for now.
Kurt was the only countertenor they had, the only one they'd ever had as long as Blaine had been here,
and though it hadn't seemed to make that much of a difference in the chorus, now that he was gone, Blaine

found that he was straining to hear that voice. Kurt's voice.

But it had only been four days. He wasn't about to start going crazy now.
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So he went through his days, smiling and laughing and if you had seen him, you wouldn't know that this

wasn't just a normal day at Dalton Academy.

He had thrown himself into his schoolwork so much that his grades were now all A's. Not that he had
magically been able to get bad grades to A's in four days. He was a good student. He had good grades
anyway. But now, they were better than good. And there had been a few essays and tests during the four
days. That had helped. Some of his grades were even higher than the best. Over one hundred percent. His
English grade was now the lowest, a meager 98.4%, all because of the Dorian Gray test. He had retaken it
when he wasn't prepared, a stupid move now that he thought about it, and failed miserably. Maybe he

could ask for some extra credit opportunities.

Blaine was in his third hour of studying for his statistics test with textbooks, notebooks, and pencils
littering his desk when his phone rang. He looked up, rubbing the need to sleep from his eyes, and stared
at his phone. It sat, a kind of chrome silver-bluish color, with no ring tone playing loudly to annoy him. It
was buzzing, waiting for him to answer. It rang for a while and he knew it wasn't a text, but a call. He

reached over and hit the ignore button without checking to see who it was.

Back to studying. He didn't have time for distractions.

A random sample of 185 older (over 50) smokers who have tried to quiet showed that 111 quit successfully. A
second random sample of 220 younger (under 25) smokers qho have tried to quit showed that 101 quit

successfully. At a=.01, is there a significant difference in the rate of-

Buzz.

He glanced up.

Buzz. Buzz. Buzzzzz.

His eyes drifted to the clock on the bedside table. It was 7:19 pm. He hadn't realized it was that late. He
had meant to call Burt, like he'd done every day at 4:30. His last conversation hadn't gone well. Burt
sounded tired. He didn't blame him. Blaine felt somewhat guilty asking the same questions every day, but
he sort of felt like he was living in the dark. He wanted answers as much as they did and he wasn't even
close to being able to get them, especially living two hours away in a dorm at school, with somewhat

limited availability based on the awful no cell phone policy during school hours. During the last phone call,
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Burt had seemed emotionally drained and a bit distant, answering his questions with few word sentences.
He swore he had heard paper rustling in the background. Probably those colorful pamphlets with stupid
phrases on them proclaiming "So You Have Leukemia, What to do Next" like the ones in neat little stacks
in Dalton's guidance counselor's office. Except the headings on those usually read "How to Cope with

Depression” and "I Have my High School Diploma! Now What?"

He picked up the phone.

"Hello?"

"Blaine."”

It was Finn.

"I meant to call you. Well, Burt actually, but I didn't realize how late it was. What's going on?"

"They released him. Kurt. From chemo. His doctor said it was going really well, so they let him go a day

early. Burt came back to pick up Mom and they're going there now to bring him back here."

Blaine forgot all about studying. He couldn't even remember what an atom was at that moment. And he

didn't care. Kurt was okay. Kurt was coming home.

"Finn, that's awesome." He couldn't keep the smile contained and if it hadn't been for the news he had just
heard, he would have thought he was going crazy, sitting there at his desk, the only light from his small
lamp, smiling hugely in the dark. The relief in his voice sounded unfamiliar even to himself. As if he didn't
know how worried he had been until now. But that was how he'd wanted it right? To be normal at school?

"That's... that's great. I mean, wait. That's good right?"
Finn laughed. "Of course it's good."
Blaine had already begun to formulate how he was going to get back to Lima. Maybe he could have his

parents drive him there in the morning? Or maybe he could call them now? Either way, he wasn't going to

school tomorrow. Not when Kurt was home.
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There was a pause on both ends of the line, which Finn broke first. "Hey, umm... do you want me to come
pick you up? [ know you don't exactly live close by and all and I mean, if it were me, I'd want to be here as

soon as I could.”

He felt a surge of gratitude towards Finn. "If you could, that would be so great.”

"No problem. I'll leave as soon as they get home."

Finn hung up so fast, Blaine wasn't sure he heard his small "Thank you," but he really didn't care. In four

hours, he would be with Kurt.

It was 8:45 when Blaine's phone rang again. Finn telling him he was in the parking lot. Either there was no
traffic tonight or Finn drove like a madman. He decided to go with the no traffic idea and barreled down
the stairs to the dorm's exit and walked calmly into the parking lot. Finn's truck was the only one running
and though there was no chance of him getting hit, unless Finn happened to see him as road kill, he

walked the short distance to the truck's passenger side. He wanted to run. Wanted to, but didn't.

The ride back to Lima was mostly quiet. The small talk ran out in the first twenty minutes and Blaine was
too focused on Kurt to even think about how the weather was starting to get colder. To be honest, he
hadn't even noticed. Blaine didn't even care that Finn had a driving style that was scarily motivated by
testosterone and that the increasing speeds they had taken on the freeway would certainly have killed

them had they crashed.

Blaine had unbuckled his seatbelt before even turning onto the Hummel driveway and his hand was on
the handle as Finn parked. He jumped out the second the truck had stopped completely and found himself
wanting so badly to run to the front door. Instead, he expressed as much gratitude as he could to Finn and

knocked on the door. Three short raps.

Tap.

Tap.

Tap.

The door opened. It was Carole, wearing an oversized t-shirt and pajama bottoms. She smiled when she

saw him.
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"I'm so glad you're here." She bustled the two of them inside and wrapped Blaine in a warm hug. He

hugged her back, forgetting, for a moment, about Kurt.

"l am too."

She stepped back, but held onto Blaine's shoulders. "I'm sure Finn told you that the chemo went well.
Kurt's doctors are optimistic. They can't say for sure how things will go, but it's really good right now.

Burt's with him. He's very tired, weak. Be gentle, not too many questions okay?"

Blaine didn't need to be told twice. "Of course."”

She nodded and pressed a hand to his cheek, before letting him go. "You know where he is."

In an involuntary action, he pulled Carole into another hug. He already felt she was like his second mother.

"Thank you."

She smiled. "No problem hun."

Blaine turned around just as Burt came down the hallway. Burt raised a hand in greeting and loped over to
Carole. He put an arm around her waist and addressed Blaine. "I think he's sleeping now. He's tired and I

want you to-"

Carole cut him off. "Honey, I've already talked to him. He's not going to make Kurt sing an entire opera

tonight. He just wants to see him."

Burt nodded, eyes tired. "Alright. Sorry. Go ahead."

Blaine didn't need to be told twice. He flew down the hall as fast as he could go without running and
stopped just outside Kurt's door, left slightly open. He opened the door a bit further, allowing him room to

squeeze through and closed it, leaving only a little crack for light.

He knew the layout of Kurt's room enough now to be able to pick his way to the bed, even when his eyes
weren't yet adjusted. When he found the bed, he used his foot to feel how far it was to the wall, following
the sheet that hung down, leading him to where Kurt lay. He kneeled down at the side of the bed and
blinked rapidly, trying to get his eyes to adjust. When they finally did, though it took much too long in

Blaine's opinion, he saw Kurt's face turned towards his, eyes closed, curled up in a relaxed fetal position.
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Blaine didn't know why he expected Kurt to be changed. Nothing was different, except maybe he was a bit
paler than usual, but that was probably just the light. Or lack of light. Kurt's lips were beautiful, soft and
pink, and stood out against his angelic face, even in sleep. Blaine had no idea how he could be more
attracted to Kurt, but now, his senses seemed heightened to everything about him. The way his chest rose
and fell so calmly, the way his eyes moved behind his closed lids in dreaming, the way his mouth twitched

slightly every so often.

He reached out a hand to gently brush it along Kurt's cheekbone. But he snatched it back when Kurt began

to move. He held his breath. He hadn't wanted to wake him up.

As much as he willed Kurt to stay asleep, to continue in whatever peaceful dreams he had been consumed
in, it wasn't enough and his soft blue eyes slowly opened. Kurt blinked so slowly, Blaine wondered if he
even registered he was here. Maybe it was some kind of pre-sleepwalking thing? But he was convinced
otherwise when Kurt's lips moved.

"Blaine."

The word was small, faint, but Blaine heard it. He smiled.

"Yeah. Yeah, I'm here. [ didn't mean to wake you. I'm sorry."

Kurt opened his eyes wide, as if he was trying to force them to stay open, and despite the effort, the lids

drooped uncontrollably. "I'm so tired."

"Then sleep." Blaine whispered back. "Go back to sleep."

Kurt kept his eyes closed, but mumbled two words before slipping back into his dreamland. "Don't leave."

The corner of Blaine's mouth twitched into a hybrid kind of a smirk and a smile. He leaned over, bringing

his lips close to Kurt's ear, unsure if he could even hear him now.

"I won't. I'll be right here."
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14. Blankets and Pamphlets

Blaine opened one eye with a low groan. He looked around in the dark, not knowing where he was for a

moment. And then he remembered.

He lifted his head. Off the floor. He was on the hardwood floor. It hurt. His neck was stiff and the entire left
side of his body was sore. He sat up slowly. Someone had put a blanket on him. And there was a pillow
next to his head. He could hear Kurt's shallow breathing from above him. Moving his neck side to side was

painful and he did so slowly. It would hurt so much worse if he didn't do anything.

He pushed himself off the floor and carefully stepped to the door, letting himself out. He used the
bathroom down the hall, didn't want to wake Kurt. It was quiet in the house. So quiet, he wondered if
anyone was up yet. Was it really still dark? They had gotten home around 11 pm last night and it seemed

like he'd been asleep for a while.

The creaks of the floorboards echoed in his ears as he made his way down to the kitchen. There was a

piece of white paper on the counter. He almost walked right past it.

Blaine-

Help yourself to anything in the kitchen. I'm picking up something for Kurt. Be home soon.
-Carole

He grabbed a glass from the cupboard and filled it with water from the fridge. He didn't realize how
thirsty he was until it was empty. The water was cold and woke him up a bit. He wished he could take a
shower. But he'd do that later. He took another glass and filled that one with half ice and the rest with

water for Kurt. Hopefully it'd be cold when he woke up.
He wasn't hungry; not yet. He tiptoed back up to Kurt's room and placed the glass on his bedside table.

He'd grabbed his school bag when Finn picked him up, so he was happy to have his homework as a

distraction, but he was dismayed to remember that he had once again forgotten to bring extra clothes. He
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made a mental note to bring a few outfits to leave with Kurt next time he came over. And he wrote it down

on an actual note too. Just in case.

He took his school bag down to the kitchen and called his parents to let them know where he was and to
have them call the school. Halfway through his math homework, the front door opened. He looked up to

see Carole shoving her keys back into her bag, which she placed on the counter.

"Blaine, I didn't expect you up yet. Are you hungry?" She said the question as she opened the refrigerator

and a few different cabinets.

"Kind of."

She smiled. "I can make pancakes."

He noticed a box of cereal on the counter that hadn't been put away. He jumped up and not wanting to

trouble her, grabbed the box and a bowl. "This is fine. Thank you though."

"No problem."

Blaine smiled to himself. He knew where Finn had picked up that saying.

"How did you sleep last night? Or I guess, 'did you sleep' would be a more appropriate question.”

The cereal made gentle, slightly echoed ringing sounds as it hit the porcelain bowl. "I actually don't even

remember falling asleep.”

Carole pulled out a bowl and Blaine passed her the cereal. "Thanks. I should have told Burt to set up the

air mattress in there. Where did you sleep?”

"Floor."

She poured her cereal and popped a few pieces into her mouth before topping it with milk. "Honey, I'm
sorry you had to do that last night. You should have told one of us. I'll have Burt or Finn set it up when

they get home."

"It's really no trouble. I'm happy Finn was able to get me. And even happier that Kurt is home."
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She smiled as he scooped a spoonful into his mouth. "Me too."

"So when does he go back?"

"He has three weeks of rest and then they'll start the treatment again. With each round of chemo, we're

hoping that the number of white blood cells will be reduced.”

"Okay." Blaine said, not really understanding. He'd meant to do a Google search on leukemia, but had been
busy with schoolwork that he'd only been able to look up the basics. He made a note to do a more

thorough search soon. He didn't want to feel left in the dark. Especially when it involved Kurt.

Another bite of cereal. Carole's eyes widened and she jumped, rushing over to her purse.

"Oh. I forgot. I went to pick these up from the pharmacy. They were filling his prescription when he was
released and we wanted to get him home as soon as possible." She pulled out a little orange, white-capped
bottle and shook it, hearing the pills rattle around inside.

"What's that?"

"Pills to help with the nausea. Side effect of chemo."

"Side effect?"

Side effect? Why had he not thought of the side effects? That was why Kurt was tired. What else was

there?

"Uh huh." Carole ruffled through a bunch of papers and extracted a pamphlet from the pile. She handed it

to Blaine.

It was a list of the drugs used to treat leukemia in chemotherapy, side effects of the chemo, and how to

treat those side effects.

He read silently, abandoning his cereal, no longer hungry.

Nausea and vomiting.
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Fatigue.

Diarrhea.

Weight loss.

Hair loss.

Depression.

Those were listed under "Common Side Effects." He didn't look at the "Serious Side Effects" or "Long Term
Complications." He didn't want to see those yet. His heart wrenched. He didn't know if he could see Kurt

going through all that. He didn't know if he would be strong enough.

Fatigue will reach its peak at the end of the chemotherapy treatment and should resolve steadily in a period

of a few weeks to months, depending on the patient.

Kurt was exhausted. He knew that. So he had one side effect, so far. Blaine handed the pamphlet back to

Carole. She must have seen something change on his face because she said, "Blaine, honey, it will be okay."

He nodded, not sure if he was trying to convince her or himself that he believed her words. "Thanks."

Her smile turned sympathetic. She grabbed the bottle of pills and held it out to him. "Can you take these to
Kurt and see that he takes them when he wakes up? Dosage is on the side. His doctor gave him some

stronger drugs to help delay the nausea, but it will only last a day or so."

He took the bottle from her, trying to smile back. "Sure."

He left his bag downstairs and made the short climb up to the second floor. The door was slightly open,
just as he had left it. He pushed it open, wincing when it squeaked, and stepped inside. The bottle was

gripped tightly in his hand.

He walked over as quietly as he could and set the bottle down beside the glass of water. Condensation was
forming on the glass as the ice melted, sending little ripples of water down the side. He noticed the blanket
was still on the floor. He stooped and folded it. There were small holes in one corner and it smelled like

too many bonfires and sand. Internally, his heart thudded with gratitude. It was Finn's blanket.
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When he turned around, Kurt's eyes were staring at him. He jumped.

"You're supposed to be asleep.” He scolded, heart pounding from the slight kick of adrenaline. He knelt

down and cupped Kurt's cheek in his hand.

"You're supposed to be here." Kurt countered, voice small.

"I'm sorry. I didn't want to wake you and then Carole came home with some pills for you."

"Don't leave."”

Kurt was allowed to be selfish right now. Blaine didn't mind that. "l won't."

He reached over and took the bottle in his hand, turning it sideways to read the tiny print. "It says you're

supposed to take two with a full glass of liquid. I got you water. Is that okay?"

"I'm too tired." His eyes shut.

Blaine's face softened. His tone however, did not. "I know you are. But these will help with the nausea

later. You want to take these Kurt."

Kurt's nostrils flared and he opened his eyes again. "You're going to make me?"

"YES."

Kurt sighed and began to sit up. He moved slowly, as if each limb weighed a hundred pounds. Too tired to

move.

"Need some help?"

He shook his head as he lugged himself into a somewhat sitting position. Blaine popped the top on the
bottle and poured out two round, blue pills, which he placed into Kurt's hand. Kurt set them on his tongue

and Blaine passed him the glass of water.

"All of it." He said with a tone that bordered on a command.
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Kurt's hand began to shake as he drank. Involuntarily, Blaine reached out and steadied the cup in Kurt's
failing grasp until the glass was empty. Kurt shuddered as Blaine set the glass back on the table. The water

had been really cold. Maybe he shouldn't have put that much ice in it.

Blaine walked around to the other side of the bed and laid down next to him. He wrapped his arms around
Kurt's shoulders. Kurt turned his head, resting it on Blaine's chest, curling up and shivering once or twice

more. Blaine held him tighter.

"Thank you." He whispered against his forehead and placed a kiss on the top of his head. "Now sleep."

Kurt didn't need to be told twice. His eyes closed and he sighed with happiness. He didn't care what he had

to go through. Not if Blaine would be there for him.

-77 -



Contents T

15. Trash Cans and Cars

Blaine had involuntarily returned to school the next morning. Burt had driven him back, saying he would
call him if anything changed, that all Kurt was doing was sleeping. But he still felt like he was abandoning

him.

Most of the questions had stopped being directed to him at school. No one really gave a second glance in
his direction anymore, now that the week-long drama was now old news. Not that he cared. It was nice
not to have to talk about the leukemia as if it didn't affect him. As if it didn't hurt him to not be able to do
anything about it. At least now, it was easier to go through the day as if he was fine. Not talking about it or

Kurt here was a relief.

There was a prayer circle held outside the rehearsal room every day, just as Thad had promised. Every
single Warbler was there every day and it made Blaine take things into perspective a bit. He wasn't the
only one who cared for Kurt. He wasn't the only one who was worried. He decided against telling Kurt that
they held a prayer circle for him. He remembered Finn talking about how Kurt had been when his dad was
in the hospital. Kurt was an atheist. And that was okay. But the prayer circle gave Blaine, who wasn't very
religious in the first place, something to hold on to. He felt that for a few minutes a day, they were
connected, all essentially wishing at the same time that Kurt would be okay. He visualized the prayers as
little thought bubbles, little wishes, floating up through the clouds to... Where? He didn't know where. He
didn't know if he believed in Heaven or God or anything, but all the same, he looked forward to those
times when he would squeeze the hands of the boys' next to him and feel as though he wasn't fighting a

losing battle.

One day, after school was over, he was surprised to receive a text from his mom. 'Come to the parking lot'

it read. Fearing the worst, he ran over there and stopped dead in his tracks.
His mom was standing on the asphalt, leaning up against the car she'd had for a few years, holding her
keys in her hand. When she saw him, she broke away and held out her arms. Confused, Blaine went to her.

She held him in a tight hug.

"Oh honey." She released him, but put a hand on his shoulder, squeezing gently.
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Blaine's brows furrowed. "What's going on?"

"Well, I heard from Burt that Kurt is sick.”

"Cancer." He wasn't afraid of the word. Kurt wasn't 'sick." If you were 'sick,’ essentially all you had to do
was take some pills and rest and you'd be fine. Blaine wished Kurt was sick. But this wasn't sick. This was

cancer. And he could die. "And why was he talking to you anyway?"

She nodded. "Okay. Cancer. Honey, why didn't you tell me?"

He shrugged, not trying to hide the bitterness in his voice. "You didn't answer my first question."

She looked taken aback. "Oh, well, I'd heard... things. You know, at the salon. This is a high school Blaine.

Things don't stay secret for very long."

He looked away. "So you called him? You were spying on me?"

"Please don't think like that baby. I love you. | was worried."

"Worried for me? Or worried that dad had found out that I was in a relationship with a guy?" There was

venom in his last words. He hated his father's resentment of his sexuality. It was difficult enough already.

There was a long pause.

"He loves you, you know." His mom's voice was quiet.

"Yeah, right. Not enough to love me for who I am. He loves what he thinks he can make me."

llHOney_ll

"Was there a reason you wanted to see me?" Blaine was shutting down. He didn't want to talk to or see

anyone.

"Well, Burt told me that it's been difficult for you. Kurt has to stay in Lima and you have school here, and I

wanted to do something to help out." She paused, gauging his reactions and when he didn't speak, she
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continued. "First, if you'd like to, I have no problem homeschooling you so you can spend more time with

Kurt."

The way his heart leapt, despite the anger, was an unsettling feeling. He did want to see Kurt more, but at
the price of having to stay at home where his dad was, knowing that Kurt was sick, and where he could be
taunted more? Or worse, where his father could get information about Kurt and... do, he didn't know
what, and that thought scared him. "You haven't told dad about this have you? There's no way he'd let you

bring this up. I don't feel comfortable bringing Kurt into this. No, [ don't think I can go back home."

Her face fell. "Okay." Her lack of defense confirmed Blaine's suspicions that she had not told his dad, but it
was a generous offer all the same. "You could maybe stay with Kurt. If that would be okay with them.

There's a program where you only have to come to school once a week."

He didn't immediately reject that. He'd think about it.

His mom seemed eager to make him happy, as if she was suddenly trying to make up for years of a less
than ideal father. "And second, I know it's been hard for you to get back and forth from Lima to here, and

with your seventeenth birthday in a few weeks, I figured I'd surprise you early. This is from both of us."

Blaine raised an eyebrow. He didn't understand where she was going with this.

Without a word, she turned around and looked at the parking lot. Blaine looked too. He didn't see
anything. Just cars in the lot, like normal. She walked over to the asphalt and stood in between her car and

a car next to her, silver and shiny and new. She set a palm on the hood of the silver car.

"This is for you."

It took Blaine a moment to register this. His car? His own car? Involuntarily, he smiled slowly, eyes flicking

back and forth between his mom and the car. "Are you serious?"

"Absolutely."

His happy laugh was only half forced as he walked up and hugged her gently. He could see Kurt. Anytime

he wanted. He could even be somewhat homeschooled and see him every day.

"Thank you." He whispered.
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The next day, Blaine got a call from Finn. Thankfully, it had been during rehearsal, where there are no

teachers present, and he was able to step off to the side and take the call.

"Hello?"

"Hey, it's Finn. Burt told me to call you. Just to let you know." He sighed and paused, seeming to gather his
thoughts. Blaine could picture him running a hand through his hair in frustration. "Okay, so you know the

side effects from chemo?"

Blaine felt himself nodding, though he knew Finn couldn't see. He was worried about what would follow

those words.

"Apparently, Kurt is really having a hard time with his stomach. The drugs the doctor gave him wore off

and those little pills aren't really helping. They can't give him anything else though."

"What's going on?" As much as he appreciated Finn giving him details, right now, he wanted to get the

short answer.

"He's so nauseous and started throwing up a few hours ago. I'm worried. He's crying and he keeps asking

for you."

Blaine's heart wrenched. Kurt was asking for him and he wasn't there. He decided right then that he was

going to call his parents and accept their generous offer of homeschooling.

"I'll be right there."

He'd left rehearsal early. No one blamed him or tried to stop him. Blaine stepped on the gas, hearing the

engine rev as it pulsed him forward, faster. Much faster. Good.

The car could not have come at a better time. He had called his mom before he left, thanking her again for

the early birthday present. His mom had sounded worried.

"Call me if you need me." She'd said.

He didn't know what he needed. But right now all he wanted was to be able to defy the speed limits and

create a new Autobahen in Lima.
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The sun was setting when he finally arrived at the Hummel house. He dashed up the steps and found Burt
in the kitchen. There was boiling water on the stove and he was in the midst of pouring uncooked
spaghetti into the pot. Burt looked up as the door opened, but looked back down quickly and wiped a hand

over his eyes before lifting his head again.

"Hey Blaine."

Blaine nodded, noticing the redness in Burt's eyes. He had been crying.

"He's upstairs."

On his way up, he passed Finn sitting on his bed. He rested his forehead in one hand, which he slowly
rubbed back and forth, as if he had a headache. Blaine paused. There was an open book on Finn's lap.
Suddenly, Finn stood and, grabbing the book by the pages, hurled it on the floor with a groan. He pressed
both hands to his head and walked in a small circle, not noticing the person standing outside his door.

Blaine hurried past. Finn had looked exactly how he felt. Frustrated, angry, lost.

He pushed open the door with two fingers and saw Carole sitting with Kurt on the bed. Kurt had a blanket
hanging off his torso and he sat with his legs dangling off the bed, feet on the floor. He looked up as the

door opened. He did not smile.

Blaine stepped tentatively in the room. "Hey." He said quietly.

Carole smiled softly at him. She was rubbing circles into Kurt's back. Blaine moved swiftly to the chair in
front of the vanity mirror. Sitting facing them, he propped his elbows up on his knees and rested his chin
on his hands. He waited.

Kurt looked bad. Worse, maybe, than when Blaine had sent him home with Finn.

His skin was clammy and pasty-white, eyes red and ringed with tiredness. He noticed beads of sweat on

his brow.
Suddenly, Kurt leaned over, away from Carole, and grabbed the trash can that sat by his feet. He threw up

twice before returning the trash can back to the floor. Carole's eyes turned sad and sympathetic. She kept

rubbing his back.
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"It's only been like this for a few hours." Carole addressed Blaine, who had seemed to grow pale himself.

"Can... can't you get him something?"

"We've tried hun. This is the worst of it. Well, it should be."

Kurt turned to face his stepmother and with a voice only slightly wobbly, asked if she could leave them

alone for a while. She nodded and her eyes grew sad again before she headed for the door.

"I'll check on you every half hour or so." She looked at Blaine. "Holler if you need anything."

And they were alone.

Blaine stayed where he was for a full minute, unable to look away from Kurt's face. Then he got up slowly

and crossed the room in three strides, sitting down next to him.

"Finn called me."

"I'm glad." Kurt paused. "How did you get here?"

Blaine smiled and pulled out his keys, dangling them from his index finger.

"No way." Kurt's astonishment was blatant, even when he was this sick.

"Early birthday present." His smile grew wider.

"April 23." The recitation was automatic.

He laughed softly. "You remembered."

"How could I forget?" Kurt said this like it was common knowledge. Like everyone knew when Blaine's

birthday was. There was a long pause and then Kurt asked, "Finn called you?"

Blaine nodded, a bit guarded. There was something off about Kurt's tone. "Yes."

Kurt sighed. "What did he tell you?"
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"That you were having a hard time and that you asked for me. Was there something he should have not

told me?"

"I told him to call you only for something important.”

"And this isn't important? He said you were crying."

"You can't just be expected to come down here every time [ want you to."

"Are you saying [ shouldn't?" He got a bit defensive before cooling down. Kurt was sick, he was tired. He
didn't mean what he was saying. "He was just worried about you. And I would come down here in a

heartbeat anyway."

"You have more to worry about than me."

"Well, get used to it because you're my most important worry at the moment.”" He smiled and was relieved
when Kurt returned his glance, smiling softly. Blaine pulled him into a hug, which Kurt reciprocated for a
short while, before he pushed him away and grabbed the trash can again. Blaine felt his eyes take on the

same sad stare that had consumed Carole's. He felt horrible for Kurt.

When he was done, he set the can down with a metal clang and sat up again, but his body sagged slightly.
Blaine pulled him into him, not knowing what else to do. But he noticed, with some degree of happiness in

this miserable situation, that Kurt's fever was gone.

The rest of the day faded into night and Blaine stayed with Kurt, mixing into a seemingly never-ending
cycle of holding him, drifting to sleep for a few minutes and then waiting while Kurt threw up or seemed

about to. He'd empty the trash can periodically and try to get him to drink water.

After a few hours of this, Kurt began to break down and Blaine did not blame him in the slightest. He held
him while he curled up into a ball and the tears fell as sobs racked his body. He cried and cried and Blaine
wrapped his arms around him as securely as he could, wanting Kurt to know he wasn't alone. He closed
his eyes and pressed his forehead to Kurt's hair, nuzzling close. When Kurt ran out of tears, Blaine slowly
began to unwind his vice-like grip and held him softer, letting Kurt rest his head against his chest. One arm
supported Kurt's back and the other methodically played with his hair and rubbed little circles on his
clammy, pale forehead. Soothed by Blaine's closeness and comfort, Kurt's eyes slipped closed and for a

while, he was able to get much needed sleep.

-84 -



Contents T

Blaine felt Kurt's body slump in his arms, all of his tense muscles relaxing. He held him, not moving except
for the hand running through his hair for a solid hour, not wanting to jinx this sleeping spell that had come

over Kurt.

Unfortunately, Kurt's eyelids began to flutter open much too soon. When he was sure he was fully awake,

Blaine whispered, "Hey."

Kurt didn't answer, just stayed where he was, not trying to move at all, blinking languidly in the dark.

"You okay?" Blaine wished he could take back his words the moment they were out of his mouth. "I'm

sorry. Of course you're not okay. That was a stupid thing to ask."
"It's fine." Kurt replied, voice weak with his crippling exhaustion and throat swollen and sore from
constantly heaving up anything he had ever eaten in his entire life it seemed. "There's never a stupid

question. Only stupid answers."

Blaine smiled into Kurt's hair, letting his hand fall slowly from his cheek to his shoulder and then to his

chest, where Kurt laced their fingers together.

"Did you sleep at all?" Kurt's question was permeated with worry.

Blaine laughed lightly. "Yes."

Kurt raised his eyebrows. "See, now that was a stupid answer."

"What are you talking about?"

"Your eyes are red." Kurt whispered. "You should sleep.”

"I'm here for you Kurt. I can't be the studly heroic boyfriend if I'm asleep.” He looked at their intertwined

fingers, carefully unlacing them and then putting them back together.

"True. But it would make me feel better."”

Blaine laughed. "If you insist."
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Kurt's reply of "I do" never made it out of his mouth as he suddenly tensed. Blaine was quick to grab the
trash can from the side of the bed and thrust it into Kurt's lap. He gagged, body contracting, but there had
been nothing in his stomach and for a long time now, he'd been heaving up bile. When he stopped, Blaine
raised the glass of water to Kurt's lips and tilted it until he drank. Blaine set the can back on the floor and

put his arms around Kurt's shoulders. He saw a mist appear in Kurt's eyes.

"I'm sorry." His words were mumbled and his head drooped down.

Blaine reached out and held Kurt's face in his hands, gently forcing him to look at him. "Hey." Blaine's tone

was strong, but comforting. "Don't be sorry. Don't ever be sorry." He pulled him into a hug.

Kurt wanted to kiss him. But he was so tired.

As Blaine let go and laid back against the pillows, he gently pulled Kurt against him. Blaine's eyes began to

close and he let them, no longer fighting the need to sleep, but giving in.

As Kurt willingly let his eyes slip closed again, he smiled to himself. Blaine was holding him, so secure, so
warm, and Kurt had wished for this for so long it seemed like. He could hear Blaine's words about being
his boyfriend echo in his ears. He'd forgotten to ask for an elaboration on that statement, or at least to
reciprocate it in some way, but the sounds of Blaine's rhythmic breathing filled his ears and he decided
that it could wait. For a few days at the most. Until he didn't feel like sleeping and was forced to hurl every

half an hour. He sighed.

Yep. In a few days.

-86 -



Contents T

16. Guitars and Movies

The nausea lasted for five horrible days. Blaine didn't leave Kurt's side the entire time. Carole and Burt
came up often to stay with Kurt, though there wasn't much they could do. It was hard for Blaine to see
Kurt go through this and he didn't want to imagine what it was doing to them. Finn came up immediately
after school for a while before football practice or glee rehearsal every day. He'd offered to skip these
activities anytime so that Blaine could sleep, but he'd only taken him up on his offer once and that was

because Kurt made him.

Carole had been right when she said that the first day would be the worst. On the fifth day, Kurt was able
to keep down the few crackers and extremely watered down juice she brought for him. This was a huge
relief to Blaine. Kurt had lost ten pounds since the chemo and hopefully he would be able to get back to

eating normally soon.

It was ten o'clock at night when Blaine began to creep downstairs. Kurt had just fallen asleep after making

Blaine promise to go to sleep too.

He had taken to playing his guitar late at night. He was staying here more than at the school dorms lately,
so he'd brought it with him and left it in the living room. Kurt had been too sick to even want to leave his

room and playing helped Blaine relax.

He pulled on a sweatshirt at the edge of the stairs. What Kurt didn't know wouldn't hurt him. His toes sank
slightly into the carpet and he heard a small creak as he stepped onto the third stair. He stopped and froze,

fingers touching lightly on the railing. He heard voices. Someone was in the kitchen.

He knew Burt and Carole would have no problem with him coming down and playing his guitar. He always
made sure to strum lightly and he never sang at night, only hummed, but for some reason, he sat down at

the top of the stairs.
He calmed his drumming heart and looked out between the stair railing, left hand wound around one of

the smoothly carved poles. They were sitting at the table, both in their pajamas. Burt in a grey t-shirt and
the black lounge pants from Nordstrom's that Blaine had gone with Kurt to get him for his birthday. Carole
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wore her light blue robe and matching slippers, also a present from Kurt. Carole's back was to him and

Burt looked down at the coffee cup in his hands. He looked tired. But he always looked tired now.

Blaine strained to hear their whispered conversation. He felt bad for eavesdropping, but he heard Kurt's

name and suddenly he didn't care.

Carole was shaking her head slowly. She slid a piece of paper across the table to Burt, who glanced at it

and then folded it back up.

"We can pay that now." Carole's voice was soft.

"I know. But this is just the first one. $35,000. Kurt has two more rounds of chemo left and hopefully the
leukemia will be gone. If not, there's radiation therapy and possibly more chemo and there's a possibility
of bone marrow transplants and even if it does go away, he has to take some sort of pills for years after the
chemo and there's the possibility of relapse and-" Burt's voice broke. "He's gone through so much

already."

Carole reached over and took one of his hands in hers. "l know, honey. I know. There's a lot of possibilities
and hardly any concrete answers. We'll do what we need to do. The insurance covers some of it and we'll
pay what we can and, well, maybe I could get a second job. Or I'm sure the bank will let us take out some

kind of loan. Or we can sell some stuff."

Burt ran a hand over his head. Blaine could see tears in his eyes.

He got up and practically ran back to Kurt's room. His head was filled with the beginnings of a plan. Sure,
the last time they'd tried to do a benefit concert, it had failed, in terms of attendance. But this was

different. And he was going to make it work.

He stopped outside the white door, and turned instead to the door down the hall. The pulse and ebb of
light from under the door jamb was enough to tell Blaine that Finn was awake. He knocked quietly. The

light suddenly disappeared, extinguished in a heartbeat.

"I was reading." Finn's voice came from the other side of the door.

Blaine felt a smile appear on his face as he opened the door. "Nice try."
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"Oh. It's you. Hey." Finn sat back up on his bed and once Blaine shut the door, he clicked on his X-Box
again. "What's up?"

Blaine sat on the edge of the bed, shaking his head when Finn offered him one of the controllers, and

clasped his hands together. "What do you think about a benefit?"

Finn's eyes didn't leave the screen and he continued frantically pushing different colored buttons. "That

depends on who's benefiting from what."

Blaine laughed. "No. Like raising money."

"Oh. Cool. For what?"

"For Kurt. Do you know how expensive it is to treat cancer?"

Finn pressed a button, pausing the game and turned to face Blaine. The waiting stare on Finn's face told

Blaine that he had no idea.

"Okay. Well, it's a lot. I don't know much exactly, but Burt just got a bill for $35,000 for Kurt's first chemo

treatment.”

Finn's eyes grew wider. "Doesn't he need like three of those?"

Blaine nodded. "If the cancer goes away with three. He might need more and there's a whole bunch of
other things that could go wrong." He tried to keep his voice level on the last part. He didn't want to think

about what could go wrong.

"Okay, so you want to raise money for the treatments by doing a benefit?" Finn met his eyes. "Hate to
break it to you dude, but we tried that before and it almost ended up costing us more to plan than we
earned. Well, except for the bald dude. But I don't think he'll give us..." Finn trailed off, counting in his
head, lips mouthing the addition softly. "$105,000."

"But that was when Schue planned it. No offense, but I think we have a much better chance if someone else

handles it."

"You volunteering?"
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Blaine nodded. "Yes."

Finn considered this for a moment. "Well, I guess if you want to, yeah, alright. But don't get your hopes up

alright?"

Blaine fought the urge to smirk. "You don't have to worry about that. Just bring it up to glee tomorrow.
Tell them I'll handle all the planning, tickets, whatever. Have them pick a couple of songs to sing. And

remember it's for Kurt, so nothing sad or depressing okay?"

Finn laughed lightly. "Shouldn't be too hard. Alright, you got a deal."

"Good." Blaine stood to leave.

n

"Hey.

He turned to face Finn.

"You're a good guy you know that?" Finn shrugged. "I mean, with Kurt and all. I never would have thought

of that."

Blaine smiled. "Thank you. Don't underestimate yourself Finn. Something means that much to you, you'll

always figure out a way."

Three days later and Kurt was more 'normal’ than Blaine had seen him in a while. He did get tired easily,
but he was able to keep down almost anything as long as he ate it slowly. They spent most of their time
practicing new songs or working on old ones. Blaine kept his guitar in Kurt's room now, at his request, and
as he leaned back in the rolling computer chair, absentmindedly strumming, for the first time in what
seemed like a long time, it seemed as though they were back in the 'old days," before their worlds were

turned upside down.

Kurt was sitting cross-legged on top the covers on his neatly made bed. A laptop was in front of him and

he was typing, fingers flying across the keyboard. Blaine smiled at him, still playing.

"Any faster and I'd say you're going to break a world record. Or get carpal tunnel.”
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Kurt looked up. "My dad shunned the typing class [ took over summer. Said it was a waste of time. I don't
think so." He paused, linking his fingers together and resting his chin on them, watching him for a while

before saying, "Play that again.”

Now Blaine paused. "What?"

"What you just played. Play it again.”

Blaine bit his lip. "I don't know what I played." He laughed lightly. "Ummm... was it this?"

His long fingers moved down the frets. He watched his fingers as he played, trying to hear what Kurt

wanted.

Kurt shook his head. "No. It was softer. Like this." He hummed a short melody.

Blaine closed his eyes, repeating Kurt's hum to himself and seeing the notes in his head before he tried
again. With his eyes still closed, he let his fingers move where they instinctively wanted to go, not thinking

too hard about getting the notes exactly right. He'd unknowingly played it before, so he figured he could
play it again.

On the last note, he opened his eyes. Kurt was staring at him.

"That?" He asked.

The way Kurt's eyes lit up ever so slightly told him that he had been right.

"Yes. That. It's beautiful."

The corner of Blaine's mouth lifted up into something that was more of a smirk than a smile, but it didn't

look out of place on his face.

"What are you smirking about?"

"Nothing. Finish your essay."

Kurt's forehead creased. "Whoa there, bossy. I'm almost done."
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"Sorry. Hey, tomorrow's Thursday."

"And then there's Friday."

Now Blaine really smirked. "Nice. I'm proud to have a boyfriend with a first grade education."

Blaine noticed the flush that filled Kurt's cheeks. "Really though, Thursday's the day I go to Dalton."

"Oh right, the one day a week thing. So you'll be gone all day?"

"Maybe." He set his guitar down and took his feet off of the edge of the bed, leaning forward. "Would you

feel up to going with me? We could just go for a half a day. And you can go to the nurse if you feel tired for

as long as you need to. Or maybe just go to rehearsal. You don't even have to sing."

Kurt laughed. "If you're dragging me to school, I am most definitely singing."

"Are you saying you'll go?" Blaine didn't try to hide to hopefulness in his voice.

"Perhaps. I might be able to if I don't finish this essay. Too bad someone is making it difficult to

concentrate."”

"Sorry. Sorry." Blaine held up his hands. "I won't bother you anymore..."

He picked up his guitar again. Kurt smiled and returned to his laptop.

"Boyfriend." Blaine finished his sentence as he began to play again.

He watched in almost fascination as the blush reddened Kurt's cheeks again. It was cute. He smiled to
himself and switched chords, varying the melody Kurt liked so much. He hoped Kurt would go with him
tomorrow. He knew the Warblers were impatiently waiting to see Kurt again. They hadn't said anything as
a group at rehearsal, but Blaine could tell. No one from either school had been to visit because Kurt had
been so sick, but cards and letters and millions of questions were pouring in from the McKinley glee club
via Finn and many of the Warblers had pulled Blaine aside and asked when Kurt was coming back. Kurt
had been stuck in the house for too long. It would be good for him to see all of his friends again, even for a

little while.
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A week later, Finn came home from school with news that the glee students were more than willing to

participate in a benefit.

Blaine stood at the counter spreading mustard on slices of bread while Finn pulled out turkey and lettuce

from the fridge.

"It's been really busy with practicing for Nationals and all, so I didn't get to bring it up until now."

He knew the feeling. The Warblers had been working overtime and with Blaine going to school once a
week, they often spent that day in rehearsal for hours on end. Blaine felt terribly guilty, as he was their
captain and he felt as if he was never there. However, they reassured him that as long as he would come to
rehearsals every day the two weeks leading up to Nationals, they could overlook his absence. Nationals

was in a little less than a month and a half.

"They loved it." Finn was saying as he set down the package of turkey slices and broke lettuce leaves in
half. "Mr. Schue even offered to pay the cost of renting the auditorium. If you want to use it. We spent most
of the period talking about it. Rachel put Brittany in charge of making posters to advertise it and we'll put
a notice in the bulletin announcements too. I wasn't sure what day you wanted it, so we'll fill that in later.
They're really excited about this." Finn handed the lettuce he had rinsed off to Blaine, who piled it onto the
sandwiches with the turkey. "I think they're mainly happy that they get to do something you know?
Something productive that helps Kurt. It's not easy having to have all the information given to them by me,

because let's face it, I easily get that stuff mixed up. I once told my mom that my aunt had hiccups."

Blaine looked up, handing him a sandwich.

"She had hives." Finn said and took a bite. "And [ know they miss him. Especially Mercedes. I mean, they

missed him before, when he went to Dalton, but it's worse now."
"Yeah, I get that. Well, he goes back for the second round of chemo next week, so how about we set it up
for the second week after he comes back? As long as the side effects last the same amount of time, we

should be good. And if he feels up for it."

"Alright. I'll let them know."
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Blaine plated two more sandwiches and set them on the table. "Hey, do you mind if we use Dalton's
auditorium? It's bigger than McKinley's and when I talked to the Warblers about it, it sounded like they

had a lot of ideas for getting the word out and stuff."

"Oh, yeah. No problem. Man, it'd be great if we could get a lot of people there." Finn smiled and Blaine
clapped a hand on his back.

"Thanks for helping out. It means a lot. And tell glee I said thanks."

"We love him just as much as you do dude. Don't forget that."

Blaine smiled at him and went to the foot of the stairs. "Lunch is ready!"

There was a pause and then Kurt yelled back, "Almost done!"

Blaine returned to the table to join Finn, where they spoke in whispers, sharing more details and ideas

about the benefit. Their conversation ceased when they heard Kurt's footsteps on the stairs. He slid into

his chair and smiling, placed a small stack of paper in the center of the table.

"I believe this is the best essay I've ever written."

Blaine reached over and grabbed the neatly stapled pages, carefully flipping them as he skimmed the five

pages.

"Thanks a lot Kurt. Now [ need to rewrite mine. I only have three pages."

He picked up one half of his sandwich. "Nah. It's fine. I read it."

"Cheater."

"Only because you left it lying on the desk. If it's that out in the open, you're just asking for me to read it."

"Whatever. I'll be sure to keep my next paper locked in a safe.”

Carole entered the kitchen then, opening the fridge and grabbing what was left of the food to make her

lunch. "Or you can throw it in Finn's room. You'll never find it again.”
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Kurt laughed and Finn's smile fell. "Ouch, mom. That one hurt."

"It wouldn't if you cleaned your room." She sang, beginning to put together her own sandwich. "Burt will

be home early tonight so I thought it would be fun to watch a movie together."

"I have football." Finn responded immediately.

"Oh honey. Can you miss tonight? I never have all four of my boys home at the same time anymore."

Blaine felt a surge of happiness. He felt glad to have been 'adopted’' by Carole enough to be called one of
her boys.

Finn looked down at the table, weighing his options. After a while, he met her eyes. "Yeah, [ guess I can."

She smiled. "Great. After lunch, go ahead and pick out a movie. Or we can go see one if you'd like that

better. And Finn, no gore okay? I had enough of that with Saw VL."

Finn snorted at the memory. "It's not like it's real." He looked over at Blaine. "She had her face hidden

behind her hands the whole time. I don't think she looked at the screen once."

"There's no way you'll get me in any theater playing any of those kinds of movies." Kurt grabbed Carole's

hand. "I've got your back."

Finn practically stuffed the last bite of his sandwich in his mouth, earning a small laugh from Blaine and a

look of disgust from Kurt, as he said, "Yeah, well-"

Kurt cut him off. "Finn, please. Chew. Swallow. Talk."

He swallowed. "Whatever."

Carole set down the section of that morning's paper with the movie times in front of them. "Thank you

Kurt." She glanced at Finn. "He's right. Learn to chew honey."

Finn threw up his hands. "Is it gang-up-on-Finn day or what?"

Blaine grinned. "Every day is gang-up-on-Finn day."
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"You know, | was just starting to like you. I can change my mind though.”

"Hey hey hey. Don't make me separate you two." Kurt chastised. "Get along."

Carole tapped the paper as she gathered up plates from the table. "Alright guys. Burt comes home in three

hours. | want a decision by then." She raised her eyebrows. "A fair decision."
She left them then, with the paper in the center of the table. Finn grabbed the paper, rustling it as he did so
and wrinkling the top half as it folded over. He shook it out to straighten it and quickly scanned the

choices.

After no more than five seconds, he crudely folded the paper and said, "Scream 4. No need to look

anymore."

Kurt raised his eyebrows. "I believe she said 'fair choice."" He took the paper from Finn, opened it, and

smoothed it out on the table, where Blaine read over his shoulder. "What about Water for Elephants?"

Finn snorted. "Are you kidding me? If | wanted to see a chick flick, I just have to turn on Lifetime."

"Fine." Kurt folded his arms across his chest.

Blaine reached over Kurt's head and grabbed the now wrinkle-free paper. He held it out in front of him,

eyes raking over the titles. "Hmmm.... What about Source Code? I think it's an action movie, but it's not

nonstop gore or scary at all."

Finn looked surprised. "Must have missed that one. I'm fine with that."

Blaine looked to Kurt, who shrugged.

"It's not bad, I suppose."”

Blaine smiled. "See? There's always a compromise."
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The theater surprisingly wasn't crowded. Burt and Carole sat together in the prime center seats of the
middle row. Blaine, Kurt, and Finn sat in the back. Finn leaned away from them, texting Quinn for most of
the movie, although he paid attention whenever something blew up. Blaine noticed that Kurt had scanned
the theater when they were choosing their seats. There was an old couple near the front, a husband and
wife with their two kids off to the side, and paired friends or couples sporadically spread out. There was a
rowdy group of teens on the right; Finn recognized a girl from his fourth period and her entourage of

friends. She smiled at them when they came in.

"Looking for someone?" Blaine whispered as they sat down.

Kurt blinked. "No."

His response was a bit too quick for Blaine to drop the subject.

"You sure? That girl is cute."

Kurt lightly smacked his shoulder.

"What? She is."

"Blaine." Kurt almost spat the word and the dismissive tone made Blaine shut up.

As the previews ended and the movie began, Blaine glanced at Kurt out of the corner of his eye. Kurt was
tired. That was why he was being snippy. He pulled up the armrest out of the way and waited. Kurt looked
around, eyes darting back and forth once before he looked at Blaine and quickly shook his head. A bit hurt,

Blaine shrugged, but left the armrest where it was.

Halfway through the movie, Blaine moved his hand closer to Kurt's. The second their fingers touched, Kurt

pulled away as if an electric shock had zapped him.

Thoroughly confused and definitely upset, Blaine pulled his hand away, crossing his arms over his chest.
Kurt seemed to sink back into his chair as if he wanted to disappear. He seemed even smaller and more
fragile. His pale hands shook in his lap. Blaine's eyebrows creased and he sat still, no longer trying to pay

attention to the movie. He stared at the screen, but his thoughts were far away.
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Finally, he couldn't take it anymore. He turned to face Kurt and, with his voice as low as he could manage,

he said, "Come with me."

He got up and Kurt followed, whether out of guilt or obligation, Blaine didn't know, but he didn't care.

Outside the theater, with the harsh lights burning their eyes, Blaine confronted Kurt.

"What's going on?" He tried to keep his tone calm and concerned, which he was, but he was also hurt and

confused.

Kurt looked around and moved to sit on the empty bench a few feet away. Blaine stayed where he was, but

when Kurt met his eyes, he found himself walking over and sitting next to him.

"What's going on?" Blaine repeated his question, this time allowing the concern to meld into his words.

"Do you feel sick?"

Kurt shook his head. "No." He played with the zipper on the pocket of his jacket, avoiding Blaine's eyes.
"[... This sounds so stupid. I'm stupid. I don't even know why I feel..." He paused, searching for a word he
couldn't find.

"Feel what?" Blaine prompted, muscles in his hand twitching. He fought the urge to grab Kurt's hand.

"I don't know. I guess I'm still on edge about Karofsky."

Blaine immediately softened. He turned his body towards Kurt. "Hey. I can't imagine how horrible that

was for you. But things are different. He's not here. And you have me."

"[t's not just him though. There are other people who would want to do the same thing."

"Some people just can't handle the thought of what's not 'normal.' They don't understand and they are
sorely misinformed and they need to get over it. Kurt, you don't need to worry anymore. I'm here for you.
This is your first time out since chemo. You deserve to enjoy this. Not hide in fear. What can I do to make it

better?"

Kurt sighed, bringing his eyes up. "I hate feeling this way. I thought I could handle it. I hate feeling scared.

And I hate for you to have to feel responsible for my stupid emotions."
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"I won't hold your hand anymore if that'll make you feel more comfortable. But Kurt, you're not stupid and
[ hate for you to live like this. I care about you. A lot. And you have no problem holding my hand at home,

so why is this any different? Sure, people are going to judge, but what does it matter? It doesn't matter."

Kurt raised his chin and sat up straighter. "You're right." His voice was a whisper, but became more
confident as he went on. "I don't hate who I am. I've always known who I was. And I was never scared

before Karofsky. But he's the one who lives in fear. And you know what?"

"Hmmm?"

Kurt suddenly leaned forward and their lips met. Blaine's heart pounded and he returned the kiss eagerly.
Kurt's hands skimmed up Blaine's neck, sending a shiver down Blaine's spine. Much too soon it seemed,

Kurt broke their touch.

"I'm glad [ have you Blaine."

They smiled softly at each other. "Let's get back." Blaine stood, pulling Kurt up with him. "Don't be afraid

of what other people think. You have a right to be who you are, whatever that may be."

A cold wind picked up, brisk and unwelcome, as they exited the theater. Kurt shivered when the breeze
blew his hair around his brow. It was dark outside and the temperature had dropped a lot. Thankfully, it
wasn't raining yet. April was a tricky month to plan for weather-wise. Hot one day and cold the next, rain

was forecasted this week.

Blaine walked next to Kurt, their shoes simultaneously clacking on the ground. Finn's long legs and loping
gait made him the fastest in the group, and he reached the car way ahead of the others. Carole and Burt
followed behind him, though considerably slower. Blaine and Kurt took their time, and though not
annoyingly slow, they walked leisurely. Stopping suddenly, Blaine faced Kurt and unwound his scarf,
looping it around Kurt's neck. Kurt's cheeks were tinged with pink from the cold and the soft red material

looked nice with his pale skin. Blaine grinned at him and began walking again.

Kurt fell into step with him immediately. Blaine's scarf was warm around his neck and it smelled like his
cologne. Kurt breathed deeply, inhaling the comforting woodsy scent. Their fingers linked together and

Blaine pulled Kurt close to him. Kurt's feet stumbled a bit on the concrete.
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"You okay?"

"Yeah. Just tired."

Blaine smirked. "I wanted to fall asleep too. That movie kinda sucked huh?"

He took Kurt's laugh as his agreement and continued, "I'll take you to see Water for Elephants soon. Just

the two of us."

"That sounds nice."

The car ride home, Kurt could barely keep his eyes open and Blaine put his arm around Kurt's shoulders.
He leaned into Blaine, scarf still around his neck, and tried to force his eyes to stay open. He sat in a kind of
daze, feeling warm and comfortable and rocked by the motion of the car and they were home before he

could truly fall asleep.

They got ready for bed quickly and Blaine flopped on the air mattress after grabbing an extra blanket for
Kurt and tossing it over him. Kurt was happily asleep in a matter of minutes, his dreams filled with the
vivid scenery of the crisp, clear memories of Dalton and the slightly chaotic, but beloved memories of
McKinley. He'd thrust the unpleasant memories of anything to do with Karofsky out of his mind. He didn't
want to be bothered by the thorn on the rose. In his dreams, the brown-haired, hazel-eyed boy stood by
his side and their hands fell perfectly together, like pieces of a puzzle he hadn't known could fit.
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17. Running and Plans

Blaine woke to his cell phone buzzing. He jumped and snatched his pants up from the wrinkled bundle on
the floor. He thrust his hand into one pocket and then the other, finding his incessantly buzzing phone.
Snapping it open, he clicked it off and closed it, glancing over at Kurt, who had obviously not heard the

alarm. He rolled back over and sat up, running a hand through his hair, yawning.

Getting up slowly, he cracked his knuckles and grabbed his iPod, a pair of gym shorts, and his tennis shoes
from the small, but ever-growing pile of his clothes in the designated corner of Kurt's room. With the pile
of clothes in his arms, he stepped over to the large whiteboard hanging on the wall opposite Kurt's bed. He

uncapped the marker with his teeth and wrote a quick note to Kurt.

Good morning sunshine. Went running. Be back soon.

He chuckled to himself before placing the pen back and heading down the hall. He changed in the
bathroom and shoved his shoes on his feet, leaving the laces untied. It was Saturday and he hopped down
the stairs, happy that the weekend was finally here. He had plans today. Plans to get the benefit going and

he was almost giddy with excitement. It was going to be amazing; he could feel it.

He grabbed a granola bar and downed a small glass of orange juice before lacing up his running sneakers
and carefully slipping out the front door, shutting it behind him. He took a deep breath of the cold morning
air. It was exhilarating. He sighed deeply and pulled out his iPod, scrolling down until he found his playlist
titled 'Stress.' This playlist was reserved for the times when he felt upset or stressed or out of control. And

for running.

He started slowly, at a languid jog, but built the pace as the song switched. It felt good to be outside. His
feet pounded on the concrete and the chilling wind blew his curls back. The fourth song began and he
upped the pace, at a full run now. He could feel his heart racing. He had been around the Hummel's house
a lot and he pretty much knew the neighborhood now; the street that had the menacing pit bull, to be
avoided, and the one with the huge hill.
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He hadn't been running in so long and though he wanted more than anything to run up that hill, he knew it
wasn't good to push it. He would surely regret it the next day. Instead, he started longingly at the steep hill
for another moment and turned to head back out onto the main street and flat ground.

The cold morning air filtered out when the sun rose higher in the sky. Blaine felt the sweat on his brow
beginning to drip down his face. He slowed to a walk, breathing deeply and getting his heart rate down,

glancing at his iPod.

"Shit." He cursed and his heart sped up again. He turned on the spot and started in a full out run back

towards the house. He'd been gone an hour and half.

His hand grasped the doorknob and he pulled the front door open, barreling into the living room. He

stopped, sneakers squeaking on the hardwood floor.

"Hey Burt." He said, slightly breathless.

He looked up from the eggs he was scrambling. "Morning. Want cheese on your eggs?"

He smiled. "Yes please."

Burt sprinkled the cheese on the pile of scrambled eggs and held out the plate and a fork to him. He smiled
gratefully and shoveled in the food, burning his tongue as he did so. He ate standing up and leaned against
the counter. When he was done, he placed his plate and fork in the dishwasher and thanked Burt again. He

just shook his head and muttered something about slowing down.

Blaine didn't hear him as he jogged up the stairs. He didn't bother going slower past Finn's room today; he
knew he had gone to pick up Quinn. They were meeting at the Lima Bean as soon as Blaine could leave
without Kurt getting suspicious.

His knock was followed by Kurt opening the door. And Blaine knew he was in trouble.

He grinned sheepishly. "Hey."

Kurt narrowed his eyes. "Hey?"

-102 -



Contents T

"Hey... handsome?" He offered, shrugging his shoulders. Though Kurt's eyes were narrowed, he could tell

he was just kidding around. The scowl hadn't reached his mouth. Only then would he truly be in trouble.

Kurt held out Blaine's cell phone, reluctantly letting him through the door. "I have no problem with you
going out jogging, but why on Earth didn't you take your phone? What if you had... I don't know, fallen and
sprained your ankle or the Milson's dog bit your curly little head off?"

While Kurt was ranting, Blaine kicked off his shoes and pulled off his sweaty t-shirt. He stood there in
front of Kurt, holding his shirt in his hands and let him rant, waiting patiently. When his mouth stopped
moving, Blaine raised an eyebrow.

"Done?"He had been listening, but his mind was on other things as he took in the sight of Kurt in his t-shirt
and pajama bottoms slung loosely around his hips, hair slightly disheveled in a way that he liked, though

he was sure Kurt would disagree.

Kurt looked taken aback and tossed the phone to Blaine before crossing his arms over his chest. "Yes. Just

remember next time okay?"

Blaine stepped up in front of him and put his hand up to the back of Kurt's neck, bringing his lips down to
his temple and kissing softly as he brought his body closer. Kurt melted and was suddenly aware of
Blaine's shirtless body, shining with sweat, pressing against his and the general closeness of him. He had
to remember to breathe and when Blaine pulled away, he looked up from under his eyelashes, feeling the
corner of his mouth pull down a bit.

"No fair." He said, but Blaine could hear the light laughter in his voice.

Blaine smirked. "Gotta learn how to work the system."

"Am I that easy to manipulate?"”

"With me you are."” Blaine said, winking. "But to give you some credit, I am supermegafoxyawesomehot, so

don't take it too hard."

"Sure, if you think so." Kurt scoffed.
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"Oh come on." Blaine whined. "You can't tell me there's not one part of you that doesn't think I'm

wantable?"

He laughed, ears still a bit red from their contact. "A triple negative sentence this early in the morning? I'm

impressed."

"Yeah, good luck figuring that one out. Oh, and your dad has eggs ready."

He nodded. "Knew I smelt something burning. Go take a shower. You can use my bathroom."

"Thanks. See you downstairs."

Ten minutes later, Blaine emerged from the shower to find Kurt sitting on the bed. A towel was wrapped
around Blaine's waist and his hair was dripping water down his back. He grabbed his clothes and turned

to Kurt. "What happened to 'see you downstairs'?"

"Did you know that last night was the happiest night [ have had that I can remember?"

"I hope not. What about those nights you can't remember?" Blaine smiled.

"You know what [ mean." Kurt sounded a bit hurt and Blaine dropped the joking manner.

"Hold on a sec."

Blaine disappeared in the bathroom to quickly get dressed and was out in thirty seconds. He sat on the
bed. "Hey. I've told you time and time again not to care what other people think. And last night, you took
my advice. When you kissed me in that theater, it was like... like the walls came down and you were able
to be you. I've seen the way you act in public when you're with me. You're a completely different person
from the Kurt that walks with me in the mall and the Kurt who shares a room with me. [ want to see the
same Kurt, whether he's in here or out there. You felt comfortable with expressing yourself; you weren't

afraid. That's why you had such a good time."

A small smile spread over Kurt's face. "I don't deserve you. You always know what to say."
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Blaine let that sink in. Kurt felt he didn't deserve him. "That is the most untrue thing I've ever heard. Don't
talk about who does or doesn't deserve who. That's not the point here. We're together and that's all that
matters."

"See what I mean?"

Blaine gave him a playful shove. "Go eat your breakfast, you unworthy being that I care so much about.”

Kurt was at the door when Blaine called him back.

"Oh, I forgot. I need to work on a project, so I'm going over to a friend's house. Don't know how long I'll be

though. [ don't know if you already had plans or not. I'm sorry. I forgot to ask.”

"It's no problem. Really. I can find something to do. What project?"

"Oh... um... extra credit. Really, it's nothing."

"Ah." Kurt raised his eyebrows, but dropped the subject. Blaine was never a good liar. "Did you eat?"

He nodded and followed him down the stairs. Kurt sat in front of the plate of scrambled eggs Burt placed

in front of him.

"Had to reheat those. Hurry up next time Kurt. They're not as good now."

"They're perfect, dad. Thank you."

Blaine leaned over and kissed the top of Kurt's head. "See you in a little while."

Little did Kurt know, this 'extra credit project’' would be worth so much more than that.

Blaine pulled into the parking lot at the Lima Bean. He had to circle around a few times to find a spot, in
the back of course, but he made it. When he pushed open the door, the tantalizing scent of roasting coffee

beans and the sound of happy chatter and milk being steamed hit him.
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He'd been here a few times with Kurt, mainly they just went to the coffee shop that was within walking
distance from Dalton. When he entered, a large group at the back all turned to look at him. Many hands
waved him over and he was greeted with smiles.

"Hey guys!" He gave and received hugs from everyone. "It's so good to see you."

"What took you so long?" Finn said, one hand around his coffee and the other wound with Quinn's.

"Sorry. Traffic."

Santana snorted. "Rookie. If you say meet at nine, you get here at eight-thirty, otherwise you'll never get a

parking spot. Especially on the weekends."

"Yeah, and then all the good coffee is gone and they give you ground up dirt and tree bark." Artie laughed.

Brittany mumbled softly, "Do the Keebler elves make the bark? Cause the bark I get at Christmas is like

magic."

Santana snorted and patted her hand. "That's because it's chocolate Brittany."

He laughed and sat down. "Thanks guys. I'll remember that."

Mercedes passed him a cup of coffee. "I got you." She said with a smile and Blaine returned her grin. It was

hard not to; Mercedes had a smile that was contagious.

"Thank you."

Rachel pulled out her notebook and a pen. She stood. "Okay, well now that we're all here, | would like to

"

say-

"Hold on." Mercedes held up her hand, silencing Rachel. She turned to Blaine. "How is he?"

Blaine's soft smile reassured everyone in the room. "He's fine. Good. Better than ['ve seen him in a while."

He didn't want to upset them by telling them that Kurt had his second round of chemotherapy in a few

days. Blaine was not looking forward to that.
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Mercedes turned back to Rachel, satisfied. "Just need to check up on my boy." She paused and turned back
to Blaine, having remembered something. "You tell him he needs to answer my calls or I swear I am going

to break down those impressive doors you have barricading that school myself."

Blaine chuckled. "Will do."

Rachel still stood, eyes on the pair. "Can I go on?" She asked, after waiting to see if they would continue

talking. Blaine waved his hand in a go-ahead gesture and she smiled.

"As | was saying, welcome. I know it's a bit disheartening that Kurt isn't here, as he is a member of our
family, but that would ruin the surprise. Today we are going to be making final plans to our benefit. But
fear not my fellow glee-clubbers, and Blaine, because we are going to create a show that is going to bring
the house down. As you all know, we need to raise money for Kurt's leukemia treatments. I stress, once
again, that it is of the utmost importance that he not know anything. This needs to be a happy thing in this
dark time. Got that?"

Everyone nodded.

"Good." She smiled. "I would like to start a list, a 'to-do' list if you will. It'll keep everyone on track and on

the same page." She opened her notebook to a fresh page and clicked her pen, sitting back down. "Alright,

any volunteers?"

Brittany's hand went up.

"Yes?" Rachel felt a bit silly calling on her as if she were in school, but did it anyway.

"I want to make posters. And [ want Artie to help me."

Rachel nodded and wrote it down in her book. "Who else?"

"We'll sell tickets." Mike raised his hand, which was intertwined with Tina's. She smiled at him. "Yeah, we

can do that."

"Okay." Rachel scribbled some more. "And Blaine is in charge of the Warblers. I'll be handling New

Directions, and we also need someone to hand out-"
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Blaine cleared his throat. "Um, Rachel?"

"Hmmm?"

"l was actually thinking of asking Vocal Adrenaline if they'd like to do a song or two."

Her hand stopped writing. "What? Why?"

"Well, Jesse was in New Directions when Kurt was. So he got to know him at least a little bit, right? Vocal

Adrenaline is huge. And they'll bring in a lot of people.”

Heads nodded around the table. Rachel was unmoving. She opened her mouth and closed it again.

"Come on, Rachel. It's a good idea." Mercedes spoke across the table.

"It's for Kurt." Quinn spoke up, surprising Blaine. He'd gotten the feeling she didn't care about much that

wasn't her.

Rachel was quiet for a tense moment, when her indecision rendered her uncharacteristically speechless.
When she spoke, her voice was soft, but her tone was solid, definite. "It's for Kurt. Anything to make raise

more awareness."

Blaine nodded. "Thank you."

Puck, leaning back in his chair, broke the semi-awkward moment by announcing that he wanted to be in

charge of making baked goods to sell beforehand.

Lauren, who was sitting beside him with a Lima Bean chocolate chip cookie in her hand, turned. "Alright,
Puckerman, here's the deal. You're making cookies. I want in. I just so happen to be a pretty awesome
baker and with your skills in the kitchen, we are going to make the best baked goods anyone here has seen
this side of hillbilly town." She looked disgustedly at the cookie in her hand. "And they will be nowhere

near as dry and artificial as this. Shouldn't even be called a cookie."

Puck looked up at Rachel, and then leaned back farther in his chair. "I don't need to say anymore on that

matter."
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"Okay..." Rachel said slowly, writing furiously.

She looked up when she was done. "Anyone else have anything to add?" When no one spoke, she
continued. "Alright, well, it looks like we've got everything we need. Blaine, has it been finalized that we

can use the auditorium at Dalton?"

Blaine nodded. "Had to pull some major strings, but luckily, I'm well-liked there, and Kurt happens to be a

favorite among the teachers."

"Great. And did you say you wanted to have it in three weeks or four?"

Blaine thought for a moment. "Umm... probably in three, if that's okay. I know it'll give us less time to

prepare, but..." He trailed off.

"No, I totally get it. I'm excited too."

He didn't tell her that the real reason he wanted it earlier was to give Kurt something to be happy about.
Other than him, that is. It would be two weeks after he finished the second round of chemo. And he was

planning on telling him something very important that night.

He sighed lightly, but pretended to yawn to cover his slip-up of the image of Kurt and his beautiful lips
that had just flashed into his head.

"Do we have a song list?"

Rachel flipped to a page in the front of her notebook and tore it out, slapping it down on the table in the

middle. Everyone leaned forward at once to read it.

New Directions girls

Warblers

New Directions boys

Mercedes
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Finn

Blaine

New Directions

Warblers

"We'll have to add a few songs from Vocal Adrenaline too, if they say yes." Rachel mumbled, seeming to be
talking to herself. Then she spoke louder, to the group. "Blaine told me he'd like to do a solo for Kurt and I
thought since Mercedes has been kind of his best friend, that she'd like one too. And Finn is his
stepbrother now, so are you guys okay with that? Does anyone else want a solo?"

She looked around expectantly. A few shook their heads, but everyone stayed silent.

Then Tina spoke. "I think that's a good thing. You know, to have the people closest to him do solos."

Mike wrapped an arm around her shoulders. "I like it too."

She smiled and Rachel grinned too. "Alright then. Sounds good."

Blaine was a bit surprised that Rachel hadn't given herself a solo. Maybe she was finally letting others

have the spotlight. It was a sweet thing to do. Blaine would have to thank her for it later.

"Is this the show order?"Blaine asked.

"Yes. Well, we can change it if you want."

"No... no. It's fine. Can I have a copy of that?"

She smiled and began to write down the order. "Sure thing."

Blaine hid the disappointment in his voice. Truthfully, he had wanted to be the closing number. But he

didn't want to sound conceited and ending with the Warblers would probably be more memorable. At

least, that's what he told himself.
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Blaine's phone buzzed as the chatter around him began to get louder.

How's the project going? -K

Blaine smiled. Fine. What are you up to? -B

Kurt's answer came almost immediately and Blaine knew he was anxious. Dad's making me throw away
some of my fashion magazines. Says they take up too much space. He doesn't know I hid them under my

bathroom sink.-K

Sneaky. -B

When will you be home? -K

Soon, oh anxious one. -B

Hurry up. -K

After sorting out most of the planning for the benefit, they sat together for another hour, talking and
catching up until Blaine realized his half-finished coffee was cold. They asked a lot of questions about Kurt.
It was understandable. Blaine would be worried too if he was in their shoes. But he didn't give away too
much information. He wasn't comfortable sharing it. He didn't really know why. Maybe to protect them
from worrying more? To protect himself from saying it and hurting more? In his heart, he knew it was the
selfish reason that he veiled the truth, dialing down the details. And he felt bad about that. But not bad
enough to tell them. If Kurt wanted them to know, he would have called. Or given more specific

instructions to Finn.

After a flurry of texts, ever-increasing in demand, from Kurt, Blaine excused himself from the crowded

table, promising to keep them up to date with Kurt related circumstances.

"Thank you guys. All of you, for helping with this. It'll mean a lot to him."

A chorus of no problem's and yep's rung up at him and he turned to leave.
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It had gotten colder in the two hours he had been here. An unexpected icy wind bit at his nose. He scowled
and wished he'd brought a scarf. His cell phone buzzed again. Smiling, he looked at the screen, knowing
who it would be.

You coming yet? Or do I need to come over there myself? -K

He quickly replied, Calm down. Be home in ten minutes. -B

The car roared to life and quieted down to a gentle hum. He pulled out onto the street as the phone buzzed

again. At a stop light, he glanced down.

Tick tock -K

A silent laugh made him grin hugely. Kurt was so impatient. He thought about taking a longer way home

just to make him more anxious, but he pictured those soft blue eyes and figured he'd rather not be guilted

into feeling bad that he'd been gone.
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18. M&M'’s and Bacon

Blaine held his cell phone in his hand, dialing the number Rachel had written in her curly handwriting on
the corner of the song list. He had been a bit surprised when he'd found out Rachel still had Jesse's
number in her phone. When Rachel handed Blaine the paper, he'd glanced curiously at the number and
then at her. The slight way she shook her head told Blaine not to say anything. Maybe she didn't want a

certain someone to know she still had his number.

In any case, Blaine was glad that she hadn't completely given up on Jesse because he now had a way to

directly connect with the lead singer.

He was sitting on the bed in Kurt's room. Not just any bed though. To his surprise, a few days ago, when

he'd walked into the room, he was astounded to see a twin-sized bed. It had been pushed up against the

wall where the bookshelf had been, which was now on the opposite side of the room.

"No more air mattress!" Kurt had practically jumped on him, shoving him in the room.

Blaine had laughed and sat on the bed, while Kurt followed him in.

"Sorry it took so long." Kurt said after him and sat down next to Blaine, smiling. "It was inevitable though."

He smiled back at him.

"The bed itselfis from dad and Carole, but I picked out everything else."

Blaine ran his hand over the comforter as Kurt spoke. It was so soft, probably Ethan Allen. If they could

make a bed out of cashmere, Blaine was sure Kurt would have found it.

His eyes suddenly fell on a small crystal bowl on a table next to the bed, filled with M&M's. Kurt saw where
his gaze had gone and smiled. Blaine grabbed the bowl and looked up.

"Moving-in gift. Of sorts."

"Why are they all green?"
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"It's your favorite color."

He laughed and popped a few into his mouth. "That it is." He put his hand over Kurt's. "Thank you. This is

really great."
"l just wish we could have gotten you a bigger bed. Unfortunately, this room doesn't warrant the space to
occupy two queen-size beds. I debated buying one king-sized and tossing mine, but dad said no." Kurt

smiled at the memory. "You should have seen his face."

"It's fine. Really. I don't mind." He paused. "Although..." An eyebrow raised suggestively. "If you want to

share, | wouldn't object.”

A blush crept up Kurt's face, coloring his ears.

Ignoring this, Blaine offered him the bowl. Kurt took a handful of the candy and ate one. Then, he paused,

glanced sideways and threw one at Blaine. It bounced off his forehead.

Blaine laughed. "You really didn't want to do that."He reached behind him and tugged out one of the many

pillows that covered the bed and pelted Kurt.

"Ooof!" Kurt laughed and retaliated by whacking him with another pillow.

"Are we really about to have a pillow fight?" Blaine asked incredulously.

"I'm not above smothering you with a pillow, yes."

The ensuing pillow fight that had followed was one of the most fun times Blaine had had in a while. Also

one of the most hilarious.

Blaine now sat on the bed, pressing in Jesse's number, waiting when the dial tone sounded. Kurt was in the
shower. He figured he had about fifteen minutes, depending on if Kurt decided to deep condition his hair
and which skin cream he used.

Blaine took a breath when Jesse answered. "Hey Jesse. This is Blaine Anderson."

There was a pause on the other side of the line. "Umm... hello? Do I know you?"
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"I'm the lead singer for the Warblers. I don't know if you've heard, but Kurt Hummel, one of the New

Direction singers, well, a Warbler now actually, has cancer."

"Oh... well, I'm sorry to hear that, I think. Uh, was there a reason you called? Or would you like to tell me

how you got my number?"

"l was just getting to that. We, the New Directions and the Warblers, have decided to put together a benefit
to raise money for his treatments. I was wondering if you and Vocal Adrenaline would like to perform a

few songs."

Another pause. "Oh, um I don't see why not. [ mean, I'll have to ask them, but I guess we can come." He

scoffed. "And scare you a bit before Nationals."

"Thank you. But, remember, this is a benefit for Kurt. Please don't turn it into a competition." After a

moment, he added. "Rachel.”

"What about her?"

"She gave me your number."

He seemed surprised. "Oh, okay then. Was that all you needed?"

"Yes. We would like you to have two songs ready to perform in two and a half weeks at the Dalton

Academy auditorium. It doesn't need to be anything comparable to Regionals, so keep that in mind."

"Sure. But you might want to go before us, as you may be unable to move from being in a state of shock.

Keep that in mind."

Blaine laughed. "Sure thing."

As he hung up, feeling very pleased with himself, he heard the doorknob turn and couldn't believe his
lucky timing. Kurt stepped out in his pajamas and sat down carefully on his bed, hugging a pillow to his

chest. He surreptitiously slid the phone on the table and got up.

"You okay?"
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Kurt looked up. "Hm?"

Blaine sat down next to him. "I asked if you were okay."

"Oh. Yeah... yeah, I'm fine."

Blaine raised an eyebrow, but let it go. He sighed and reached over to run a hand through Kurt's hair.

He smiled when he saw Kurt's eyes close and he let out a little groan of pleasure. He loved it when Blaine
played with his hair. Blaine knew immediately that Kurt had done the conditioning treatment. He let the

soft stands fall through his fingers.

He sighed again and wrapped his arms around Kurt's shoulders. Kurt made a noise of discontent. "Don't

stop.”

Blaine laughed and resumed toying with Kurt's hair. "You're lucky you're cute.”

Blaine woke up the next morning in Kurt's bed. He turned his head to see Kurt lying next to him, covers
tangled in his legs, eyes softly closed and mouth open slightly. Blaine rubbed the sleep from his eyes. His

stomach was twisted in knots and he had didn't know why.

Rolling over with a low groan, he put an arm around Kurt's shirtless torso and pulled himself closer. Kurt
made a soft noise, exhaling deeply, but didn't wake up. Blaine sighed happily and buried his face in Kurt's

shoulder.

Blaine laid there for a while, just holding Kurt close, staring in almost a trance as he watched Kurt's chest
rise and fall. He pressed his lips to Kurt's shoulder. As they lay there, Kurt seemingly oblivious to the boy
who lay beside him, Blaine let his eyes slowly droop. In the halfway state between falling back asleep and
staying awake, he heard a knock on the door. He forced his eyes open and looked up just in time to see

Finn standing in the doorway.

Still not entirely conscious, Blaine just stared at Finn, who looked startled.

"Oh! Geez." Finn averted his eyes, shifting around uncomfortably and avoiding looking anywhere but up.

n

"Umm...
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"What is it Finn?" Blaine suddenly became aware of how he held Kurt, arm still draped over his shirtless
chest, and how that must look to Finn. He snatched his arm back as if electrocuted. "This isn't what it looks
like. [ swear, we were just sleeping. I-" He trailed off, knowing how flustered he had become and feeling
the heat fill his cheeks. Sure, in his mind, he and Kurt were doing much more than just sleeping and his

subconscious deciding to make him blush wasn't helping his case any.

"Oh. Well... yeah." Finn still wasn't looking up. "Burt told me to wake Kurt. We're leaving in an hour."

Finn looked all too happy that his deed had been carried out and practically flew back down the hall.

Blaine's eyebrows knit together in confusion. Leaving? Where?

His eyes snapped open.

Kurt's second round of chemotherapy was today. His stomach was in knots for a reason. Apparently, his
subconscious had been trying to warn him, in addition to making Finn think that when he said 'sleeping,’
he meant something entirely different.

Blaine gently shook Kurt's shoulder. "Kurt. Wake up. Hey, Earth to Kurt. Come on, wake up sunshine."

Kurt began to move. Blaine could see his eyes darting back and forth underneath his closed eyelids. Kurt

scrunched up his face and rolled on his side, curling into a ball and taking the covers with him.

"Hey." Blaine got up and went around to the other side of the bed and poked him. "Don't start that with me

mister."

There was no answer from the lump now completely twisted up in the covers. Blaine knew desperate

measures were called for.

He sighed. "I didn't want to have to tell you this, but you leave me no choice." He bent down, put his face

close to Kurt's ear and whispered, "I spilled coffee on your Alexandar McQueen blazer."

Kurt's eyes snapped open. "The blue one or the white one?"

Blaine smirked. "Oh good. You're up." He reached down and grabbed a fistful of the sheet in his hand and

pulled.
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"No!" Kurt tried fitfully to snatch the covers back and was unsuccessful, ending up sitting on the edge of

the bed in his plaid pajama pants and no shirt, wearing a grimace on his face.

Blaine tossed him the shirt he'd picked out the night before. "Come on lazy. | smell bacon downstairs and

I'm not leaving until you're dressed."

This earned him a glare, but Kurt got up and pointedly seized the rest of his clothes from Blaine's hands,
heading into the bathroom. Kurt took a long time getting ready and Blaine suspected it was supposed to
make him mad. When Kurt finally emerged, fully dressed with not so much as a single hair out of place,
Blaine smiled at him.

"Wasn't that hard you baby."

The daggers in Kurt's stare made Blaine back off a bit. Kurt followed him downstairs and they sat at the

table, Finn already devouring a mound of bacon and eggs.

Kurt's eyes fell on Finn's half-finished plate. He reached over and grabbed an apple from a bowl in the

center, holding it out to Finn. "Eat this."

Finn's mouth was full off eggs. He rolled his eyes and swallowed. "Why?"

"Because it's fruit. You know, one of the food groups?"

At Finn's blank stare, Kurt told him, "Oh my god, [ have no hope for the world. The food groups Finn.

Carbs, vegetables, fat, dairy, protein, fruit?"

"I wish bacon was its own food group." He said, munching now on a piece of the meat in question, but he

took the apple and at least set it on his plate.

Burt placed a plate piled with breakfast in front of Blaine and asked Kurt what he wanted.

"Nothing, I'm fine."

Blaine looked at him. "You can't not eat."”

"Blaine, please. I can't have a repeat of what happened last time."
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Blaine's gaze softened. He remembered when Kurt had eaten pancakes the day of his first chemo

treatment and the week of terrible nausea and vomiting that had followed.

"I don't blame you. But I still wish you'd eat."

"Tell you what, I'll humor you." He reached over and grabbed the last piece of bacon from out of Finn's

hand.

"Hey!"

Kurt smiled and took a bite. Blaine shrugged.

"Well, it's something I guess."

After Blaine finished eating and he brought his plate to the sink, Burt announced that they were leaving.

Blaine's stomach dropped.

Burt twirled his keys in his hand and told Kurt he'd meet him in the car. Blaine and Kurt stood inside the
house, by the door, while Finn escaped to the safety of his room so as to not have to witness what was

taking place.

"You'd better call me."

"'l try."

"No trying. Do. Every night."

Kurt laughed. "Okay." Then his tone turned serious and he bit his lip. "They're giving me a stronger
treatment this time. I assume the side effects will be the same, but just be prepared if they're worse than

before."

Blaine tilted Kurt's head up with his index finger, staring deep into his eyes, trying to put so much into that
look because he didn't trust himself to speak, afraid that his true emotions would show. He was scared as
hell. But he didn't want to worry Kurt even more and pulled him into a tight hug and squeezing his eyes

shut, biting the inside of his cheek to keep from letting out a sob of want when Kurt turned for the door.
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"See you in six days." Kurt said. "Don't worry Blaine. And I'll know if you do." With a smirk, he was gone.

Blaine was not a patient person. He had no idea what he was going to do for six days, other than worry
every minute of the day. After Kurt left, he went upstairs and straightened up the room. Then he began on
his long forgotten schoolwork, with upcoming due dates looming like rain clouds in the not-so-far-off

distance. It was going to be a long week.
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19. Solos and Nightmares

Blaine was a bundle of nerves the entire week. Even Kurt's nightly calls did nothing to lessen his anxiety.
They did however, keep it at bay. It was as if upon hearing Kurt's voice and knowing that he was at least
still there, all of his fears got bundled up and tossed to some far corner of his mind for however long they
were able to talk. The worst part was when he hung up though, and all of the horrible worries were

released again to ravage his thoughts.

No matter how much Blaine tried to quiet his mind, countless scenes played out in his head, especially

while he slept. None of them were good. Every one of them featured Kurt and they never ended well.

The first day, they talked for the better part of an hour, each of them trying to avoid the topic of chemo or
anything to do with leukemia. Blaine could hear the tiredness in Kurt's voice, whether he was emotionally
or physically exhausted, he didn't know, but he quickly ended the conversation after that, telling Kurt to

try and get some sleep.

That was when the first nightmare began.

He was walking, feet crunching lightly on the leaves. The path ahead of him was clear, the blue sky above and
the trees draping with leaves were brightly colored, as if he were seeing them in high-definition. He turned.
The wind picked up and blew his hair off his forehead, tickling his back as it seeped through his t-shirt. He
hooked his thumbs in the pockets of his jeans and began walking. He didn't know where, but he didn't care.
Suddenly, he heard a noise. No, it was more than a noise. His eyes darted back and forth. Where was that

coming from?

It was a hum. A high-pitched, sporadic hum that when he tried to focus on it, disappeared entirely, leaving
him in silence. He glanced around, then, and seeing no one, he put it out of his mind and kept walking, staring

in wonder at the trees.

There it was again. The hum, growing louder, more controlled, as if there had been five people singing in

different keys at different times and now they sang together, exactly in sync.
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He whirled and this time, the sound did not disappear. He followed the noise, leading him away from the leaf-

strewn path and into the trees.

And then he heard a voice in his head.

"NO."

It was spoken with a soft tone, as though the person was answering a simple question. His feet carried him on,

but he felt himself growing heavier, feeling the weight of some very large problem on his conscience. He wove

in and out of the trees, hearing the noise grow in volume and urgency, and then drop back down until he had

to strain to hear it. What the hell was it?

With every step, he felt his legs become so heavy he had to really concentrate to lift his foot to take a step.

He heard the voice in his head again.

"No. Don't. Please, don't."

And now the voice was a murmur. He knew that voice. He looked around, turning in a circle around himself.

"What do you want?" He asked.

Quiet.

His head hurt. He pinched the bridge of his nose between his thumb and forefinger.

"Please don't."

"Don't what?" He cried into the air, eyes closed, trying to focus

The voice in his head answered right away, now pleading and afraid, and it scared him.

"Don't let me. Please, don't let me."

He opened his eyes and let his hand fall. He gasped.
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He was no longer in the midst of the trees. Or so he thought. They looked completely different, but the same.

Everything was in tones of gray, black, and silver. Fog swirled at his feet. The trees had no leaves whatsoever,
their creaking branches seeming to be reaching out. There was complete and utter silence. He'd never known

silence could be so loud. His heart pounded in his chest.

He whirled around. Too fast. He lost his balance and fell hard on his back onto the ground. Groaning, he

pushed himself up to sitting. When he looked over, he cried out. He felt as though his heart was being ripped.

Kurt was lying at the base of a tree, dressed in a hospital gown. His porcelain skin glowed in the moonlight,

making it almost luminescent. His eyes were closed.

Blaine scrambled up, tripping in his haste, and he collapsed at Kurt's side. With shaking hands, he reached

out and took his face in his palms.

"No no no. Please, no. Kurt..."

The motionless figure did not answer. Did not move. Did not breathe.

His skin was cold. Blaine shifted to take Kurt in his arms, holding him so tightly against his chest. He hung his

head and sobbed, hot tears dripping down his cheeks and chin onto Kurt's closed eyes.

There was a sound. A hushed hum, so soft, as if it was meant for him. Only for him.

He looked up. There was no one. They were alone.

"W-what do you want?" He stammered into the darkness.

The trees had disappeared. The moonlight. Gone. The path. Gone. The leaves. Gone.

He was left in pitch blackness, feeling the weight of the body he held in his arms.

He looked back down at Kurt.

A yell was choked in Blaine's throat as Kurt's eyes snapped open.

-123 -



Contents T

They were hollow, those eyes, blue and piercing and icy. Kurt did not move in Blaine's arms, who still felt the

weight of the dead man.

"What do [ want?" The voice in his head was soft, almost as if spoken to a very small child, a lullaby in the

night.

"DON'T LET ME DIE!" Kurt screamed.

The scream of Kurt in his dream melded with Blaine's own scream as he awoke. It was pitch black in his
room and he flicked on the lamp beside the bed with a shaking hand. He curled up on his side, trying
unsuccessfully slow the rapid beating of his heart. His forehead was damp with sweat and the sheets were
tangled up around him. There were white lines where his nails had dug into his palms as he writhed in the
nightmare. He bit the skin on the pack of his palm hard to keep from screaming again. But a sob escaped

his lips.

It was just a dream. Only a dream, he chanted in his head over and over again, praying that if he said it

enough, it he would believe it.

The next day, Blaine kept having flashbacks of his dream. He had brought some of his stuff back to Dalton
that morning so he could stay there for the duration of Kurt's treatment. Burt had practically forced him to
go back. It wasn't that he didn't want to go to Dalton; he did miss it there, but being that far away, he felt

as though he was abandoning Kurt.

After the bell rang for lunch period, Blaine strolled to the Warblers' rehearsal room, a path that he knew
by heart, memorized from years of walking this same slightly curving brick road. This wasn't any different
from the hundreds of other times, but suddenly the trees lining the walk flashed into shades of grey, black,

and silver. His heart dropped. He froze.

And he blinked and the color returned. A shuddering breath escaped his lips and he forced himself to keep

walking, reaching the door quickly.

He shook his head twice, trying to dispel the images of Kurt lying on the ground that had formed in his

mind. Kurt was okay. He had to focus.
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He opened the door and found every one of the Warblers already there, some standing, some kneeling or
sitting, but they all formed a circle in the center of the room. A warm-up hum sounded, first soft, but
growing in volume until Wes brought his hand in a sharp cutting gesture in front of his chest, when the
sound immediately ceased. He looked up as Blaine entered and smiled softly, raising his eyebrows to

indicate that he should join them.

Blaine laughed and went to stand beside Josh. "I'll never understand how you guys get here so fast."

"Didn't you know we're all ninjas?"

"More like cheetahs."”

Blaine smirked. "Or hyenas. Do you guys hear yourselves when you're all together? Sounds like a cackling

pack of them."

"Alright guys." Wes brought the attention back to the matter at hand. "We have two weeks until the

benefit for Kurt. Last practice was good, but I think we can do better. Do you agree Blaine?"

He nodded carefully, wordlessly.

"Then we need to make it better. David, can you lead them in the scales?"

The tall boy to his right nodded.

"Good." Wes clapped his hands once and broke away from the group. He headed towards Blaine, gently
pulling him in to a corner. He put a hand on his shoulder. "Hey man." His voice was low, controlled as if he

were addressing someone who was very fragile, breakable, weak. "Are you okay?"

"I'm fine." Blaine said through his teeth. He had to force himself to not snap out at him. He was suddenly
very annoyed, not something he usually felt, and he didn't like the unfamiliar emotion that seemed to be

taking over. He took a breath and started again. "I mean... well, I'm worried, but it's fine."

Wes licked his lips. He looked like he was trying to find words that wouldn't further provoke Blaine. The
escalating tones hit their ears as the group began the scales, varying in pitch at David's direction, voices

rising as one. "Okay." He finally said slowly.
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Blaine pushed a hand through his hair, letting out a small groan of frustration and then calming his voice

to a hushed tone. "I'm sorry. It's just... [ can't-"

Wes cut him off, squeezing his shoulder and looking him in the eyes. "No one blames you. It may not look

like it, but it's been hard on everyone. [ can't imagine what it's doing to you."

You have no idea, he thought bitterly, but he just nodded.

Wes glanced at him, as if expecting him to say something else, but when it was clear that that wasn't going

to happen, he let his hand fall and said, "So you want to watch this one and see what we need to fix?"

"Sure." He replied quietly and then with more confidence, he said, "Yes."

"Alright then." Wes turned, where the Warblers were just finishing their scales and addressed them in a
louder voice. "Okay guys. We're going to try it from the top. Blaine's going to watch this one and give

corrections. So listen up."”

The group scurried into their beginning formations, and when Wes joined them, they stood tall, eyes
focused out to the "audience" while their ears were picking up every miniscule sound, waiting for Wes's

cue. In the smallest, hushed sigh, Wes breathed, "Five... six... seven... eight."

A sea of voices rose up, filling the room and then beginning a rolling cannon as designated sections
dropped the melody, while the next section picked it up flawlessly. At the end of the cannon, they
suddenly fell silent while Wes began the lead vocals, a substitute for Blaine. As one unit, they picked up the

next section after the seamless pause, while Wes continued.

Blaine leaned against the wall in the back, eyes darting back and forth, ears pricking to hear any flaw, any
missed beat, any off-count hum. There was none. They were perfect, as he knew they would be. They had
been working really hard for this. He suspected they might be working even harder than they had for
Regionals, which said a lot. They loved Kurt. He knew they did and it meant a lot that they were trying so

hard to make this perfect for him.

He watched them as they moved together, sang together, breathed together. Yes, they were perfect. He
didn't need to be in this and he decided right then that he would give the lead to Wes. He deserved it. He
had been there for the Warblers to fill them in when Blaine was gone, to answer their many questions as

best as he could, and to calm them down and keep them focused when Blaine could not. He had really
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stepped up and became a leader in every sense of the word and Blaine greatly admired that about him and
what he realized he was jealous of. Wes was always able to get everyone's heads back on the right track
and able to keep everyone together, even when he himself was having a difficult time. But you would
never know because Wes was the type of person to put the needs of others before his own. And Blaine
found himself breaking down. He couldn't even talk to them about Kurt because it twisted his insides and
made him feel sad, hurt, and angry. He lashed out when he didn't mean to and snapped at those who didn't
deserve it, who had just been trying to help. That's what he did under stress. While Wes kept calm, he fell
apart. Blaine had been the Warblers captain for two years now, having taken over his sophomore year,
when the current senior captain had graduated. And in this moment, he felt that two years had been long

enough.

The chorus of voices descended, falling softly, until Wes's voice was the only one left. Then it too faded

softly into the background of silence. There was a few seconds pause and then Wes spoke.

"So, what did you think?"

Blaine leaned away from the wall, walking up in the center until he was a few feet from the group, who

had not broken formation, but stood in more relaxed postures.

Blaine smiled. "It was great guys. Really great. [ didn't see anyone out of place and the timing was perfect."

Wes returned Blaine's grin. "Awesome. It felt good. See what happens when we work as one guys? Don't

think about it. Just do it."

"Actually, [ do have something I want to change though."

"Oh, yeah. Okay. Go ahead."

He paused. "Wes... [...  don't want to do the lead.”

"What? Why? Was it the ending because you can-"

"No. There wasn't anything wrong with the song. It was how you sang it. I don't want to be in this at all. It

was perfect the way it was. Wes, [ want you to take the lead.”
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Wes looked stunned. He opened his mouth, but no sound came out. All the Warblers seemed to have their
eyes darting back and forth between the two, waiting to see how this would play out. A soloist had never

given away their part before. Ever.

"Well, I... I guess, if you feel that way. Are you sure man? I mean, it'll sound better with you."

Blaine shook his head, sure of his decision. "No. It won't. [ meant it when I said there was nothing that

should be changed. You deserve it. I'm giving it to you."

"Wow. Well, thanks then." Wes turned to the Warblers behind him. "Okay, so we'll just have to change the
formation a bit." He scanned the group. "Michael, move down a row. Yeah, so there's four in the front. And
then Jared, move over one. Okay. I think that works. So remember that and take ten. Go ahead and eat and

then we'll run the second song before class starts."

They all dispersed, though the atmosphere in the room had changed. Everyone spoke in quiet whispers to

each other, disbelief in what had just occurred still hanging in the air.

Wes approached Blaine as the last pair left. "Hey, are you really sure about this? Your voice is so much

more... | don't know, emotional than mine is. It suits the song better."

"Wes, | know what I'm doing. And this isn't all about your voice in case you were wondering. Your voice is

great and you deserve to be in the lead."

"How so? The deserving part [ mean."

"You took command of them when I wasn't able to. You kept them calm and focused when they were
confused and scared when I couldn't. You're a leader Wes and you haven't been given the chance to show

that when we perform. So now I'm giving that to you."

"Thank you Blaine." He said sincerely and then he sighed. "But just so you know, they all understand how
hard this has been on you. They don't expect you to be at the top of your game right now. No one's looking
down on you because you're stressed and worried out of your mind. Don't deny it," he said at the look on

Blaine's face, "because we all know. We're a family Blaine. We know when something's up."

Blaine paused, looking Wes in the eyes. Then he bit his lip and without meaning to say it, the words fell out

of his mouth. "Kurt started chemo again yesterday."
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Wes's face softened. "I knew there was something else bothering you. Don't beat yourself up alright?

There's nothing you can do now."

"That's the problem. There's nothing I can do."

The blond-haired boy smiled sadly. "And you need to accept that. If you keep telling yourself that you're
not doing anything to help, you'll end up hurting yourself. This is out of your hands Blaine."

He looked up, feeling the knot in his stomach twist tighter. "It's just so hard not to feel."

"Feeling makes it real. If you didn't feel at all, you would have no reason to be the way you are. [ know
when you're stressed out, you don't eat and when you're really upset and don't want to show it, you mess
with your hair. You keep biting your lips and your eyes are darting back and forth. What are you feeling

now?"

"Hurt... angry... helpless... sad... scared..." He sighed heavily. "Lost..."

"That's a lot of emotions for one person to feel. But the reason that you feel all that is because of how
much Kurt means to you. It won't get easier, but maybe if you accept that there's nothing that you can do

on the medical side of things, it might lessen the stress a bit. That's just what [ would try."

Blaine walked up close and pulled Wes into a hug, whispering, "Thank you."

Wes laughed lightly. "No problem."

Blaine made a trip down to Lima that Friday after classes, taking back the things he had brought with him

to Dalton. Kurt was coming home on Saturday afternoon.

He had a plan. Knowing the side effects and what happened last time, Blaine was planning to be fully
prepared for when Kurt came home. After putting away his belongings, he threw a new load of laundry in
the wash, having been shown how to use the washing machine correctly by Kurt a few months ago,
consisting of sheets and pillow covers, and stripped his mattress. As the mass of cloth began to soak and
twirl in the machine, he ran back upstairs and hauled his mattress into the bathroom, shoving it in

between the toilet and the bathtub. It was just wide enough that it wouldn't be squished up against either
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barrier and there wasn't much space in between. He smiled and began to clean the room, vacuuming and

dusting everything that wasn't too heavy for him to lift or move.

After making the room as spotless as he could with household cleaning supplies stored under Kurt's
bathroom sink (he laughed when he saw the huge stack of fashion magazines precariously balanced

inside), he switched the load of laundry into the dryer and glanced at the clock.

Helping himself to some lunch, he sat down at the empty dining room table, beginning methodically on a
paper for his history class, a textbook lying open next to him. He read the topic of the essay three times
before understanding. When he moved on to read the required sections in the book, he found that he had
no idea what it was talking about. He read it, and yet, retained no information. A bit frustrated, he finished
lunch and started jotting down bullet notes, but when that was done, he had no clear plan as to how to

organize them.

He wrinkled his brow, thoroughly annoyed at his inability to concentrate, and sighed gratefully when the
loud buzz of the timer on the dryer gave him an excuse to set aside his homework. The load that he carried

in his arms was warm and reminded him of Kurt's own warm body next to his.

His foot stepped up onto the last stair and he had a flashback to the dream when he was holding Kurt's
body in his arms. It was quick, only delving momentarily into that memory, but it was enough to make his

blood run cold. He shuddered once and moved on.

It was just a dream.

Tossing the mound of laundry onto the now spotless floor, he began to make the bed that currently
resided in Kurt's bathroom. The sheets and comforter would probably end up stripped and on the floor,
especially if he was sick again, but he decided that the thought would comfort Kurt a bit, plus it gave him

something to do.

He stepped back when that was done and admired his work. Everything was ready now for Kurt to come
home. He could feel a change in the air. [t was excited, almost electric. He felt the change in himself too. He
felt jittery and anxious the entire rest of the day and it was only when he excused himself from hanging

with Burt and Carole to watch whatever movie was on TV, did he truly feel tired.
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He almost collapsed onto Kurt's bed, as his now occupied the bathroom, and felt the heavy weight of his
limbs sinking into the mattress. He sat up to pull his t-shirt over his head, but didn't bother with his jeans.
He didn't care that much. His eyes began to droop and he let himself fall asleep almost instantly, hoping

that with a good night's sleep, the stress and worry he was feeling would go away.

He awoke to tense muscles and a sore neck, with marks in his palms and eyes almost glued shut with

tears.

What the hell?

He sat up slowly, groaning as the morning sun shined in through the blinds. His head throbbed. He
stretched his aching muscles, and the smell of something baking hit his nostrils. His mouth began to water,

but he pushed the thought of food aside and took a quick shower instead.

Biting his lip and trying so hard to remember what it was he had dreamed about last night, he fumbled his

way downstairs and met Finn at the table, who was wolfing down a plate of waffles.

"Hey man." He smiled up at him.

This surprised Blaine. Finn wasn't one to be so cheery in the mornings.

"I made these for you. Well, for all of us actually. But I couldn't wait." He gestured sheepishly to the half-

eaten waffles on his plate. "Those ones are for you." He pointed to another plate on the counter, piled high.

"Oh, wow. Thanks man."

Blaine snatched up the plate and took a spot next to Finn, who spoke as he ate.

"No problem. Hey, are you excited Kurt's coming home today?"

Blaine smiled. So that's why Finn was in such a happy mood.

"Because... well, no offense man, but you look like crap."
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His smile immediately disappeared. "What do you mean?"

Finn raised his eyebrows, looking like he just got caught doing something he wasn't supposed to. "Oh,

well, nothing. Never mind."

"No. What?"

Finn paused, but at the look on Blaine's face, he lifted his eyes to the mirror hanging in the hallway. Blaine

jumped up and stared at his reflection.

Dark circles ringed his bloodshot, slightly swollen eyes. His hair stood up in the messy, not-yet-combed

way that was normal for him in the morning. But those eyes. He shuddered, looking away.

"Guess I didn't sleep well last night."

"Well, maybe eating will wake you up. I know that works for me."

Blaine bit back the Kurt-like retort of telling him that he was going to get diabetes, but he slathered syrup

onto his waffles and they ate in silence, each lost in their own thoughts.

Normally, Blaine would have tried to make conversation with him, but today was different. Kurt was

coming home today.
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20. Aliens and Ginger Tea

Blaine spent the rest of the day an agitated mess, even more jittery than he was the day before. He sat on
the couch, staring at the door. He knew it was stupid and he was acting as though seeing Kurt was the only
way he could live, but he truly didn't know what else he could do. His homework was a long-forgotten,
though neatly stacked, mass on the table in Kurt's room, set beside his textbooks. His mind just kept

drifting to Kurt and whether he was okay and nothing he did could quell the anxious thoughts.

So now he sat on the couch, where he had been for a good hour, letting his cell phone slide from hand to
hand mindlessly, eyes locked on the door. As the day had gone on and it got closer to seven o'clock, Finn
retreated into his room to spend the time playing video games instead of waiting. He had long since given

up trying to talk to or get more than a one-word response from Blaine.

And Blaine greatly envied Finn. He wished so badly that he could just find something to do with himself.
Concentrating on anything for longer than a half an hour, like reading, writing, or homework, was almost
impossible and were out of the question. It was even difficult to watch TV, as he kept finding his thought
wandering and when he focused to get back to whatever show was on, he had missed enough that now he

wasn't able to follow the plotline.

He was sure his stony stare would have burned a hole through the door a while ago. It seemed as though
he was trying to memorize every line in the white front door as he passed his phone from hand to hand. As
the clock ticked and it now became seven-ten, his heart sped up, fearing that his phone would go off and
he would hear Burt on the other end, blubbering the worst kind of news. He hated that he even expected

it. He was picturing all kinds of the worst scenarios in his head. Car crash. Heart attack. Impaled by aliens.

But as the clock struck seven-fifteen, to his great relief, the door opened and Carole stepped in, a large
Burberry overnight bag on her arm. Blaine's phone slipped from his hand and clattered to the floor, where
it went unnoticed as he stood. Carole smiled tiredly at him and moved aside, holding open the door, where

Burt bustled in after her, holding Kurt to his side, an arm wrapped tightly around his waist.

Blaine's heart jumped. He was here. He was okay. Burt seemed to be holding Kurt up, so much so that his
feet fumbled along the ground. Burt locked eyes with Blaine, motioning with his free hand to go upstairs.

Blaine nodded and with a last longing glace at Kurt, whose eyes were half-open and drooping, he snatched
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up his cell phone and ran up the stairs, waiting at the top. He had noticed that Kurt was wearing a
sweatshirt and the sweatpants that Burt had made him bring the first time he went for chemo. He smiled a
little, knowing how pissed he would be when he was coherent enough to realize that his father had made

him wear those "hideous excuses for pants."

Carole set down the bag at the foot of the stairs and went ahead, moving around Blaine to gently knock on
Finn's door. Blaine stood, hand gripping the railing, as the two men slowly made their way up. Burt had his
head down and kept whispering to Kurt, giving him a lift to help him up each stair. It was a slow process
and Blaine felt his heart speed up in his anxiousness to have Kurt next to him. When they finally reached
the top, Blaine took off ahead of them and opened Kurt's door, pulling back the covers on his neatly made

bed.

Blaine turned to see Burt carrying Kurt in his arms as if he were a child who had fallen asleep on the car
ride home. Maybe Kurt was just too tired to make it all the way. Blaine hoped that's what it was. With a
slight groan, he lowered him down onto the bed and quickly covered him with the blanket. Kurt didn't
move from where his father placed him; just closed his eyes as if he was so grateful to be back in his own

bed again, where he could sleep in peace.

Burt straightened up and nodded curtly to Blaine, who was staring down at Kurt. "Well, that's that. He told
you they gave him a stronger treatment this time. Recovery will take longer and he'll be more tired than
before. The medicine to hold off the nausea will last the rest of today and tomorrow. Then we're back to

what happened last time. You did good Blaine. Taking care of him. I'm proud of you."

Blaine looked up in surprise. He was proud of him? A warmth of happiness began to spread through his

body, beginning in his chest and seeping out to the very tips of his toes and fingers. He smiled.

Burt looked around as if seeing the room for the first time. In the glow from the lamp by Kurt's bedside,
Blaine's side of the room was visible. It held a small table with a lamp, neatly stacked books, and a glass of
water. There were piles of his clothes and shoes on the other side, a Dalton blazer hanging from the blinds

on a plastic hanger. And there was a frame for a bed. Just the frame.

"Blaine." Burt said slowly, gesturing to the mass of empty space. "Where's your bed?"

He felt his cheeks grow hot as he sheepishly pointed to the open door of the bathroom. Burt craned his

neck and could see the corner of the ready-made bed on the floor.
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"Do I want to know?"

"It's for Kurt." Blaine explained softly. "For when he gets sick. I thought he'd be more comfortable closer to

the toilet. Throwing up in a trash can gets old real quick."

To his surprise, Burt laughed lightly. "I underestimated you. Again. I can see you've got everything

covered. You take care of my boy you hear? We'll be down the hall if you need us."

Blaine nodded as Burt left. And finally he was alone with Kurt.

He realized he'd been too nervous to change out of what he had worn today, so he quickly changed from
his jeans and sweatshirt to a t-shirt and plaid pajama pants. As carefully as he could, he put one knee on
the bed and then the other, sliding his body up so he was sitting with his legs crossed next to the sleeping

form that was Kurt.

He knew he was already asleep. His breathing was deep and rhythmic. He reached out and tenderly
brushed his thumb over the curve of Kurt's jaw line. He wanted to hold him so badly. His heart ached for
it. But he settled with crawling in under the covers and getting as close as he could without touching him.

Kurt needed a good night's sleep.

He sighed happily and for the longest time, he just stared at Kurt, memorizing every curve of his face.
Blaine didn't know when he fell asleep, but he was relieved in knowing that the nightmares should end

because Kurt was home now. He didn't have anything to be afraid of.

Kurt slept for most of the next day, which was good. He needed all the sleep he could get. Carole and Burt
hovered a lot and would check in on them every now and then, mainly to get Blaine out of the room for
however long they managed to distract him for. Kurt was asleep, they said. He would be fine without him

for a little while.

Blaine felt otherwise, but as they were keeping him under their roof, he obliged and played along while
they made him help with breakfast, the dishes, and even Finn's homework before he was allowed to
escape back upstairs. There were times when Kurt would wake up, and the first time he did, Blaine

thought there was something wrong with him. But to his relief, he realized that he was in that weird half-
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conscious state of being asleep and awake and would open his eyes for a few seconds, mumble something,

and then fall back asleep.

Blaine never understood what he was saying, but it was funny to watch, especially when Kurt began to

drool. He could picture his furious face. "Those sheets are 800 thread-count! They're ruined!”

During the night, Kurt was awake enough to have short conversations with Blaine that actually made
sense. Blaine didn't know when he fell asleep, but he heard the door open and Burt came in, whispered a
few quick words to Kurt, and then he felt the weight in the bed being shifted as Burt helped his exhausted
son to the bathroom. Blaine opened one eye as he saw the light through the half-closed door. He heard
Burt telling Kurt why there was a bed in the bathroom, but Kurt's answer didn't make much sense. Blaine
made a note to tell him again when he hadn't just been hauled out of bed. He closed his eyes when the light
went out and heard shuffling on the floor. Then Kurt was laid back down on the bed. Burt pulled up the
covers first for Kurt and then for Blaine, who had to avoid jumping at the contact when he was pretending

to be asleep.

The next day, Kurt was coherently awake for at least an hour before sighing and closing his eyes again.
Blaine sat in bed with him, rubbing his back silently and humming to himself. An hour was good. Blaine
had tried to get him to eat some crackers, but he refused. He did drink some water, but that was only

because Blaine threatened to stop rubbing his back.

Five hours later, after being in various stages of awake and asleep, Kurt moaned and sat up as quickly as
he could. Blaine was ready for this and grabbed the trash can, holding it in Kurt's lap as he leaned over and
retched. He set it back on the ground when he was done and Kurt leaned back against the pillows.

"And so it begins." He muttered bitterly.

Blaine pressed a glass of water into his shaking hands, steadying it for him. "I'm ready for this. We'll get

through this."

Kurt drank. "Yeah, well you aren't the one who has to spend the rest of the week puking his guts out now

are you?"

"No, I'm not." He said softly. "But I have to watch you puke your guts out and that's almost just as bad.

Now go back to sleep."”
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Kurt raised an eyebrow and wiggled back down under the covers. "Don't let me puke on the bed." He

mumbled sleepily and closed his eyes.

Blaine moved over to lightly play with his hair, watching him sleep again.

Kurt threw up twice more in the three hours that followed. Then Blaine decided to bring up the bed in the

bathroom.

"Kurt, do you remember my bed being in the bathroom?"

"What are you talking about?" He asked tiredly, but Blaine knew he was awake enough to functionally

answer this question. He had been too out of it when Burt told him, but now he should understand.

"My bed is in the bathroom."

There was a pause. Kurt blinked. "Your bed is in the bathroom." He stated slowly. "And why is it that your
bed is there? Did it get tired of you?"

They both laughed softly. "No." Blaine said, standing up. "It's for you. So you don't have to use the trash

can to throw up in." He paused, watching Kurt's face. "Well, it seemed like a good idea."

The more he talked of or thought about this, the stupider it seemed. Why would anyone want to stay in the

bathroom?

But Kurt smiled. "That actually sounds good. Help me up?"

Blaine rushed over and took Kurt's hand to pull him up. He snaked an arm around his waist and took most
of his weight as Kurt leaned on him. Blaine lowered him onto his bed and they were there for no more

than a minute when Kurt leaned against the toilet to throw up. Blaine flushed it when he was done.

"Gotta break it in right?" Kurt said in a low voice, smiling slightly.

Kurt's humor had not been destroyed and Blaine was a bit surprised to see Kurt in a good mood. He had

smiled more than a few times since he'd been awake and he was laughing along with him.
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Blaine sat on the edge of the bathtub, his guitar in the actual tub, after having made sure there was

absolutely no water left and no dripping faucet. Kurt laid back down and stared up at him.

"I'm going back to sleep. Don't let me drool on this pillow." He whispered and his eyes closed before he

finished the sentence.

Blaine smiled and watched him sleep, all the while the burning thought in the back of his mind seared,

because he knew that this was just the beginning.

The next few days were horrible. It was hard for Blaine to watch Kurt go through all of this, knowing there

wasn't anything he could do.

Blaine supported Kurt when he slumped over the toilet at least once an hour now; he wiped his mouth and
gave him water; he piled on blankets when Kurt was shivering with cold and pulled them off when he was
sweating with heat; he rubbed his back; he held his hand; he got him to eat, however small of an amount
he swallowed; he did everything he could think of to help him and yet, he felt so upset that he couldn't do

anything else.

Now Blaine was sitting in the bathtub with his guitar on his lap, lightly strumming the melody that Kurt
loved. His ears pricked at any noise Kurt made; a sigh or a groan or if he shifted his weight on the
mattress. The second day of hell was almost over and Kurt pushed himself up. Blaine was accustomed to
this and he jumped up, setting his guitar aside and landing on his knees on the mattress in the same
motion, linking his arm around Kurt's waist and putting his other hand on his shoulder. For a tense
moment, Kurt just leaned over the toilet, eyes closed, breath coming faster, hands gripping the side of the
bowl, his face pale in the agonizing moment before his body contracted and his stomach heaved. He

retched, gagging as the acidic bile left his body.

Beads of sweat prickled along his brow and when he was done, he stayed where he was, laying his head
sideways on the crook of his arm, breathing heavily and he spat into the bowl and moaned in disgust.
Blaine rubbed a hand worriedly across Kurt's arm. When he shifted, Blaine pulled him gently around,
wrapping his arms around his waist, holding Kurt to him. He brushed a hand along Kurt's brow, pushing

his sweaty hair away from his face. Kurt closed his eyes.
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"This is the worst of it." Blaine murmured. "It'll get better."

He received a groan in response. Blaine chuckled lightly. "I know you don't believe me, but it's true. You

know, [ was waiting until this was bad because | know you hate the taste, but can [ bring you something?"

"Anything." Kurt mumbled, clearly willing to do whatever it took to lessen this torture.

"Okay. I'll be right back." He kept Kurt's weight in his arms, but shifted to free himself from holding him,
and then pushed the pillows up so they were supporting Kurt's lower back. He sat up and watched Blaine

scurry out the door, staring longingly at him.

A chill began to creep up Kurt's body, beginning in his toes and moving with almost a prickle up his legs

and to the rest of his limbs. He shivered and pulled the blanket up, curling it in his hands.

However long it took Blaine to appear again, it was too long in Kurt's opinion and the corner of his mouth
lifted in a smile. Blaine was carrying a small white porcelain cup in his hands. Kurt looked up at him

questioningly.

Blaine sat down carefully next to him, taking care not to spill any of the brown liquid onto the bed or

himself. He held the cup out to Kurt.

"Ginger tea."

The way Kurt's mouth turned down in displeasure made Blaine sigh.

"Come on Kurt. It'll taste horrid, but it should help. Better than puking out your guts right?"

Kurt sighed, locking eyes with Blaine so he knew how much he hated this stuff. Blaine just smiled and gave
him an encouraging eyebrow wiggle. Kurt was too unwilling to drink what was in the cup to laugh at
Blaine for attempting to make him feel any better about this. Kurt brought the cup to his lips and drank
slowly. He hated the taste so it would have been better to drink it fast, but if he tried to down it in one
swallow, he had no doubt that it would come right back up. Blaine had put at least three tablespoonfuls of
sugar into the tea. It was a thoughtful thing to do, but Kurt was sure all the sugar in the kitchen couldn't

make it taste any better.
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Blaine had to bite back the urge to laugh out loud at the look on Kurt's face. His eyes bulged and he

scrunched up his nose when he swallowed.

"Disgusting." He muttered bitterly.

Blaine took the now empty cup from him and placed it next to the sink. "Good. That should help. Wasn't
too bad huh?"

The way Kurt's eyes glared at him made him smirk and he sat next to him, wrapping his arms around the

smaller boy's waist. Kurt leaned into Blaine's chest and sighed.

"I'm so sorry you have to do this baby." Blaine's fingers moved softly through Kurt's hair.

Kurt didn't answer.

"Do you want to watch a movie tomorrow?"

No answer.

"Kurt?" Blaine looked down at Kurt's head. He was looking down at his fingers that were curled in his lap.

"I'm sorry I made you drink that. You don't have to drink any more of it. I thought it would help..."
Blue eyes met with hazel ones as Kurt raised his head. "It's okay. I actually think it's working." He said and
then his voice grew softer and he looked down again. "I know this sounds stupid, but can... can you stay

like this?"

Blaine smiled, pressed his lips against the boy's hair and pulled him in closer. "Of course. Don't be

embarrassed. I'd do anything for you."

And he meant it.
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21. You and Me

"Where are you taking me?" Kurt whined for the millionth time from the passenger seat in Blaine's car.

Blaine laughed in response. "You'll know soon enough.”

"But did you really have to blindfold me?" He tugged at the black fabric around his eyes. "I really don't
want to die in Area 51 tonight. They're televising the Armani fashion show tomorrow and I can't drool

over the trends if I'm being probed by aliens."

"Come on Kurt. Isn't this fun?"

"Ha. For you? Yes. For me? Not so much."

Blaine patted his hand as he pulled into the Dalton student parking lot. "You'll thank me for this later."

He shut off the engine. "Alright. You can take off the blindfold now."

Kurt did so, blinking in the light. He looked around as Blaine got out. Kurt followed suit, giving Blaine a
look of annoyance. "Blaine, you dragged me away from my skin care routine, blindfolded me, and drove

me at eight o'clock at night to go to school?"

He smiled. "Technically, yes. But | promise it's worth it."

"Is it Mr. Worthing wearing a tie that actually doesn't make him look like a choking seal? Because that's

the only thing I'd want to be here for."

Blaine took his hand and pulled him along behind him. "Unfortunately, no. But I know you'll like this."

Blaine led him up through the courtyard and to the doors of the Dalton auditorium. They had the largest
auditorium in the entire county and they often had touring artists perform here. Blaine opened the door

and playfully shoved Kurt inside before following him in.
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"Blaine," Kurt sighed as he walked up through the hallway and into the back of the audience, where
hundreds of empty movie-theater style chairs sat. He ran his hand along the red velvet as he said, "I don't

understand."

"You'll see soon enough.” Blaine grabbed his hand again and went up through the stage and behind the

curtain.

"Are we even allowed to be here?"

"Why are you whispering?" Blaine laughed.

Kurt glared, though there was laughter in his eyes too. "Well, come on. It's creepy in here at night. And it's

dark and it's cold and did you know that the stairwell is haunted?"

"Kurt, I didn't take you as the kind to be scared of ghosts." Blaine put his hand to his chest in mock

surprise. This earned a laugh from Kurt and Blaine took a step closer. "Are you cold?"

He looked down and then back up to meet Blaine's eyes quickly. "A little."

Blaine's strong arms wrapped around Kurt's torso in an embrace that came naturally. Kurt pulled him in,

putting his head on Blaine's shoulder.

"It's been two weeks since your chemo and you haven't felt sick or pulled a Rumplestilskin on me in a

while, so [ thought it would be nice to just hang out."

Kurt pulled back to look at him. "And it's really sweet of you to think of that, but honestly, why here? Why

school? I mean, surely there's somewhere a bit more... romantic than this isn't there?"

Blaine smiled. "Well, I can't argue with that. But the reason I brought you here isn't just to hang out with
me, if I'm being truthful." He looked over Kurt's shoulder into the stage wings, where people had been

quietly scooting closer, unnoticed by Kurt. "I invited some friends."

He smiled wider and stepped back as the entire New Directions poured out of the wings and clustered
around Kurt, with huge smiles on every one of their faces. Kurt's mouth dropped open slightly and he
looked rather shocked. It took him a moment to find his voice as he became immediately engulfed in the

swarm of hugs that pressed in on him. There were so many hands, he didn't know whose belonged to
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whom, but he really didn't care. His heart beat faster and he couldn't stop smiling as the tears of happiness

filled his eyes.

Once everyone was done drowning him, they all stepped back.

"You guys!" Kurt said, smiling at them and then turned an accusatory glare on Finn. "You knew about

this?"

Finn smirked, holding up his hands in surrender. "Hey, [ was just going with the crowd."

Mercedes linked her hand with Kurt's. "Missed you, white boy."

He blinked back the tears and squeezed her hand. "Missed you too."

"Hey Kurt."

He looked up as Mr. Schuester appeared from the wings. Kurt looked at Blaine in disbelief as Mr. Schue

was followed by Ms. Pillsbury. "Blaine, how many people did you invite?"

"Ummm... a few."

Kurt looked around. "Did you all really come here to just 'hang out'? Why are you actually here? And

where's Rachel?"

As if on cue, Finn's phone buzzed. He fished around in his pocket before retrieving it and smiled as he read

the message.

"They're ready." He announced.

The group all seemed to know what that meant because they all got excited looks on their faces, but Kurt

was feeling overwhelmed and confused.

"Who's 'they'? And ready for what?"

Everyone backed up into a straight line spanning the length of the stage, leaving Kurt and Blaine in front in

the middle. Blaine put a hand on his shoulder, turning him to face the curtain. "Kurt, this is for you."
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The curtains were pulled open, revealing that in the time they had been hidden behind the velvet folds, the
auditorium had been silently filled with people. Kurt immediately looked to Blaine, growing pale. The
stage lights snapped on, illuminating the spanse of stage, while darkening the audience. Kurt couldn't

make out any faces in the dark, but he knew there were a lot of people out there.

"What's going on?"

Blaine held out his hand. "Trust me."

Kurt stared at the outstretched hand and then glanced back at the line behind him. 'Go on," Mercedes
mouthed to him, smiling that gorgeous grin of hers. He bit his lip and took Blaine's hand. He could trust

Mercedes. He hoped.

Blaine pushed Kurt down onto a velvet covered chair in the center of the aisle where the second platform

of seats were, set slightly higher than the floor level, where the view was best and sat down beside him.

Kurt was painfully aware of the stares that followed him as they had gone to their seats, and even more
aware now of the glances that kept being thrown his way. Some were smiling, some looked sad, but all the

faces seemed to be waiting for something that obviously had to do with him.

"Blaine, what is going on?"

A small smile appeared on his face and put a hand on Kurt's knee. "It's a fundraiser, a benefit performance

if you will. For you."

"Wait, what?"

"All of these people bought tickets for this and all of the money we make is going to you for chemo

treatments."

"Are you serious?" He whispered. The house lights had gone down and there was a shadow now across

Kurt's face, but he could see the wide-eyed disbelief.

"I wouldn't lie to you Kurt." His voice was soft as two people walked onto center stage.
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Mr. and Mrs. Hummel stood together, dressed nicely in respect for the occasion. Burt held a microphone in
his hand, which he raised and began to speak. The chatter in the room dimmed before stopping

completely.

"First off, thank you all for coming tonight. [ know that Carole," he glanced over at his wife, eyes full of a
mixture of admiration and amazement in maybe that he still didn't believe what was going on, "and
myself, are so grateful for the support everyone here has shown for Kurt simply by being here tonight.
And Blaine, please know that we are so grateful for everything that you have done for Kurt, and us as well.
You mean more to us than words can say and I personally will never be able to repay you for all that

you've done, including putting this event together."

Kurt turned to face the reddening boy beside him. "I knew it." He tried to make his tone sound harsh, but
he failed, sounding more surprised than anything and he settled instead for poking Blaine in the side.

Blaine smirked and caught the finger that was buried in his ribs, linking their fingers together.

On the stage, Burt waited for the audience's clapping to die down before continuing. "I have never felt

more blessed in being able to be a father to two amazing young men."

Burt's eyes had locked onto Kurt's as he spoke and he turned and addressed Finn behind him as well. "You
two have changed me for the better, Kurt and Finn, and I don't want to imagine how horribly different my
life would have been had it not been for the both of you." He paused and looked out into the audience.
"Not to mention how incredibly dull my days would be." There was light laughter from around the house.
"Kurt, Finn, I love you both." Another soft pause. Blaine was certain that he was trying to compose himself
because he took a deep breath before announcing, "Enough sappy talk from me. Ladies and gentlemen, I'd

like to introduce the McKinley High glee club, New Directions."

The couple walked offstage, handing the microphone to Rachel, and the glee club boys followed them.
Rachel stepped up center stage and smiled. "Kurt, you know how much every one of us loves you and I
know that though this has been a horrible thing for you to have to go through, just know that we, well, all

of us really, not just the girls, want you to know that we're here for you."

She smiled and stepped back, placing the microphone in its stand. The other girls stepped up to join her,

forming a straight line. When the clapping stopped, the music began.
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Kurt's eyes welled with tears. He knew this song. They had done "Keep Holding On" before, but now, it
was different. Now, it was being sung by just the girls, and for him. He watched intently, trying not to cry.
There was no intense choreography, just some gentle swaying and head or arms movements, and it was

beautiful.

He stood when the song finished and clapped so hard he knew his hands were turning red. Blaine was
right beside him, clapping just as enthusiastically. They had changed the order of the show the day before,
evenly spacing out the New Directions, Warblers, and Vocal Adrenaline with the soloists. Mercedes had
pretty much made Rachel put Blaine as the closing number, which no one was arguing with. Blaine had
kept what he was working on a secret and he hadn't had much time to practice, being with Kurt all the
time, but as Kurt hadn't suspected this benefit at all, he thought he was safe, hoping that Kurt would be

surprised.

The girls smiled and bowed their heads in thanks, then walked together offstage, while the boys came

back on.

Puck grabbed the mic. "This isn't normally something I do, but I just wanted to say that [ hope everything
goes well for Kurt and his family. We love you man and you have no idea how much we all wish we could

sell our souls for you to not have to go through this. Anyway, hope we don't screw this up too much."

Puck laughed and returned the microphone. Kurt laughed with him, and to Blaine, it was the best sound he

could ever remember hearing.

Puck motioned to the guys to follow him and they all sat at the edge of the stage in a line, with Artie in his
chair in the middle. Their legs dangled off the edge and some rested their hands on their knees or put their
palms on the ground behind them and leaned back. With a collective breath, they began. Their voices
started off softly, all singing together, then grew to a swelled volume, voices carrying throughout the
entire house. The lyrics to "Let It Be" seemed to flow through the audience, creating a peaceful
environment and the guys began to sway their bodies side to side, grinning at each other and the

onlookers as Artie sang the chorus.

Mercedes was next, singing her soulful "Lean On Me" and her eyes locked onto Kurt's. He was in tears

before the song ended, joyful tears though, and he smiled with Mercedes the whole time she sang.
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The Warblers entered after Mercedes left, and they all stood tall, forming a tight triangular shape, with
Wes as the point in the front. Blaine reached over and took Kurt's hand as they sang, "Breathe," with the
solo that he had given to Wes. Kurt leaned into Blaine, who held him as they sang. Kurt's eyes closed and
he focused on just hearing the music, concentrating on the lyrics and letting them permeate his mind. He'd
heard the song a million times before, and there would still be people who were going to cover the song

for years to come, but in his mind, no one could beat the way that the Warblers sang it.

The resonating voices halted, and left Wes singing the last line, carrying the last note out a bit, and then

there was silence. The curtain fell and the house lights lifted and people shifted, exiting for intermission.

Blaine grabbed Kurt's hand and led him backstage. He felt jittery and he had no idea why. These were his
friends. He had no reason to be nervous, but still, butterflies fluttered around in his stomach, making him
uneasy. As Blaine pulled him around a corner, Kurt looked back and saw a large figure by the last row of
seats. Kurt's eyes flicked up, trying to get a better view, but then he was yanked playfully forward and he
lost sight of the person. He forgot about it in a moment, being greeted by tons of smiling faces in the

dressing room.

A collective scream of delight issued from the girls, who ran up and threatened to crush him with the
weight of their hugs. He hugged back, trying to fit everyone into his arms at once and ended up in a
tangled heap in a mass of giggles and apologizing. Blaine rescued him and then he was being shoved into
the guys, as he was clapped on the back, one-arm hugged, and had his hand shaken by so many others, he

didn't know whose hand was whose.

He stepped back, taking in all of his friends' faces. His lip trembled, but he forced himself not to lose it

now. "I've missed you guys." He said, his voice wavering only slightly.

"You were all amazing. I can't believe how much you've all improved. I feel like I need to go practice more

now." He laughed.

"Oh, Kurt, you're just saying that to make us feel special. So were you surprised?"

"Surprised? Are you kidding me? Understatement of the century."

"Well, prepare to be more surprised, Kurt Hummel." Blaine smiled.

Kurt looked up at him, as he said slowly, "Do [ want to know why?"
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"Then it wouldn't be a surprise silly." Mercedes grinned.

"It's like a surprise birthday party Kurt." Brittanie offered. "You have to wait and see. Just like my birthday
last year. It's always on the same day, but I never know who's going to be at my house yelling "happy
birthday' to me."

"How long have you guys been planning this?" Kurt asked.

Mike replied slyly. "A while."

Then the lights in the room began to flicker. Once. Twice. Three times.

"Intermission's over." Rachel announced. "Okay, Santana, go grab Puck and Lauren from the concession
stand. I hope their cookies sold well. Kurt, you'd better get back to your seat.” She flashed him a smile and

straightened her dress.

Blaine held out his arm and Kurt reddened, linking their elbows together.

"They really miss you, you know. The Warblers too."

"I know." Kurt sighed as he settled into his seat. "I miss them too."

The house lights went dark and the curtain was pulled up. Finn stood center stage, with a microphone in
his hand. His eyes drifted once over the audience and with a low hum, he began the first verse of "Stand By
Me."

Kurt was surprised. This song suited his voice well, but it wasn't something Kurt thought Finn would pick
for himself to sing. He wondered vaguely if Rachel had helped him with his song choice and almost as if he

read his mind, Blaine leaned over and whispered, "It took him forever to figure out what song to sing. |

almost had to choose it for him. But I think he did good. Do you agree?"

Kurt nodded, leaning his head on his boyfriend's shoulder.

As Finn exited the stage, a large group entered. Kurt's head snapped up. Was that... No. No way.

"Vocal Adrenaline?" He whisper-hissed to Blaine as they took their places.
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"They wanted to help."

"Fraternizing with the enemy?"

"No. More like... coming together for a good cause."

The group began with slow, methodic partner work, the couples engrossed in each other's touch. Jesse
walked out from the right center wing, parting the couples as he walked down on a diagonal, singing the

beginning of "Chasing Pavements."

"And I'm that cause?"

"Yes Kurt. It's a compliment. They love you too, you know. Otherwise they wouldn't be here."

"How is Rachel taking this?"

The boys had been separated from the girls, on the left and right, respectively. As they reached the chorus,
they ran to each other, girls leaping seamlessly in the air and landing in the arms of their partner, cradle-

style, and then being flipped backwards, where the girls landed in a split on the floor.

"She seems to be alright with it. I got Jesse's number from her, so she's obviously still interested in some
way or else she wouldn't have kept it. I haven't seen her talk much with him, but when we all came here

last night to practice, there were some not-so-covert glances going on."

"Interesting. [ wonder if she's going to forgive him. [ mean, it seems like she already has. I would have
thought that getting egged would have made her second-guess her choice in men, but- wait." Kurt paused.
"Last night? You told me you were visiting your cousin from out of town."

"Guilty." Blaine laughed. "Well, I couldn't tell you where I really was now could I?"

A flurry of skirts and long hair flashed across the stage as their movements built with the song, then began

to slow down as they reached the ending, keeping in time with the ebbing beats.

"Blaine Anderson, I'm getting a bit tired of your lying." Kurt blushed. "Even if it was for a good thing."

"At your service, Kurt Hummel." His hand circled in a flourish, making Kurt blush deeper.
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Vocal Adrenaline hit their final pose, to a loud chorus of applause. Some people even wolf-whistled, a thing
that Kurt despised, but he didn't let it get to him. They were amazing and in spite of the cause that they

were here for, he had become a bit nervous as the thought of Nationals flitted through his mind.

"I'll be right back."

"Where are you going?" Kurt pouted lightly.

Blaine chuckled, feeling a certain thrill in how Kurt was so quick to ask why he was leaving. "Bathroom.

Can you live without me for three minutes?"

"I don't think so."

He grasped Kurt's hand, smiling. "I'll be right back."

As the crowd quieted down, another group took the stage. Kurt's face turned up into a grin as he saw the

entire New Directions take their place.

The second the music began, he inhaled sharply and a huge smile broke out on his face. They were singing
"Defying Gravity." The group began to move in synchronized steps, breaking out from the tight clump they
had formed, into three lines spanning the length of the stage. As the music built, their movements became
larger, more animated, but the message of the song was clear. Kurt knew the song by heart and was sure
he could bust out the entire thing in his sleep, but as they sang, breaking off the song into sections sung by
solos for every person onstage, he truly felt the meaning. It seemed as though, when each member sung
their lines, they would look right at Kurt. And he understood. Tears of love and gratitude threatened to
fall, but he made himself hold it together. They were telling him that they would stand by him, help him,
and be with him, no matter what, and that this cancer, this disease he had, it didn't define him and he

couldn't be beaten. It could never bring him down.

Mercedes stepped up and hit the high belting note, the one that Kurt had thrown so long ago, and though it
wasn't a true high F, she held it beautifully and Kurt almost preferred the way that she sang it. He was on
his feet and applauding before she finished the note and stayed standing until their voices reached the
crescendo, rising together, and then silence fell. There was a moment's pause and then a roar of applause

crashed like a tidal wave.
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Where the hell was Blaine? He just missed an amazing performance. And the song was almost four

minutes long. Shouldn't he be back by now?

Kurt sighed and sat down again. After being hit with surprise after surprise tonight, he wasn't sure he
could take any more, but lo and behold, as New Directions left the stage, Blaine walked out. He carried a
chair and his guitar. Rachel helped quickly set up the microphone so that his guitar could be heard. Blaine
sat down and looked right where Kurt was, knowing that he would be sitting there, mouth slightly open

and Blaine knew he might get in trouble for lying again. Might.

He hoped Kurt would forgive him after hearing this. It was difficult to practice when he was always on
edge that Kurt would walk in and recognize the song. However, the thrill in knowing that he was the only
person who knew what he was singing, as not even the rest of the performers knew, gave him more

confidence. He loved surprises.

Kurt hated surprises. Even good ones. He just hoped that this would be the last surprise to happen tonight.

He didn't know if he could take any more.

Blaine looked down at his fingers and slowly began to strum. Kurt felt his heart slow, his breathing

becoming shallow as Blaine began to sing.

These words meant more to Blaine that he could have imagined. He had wracked his brain for so long
trying to figure out what song to play, and then it had it him, and he had no idea why he hadn't thought of
it before. But the lyrics of the song seemed to have been written for this occasion, as it fit everything
Blaine was feeling.

What day is it? And in what month?

This clock never seemed so alive.

Time seemed to be speeding up when he was with Kurt and all he wanted it to do was slow down.

I can't keep up and I can't back down

I've been losing so much time
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He felt like he was fighting a losing battle, not able to keep up and watch Kurt go through this and keep
fighting, and unable to back down in doing everything he could to help him. But he still felt like there was
never enough time. Time spent with Kurt was all he had, all he could do, and all he wanted so badly for

there to be more of.

Cause it's you and me and all of the people with nothing to do

Nothing to lose

And it's you and me and all of the people

And [ don't know why, I can't keep my eyes off of you.

There were so many people who cared about Kurt, but as selfish as it seemed, he knew that they wouldn't
be losing as much as he would, if something went wrong. And it killed him to think of it, but his nightmares
wouldn't let up and he couldn't get away from the lingering feeling that he was losing Kurt. He cared about
him so much, more than anything he had ever had to be anything for, and now, he stared out into the

darkness of the audience, knowing that Kurt's gaze was locked on his. And he couldn't keep his eyes off of

the beautiful blue-eyed boy he loved.

All of the things that [ want to say just aren't coming out right

I'm tripping on words

You've got my head spinning

I don't know where to go from here.

He'd wanted to tell Kurt that he loved him, but he just hadn't found the right way to tell him. He wanted it

to be special, because Kurt deserved so much more than he felt he could give.

Cause it's you and me and all of the people with nothing to do

Nothing to prove

And it's you and me and all of the people
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And [ don't know why, I can't keep my eyes off of you.

As Blaine reached the chorus, Kurt felt his throat constrict. Blaine's voice was pure and so emotionally raw
that the idea that this beautiful, seemingly inhuman being, onstage was singing to him, was almost

dizzying.

There's something about you now

I can't quite figure out

Everything he does is beautiful

And everything he does is right.

Kurt smiled at the change in the lyrics, from 'she' to 'he." Kurt felt like he was messing up all the time and
the fact that he had no control in the course that this disease had taken, and will take, was almost
maddening. Blaine wanted Kurt to know that he was beautiful, no matter what, and that anything he did,

or anything he chose, would be okay.

Blaine sang the chorus again and Kurt almost couldn't breathe. He'd heard so many songs over the years, a
great deal of them moving him to tears, as seen tonight, but never had a song made him truly breathless.
He was unsure if it was the power of the lyrics, combined with the single instrument that made the song
so impacting, or if it was simply the person who sang it. Kurt was pretty sure it was both, though more

heavily weighted with the latter option.

Blaine's hazel eyes looked down at his shifting fingers again as he played, and he kept his eyes down as he
sang the last few lines in a low voice. He had changed the ending, eliminating the last stanza in favor of the
lines before it, feeling that it had more of an impact. He looked up as he sang the last line, letting his voice

drift off.

And it's you and me and all of the people

And I don't know why, I can't keep my eyes off of you.

Blaine stood when he was done and the audience clapped and wolf-whistled and cheered as the New

Directions, the Warblers, and Vocal Adrenaline took the stage together and bowed as one.

-153 -



Contents T

Kurt's hands hurt from clapping, but he clapped until they were almost numb, with a huge smile on his
face. Burt and Carole reappeared, thanking everyone for coming and as the audience began to filter out the
side doors, Kurt stayed where he was, accepting the smiles and claps on the back and handshakes from

people walking past.

Not knowing entirely what compelled him to do it, Kurt turned and looked up towards the top of the aisle.
In the shadows, just out of his clear line of vision, Kurt saw a large shadowed figure. He barely made out
arms crossed in front of the person's chest, and when he squinted to see better, the figure moved away,

with Kurt unable to see who it was.

But at that moment, a hand grasped his shoulder and he was spun around to face Blaine. Kurt let out a sigh
and threw his arms around him. Blaine hugged him back just as tightly and was almost surprised when he

felt Kurt's shaking body give way to tears. Blaine rubbed his back and held him close.

The auditorium was empty now and there suddenly felt like there was so much space around them. Blaine

waited until Kurt's crying quieted and then pulled away.

"I hope those are happy tears. Because otherwise, I'm going to have to go beat up an old lady or

something." Blaine murmured.

Kurt laughed and the sniffed loudly. "Blaine, you have no idea. This, all of this, it... it's too much. It was

amazing. The best surprise ever."

"I'm glad." He smiled, hooking Kurt's arm in his. "Now let's go tell everyone else that. They're waiting for

you backstage."

"Blaine, are you trying to make me drown myself in my own tears?" He said as he walked along side him.

"Because seriously, it's working."

And his voice was lost in the flurry of voices that swallowed up any surrounding noise. For the second
time that night, Kurt was being crushed under a multitude of arms and bodies and this was intensified by

the fact that this huddle of crazy also included the Warblers.

Jesse strode up to him as soon as he was free from the mass of people and with a hug and a strong voice,

he told him, "I wish the best for you and your family. [ don't think I need to tell you how lucky you are to
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have friends like these." With a wink, he added, "But don't think this means we'll go easy on you at

Nationals."

Kurt laughed. "I wouldn't expect anything different. Thank you Jesse. This really does mean a lot."

Jesse smiled and turned, leading Vocal Adrenaline back to the dressing rooms. After a long time of hugging
and laughing and good-bye-ing, the groups went their separate ways. Kurt turned to follow New
Directions out the stage door, but was stopped by Blaine.

"Follow me." He said, and Kurt sighed lightly.

"Not another surprise Blaine. I don't think my heart can take it. It's already been wrenched and tear-

stained from all of this."

"Just a little while longer."

Kurt gave Blaine a look that said sure, whatever you say, but he let him take his arm and gently pull him

into the hallway right outside the theater, steeling himself for whatever Blaine had planned.

-155-



Contents T

22. Ebb and Flow

Out in the darkened hallway, Blaine wrapped one arm around Kurt's waist, pulling him into him and
resting his forehead on Kurt's shoulder. Kurt tensed at the touch and his heart pounded. His eyes darted
back and forth, almost as if he were just waiting for some unforeseen force to ruin this moment. He knew
who his mind pictured when he thought of the one person he was scared of, but he tried to put that aside

and forced his body to relax. He was with Blaine. At Dalton. He wouldn't be hurt here.

"It's okay." Blaine whispered against his skin and gently kissed his collarbone before lifting his head up to

look him in the eyes. "I'm so proud of you."

Kurt smiled sheepishly and reached his arms up around Blaine's neck. They held each other, no longer two

separate beings.

"See? Public affection is not that difficult." Blaine grinned at him and clasped his hands behind Kurt's back

for a very long, sweet moment.

Kurt relished in it; that moment where they were together and he felt safe. "Does this really count as

'public’ though, if we're in an abandoned hallway?"

"It's a start." Blaine smiled again and leaned down to kiss him.

"Why don't you two get a room?" The all-too familiar sneering voice was loud and echoed across the

empty hallway.

Kurt jumped, banging his lips against Blaine's in his fright and immediately released his hold around his

neck. However, Blaine let go slowly, reluctantly, but still kept a hand wound in Kurt's, squeezing gently.

A figure stepped out of the shadowed hallway that was perpendicular to the one Blaine and Kurt occupied.

"What do you want Karofsky?" Blaine's voice matched his in volume.

Karofsky stepped forward so he was no longer in the shadows. "Oh, nothing really."
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"Well, you obviously weren't here for the benefit, so there must be something you wanted if you came all
the way out here." He snapped, voice tense. The look on Kurt's face when he saw the bully broke Blaine's

heart. It was a look of fear, of pain.

"Don't be so rude. Maybe I did come to see the benefit."

"Okay. Well even if you did, it's over now so now you can leave."

Blaine was aware of Kurt's limp, sweating hand in his, so he squeezed it tighter. Karofsky took a few steps

forward, now just a foot away from them and Kurt shrank back.

"You know, I don't think I will." Karofsky turned his attention to Kurt. "Now you got your boyfriend to do

all the talking for you huh fag? Too scared to stand up for yourself?"

Blaine took a step forward. "Knock it off Karofsky. Don't talk to him like that." Blaine's voice was

dangerous.

"Yeah?" He smirked, staring Kurt right in the eyes. His tone was soft, but hatred poisoned his words.
"What are you going to do about it? Are you going to tell your mommy on me? Oh wait." His next words

were whispered, menacing. "You can't can you? She's dead."

Kurt's heart dropped and he stopped breathing, shock and terror frozen on his face.

Blaine's fist appeared from nowhere. Karofsky stumbled back and Blaine rushed up, grabbing him by the
collar of his jacket and pushing the dazed boy against the lockers. The resounding clang of his body hitting

metal in the quiet hallway was like a bomb detonating. Blood poured from Karofsky's nose.

"Don't you ever talk to him like that you sick piece of shit." Blaine got right up in his face, tightening his
hold on the jacket. "Whatever the fuck your problem is, you need to sort it out because I swear to God, if
you touch him, talk to him, or even look at him again, I'll bust in the rest of your face. I don't care what

happens to me. Got that? But you don't ever mess with Kurt again.”

Kurt stood where Blaine had left him, frozen with fear, shaking and pale. He couldn't make his mouth form
the words he wanted to yell at the boy pinned beneath Blaine. Kurt had never seen Blaine like this. He was
both terrified and so proud to have someone who cared about him this much. And his heart sank because

he couldn't do that for himself. He couldn't stand up for himself. He just couldn't.
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There was a tense moment where neither boy spoke. Kurt could hear Blaine's heavy breathing. His

knuckles were white on the fabric of Karofsky's jacket.

Suddenly, two big hands shoved Blaine backwards. He lost his footing and fell. Blaine had beaten him in
initial strength and surprise, but all the amount of courage in the world couldn't change the fact that
Karofsky was a good three inches taller and fifty pounds heavier than Blaine. Kurt watched in shocked
horror as Blaine hit the ground, head smacking back on the linoleum floor. His eyes rolled back into his

head and he made a noise like a strangled sigh before his eyes closed and he was still.

No one moved for an agonizingly slow second. Then Karofsky took two unsure steps forward and
something like fear flashed in his eyes, as if he was surprised at himself for what he had done. But his

hands balled into fists at his sides.

Kurt's body abruptly became free from the spell of fear that held him rooted to the spot. He ran forward,
landing on his knees next to where Blaine lay, head lolling around as he began to move, eyes slowly
fluttering open. The blood poured sickeningly from Karofsky's nose, running over his lips and down his

chin.

"Get away from him!" Kurt screamed, tears streaking down his face. "Get out of here! Get out!"

Karofsky smirked. His gums were red with blood from his nose as it trickled into his mouth. He spat onto
the ground and looked as though he wanted to keep fighting, but he turned and trudged down the hall,

smacking his fist into a locker as he did so. The metallic clang echoed in Kurt's chest.

Kurt blinked rapidly. "No no no no no. Blaine, please no."

He closed his eyes again and groaned in pain. Kurt's hands hovered over him, not sure of what to do.
Blaine brought his hands up to his head and pressed them against the back of his skull. Tears fell from the

corners of his eyes and he gritted his teeth.

"Blaine, I... I need to go get s-someone." Kurt's voice trembled uncontrollably. He began to get up, but

Blaine's hand grasped his arm.

"No. Stay."

Kurt started to get up again. "I need t-to go Blaine. Y-you're hurt."
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"No, please. Stay."

Kurt was shaking all over, but he kneeled next to him again. "You b-blacked out. You might have a

concussion. M-Mr. Schue will-"

Blaine shifted so he was on his side. He still held his head. He moaned lightly.

"Please, Blaine." Tears made his words hard to understand. "Just let me-"

As if he had been called, Mr. Schuester opened the door leading from the hallway to backstage. "I heard

yelling. What's-" He stopped when he saw Blaine on the ground and a hysterical Kurt beside him. "Oh no."

He ran to them and kneeled down. "What happened?”

Kurt broke into a sobbing mess and the only words Mr. Schue was able to understand were "Karofsky"

and "hurt." He didn't need to hear any more. He leaned over Blaine, gently taking his shoulder in his hand

and rolling him onto his back.

"Blaine. Blaine, look at me."

He did so, moaning, "My head. It hurts."

"Shhh... it's okay. It's okay. Look at me. Do you know where you are?"

A moment passed before he whispered, "Dalton.”

"Good. Good. Do you know why you're here?"

"Kurt. Benefit."

"Who is the President of the United States?"

There was a pause. "0-Obama."”

Mr. Schue looked up, put a hand on a shaking Kurt's shoulder. "Breathe, Kurt. Breathe. It'll be okay. He's
okay. It's okay."
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He turned back to Blaine. "Can you sit up?"

There was a mumbled answer and he slowly helped him to sit up. "Alright, good."

Blaine groaned.

"Thank God the nurse came tonight." Mr. Schue said mostly to himself and pulled out his cell phone. He
had one arm supporting Blaine's weight. A quick conversation passed and he hung up, reassuring Kurt

that she would be here soon.

Mr. Schue kept talking to Blaine, asking him simple questions. Blaine answered in low, few word

sentences. At one point, he didn't respond to the question, but said he was tired and wanted to go home.

"I know. I know. Soon."

The kind-eyed, older McKinley nurse appeared and knelt on the opposite side of Blaine. "And I almost
didn't come tonight. What happened?”

Mr. Schue filled him in on what he had found out, because he didn't think Kurt could answer coherently,
and reported that it didn't seem like he had a concussion. She performed some more quick tests, having
him follow her finger with his eyes and squeeze her hand, among other things. After a little bit, she asked

if his parents were here. Kurt shook his head, but whispered that his were.

"Are you okay to get them for me hon?"

He nodded and got up shakily to enter back into the empty auditorium, running back through the dressing
rooms, searching for his dad. In a few minutes, he reappeared with Burt and Carole in tow. He sank down
with his back against the wall, watching as the nurse spoke with them, motioning to Blaine every once in a
while. Burt became visibly upset, and raised his voice. It was loud enough that Kurt overheard, arms

wrapped around his knees.

"That is enough! This kid has it out for my family and I won't just take this! Where is the bastard?" His last
sentence was spoken quieter, in more frustration than anything, but Kurt knew he was the type of person
to let his temper get the best of him. He was terrified that Burt would go after Karofsky, but there was a

part in the back of his mind that hoped he would. He heard Mr. Schue's voice, calm and comforting,
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reassuring him that now was not the time to deal with that; that he'd go with him first thing in the

morning to talk to Mr. Figgins.

Soon, Blaine was helped to his feet by Mr. Schue and Burt, and Carole took a hold of Kurt's hands, pulling

him up. She hugged him to her, her voice soothing in his ear.

"It's okay honey. It's okay. We're going home now. It's okay."

They all walked to the car together. Kurt found out from his stepmother that the nurse had cleared Blaine
to go home for the night. She told them to monitor him and take him to the hospital if his symptoms
changed. Carole called his parents on the way to the car, but was forced to leave a message when they

didn't answer.

Kurt slid into the back seat with Blaine at his side and reached for the seatbelt as Blaine's fingers fumbled

to click it into place.

"Let me." Kurt whispered.

Blaine moved his hands away and pressed a palm to his head again. He groaned. "This is going to hurt like

hell tomorrow."

"Shhh..." Kurt shushed him softly, though burning with his own questions that he knew would have to

wait until tomorrow. "We can talk about it later."

Carole got in the passenger seat of the car. She turned around in her seat and addressed Kurt. "Honey,
when we get home, I'll get Blaine some Advil and then I think it'd be best if he slept for now. We'll have to

wake him up every hour or so to see how he's doing."

Kurt felt himself nodding. Behind Carole, he could see Burt talking to Mr. Schue. He wished they would

hurry up their conversation. All he wanted to do was get home.

Thankfully, Burt opened the door soon after Kurt's thought went through his head, and he said a low
thank-you to Mr. Schue before shutting the door and turning the key in the ignition. The car roared to life.

Blaine winced at the noise.

"Dad, radio off please. Noise hurts."
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They drove in near silence the entire way home. Blaine had fallen asleep almost as soon as they pulled out
of the parking lot and he now leaned against Kurt, who held him in his arms. Every once in a while, Kurt
could see flashes of the incident behind his eyelids when he closed them. Karofsky yelling. Blaine's fist.

Blood. Blaine falling.

He shivered involuntarily with the pain of the memory, so fresh in his mind.

After much too long it seemed, they pulled up at the house and Kurt gently stroked Blaine's cheek. "We're

here." He whispered.

Blaine's eyes opened and he sleepily mumbled, "No."

"Come on. You can't stay in the car. I know you don't want to move, but there's Advil in the house." He
hoped the temptation of relief would break Blaine's unwillingness to move and he couldn't help but smile

when he took Blaine's hand and led him out of the car.

Kurt let Blaine lean heavily against him for the short walk to the front door. Burt opened it quickly and
told Kurt to get Blaine to bed. The ascent up the stairs was a slow process, with Blaine gripping the railing
and swaying every few steps, and Kurt was comforted by the fact that Burt was following them, a shadow

in the dark, to catch Blaine if he fell.

Carefully lowering Blaine to the bed, he steadied him as well as he could. Blaine laid down on his side with
a heavy sigh. Kurt quickly pulled off his shoes and socks, setting them neatly on the ground at the foot of
his bed.

"Do you want..." Kurt began, motioning to Blaine's blazer and pants, feeling an embarrassing blush fill his

cheeks and making his ears hot.

"Later. I just want to sleep." Blaine moaned lightly.

A soft knock was heard on the door and Carole entered with a glass of water and two pills in her hand.

"Here you go, honey." She said and set the pills in Blaine's outstretched hand, waiting until he placed them

on his tongue before giving him the water.

He downed a fourth of it and placed it shakily on the bedside table. "Thank you."
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"No problem. Do you need anything else?"

"No thank you." Blaine whispered, eyes already drooping.

She nodded and put a hand on Kurt's shoulder. "Your dad and I are going to take turns. We'll be in every

hour, just to ask some questions, make sure he doesn't have anything, well..."

"Anything wrong with his brain?" Kurt finished bitterly.

She cast a worried glance at the bed, making sure Blaine had not heard Kurt's comment. "Get some sleep."

Carole sighed and kissed his forehead before leaving, shutting the door behind her.

Kurt pulled off his own shoes and socks, placing them beside Blaine's, and removed his Dalton jacket,
setting it on the back of the computer chair. For a moment, he watched Blaine sleep. He wished so badly
that nothing would be wrong with him. If Karofsky did anything more to hurt Blaine, Kurt would kill him.
He felt the rage boil up beneath his skin, rushing the blood in his veins. Karofsky had hurt him,
emotionally before and not too bad physically, but still. He had hurt Blaine physically, which in turn hurt
Kurt, cutting those emotional wounds even deeper. Blaine had been trying to stand up for him, something

Kurt just couldn't seem to do.

So stupid. He thought, clenching his hands at his sides. If I wasn't so freaking weak, this wouldn't have
happened.

Something in the back of his mind told him that if he had stood up to Karofsky before, it would have been
him lying there on the bed with a pounding head, or worse. But he had never intended for anything to
happen to Blaine. Blaine was his hero, his knight in shining armor. He didn't want him to fight his battles
for him, but he was also too scared to deal with them on his own. And look where that had gotten them.
Blaine had gotten hurt for standing up for Kurt. He knew that Blaine would do it again in a heartbeat.
Blaine had been there for him when he was hurting and when he was sick and when he was weak. And in

his moment of weakness, Blaine had paid for Kurt's inability to deal with his problems.

Guilt now sunk in, chasing away the rage. Bitter tears of resentment for what he had allowed to happen

welled in his eyes and he blinked them away harshly.
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Crying wouldn't help anything. He bit his lip and sighed quietly. Now was not the time to feel guilty. Blaine
needed him here and he had the chance to be the hero. He could be Blaine's hero. Not the sniveling, weak

kid with cancer. No, now he could be strong.

He carefully sat on the edge of the bed, sliding in under the covers and letting his eyes close.

All too soon though, he heard a noise by the bed and when he opened his eyes, he could see the outline of
Burt kneeling by Blaine, gently shaking him awake. Kurt could hear softly whispered questions from his
father and mumbled answers from Blaine and after a very short time, Burt stood.

"Go back to sleep Kurt." He said gently and left.

Kurt rolled over and stared at Blaine's back. In a moment, Blaine's breathing became slower and more

regular. He was asleep. Kurt yawned and closed his eyes again. Blaine was asleep, and he would sleep too.

Kurt swore he had just closed his eyes before another sound woke him. This time, Carole knelt at Blaine's

side, taking on the same soft tone as Burt, asking questions that Blaine answered quietly.

"Sleep Kurt." She chastised as she left.

Once again, Kurt stared at Blaine's back. He didn't move. After making sure Blaine's breathing came in a

normal pattern, he allowed himself to close his eyes.

Soon, Burt came back again. Kurt's eyes fluttered open.

It was going to be a long night.

When Blaine woke next, his head was pounding. His bleary eyes had barely opened when little round pills

were pressed into his palm.

"Take these." Kurt's voice was tired, but still held a strong current of demand. It didn't matter anyway;

Blaine knew he would do anything for Kurt. Especially if it involved getting rid of his pounding headache.
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Blaine did as he was told and drank a few sips of the water Kurt held out for him. He laid back down on the
pillows and moved a sluggish hand to the back of his head. He half expected to find the sticky remnants of
blood matted in his hair, but there was nothing. Instead, he felt the slick gel and cold sweat coating his

curls and the large, sensitive lump that had formed on the back of his skull.

"How do you feel?"

He groaned in response and closed his eyes.

"I'm sorry they had to wake you so many times."

Blaine snorted. "Yeah, well, I'm sure you got the same amount of sleep I did."

Kurt's smile pulled at his lips. "You know me too well." His voice turned concerned and he sat next to

Blaine on the bed. "Is it bad though? Does it hurt a lot?"

Blaine exhaled slowly. "No. I mean, it hurts, but sleep did help, I think. My head's only throbbing a little

now. Or when I touch it."

"I'm sorry baby." He shifted on the bed, turning more into Blaine. "I'm so sorry."

Blaine sat up slowly. "He's such... I just... when he said that to you..." He sighed. "I wanted to hurt him. ['ve

never wanted to do that to anyone." His voice grew soft. "I made him bleed."

Kurt's mouth opened and then closed again. He didn't know what to say.

Blaine raised his voice as he looked into Kurt's eyes. "He left though?"

Kurt nodded slowly. "I thought he was going to hurt you again. ... I should have done it sooner. I didn't do

anything until you were... until he hit you."

"What happened?”

Kurt sighed heavily. "He pushed you. You fell; blacked out for a moment. I yelled at him and he left. He
looked scared.” He met Blaine's eyes. "That was the scariest thing that's ever happened to me. Seeing you

there... ... [ didn't know if he had really hurt you."
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Blaine was quiet for a moment and then he reached up and cupped Kurt's cheek in his hand. "But he left?

And he looked scared?"

He waited for Kurt's nod, before saying quietly, "Then it was worth it."

To his surprise, Kurt's eyebrows lowered, and he pulled away. Blaine was confused now. "What?"

"Are you kidding me? Blaine, he could have seriously hurt you! He wanted to! I saw it on his face! You
stood up to him and that is something I couldn't dream of doing because... well, because I'm scared of him,
but you saw first-hand why he terrifies me! I admire what you did, but, did you ever think of what the

consequences were? You hit him and now he has a reason to go after you and you don't even care. I can't...

I can't deal with that."

"I don't understand.” The hurt in Blaine's voice cut through Kurt like a knife. "I thought you wanted me to

be there for you. [ was trying to protect you."

I can't save you and protecting you is the only thing I can do.

"I never asked you to stand up for me." Kurt said in a low voice, suddenly upset.

Blaine's voice turned bitter at Kurt's tone and his eyes narrowed. "And what did you want me to do?"

"To let me handle this. You're right. You don't understand.” Kurt stated. "Dad's talking to Figgins now."

"Do you think that's going to stop this? It's a public school system. He'll get a slap on the wrist and we go
back to life at Dalton. Kurt, I know you love McKinley and your friends there, and I love them too, but I
honestly think that... that they aren't good for you. That environment isn't good for you. To live in fear? To
hide? Even when you're not even at that school? That's not good, Kurt! And I can't watch that happen!" His
voice became low. "l just... I think Dalton will be better for you. As long as you keep away from McKinley."

Kurt sat, speechless on the bed and Blaine continued, speaking louder.

"And yes, if you think I was just going to stand there and let him say those things to you, you really need to

get to know me better. [ don't get why you're making such a big deal out of this. Kurt, you-"
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"No!" The smaller boy's voice grew louder with his rising frustration as he interjected Blaine's rambling.

"You don't understand! You can't understand! I know how to handle this."

Blaine felt himself tense at being yelled at. He raised his voice to match Kurt's volume. "You think I've
never been bullied? You think I've had it easy? You have no idea what I've been through! So don't you tell

me [ don't understand!"

"How could I have known? You never told me!" Kurt was shocked. He felt as though he'd been punched in
the stomach, but the flood gates of his built up anger at the world had already been lifted and they couldn't
be stopped.

"Yeah, well you never asked."Blaine glared, standing up to move to the other side of the room by the

bookcase.

"I'm your boyfriend!" Kurt said loudly, sounding hurt, not understanding why Blaine hadn't told him

something that had obviously hurt him in the past.

"This is a two way street Kurt. It goes both ways and if you want to be with me, you need to start acting

like you do and let me help you! You can't do this on your own, believe me!"

A memory flashed through Blaine's mind.

He was thirteen. The anxious-looking, curly-haired boy walked through the halls with his school bag on his
shoulder. The last class of the day had been dismissed ten minutes ago. The school had been vacated as if it
was on fire and now it was quiet. But he didn't want to go home. Not yet. Not where his father would be home
early, as it was Wednesday. Maybe he could sit at the lunch tables and read and not think about having to

answer his father's belittling questions about his sexuality. Maybe he could-

A locker door slammed. He jumped, looking around anxiously. As he peered behind him, he saw a blonde-
haired junior holding the textbook she'd just taken out of her locker. She turned without looking at him,

maybe not even noticing he was there. And she disappeared into another hall, leaving this corridor empty.

Blaine let out the breath he had been holding and loosened his grip on the strap of his bag. He turned back

around.

"

"Hey.
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The large senior stood in front of him, so close, Blaine could see the way his pupils shrank as he smiled. Too
close. The smile seemed innocent, but Blaine knew otherwise. He began to shake, involuntarily leaning
backwards to get as far away as he could; he suddenly found he couldn't move his feet, couldn't run, couldn't

do anything.

"'Sup fag?" The taller student smiled again, but his grin was only in anticipation of what he was about to do.
He reached up and pulled the strap of Blaine's bag off his shoulder, where it fell with a thunk onto the
ground. Blaine could feel his heart thudding erratically in his ribs, as if it was trying to break free and run

from what it knew was coming.

"Gonna pick that up?" The whisper was a question only in format. Blaine knew it was a command.

After a moment'’s hesitation, he leaned over. His fingers just brushed the leather, and he was grabbed by the
collar of his jacket and forcefully shoved backwards. His feet fumbled, trying to gain his footing, but he was
slammed into the lockers. His body tensed, every muscle screaming at him to get away from here, to run, to
do something. But he couldn't. His breath came in hiccupping gasps as he closed his eyes tightly, arms

instinctively brought up in self-defense, however useless it was.

"Please-"The whispered plea went unnoticed.

"What'll it be today, queer?” A hand was gripping Blaine's forearm so hard, it was going to bruise.

"You're hurting me." He whimpered, the only sound he could make come out of his mouth.

"What?" The yell was shrill and seemed to echo in the hall.

Blaine jumped, heart pounding, and then shrunk back, trying unsuccessfully to close in on himself.

The bully’s next words were spoken quietly, and seemed almost louder in Blaine's ears than his yell had been.

Because these words meant pain. "Alright then. I'll pick for you.”

Before Blaine even had time to blink, a fist was hurled into his stomach, knocking the wind out of him. A
sound like a cry mixed with a sob escaped from his lips and he buckled. The hand that had not punched him
released the hold on his jacket and he fell like a sack of sand onto the floor. Blaine leaned over, knees drawn

into his chest, and wrapped his arms around himself, his right arm throbbing. He took short, heaving breaths,
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gulping in the air. It had only been one punch, but Blaine was sure he couldn't move. With his head resting on

his knees, he shook uncontrollably, and a single tear fell.

The triumphant laugh sounded from somewhere very close, but Blaine had no intention of looking up. He

closed his eyes.

Go away. Just go away.

"See you tomorrow, pansy."

The footsteps echoed lightly as they faded down the hall.

Blaine's eyes closed momentarily at the pain of the memory. Kurt didn't know. And he was too ashamed to

tell him. Instead, the anger took over.

"So you wanted to be taunted and harassed? Do you really want to go through your life like a scared little

kid?" His volume matched Kurt's, whose eyes narrowed further.

Kurt stood up, with narrowed eyes. His voice was hard and so loud he might as well have been yelling.

"You think I can't handle myself?"

"You ran away!"

"Only because | had nowhere else to go! He threatened to kill me Blaine!"

"What did you want me to do Kurt? Stand there and let him taunt you, when we both know what's really

going on? I'm not going to let him-"

"Excuse me, but you're not going to let him?" Kurt screamed, throwing his hands up. "This is between me

and him!"

"You haven't done anything about it Kurt! This isn't going to just go away! It isn't between the two of you

because you haven't done anything. This is him taking advantage of you! So hell yeah I stepped in!"

Blaine barreled up to him, grasping Kurt's shoulders.
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Kurt blinked and pushed him off. "I would have been fine without you."

Now Blaine's expression hardened. "You froze! You wouldn't have done anything. You need to grow a
damn backbone and learn to fight back! He's a fucking hypocrite! He's walking all over you, and you're

letting him!"

"I don't care! I don't need you there to fight my battles for me! I'm not a child!"

"Oh really?" Blaine yelled back, not caring who heard. Anger seethed through his veins and he couldn't
control the rage he felt. He didn't feel anything; not even the horrid pounding in his head. "Because you're

sure acting like one."

Kurt looked stunned, as if something heavy had just come crashing down over his head. The flicker of pain
in his eyes flashed once and was gone, replaced by a fuming fury, comparable to hatred. He had never
hated anyone in his life. And he'd never felt an emotion this strong, this crippling, and he never would

have dreamed that this emotion would be directed at the person he loved.

Blaine took advantage of his momentary shocked silence; it was enough. "You're not weak Kurt. I, of all
people, know that. But I wouldn't have had to do anything if you didn't just stand there! You need to get
that people see us differently than they do the rest of the world. They treat us differently, some worse
than others. And you need to learn how to fucking handle it! I learned real quick that if [ didn't stand up
for myself, no one would and I tried to help you Kurt. I tried, but if you don't want it, then fine. [ don't give
a fuck! Do you not understand how hard it was for me to see your face when he insulted you? I wanted to

kill him! And you did nothing! Nothing! So of course, I stepped in. | knew at least I could handle him!"

Kurt was raging, standing there, face blanched and hands shaking in the fists he held at his sides. He
strode up to Blaine, so close their heaving chests were almost touching. "You didn't handle him! You got
the crap beat out of you and you're telling me that trying to avoid it was wrong? What the hell are you

thinking!"

Blaine brought his hands up to Kurt's shoulders, wanting so badly to shake him, to make him understand
that he was trying to protect him. He was just so angry and the words he said just came out all wrong and
fueled the fire. He never wanted to fight, especially not with Kurt, but now, with his head filled with
fuming rage, he couldn't think clearly and he didn't trust himself to speak anymore. He bit his lip until he
tasted the bitterness of blood.
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Kurt misread Blaine's attempt to calm him down and shoved the hands away, thrusting his palms against

his chest and physically pushed him, which, to Blaine, might as well have been a slap across his face.

Blaine's temper flared and he couldn't control his actions or the words that came out of his mouth. "Fine!"
He snapped, backing up and away from the slight, tense boy standing by the bed. "If you don't want my
help, that's fine Kurt,” he moved closer to the door as he raged. "But just think for two seconds, what

would you have done if he said those things to me?"

Kurt didn't move. His lips pressed into a tight line of frustration and he crossed his arms tightly over his

chest. His eyes were narrowed slits.

"Yeah," Blaine laughed darkly. "Didn't think so."

With that, Blaine turned and snatched up his running sneakers from the floor and threw open the door. As
he did so, a tall figure almost fell into him, obviously having been leaning heavily against the door a
moment before. Blaine pushed past him, too mad to even care that Finn had been eavesdropping. Not that

the whole house hadn't heard him, which, thank god was empty at the moment.

Blaine stormed downstairs and Finn's guilty gaze watched him go, until he slammed the front door behind
him and Finn winced. He still stood in the doorway, either too stunned or too stupid to leave, and brought

his eyes over to Kurt, who hadn't moved. Bad decision.

"Get out of here!" Kurt yelled, breathing heavily and marching over to slam the door hard in his face. After
Finn's heart was done rattling in his chest from the force of the blow, he feared the hinges would need

replacing.

The house was eerily silent. Finn stood still for a full thirty seconds later, before retreating to his room and

quietly shutting the door. He sat on his bed and sent a text to Mercedes.

You won't believe what just happened. Huge fight. Kurt and Blaine. Blaine left. -F

Outside, Blaine angrily laced up his running shoes, tying them way too tight in his adrenaline-induced
strength and set off at a full on sprint, running as fast and as far away as he could get. He didn't care where

he ended up at this moment. He just wanted to be somewhere else, and preferably alone, when he came

down from this anger-stimulated high.
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Inside his room, Kurt sat down slowly on his bed, feeling his hands and his entire body actually shaking
with rage. He'd never been this mad. Blaine was gone. He had no idea how to deal with what he was
feeling. He'd never meant for it to go this far. His head throbbed and he curled his hands into fists, feeling
the nails cut into his skin. When the pain became too much, he slowly, so slowly, released his fingers. He
was still shaking, but now, it was because he was so hurt. And angry at himself. Blaine meant the world to

him. He was only trying to help and he'd pushed him away. And now he was gone.

With a groan, Kurt threw himself down onto his bed and stared at the ceiling, as if looking for an answer to
what he should do. In his heart, he knew. He knew what needed to be done, but he didn't trust himself
right now. Anything that came out of his mouth would be fueled by anger and that wouldn't fix what he

wanted so desperately to take back.

He felt numb. His eyes burned, but no tears came. He groaned again and rolled over, closing his eyes. For a
split second, the silver rectangle that was Blaine's cell phone on the dresser came into his line of vision.
But in his post-fight haze, he didn't register what that would mean and felt himself falling, trying so hard

not to think of anything at all, but to just sleep, praying that when he woke, his thoughts would be clear.
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23. Street Lights and Blue Eyes

Burt Hummel shut the front door behind him and let out an exasperated sigh. Muttering under his breath
about the "damn public school system," he set his keys on the counter along with his cell phone, a habit
that Carole had been trying to break, and he grabbed a glass and filled it with water from the faucet. He
tipped a bottle of pills over and counted out two of them, holding them tightly in his palm and with the

glass of water in his other hand, trudged upstairs.

The meeting with Figgins had not gone well. Burt had threatened to sue the school and it was only then
that the principal seemed to be willing to do something. And even then, the best he could get out of him
was a week's suspension that would go on Karofsky's permanent record, detention for the rest of the year,
stripping of his football position and scholarships, and no chance for any awards or recognition at the end
of the year. Burt wanted to see the bully expelled but apparently doing anything worse than that was
frowned upon by Figgins and his annoying need to give people the 'benefit of the doubt' so of course,

nothing else was allowed to happen.

Kurt was sitting on his bed, feeling anything but anger now. He felt drained. He had fallen asleep and when
he woke and stared into the mirror, the tear-streaked face stared back at him as if wanting to say, "What
did you do?"

He heard his dad's heavy footfalls on the stairs. He took a shuddering breath and ran the back of his hand
across his cheeks again and sniffed. His puffy, red eyes would give him away and he knew it, but it was an

involuntary action.

A soft knock sounded as Burt opened the door. "Kurt?" He said as he entered, holding a glass of water.

"Hey bud. How's Blaine doing? I figured he'd want some more Advil so I-"
He looked around.
"Kurt, where's Blaine?"

Kurt's voice was timid and small. "He's gone."
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The suspicion leaked into Burt's words as his eyebrows knitted in confusion. "Gone? What are you talking

about?"

"Gone." Kurt felt his chest constrict and the tears threatened again, which he blinked away hastily. He

turned from his father and stared at the pattern on the comforter.

He heard the glass being set down.

"Kurt, tell me what happened. Have you been crying?"

He sniffed again and slowly brought his eyes to meet Burt's. He caught one look at the pleading glance in

his son's eyes and Burt moved to sit next to him. He put a hand on his shoulder.

"Why are you crying Kurt?" He kept his voice calm, though he was worried. Kurt only ever cried when

something really got him upset. And when he cried when he was alone only escalated the situation.

"I messed up dad. I was so stupid. | want to take it back. I didn't mean it. Any of it!" His voice was thick

with emotion.

"What are you talking about? Messed up how?"

"Blaine woke up and he was just trying to tell me why he defended me and I took it all wrong and I
thought he was trying to fight my battles for me so I got mad at him for doing that because I don't need
people standing up for me. I'm not weak and I told him I didn't need his help and it all got out of hand and
we were both so angry and I told him that I don't need him and that he couldn't understand anything that
was happening and he was just trying to calm me down and I pushed him and he got mad and left and it's

all my fault!"

Burt sat still, taking in this rambling mass of information. The hand on Kurt's shoulder tightened and then

dropped. "Where did he go?" His voice was low.

"I don't know."

"How long has it been?"

"[... maybe two hours I guess. I fell asleep."
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"What did he do before he left? This is important Kurt! Did Finn see him leave?"

"He was outside the door. I yelled at him. [ didn't mean it." His voice was small on the last sentence, but

after an anxious glance, he spoke louder. "Dad, he was just mad. We both were. He's probably just-"

"Kurt, what did he do before he left?"

"[..." He paused, closing his eyes and trying to remember. "He grabbed his running shoes."

"And he left?"

"I don't know! Finn saw him." Kurt's voice was high with worry. He didn't know what his dad was trying

to figure out, but he was sure it wasn't good.

Burt immediately got up and ran to Finn's room, opening the door without knocking.

"What'"

Kurt heard Finn's surprised sentence fragment before Burt cut him off.

"Did you see Blaine?"

"When?"

"After their fight. Did you see Blaine?"

"Yeah. He went out the front door."

Burt stormed out and came barreling back into Kurt's room, muttering "goddammit" under his breath.

"What's going on?" Kurt was beginning to panic.

Burt ran a hand over his head. "Kurt, [ know you were upset and you let your anger get the best of you, but

that was not the way to handle this. I don't care what he said, you don't take out your anger on someone

who just had an injury like that! We don't know for sure if he doesn't have a concussion. It was bad

enough for him to get wound up and angry, but for him to go out running by himself not even twenty-four
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hours after he hit his head hard enough for him to black out? Kurt, we don't know if he's okay! What if he
passes out again? What if he gets dizzy and falls? He could get hit by a car! What the hell were you
thinking?"

"[...I-" The tears spilled out over his cheeks. "Oh god." He whispered.

"Call his cell phone." Burt ordered.

Kurt's eyes darted over to the silver rectangle that was Blaine's forgotten cell phone and moaned, "I can't!

He left it here!"

Without a moment's hesitation, he grabbed a sobbing Kurt by the wrist and pulled him up, yelling to Finn

as he moved swiftly out the door.

"Finn! Get out here! You're coming with us."

Finn's scared face as he appeared made it all too clear that he had heard what Burt had been yelling to
Kurt. He pocketed his phone and followed them. He'd have to call Mercedes back later. Snatching up his
keys and phone from the counter, he ordered the two boys into his car, with Kurt in the passenger seat.
Kurt dropped his head into his hands and felt the uncontrollable tears falling into his palms. He would

never forgive himself if something happened to Blaine.

The engine roared and he pulled out from the driveway quickly. "We'll start with our neighborhood. With
two hours, he could have gotten to Orange. Kurt, stop crying and start looking. Finn, now would be a good

time to pray to that sandwich."

Blaine ran, shoes pounding on the pavement, matching the pounding in his head. He had no idea how long
he'd been running. It must have been for a while because he could feel the sweat dripping down his
forehead, neck, and back. But he was oddly cold. Cold sweat. That's what they called it right? Just like

when he'd woken from the nightmare.

He tried to think. Thinking hurt. He bit his lip, never breaking his pace. His throat was dry and his body
ached. But he didn't stop. He couldn't stop running. He was going on auto-pilot, not telling himself to run,

but just going. His heart banged in sporadic thumps, causing his breath to hitch.
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He had been full of rage earlier and now, he didn't feel anything. He felt numb. Kurt just didn't understand.

I tried to help him. I wanted to do something to help him because | can't do anything else. He doesn't
understand. Karofsky's never going to stop if he doesn't do anything about it. He can't end up hiding and
scared at every noise he hears. He can't just stand there and take those hateful words, because eventually
he'll start to believe them, even though he says he doesn't now. He can't not do anything about the emotional
beatings because then it'll turn physical and Karofsky could hurt him. He can't end up like me. I let those

things happen to me, but they can't happen to Kurt.

His breathing slowed.

They can't.

His heart thudded in a delayed pattern.

Can't... happen... to-

He blinked hard, trying to focus on the sidewalk in front of him. His feet stopped moving. He pressed his
forearm to the light pole that was on the corner of a random street and leaned his head down onto his
arm. He didn't know where he was. There was a school right next to this street light. Was it an elementary
school? He didn't know. But it was eerily quiet now that school was over. The parking lot and the park on
either side of the school were quiet. He could feel the blood pounding in his ears, pulsing sickeningly. He
closed his eyes, hoping for relief from the double vision that clouded his thoughts. He swayed and hearing
only the roaring in his ears, he slumped to the ground, not realizing that he'd fallen until his knees met
concrete. With shaking arms, he pushed himself back to sit against the light pole, feeling like his head was
going to explode. He held his head in his hands and groaned. He didn't feel like he was in his own body. It
was as if he was watching the whole situation unfold from across the street. He wanted to yell at himself to
get up, to go back, to do something but he couldn't bring himself to do anything. His head hurt so much and
all he wanted to do was curl up into a ball and go to sleep. A voice pulled at the edge of his mind, sounding
as though it was being screamed from the far end of a traffic-clogged tunnel. Through the rushing, roaring

noise in his ears, he could barely hear a cry.

Get up!

-177 -



Contents T

He thought it was his voice. He didn't know. The tunnel vision dotted with black stars and he moaned, and
he slammed one of his hands down, leaning his weight on it. As much as his mind wanted to keep his
blearing eyes open, his body curled up on the ground. He pressed his cheek onto the concrete, heated
slightly from the absorbed warmth of the day. The wind blew through his curls and he closed his eyes, still
feeling light-headed, like his brain was being tossed around inside his head. He'd just meant to close his
eyes, just to rest for a moment, but his world turned black and he felt himself falling, falling, falling deep

into blessed unconsciousness where there was no pain.

Though they had initially gone quickly, now Burt drove just at the speed limit, allowing the boys and
himself time to scan the surroundings. Kurt was still crying. Finn was glued to the window, eyes darting

back and forth.

"Kurt," Burt glanced back quickly. "Kurt, you need to watch the sidewalks. Keep your eyes up."

"I'm trying dad. I can't!"He sobbed, blurring his vision to the point where he could only see random colors
before he blinked quickly and his eyes adjusted, only to be filled with tears just as soon as he was able to
blink them away. He ran the back of his hand over his eyes again and again until he could see. He tried to
keep his thoughts away from Blaine and all of the terrible ways he could be hurt right now that clouded

his mind and made him more upset.

"Did he go to someone's house? Who do we know that he's friends with around here?"

"There's no one Finn! He doesn't know anyone over here." Kurt's voice was panicked and thick with tears.

"Where does he usually run?" Burt kept his voice calm.

"l... 1 think by up a few more streets and then he comes back. By the big hill."

After going up and down more streets, they all seemed to blur into a sickening sameness. Concrete
sidewalks, side by side houses, some lit by bright lights inside or filled with a glow from the TV or
otherwise dark, trees, plants, the random jogger out with their dog, a child playing on the front lawn with
a mother standing outside and talking on a cell phone. So blissfully oblivious. But no Blaine. Kurt stared
wide-eyed through his tears, hearing flashes of the fight flit through his mind. He didn't mean it. He didn't

mean it.
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Something like a silent prayer fell from his trembling lips.

Please. Please don't let him be hurt. Oh god, it's all my fault. Please don't let him be hurt. Please.

His breath began to hitch and he blinked away the tears, eyes raking up and down the sidewalk to the side

of him and the street in front of him.

"I don't see anything."

"Finn, son, not helping."

"Drive faster dad. Please. We need to find him. Please."

After another snaking loop through the next round of streets, Finn spoke up. "M-maybe he went to the

park? I don't know... it's where I'd go."

Burt sighed. "What do you think Kurt? Should we try there or the next row of streets?"

Kurt let out a hushed breath. "This isn't getting us very far and it's getting darker. Let's go to the park."

Burt nodded and pulled into a driveway, backed out and then continued down the opposite way, now
speeding up, no longer trying to spot dark curls around the neighborhood that they knew weren't there.
The houses blurred past, making Kurt slightly dizzy. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath and then

forced his eyes open, looking out ahead of him.

The street lights on the sidewalk, set a good ten feet apart, casted a glow on the darkening streets.
Normally, the light would be a comfort, but now, it seemed to be foreboding, mocking him. One of the
lights flickered on and off, with Kurt feeling the flashing behind his eyes, pounding in his tear-congested
head.

Burt pulled over and parked on the side of the street. Finn opened the door and jumped out, throwing

Kurt's door open as he did so. Kurt flung off his seatbelt and followed them.

His throat felt swollen. He sniffed, hearing Finn calling Blaine's name as he hunted through the small park.

The words reached his ears as if spoken through cupped hands, very far away. Kurt's feet sunk slightly in
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the grass, trying to get his eyes to focus on the playground and the surrounding hills covered with trees at

the top, silently praying that he would see Blaine's curly hair amidst the trees.

Burt was on the opposite side, calling Blaine's name, his voice rising with Finn's. Kurt couldn't make any
sound come out. He felt his throat constrict and his tongue move, wanting so badly to call out, to form the
words that were screaming in his head, but he didn't know if he could control himself if he spoke. He felt
like he was going to fall apart any second, he was just waiting for the moment when he would break down

sobbing, with the worst kind of guilt and sadness taking over and he wouldn't be able to move.

He turned slowly, feeling as if he were in a daze, eyes scanning down the street.

And then, he froze. There.

What was that? Under a street light, on the sidewalk, lay a still form. Through his worried haze, he felt a

twinge of pity. There weren't many homeless men in Lima. None that he'd seen anyway.

Intrigued in spite of himself, he squinted, trying to see farther. It was definitely a person. Wearing a t-shirt.

Who had dark hair. His heart leapt and he took a hesitant step forward.

Blaine?

And still not entirely sure, he took off running. Finn flicked his head up.

"Kurt! Where are you going?" He called, loud enough for Burt to look over from across the park, but not
loud enough for Kurt to hear. Or maybe he was too engrossed in what he had seen. Either way, he took off

so fast, Burt started running too, though still behind Finn, who had followed almost immediately.

Kurt heard the faint sound of someone calling his name, but he didn't turn back. He ran with all the speed
he could gather, arms pumping and sneakered feet striking the hard concrete. He ran under a street light,
where it illuminated his pale form for the briefest of moments, before he was surrounded by darkness. His
breath came faster in hopeless anticipation. If it wasn't Blaine, he knew his heart would break right then

and there. But something told him to keep going.

He passed the fourth street light, full out sprinting now, with Finn on his heels, Burt puffing along behind.
Almost there. It wasn't even that far, but to Kurt, it seemed to take a lifetime as his eyes stayed locked on

the figure. On Blaine.
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Kurt dropped to his knees next to the crumpled heap. He reached out an unsteady hand, moaning in grief.

No no no no.

His hand clasped on Blaine's left shoulder, gently shaking him. No response. His heart sunk, felt as if it
dropped into his stomach, and made him nauseous. Finn skidded to a stop beside them and Kurt heard his

sharp intake of breath. In a second, he was on his knees too.

Kurt grasped the shoulder harder and carefully pulled it towards him, turning Blaine onto his back. The

light fell on his face, showing the pale cheeks that looked sunken, the dark shadows under his closed eyes.

"Bl... Bl... Blaine?" Kurt's voice was small and shaky. Finn looked over. He'd never seen Kurt this

heartbroken. He didn't know what to say. He didn't even know if he could speak at all.

Burt caught up with them as Blaine began to move. His eyelids fluttered and opened minimally, squinting
in the bright light of the street lamp he had passed out under. Kurt cradled the back of Blaine's neck and
head in both of his hands as the boy on the ground began to moan.

Finn took a staggering step backwards as Burt gently pushed him aside.

"Blaine!" Kurt's voice was stronger now, but tears spilled out from his eyes.

"Finn, go get the car." Burt commanded, tossing the keys to him. Finn caught them and stared wide-eyed,

frozen on the spot for a long second, before turning and running back down the street.

Burt's voice was calm, strong, and comforting. "Blaine. Blaine, can you hear me? Try to open your eyes

son.
Somewhere in Blaine's clouded haze, he locked onto those words. His pupils twitched back and forth
behind his eyelids and he slowly opened them fully. Burt leaned over, staring straight into Blaine's eyes
and shading his face from the glare of the yellowed light.

"Good. Alright, can you move?"

Alow groan sounded from Blaine's throat. But he nodded.
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"Okay. We'll go slow okay?"

Burt tucked a large hand under Blaine's head and wrapped an arm around his torso, gently lifting him up
until he could get a better grip. Kurt sat back on his knees, silent tears streaking down his face. Burt
moved his left hand from his torso, moving it around to support Blaine's head and then switched it with

his right arm, cradling Blaine's neck in the crook of his elbow.

"You okay?"

Blaine's eyes opened again and he nodded slightly, though he looked like he wanted nothing more than to

go back to lying on the concrete. Finn parked the car next to the curb, leaving it running.

Blaine's head was throbbing. All he wanted to do was go back to sleep. His eyes kept closing. He tried to
force them open, but it just made his head hurt more, so he stopped trying. He could hear Burt's voice,

muffled by the buzzing in his ears.

"Don't go to sleep on me Blaine. Wake up son. Squeeze my hand."

He felt a warm hand in his. His mind told himself to squeeze the hand immediately, but it was as though
the message got lost along the way. He had to concentrate in thinking only about the hand and moving his
fingers. Eventually, he squeezed Burt's hand, only for a moment, and then his fingers went slack. It took

too much effort to follow the command.

"Alright. Okay. Can you stand?"

He didn't know the answer to that. But apparently Burt wasn't waiting for an answer because Blaine felt
himself moving without doing anything. He was lifted gingerly to his feet, fully supported by Burt. He
wished right away that he had never left the safety of the ground. He immediately became nauseated and
unbearably dizzy, the roaring in his ears intensified, and his legs gave out with a weak sigh. In a swift

motion, Burt gripped his shoulders tighter, and swung him up into his arms, as if he were a child.

He didn't dare open his eyes because he knew he would throw up if he did, but the light-headed feeling of
being moved without seeing where he was going was almost just as bad. He could hear far-off voices. It
hurt too much to concentrate on what they were saying, but he noted that the voices seemed to be getting

clearer, less fuzzy.
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The strong hands left him and he tensed, but when he did not fall, he relaxed slightly. His head was on
something soft. He felt a pair of trembling hands roaming on his arm, unsure of what to do. He risked the
consequences of opening his eyes and looked up into a boy's face. Those blue eyes were so full of worry

and... something else. Pain? Guilt?

He wished he could do something to make it go away. He hated to see that beautiful face looking so upset.

Someone must have really hurt him to make him look like that.

"Kurt." The whispered word, feather-light, left his lips before he could think of what it meant. The boy
whose lap his head was in responded to this and his blue eyes softened, beautiful lips moving slightly, as a

hand was pressed lightly to his cheek. His touch felt good. He closed his eyes.

Someone was talking on a cell phone. It was much too loud in Blaine's opinion and though he wanted to
scold the person for yelling, he decided he could deal with that later and felt himself being rocked in a
gentle motion. Sleep wouldn't be such a bad thing after all. The hand on his cheek had moved down into
his own hand, squeezing just enough to be a constant reminder that he couldn't slip all the way into

unconsciousness, no matter how tempting it seemed.

The next thing Blaine remembered, he was being half-dragged somewhere. Strong arms held him up and
he lifted his head, blinking in the harsh light. It was loud in here. There were a lot of people and he didn't

want to be in here, wherever here was. Other hands grabbed him.

No.

He tried to move his limbs to push the hands away, but he found that his arms were shaking with the
effort. And the hands that held him were too strong. He could feel fingers digging into his forearms. His

forehead wrinkled and he mumbled, "Get off."

He could hear a male voice talking to another male, the latter whose voice he recognized. He was pushed

back into a chair that began to move.

Wheelchair. No.

There was another voice, a female's voice. "Thanks Andrew. I'll take him from here."
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Then she was talking to him, in a strict-sounding tone. "We're here to help you okay honey? Do you know

where you are?"

What?

He looked up. His eyes found her face. She had curly black hair tied up in a loose bun, with tendrils of curls

spilling out from around the hair tie. Her eyes searched his face.

He made his mouth form the words. "Who are you?"

"I'm a nurse sweetie. Do you know where you are?"

Nurse? Hospital. Great. Maybe they'll let me sleep here.

She tried again. "Can you tell me your name?"

This one he could answer. "Blaine."

"Blaine? Alright Blaine, can you tell me how you ended up here?"

The boy. With the blue eyes. Blue eyes. Crying.

He closed his eyes and thought. There was wind. Blowing through his hair. He was flying? No, no not

flying. Running. Running from what? Running from... blue eyes. The boy with the blue eyes. Kurt. That was

his name. Kurt.

"Kurt."

"Kurt? Who's Kurt hon?"

"M-me." A small voice came from the boy he hadn't known was following them.

"Are you his brother?"

"No. No, I'm his friend. His... his boyfriend."
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These words took a moment to sink in.

Boyfriend.

"Okay. Blaine, what were you doing before you passed out?"

"l... I was running."

"Running? Okay." Her words became harder to hear. She was turning away, talking to someone behind

him. "Is he a runner?”

"Yeah. He runs a lot."

"Has he ever passed out before?"

"He got hit. Yesterday. There was this guy and... and Blaine got hurt. His head hit pretty hard."

"Hit? Hit on what?"

"The ground. He blacked out for a second, but the school nurse said he was okay to go home as long as he

rested.”

They turned a corner and went down a hall, entering a room. Blaine's head perked up.

Bed.

"He may have gotten a concussion. Did he seem normal after? Anything different about his personality?"
"He had a bad headache, but he went to bed after he took Advil and he seemed to be okay."

The nurse put the lock on the wheels of the chair and put her hands under Blaine's armpits, lifting him to
his feet. A tingling rush went through his legs, but the nurse moved him with ease, obviously having dealt
with transferring people from wheelchairs to beds for years. He felt the bed underneath him and when he

was lying down, she pressed a button on the side, lowering the head of the bed until he was only slightly

sitting up. The dizziness began to subside when he was laying down.
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She turned to face the boy who was talking. "Why was he out running? He should have been resting for at

least twenty-four hours."
"Well..." The boy's pale face turned crimson. "We had a fight and he left. When he gets upset, he runs. It
calms him down." His voice was small and full of self-induced grief. "I started the fight. It was stupid and I

knew he was hurt, but I just..."

"It's alright." The nurse's tone was softer now, in trying to prevent Blaine's obviously distraught boyfriend

from crying. "The doctor will be here soon and we'll get him checked out and fixed up okay?"

The boy sniffed and nodded.

"Blaine? You still with me? Hey, look at me."

He forced his eyes open, not realizing he'd closed them. Something of a sheepish look appeared on his face.

A hand was on his arm.

"Do you need anything?"

He shook his head, and then, as an afterthought, he added, "Sleep."

She nodded. "That's normal hon. The doctor will be here soon and then you can sleep all you want."

That sounded good.

She turned away from him. "Try to keep him awake okay? Is it your dad that's checking him in?"When

Kurt nodded, she said, "Alright. I'll get the doctor and let you dad know he can come in. If you need

anything, just press the red button on the side of the bed."

"Thank you."

She patted his hand and left.

Kurt let out a deep breath. Blaine turned his head to see him walk slowly towards the bed. He stopped just

before his jacket brushed the sheet of the bed. He rocked back on his heels and then met Blaine's eyes.
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"Hey." He smiled slightly. His hand twitched. He lifted it, as if he wanted to move it onto Blaine's, but then
he set it down on the edge of the bed.

Blue eyes. Crying. Kurt. Smiling. Boyfriend. My boyfriend.

n

"Hey.

"How are you feeling?"

"Like death." He paused. "So do you apparently."

Kurt almost looked shocked. "Do I?"

"Yes... Kurt." The word took a while to form on Blaine's tongue as he searched his brain.

The boy looked down, ears reddening. He brought his hand to his hair self-consciously, disregarding

Blaine's stumble over his name.

"But who wouldn't right? After this I mean."

Kurt's head lifted. They laughed. "Yeah, I guess so."

There was an awkward pause.

"So... we had a fight?"

Kurt looked at him quizzically. "Yeah. Our first fight ever actually. You don't remember?”

He tried to think. He really tried, but his thoughts were fuzzy when he tried to think back. Kurt took his

long pause to mean that he didn't remember.

"Was it bad?"

Kurt took a shuddering breath. "Yeah. I said a lot of things I didn't mean. I shouldn't have said anything. I

was just... so angry. Not at you. At the world, everything."
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Blaine put his hand over Kurt's. "I don't know how I could get mad at you."

Kurt's mouth trembled into a small smile. "You say that now. But when you remember the things I said,

you might not be so forgiving."

"Well, I assume that I said things I didn't mean either. But just so it goes on the record, I forgive you."

His hand curled around Kurt's fingers. He smiled internally. He was getting his coordination back. Kurt

squeezed his hand.

"Can I go to sleep now?"

Kurt laughed lightly. "Not yet. Just wait a little longer."

"Stay with me?"

Kurt looked back, feeling a presence behind him. Burt stood in the doorway, with Finn at his side staring

intently at the floor.

"Dad, how long have you been there?" Embarrassment flooded his words.

"Not long. He's all checked in. The doctor should be here in a few minutes." He nodded towards Blaine.

"Stay with him Kurt. We'll be right outside."

Blaine had to stay in the hospital for the rest of the night. The doctor came in a little while after Burt had
sent Finn home to get some sleep. Dr. Matthews asked Blaine a lot of questions, checked his pupils and

hand-eye coordination.

"Hmm... a little sluggish." He announced of Blaine's ability to touch his nose and then the pen he held in

front of him. "That's to be expected though. And he's a bit dehydrated. This should help."

He inserted an IV line into the vein in Blaine's wrist. He winced as it went in and then relaxed.

Burt stood off to the side with Kurt, an arm around his son's shoulders.
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"There doesn't seem to be any serious injuries. Most likely a slight concussion. I'll have a nurse check in on

him every hour and I'll have a prescription filled that you can pick up tomorrow for his headache.”

"Can I stay here?" Kurt spoke up, eyes hopeful.

"I'm sorry, but unless you're immediate family, visiting hours end at 10. Have you been able to reach his

parents?”

"No. I'll keep trying." Burt replied, voice stern and Kurt knew he was going to call them all night if he had

to.

"If you can't reach them by the time visiting hours end, since he's a minor, you can stay. If he wants you

to." He said, writing something on a chart. "Do you need anything else?"

"No. Thank you."

"Okay. Just let a nurse know if you need anything."

As he left, Kurt rushed up to Blaine's side as if he'd been thrown on a sling-shot.

"Does that mean I can sleep now?" Blaine whispered wearily.

Kurt laughed softly. "Yes." He took hold of his hand, linking their fingers. Burt pushed a chair up next to

Kurt, telling him he was going to try to call Blaine's parents again.

"You okay Kurt?"

"I'm fine dad."

He nodded stiffly and left them. Kurt sighed, tracing his thumb in little circles on Blaine's palm and

beginning to hum as he saw Blaine's face relax into sleep.

It was a long time before Kurt fell asleep with his head on the edge of the bed. Burt had gotten a hold of
Blaine's parents, but convinced them to not come down to the hospital so that Kurt could stay with Blaine.
Kurt had no idea how his dad talked himself out of that one, but he got to stay, so he wasn't questioning

anything. He was worried though. Blaine didn't remember the fight and he seemed to not remember him
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either, at least a little. He'd stumbled over his name. That would go away though right? It had to. If Blaine
suffered any more because of what he'd said to make him go out running, Kurt told himself he'd never

forgive himself.

He didn't know how long he'd been asleep, but when he woke, it was still dark outside. He looked blearily
around the room. Burt was snoring in a chair by the window. There was a blanket around Kurt's shoulders
and he knew his dad had put it there. His back was stiff from staying in that position for so long, slumped
over his and Blaine's clasped hands. He wondered what woke him. He wasn't a heavy sleeper, but he
usually didn't wake up during the night. Something must have caused him to be pulled out of his

dreamland.

And then he felt it.

Blaine's hand jerked in his, clenching and releasing, twitching. Kurt opened his eyes wider, trying to get
them to adjust in the dark. He noticed that Blaine's other hand was moving too. His whole body seemed to

be struggling against unseen horrors, but in slow-motion.

"Blaine?"

He knew you weren't supposed to wake someone when they were sleepwalking, but did that same
principle apply when that someone was having a nightmare? He heard mumbling. Blaine's lips moved. At
first, Kurt thought he'd woken up, but when he saw his eyes were closed tightly, he leaned forward, trying

to hear what he was saying.

Blaine groaned softly. Then he began to whisper in fragments.

"No... Don't..."

Kurt's eyebrows pulled down in concern. Was he dreaming about passing out again? Or maybe he was

dreaming about the fight, telling Kurt not to push him. Kurt's heart wrenched.

"I know..." These words were spoken with urgency, laced with broken pain. "I know..."

His hand twitched again and he whimpered. Then the nightmare passed and he was still, the muscles in

his face and hand relaxing.
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Kurt's heart was pounding. What was he dreaming about?

The lighted clock by Blaine's bedside said that it was five-thirty in the morning. Not as early as he thought.
Kurt was wide awake now and he knew there would be no going back to sleep. He sighed and gently
pulled his hand from Blaine's, flexing the fingers that had fallen asleep, trying to rid them of the tingling

sensation.

He sluggishly made his way down to the cafeteria. Normally, he wouldn't touch anything that this place
cooked with a ten-foot pole, but he needed coffee. Now. He handed the overly happy cashier two neatly
folded dollar bills and sat at a table in the back with his drink. He wrapped his hands around the cup,
feeling the warmth spreading through his fingers, watching the steam rise for a while and then checked
his phone. Finn had called twice. Mercedes, Rachel, and Artie had all texted at least once each. And there
was a voicemail from Carole. He licked his lips and replied to the texts first, then leaving a text for Finn as
well, and then calling his stepmom. He knew she'd be up. She answered quickly and Kurt told her as well
as he could remember what the doctor had told him. He promised to call her if anything changed and told

her that they hoped to be home around nine.

The coffee was bitter. He cringed, adding sugar and cream until it was somewhat bearable. He took

another sip and pocketed his cell phone, ready to head back to the room.

When he opened the door, he saw Burt was up. It was six, the normal time he got up. Blaine was still

asleep.

"Hey bud."

"Hey dad." He said sleepily. He wasn't used to being up before seven-thirty. Then his eyes widened. "Oh, |
should have gotten you coffee. Do you want me to go get one for you? It's terrible, but there's caffeine in it.

Somewhere."

He smiled, stretching his arms above his head as he stood. "Thanks, but I think I'll go. I need to walk

around before I get stuck like this."

Kurt snorted and placed his coffee on the small rolling tray, resuming his place beside Blaine.
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It was eight-fifteen before Blaine was discharged. Dr. Matthews came back and did some more of the same

tests he did yesterday, though he seemed pleased with the results.

"Coordination is much better. Pupils look good. He seems to be having a bit of pre-injury amnesia, but |
wouldn't doubt that it should sort itself out after he gets some more sleep. Bring him back here if you
notice anything different in his symptoms at all. Otherwise, just have him get as much sleep as possible. He
has a slight concussion, so he should take off of school for a few days. As little brain activity as possible so

he can heal. He should be back to normal in a week or so."

Burt headed down to the pharmacy to get the prescription filled, while Kurt followed Blaine down to the

hospital entrance.

"I don't understand why [ have to be in a wheelchair. My legs are fine." Blaine grumbled.

"Hospital protocol.” The nurse grinned at Kurt. "This is the fun part of my job. People get so mad over this

little thing. Especially guys. It's actually quite entertaining.”

Burt met them at the front entrance with a paper bag in his hand, nodding at them as he went to get the

car.

"Up you go." The nurse pulled Blaine's arm around her shoulders and helped him to the car. Kurt had to
resist laughing when he saw Blaine's face. He was glad that his boyfriend had the sense to not say out loud

what he was thinking at this moment.

Kurt slid in the seat in the back next to Blaine and buckled him in, receiving a glare.

"Oh come on you baby. It's not that bad."

Blaine's eyes narrowed and then he sighed. "Ow."

"Don't do that."

"Thanks. I'll remember."

"Sorry." Kurt let Blaine lean into him, putting an arm around his shoulders and trying not to smile the

whole ride home.
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Kurt helped Blaine out of the car and into his room, despite the mumbled dispute.

At that moment, Blaine tripped on the carpet, pitching forward slightly until Kurt held him upright. "Au

contraire, mon ami." Kurt couldn't stop himself and smiled.

"Shut up Kurt. That was a lucky coincidence."

Kurt grinned as Blaine pulled the covers of Kurt's bed up to his chest. They had moved Blaine's bed back

to where it belonged, but Kurt liked the idea of Blaine in his bed. And Blaine wasn't objecting any.

Blaine's eyes drooped almost immediately.

"Sleep." Kurt commanded, placing a soft kiss on his temple. "I'll be here when you wake up."

The next few days were odd for Kurt. Not that he didn't like it; it was just... odd.

He held Blaine in his arms while he slept, rubbing circles into his back and playing with his hair. It felt
good to not be the one who needed taking care of now. Even though Kurt knew it wouldn't last, he relished

in it now.

Blaine had been making progress and was able to remember what happened before he passed out. They

had started that conversation a bit slowly, both feeling guilty and embarrassed.

"I'm so sorry Blaine. None of this would have happened if it wasn't for me getting upset over nothing. I

didn't mean anything. Not a word of it." His lip trembled.

"It's not a big deal, really."

He sighed, blinking away the tears. "Always the chivalrous one. Blaine, it was a big deal. I freaked out over
nothing and you got hurt because of it. And you're right. I didn't stand up for myself. That led to you

getting hurt in the first place." He sighed heavily, looking down. "I'll never forgive myself."

"Kurt, please don't beat yourself up over this."
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"It's hard not to."

"[ forgive you. Even after remembering what you said to me." He smiled lightly, using the words Kurt had
told him earlier. "I know you didn't mean it. I didn't mean anything I said either. Kurt, [ don't think you're

a child. You're the most mature person [ know."

"[ told you I was fine without you. But I'm not. I'm not. Blaine, if you weren't here, I don't know where I'd
be. I'd... I'd be lost."He stared in Blaine's eyes, feeling his throat constrict, his voice almost a whisper,

drenched in guilt. "I pushed you."

"And I'm sure I deserved it."

"Why are you not letting me take any of the blame here?"

"Because I can't expect you to do what I thought you should do. You are Kurt Hummel, not Blaine
Anderson. You're your own person and I love that about you. You did what you thought was right and
what would be less apt to cause trouble, whereas I, as you can see, did the complete opposite in initiating
the trouble and look where that got me." He smiled. "I could learn a few things from you. And I know I
would be lost without you too. You've taught me so much Kurt and I don't want to know what my life

would have been without you."

"I know you were just trying to protect me."

"Maybe I was. Well, I know I was. But I'm sorry for doing that."

"Don't be. You did what I couldn't. It ended with less than favorable results, but | envy your courage

Blaine."

Blaine smiled and reached up to brush his hand along Kurt's cheek. Kurt closed his eyes.

"Just testing my hand-eye coordination." Blaine whispered.

Kurt's eyes opened. "You're such a liar."

"If  was, would I tell you that you are beautiful, even if your hair is sticking up on one side?"
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"Yes, you would. Because I know you would never let me go out in public with any kind of hair

malfunction.”

"Good thing we're not in public.”

Blaine's hand was still on Kurt's cheek. He pressed his hand over Blaine's, keeping his palm where it was
and leaned forward. Blaine raised his chin and placed a soft kiss on Kurt's lips. Kurt smiled into the Kiss,
running his other hand through Blaine's curls.

Blaine deepened the kiss, which Kurt reciprocated eagerly, until his eyes opened wide and he pulled away.

"What?" Blaine whined.

"You need to take your pills." Kurt looked around, hunting through his meticulous room until he found the

little orange bottle.

Blaine pushed himself up on his elbows. "You stopped that for a bottle of pills?"

"Not just any pills." Kurt stated as he popped open the cap and poured two of the pink tablets into Blaine's

hand. "These ones taste like bubblegum."

"Yay?" Blaine rolled his eyes and chewed the chalky medicine, which he chased down with the glass of
water on the bedside table. "Ugh. Just because I'm seventeen doesn't mean I have to be treated like a little
kid."

"Oh, but it's fun!" Kurt laughed. "Time for your nap."

"Shut up." Blaine groaned and threw a pillow at Kurt. But he sighed and rolled over, tucking his arms up
underneath his pillow as he closed his eyes. He felt Kurt side beside him and a hand on his back. He

relaxed immediately when Kurt began to trace circles into his back.

"I hate this."

"Hate what?"
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"Being helpless. Having to sleep all the time. God Kurt, I don't know how you stand it." He instantly

colored. "No, I didn't mean that. You're not helpless. [-"

Kurt chuckled. "I know what you meant. Honestly, seeing you is the only thing that kept me from going

crazy sometimes."

Blaine rolled over onto his back and pulled Kurt down next to him.

"It's nice though." Kurt said, tucking his legs up and taking Blaine's hand. He stared down at their fingers.

"[ like taking care of you." His mouth lifted in a small smile.

Blaine raised their intertwined hands and gently kissed their fingers.

"Now go to sleep."” Kurt whispered.

Blaine made a face, but then sighed and closed his eyes when Kurt's other hand reached up to stroke his

cheek.

Kurt hadn't noticed if Blaine had had any more nightmares since the hospital, but every time Blaine went
to sleep, he was worried. He didn't know if he would have another nightmare and they seemed pretty bad,
so he didn't want to bring it up. Sometimes, nightmares seemed so real and they were difficult to talk

about.

If it happened more frequently, then he would talk to him about it. But for now, he let Blaine drift off into
his hazy sleep, noting the way that Blaine pulled their clasped hands in closer to his chest. Kurt scooted
closer, their foreheads almost touching. He was sure Blaine could feel how close he was and he wanted so
badly for him to open his eyes so he could kiss him. He told himself to be patient. He would kiss him soon
enough, when he didn't have a concussion, and when Kurt could kiss him the way he wanted to, without

any limitations.

He smiled, closing his eyes as well. They stayed that way for a long time.
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24. Pajamas and Klaine

"l want to go back to Dalton.”
Blaine almost choked on the water he was drinking. "Excuse me?"
"['ve been thinking and... I want to go back."

It had been a week since Blaine's concussion and he had made a full recovery, as predicted, and no longer
had to rely to Advil or sleep to feel better. He just had to take things slow for a little bit. And try not to get a
second concussion. But as he wasn't planning on getting hit any time soon, he figured he was good. Unless
Karofsky threatened Kurt again. That was a separate case entirely. Blaine had a very good reason to hate
Karofsky, but now he had another reason. He ran a hand to the back of his head, subconsciously rubbing

the fading lump in a way that had almost become a habit.

"To Dalton?"

"Yes, Blaine. How hard did you hit your head again?"

"Shut up Kurt. I heard you." Blaine sighed. "Any particular reason?"

"I miss them."

Blaine softened and the corner of his mouth twitched in an empathetic smile. "I know you do. I do too."
"So?"

"So...so I'm just-"

"If you're worried about what happened... last time we went to Dalton, you don't have to. Be worried, I
mean." Kurt sat down next to him at the dining table and plucked a grape off Blaine's plate. "No one there

is going to hurt me. Hurt us. It's the only place I've felt safe.” Kurt nudged his arm. "Other than with you of

course."
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Blaine smiled and chased away the apprehension that flooded his mind. "You know what?" He picked a
grape off the stem and held it between his thumb and forefinger. "That sounds like a good idea. You're all

caught up on your schoolwork right?"

Kurt raised an eyebrow. "Oh please. We both aced those essays. So, yes?" Kurt leaned forward hopefully.

Blaine grinned. "Yeah. Yeah, [ want to see them too." He paused, twirling the grape in his fingers. "Open

your mouth."

Kurt returned Blaine's grin and got up, backing away behind the counter. He rested his elbows on the
granite and put his chin in his hands, opening his mouth. Blaine aimed carefully, then tossed the grape in
the air. Kurt's eyes followed it and he jerked his head to the side, snatching the fruit out of midair, catching

it in his mouth.

"Your turn.” Kurt said after he'd swallowed.

He slid the plate over and Kurt chose his weapon wisely, yanking it from the stem. "Ready?"

Blaine tilted his head back. Kurt threw the grape up, where it curved in an arc and descended. But Kurt
had overthrown and Blaine leaned back in his chair. He stretched out his neck and kept leaning. Too far.

The chair tipped over and Blaine landed sprawled on his back on the floor with a little scream of surprise.

Kurt was at his side in an instant. "Oh my god. Blaine. Oh god. Please tell me you didn't hit your head again.

Blaine, say something! You're crying. Oh my god, I knew you hit your head. Don't move! I'll get Finn."

Blaine bit his lip, tears squeezing from the corners of his eyes. He was shaking. Kurt moved, but Blaine

snatched his hand, pulling him back down.

Blaine's mouth twitched and then he couldn't contain himself anymore. He burst out laughing, the tears
falling. Relief washed over Kurt and he would have laughed too if he wasn't still somewhat in shock. Blaine
laid back, laughing so hard, he clutched at his stomach. He had to fight for breath and when he could
finally speak, he let Kurt pull him up to sitting.

"You missed."” Blaine wiped the tears from his eyes. "Kurt, I'm fine and the next time I almost turn my head

into scrambled eggs, for the love of god, do not get Finn."
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"Sorry." Kurt's face broke into a smile and he clutched dramatically at his heart. "Do you have any idea

how much you scared me though? You almost gave me a heart attack.”

His apology was written on his face and Kurt melted. "Puppy dog eyes are so not your style." He sighed.

"Butit's so cute."

Blaine grinned and located the forgotten grape on the ground. He looked at it and then tossed it at Kurt's

head, where it ricocheted off his cheek, bounced once on the floor and then rolled out of sight.

Kurt grimaced. "So, Dalton?"

Blaine sat up on his knees and kissed the top of Kurt's head. "Dalton. As long as your parents agree."

And Kurt smiled then, knowing that there wouldn't be much of an argument.

The following Sunday, Kurt Hummel strode up the hallowed hallway of dorms on the second floor, hearing
his footsteps echo on the floor. He had a large backpack on his shoulder and a Burburry overnight bag on
one arm. Blaine had a bag slung over his shoulder and he carried a duffle bag in his arms. As Blaine
struggled with the door and finally flung it open, while almost pitching himself forward onto the floor,

Kurt stood and watched his boyfriend with a smug smile.

"Little help please?"

Kurt grinned wider and trotted in after him, setting his stuff down on the bed and then went to grab the
duffle bag from him. He placed the bag at the foot of the bed and straightened up, whirling around and

stretched his arms in the air. He took a deep breath and tilted his head back.

"Oh, Dalton. How I've missed you."

Blaine's snort interrupted Kurt's reunion and he glared. "Sorry. What is it that you're doing?"

"Can't you smell it?" Kurt was too happy to be back to be annoyed at Blaine. Blaine wrinkled his nose.

"What are you talking about?"
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Kurt took another deep breath. "It smells like wood and fabric softener and old books and success and

love and-"

Blaine stopped him with a laugh, wrapping his arms around his waist. "I'm glad that you're glad to be

back."

"Why didn't I do this weeks ago?"

"Mmmm.... Because you loved being with me?"

Kurt pursed his lips, mock thinking. "Oh wait, | remember." He said lightly. "I was puking my guts out." He
untangled himself from Blaine, who just sighed. The largest of Kurt's bags was opened and the clothes
inside neatly folded. Kurt set to work organizing them how he wanted in the closet drawers and on
hangers, sorting by outfits, which was something Blaine could never do. Kurt picked out all of his outfits a
week in advance and Blaine never understood how he managed to do that. He could barely decide what he

wanted for breakfast.

Kurt began to hum as he sorted, leaving Blaine to shove all of his clothes in a random drawer. He wanted
this to get done fast. Ignoring Kurt's groan of disproval, Blaine told him lightly that he was going down for

coffee and would be back soon.

However, once reaching the end of the hall, instead of turning left, he veered to the right, down another

hallway of dorms. As he stopped in front of the eighth door down, he smiled and knocked twice.

A brunette boy opened the door at once, with a smile that matched the one on the boy standing outside his

door. Blaine was enveloped in a bear hug that almost made him topple over.

"Geez!" He groaned and barely had time to take another breath before he was pulled inside.

It was pitch black in the room. He couldn't see anything. The hands had left him and he was rendered

blind, as his eyes hadn't adjusted fast enough. "W- what... David?"

He reached his hands out and took a tentative step forward. And the lights snapped on.

He jumped, eyes burning in the sudden light. He pressed a hand to his eyes. "If that light is off again when I

take my hand away, I am leaving and [ will not be back."
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Blaine counted to five in his head, took a breath, and slowly removed his fingers one by one. Standing in
front of him in David's dorm, was the entirety of the Warblers, all beaming at him with identical smiles on
their faces.

"Guys?"Blaine stared in disbelief, mainly at how they got all of them into David's dorm.

He didn't need to take another step forward as he was suddenly surrounded by so many hands and bodies

and faces and voices.

"We missed you!"

"Blaine, you're back!"

"Finally!"

"Now we can really start rehearsals. We're going to kick ass at Nationals!"

"How's Kurt?"

"Where is Kurt?"

"Is he here?"

Blaine's head spun trying to keep up with all the conversation. "Whoa, guys. Everyone calm down." He

held up his hands in surrender and they all backed up a few steps.

He smiled at them. "I've missed you too. I've been really busy. Well, we've been busy. Kurt has too." A
blush filled his cheeks as he saw Josh's raised eyebrows. "No, not like that. He's here. In our dorm. But
please don't go barging in there. I'd like to not give him a heart attack on his first day back."His gaze

turned questioning. "Not that [ don't love every one of you, but why are you all here?"

Wes smiled. "We knew you'd go to mine and David's dorm or Jeff's first. Since ours is closer, we piled

everyone in here. And we were right." He shrugged, as if it was obvious.

When the chatter quieted down, Jeff asked quietly, "How's Kurt?"
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They steeled themselves for Blaine to get emotional, as was understandable, but he grinned. "He's great. |

know he really misses you guys. Shall we bombard him with Warbler love?"

"Not quite yet Blaine." Wes said. "It was actually luck that you didn't have Kurt with you when you came

here. We were planning to hide behind the couch if you did."

Blaine looked behind them at the medium-sized leather couch that sat in front of a flat-screen TV and

smirked, realizing how impossible that was and how funny it would have been to see it attempted.

"Anyway, seeing as how luck is on our side and Kurt is not with you, we can go on with our intended

message: Bring Kurt to the choir room at eight tonight."

Blaine's mouth fell open a little in disbelief at the anti-climactic sentence. "That's it? I mean, no offense

guys, but couldn't you have sent me a text or something? Or, you know, just have Wes tell me?"
"Ah see, but that's where you're wrong." David grinned. "It is of the utmost importance that Kurt not know
why he's going to the choir room at night and if we'd sent a text, you surely would have been nosy and

probably shown him the text to see if he knew. As for not having one person tell you, well, you saw how

much fun it is to surprise you. And we kind of couldn't wait until tonight to see you."

"And why is it that Kurt is going to the choir room at night?"Blaine was slightly uneasy about this. Terrible
flashes of them being hit by a million water balloons or locked in the room all night traveled through his
mind. Though he wouldn't mind that last one so much.

Thad answered his question. "Then it wouldn't be a surprise now would it?"

"Come on you guys." Blaine almost whined. "Why can't | know if it's a surprise for Kurt? You don't trust

me?"

He looked around at the faces surrounding him. His tone was blatantly flat. "You don't trust me."

"Not that we don't trust you, per say, but that we don't trust you with Kurt."

"Alright. Whatever. I told Kurt I was going to get coffee and if I come back without it he'll be suspicious. So,

if you'll excuse me..." He started backing towards the door.
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They followed him, pressing in closer. He groped around for the knob and twisted when he felt the cool

metal in his hand.

"Eight o'clock!"

"Don't forget!"

"See you then!"

"Missed you!"

"Miss you now!"

"Missed you ten seconds ago!"

Blaine slipped out the door. "Alright, alright. I'll see you then." He heard laughter from inside and shook

his head, hoping that whatever it was they were planning was worth it.

"Where are we going? Blaine, this had better be important. I'm missing valuable moisturizing time."

The dark-haired boy beside him smiled and pulled his hand, but didn't say anything. He knew Kurt would

recognize the route.

And sure enough, as Blaine led him through the tree-lined path, Kurt's voice came from beside him. "Why
are we going to the choir room?" He paused in thought and then struggled to keep up with Blaine as he
had fallen behind. "Honestly, I know you're excited to be back here, I know, | am too, but couldn't practice

wait until tomorrow? You know, when we actually have practice?"

"Sorry, but I'm in the dark about this as much as you are. Just trust me okay?"

"And I'm supposed to trust you when you have no idea what we're doing out here? Have you lost your

mind?"
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"Maybe." Blaine muttered under his breath, unheard by Kurt. He was going on a wild goose chase set
down by the Warblers. But he trusted them, for the most part, so he kept going and kept pulling Kurt along

with him.

He braced himself as he laid a hand on the doorknob, hesitantly pulling the door open.

No water balloons. No yells. No attack of flying monkeys.

Kurt poked his head in, looking around and then stared back at Blaine. "Are you going in or not?"

Blaine took a tentative step in, feeling Kurt's hands on his back, pushing him all the way in and shutting

the door behind him.

As soon as the door clicked shut, Wes appeared from the door leading to the room that housed the musical
instruments and microphones, only the latter of which the Warblers ever practiced with. Wes strode to

the center of the room, Blaine's eyes following him.

"Hey Wes!" Kurt ran up and hugged him, and by this time, all of the Warblers were emerging from the
room. Blaine wondered briefly how all of them had fit into that little room and then he decided that he
didn't care and didn't want to know. They surrounded Kurt the same way as they had surrounded Blaine

earlier and he felt a twinge of sympathy. Blaine put a hand in Kurt's and gently pulled him back from the

throng of boys, all smiling and talking and not doing anything out of the ordinary so far.

Blaine began to relax. Maybe they really just couldn't wait until tomorrow to see Kurt.

Wes stepped up and the other boys began to fall into formation in two lines, leaving a single space open

for him.

"Kurt," he began, grinning. "As you know, we've missed you. Or, if you didn't know, well, now you do. And

there's really not much more to say, but I hope you like it."

Wes stepped into formation and Kurt and Blaine took a few steps back, the realization falling into place.

They were going to sing to Kurt.

Blaine saw Wes's hand move, counting out the beats and then Wes began to sing alone.
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Hello world, hope you're listening

Forgive me if I'm young or speaking out of turn

But there's someone I've been missing

And I think that they could be the better half of me

Wes smiled lightly at both of them as he sang, but Blaine knew that this song was for Kurt. Only for Kurt.
The Warblers began a soft hum as Wes took up the couplet.

They're in the wrong place trying to make it right

But I'm tired of justifying

The entire group sang the chorus, their voices melding together seamlessly.

So I say to you come home come home

Cause I've been waiting for you for so long for so long

Right now there's a war between the vanities

But all I see is you and me

The fight for you is all I've ever known

Their voices faded and Wes sang the line alone.

So come home

Kurt's throat constricted. They were singing for him. He had missed them so much. And they were telling

him to come home. This home. His home and the only place he'd never felt scared.

1 get lost in the beauty of everything I see
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The world ain't half as bad as they paint it to be

If all the sons and the daughters stop to take it in

Well hopefully the hate subsides and the love can begin

Beside him, Blaine squeezed Kurt's hand, feeling the a wave of gratitude washing over him. He'd never

been more proud of them, or more proud to be able to call himself a Warbler. He truly knew what it meant

to have a family and that they were a family and not just because they'd spent the last few years putting

up with each other, creating new song arrangements and having 'study’ -read 'party’- sessions at their

various dorms throughout the years. No, it was because, even when things got bad, they were there for

each other and they stood up with you.

But until then, come home come home

Cause I've been waiting for you for so long for so long

And right now there's a war between the vanities

But all I see is you and me

And the fight for you is all I've ever known

Wes's voice again picked up the last line an almost memorizing smoothness.

So come home

And then there was silence and Blaine dared to look at the boy beside him, whose silent tears were

threatening to spill over. He blinked and successfully fought back the water works.

"Told you it would be worth it." Came Thad's voice from the back.

"Cut it out dimwit!" Someone hissed. "Can't you see he's having a moment?"

Blaine's hand squeezed Kurt's and when he could speak, he looked up with watery eyes and addressed the

group, who waited with expectant glances. "You didn't have enough fun making me cry my eyes out at the
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benefit and now you have to do it again?" He smiled with trembling lips and sniffed. "That was amazing. I

can't... there's no words to explain how much I love you guys."
Kurt stumbled forward, half-blinded by happy tears and was pulled into what could only be explained as
the largest bromance hug he had ever experienced. Blaine followed, putting his arms around the two

Warblers nearest him, grinning from ear to ear.

Laughing, they all pulled away after a long moment. Blaine realized he'd put his arm around Wes, as the

blond Warbler turned to him and said, "So, were you surprised?"

Blaine just shook his head in disbelief. "Do you even need to ask?"

"Just checking. Glad you're back man. Glad both of you are back."

Blaine smiled, looking over at Kurt, who was being bombarded by eager questions from the rest of the

group with a soft blush filling his cheeks. "Thank you. That song really did mean more than you know."

After a while, Blaine had shooed away the Warblers, telling them that they both needed to get sleep before
school the next day.

"Just because you guys can stay up all night and still be alive for class doesn't mean all of us have that

ability." He laughed and pulled Kurt out the door.

"Bye Klaine!"

Kurt paused, just outside the door, and stuck his head back in. "What?"

Blaine's face appeared beside Kurt's. "Klaine? Really guys?"

David just smiled and turned back to the others, who were sneaking glances at how the couple would

react to their new nickname. Blaine sighed and let the door close.

"Klaine?"
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"David's idea of a joke. Kurt and Blaine. You and me. Klaine. "

"Oh." Kurt smiled. "Well [ think it's cute."

"Yeah, well it could have been worse." He elbowed Kurt lightly in the ribs. "They could've gone with Blurt.

Imagine the disaster that would've been."

Kurt fell into step beside him, hand gripping at his arm. "I think I underestimated their craziness."

"Well, sometimes craziness can lead to genius. Kind of like when you don't get enough sleep and can

somehow write an amazing essay in twenty minutes the night before it's due?"

Kurt grinned. "I think that is more like madness. But same principle." He paused. "I'm getting better
though. Procrastination used to be my one terrible downfall, but [ wrote that last paper the week it got

assigned."

He lifted his chin proudly and Blaine leaned down and kissed the top of his head as he opened the door to

their dorm.

"And what about the French conjugation worksheet?" Blaine said, knowing that the paper sat untouched

in Kurt's bag.

Kurt colored. "That's a different case. Besides, have you finished it?"

The boy beside him smiled and tossed a pillow at him. "Touché.”

Kurt snatched the pillow out of midair and resisted the urge to throw it back. He was so not about to
return to the epic pillow fight a while ago that had ended with him begging for mercy as Blaine had

towered over him, pillow held locked and loaded in his hand, laughter in his eyes.

Setting the pillow on his bed, Kurt dug through his meticulously organized drawers for his beloved silk
pajamas. Blaine pulled his sweatshirt over his head and yanked on a plain black t-shirt. He disappeared

into the bathroom to change his pants and brush his teeth.

Kurt was still digging in the drawers when he came out and began to fold his sweatshirt, a habit he had

unwillingly picked up from his boyfriend. "What are you doing?"
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Kurt didn't answer, but rifled through another drawer, slamming it closed in frustration. "Blaine, please

tell me [ packed my pajamas.”

Blaine frowned. Pajamas. He didn't remember seeing Kurt's pajamas. He had reminded him to pack them.
Right? He joined Kurt in his search, but after ten minutes of unloading all the drawers and putting them

back in order, they had to conclude that Kurt had left them at home.

"I guess you'll just have to go commando until we get Burt to send you some." Blaine said seriously and
then bit his lip to keep from laughing at the look of horror that crossed Kurt's face. "I'm kidding. Relax. You

can borrow mine. [ have an extra pair."

Kurt sighed in relief as Blaine handed him a navy blue t-shirt and black lounge pants.

"I like that color on you." Blaine remarked from on his bed when Kurt emerged from the bathroom.

Kurt looked down at the shirt on his chest and grinned, sitting cross-legged on his own bed. "It smells like

you.

Blaine sneered and pulled the covers up. "I hope that's a compliment.”

"The best." Kurt responded, covering himself in the blankets. "Thanks for letting me borrow these."

"No problem. Boyfriends share right?"

"Right. And I'll share everything but you."

He heard Blaine's low laugh and smiled, folding his arms under his head. There was silence and Kurt
listened to the creak of the mattress as Blaine shifted into a more comfortable position. Kurt closed his
eyes, taking a deep breath as he felt the smile disappear. Blaine's nightmares had been getting worse,
more frequent. He didn't know what made him say it, especially now, but the words fell from his lips

before he could think about them.

"How long have you been having nightmares?"

There was a pause, a bit too long to be Blaine simply registering the question. Kurt's heart pounded in his

chest.
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"I'm not having nightmares." Blaine's voice was too soft, too careful, too cautious to assure Kurt he was
telling the truth. Kurt turned onto his side and stared at Blaine, who was lying on his back, making a point
not to look at Kurt.

"Blaine, please don't lie to me. You haven't been sleeping well and I-"

"Since when did 'nightmares’' become the definition of 'not sleeping well'?"

Kurt took a deep breath. Blaine didn't like to talk about things that were bothering him, especially not
with Kurt. For some reason, he thought it made him seem weak and no matter how much Kurt tried to tell

him that he didn't care, it still took convincing until he would open up.

"Blaine, please?" Kurt sat up.

"I don't know what you're talking about." Blaine was staring at the ceiling.

So this was how it was going to be.

"I saw you." Kurt said softly. "That night... when you were in the hospital."

That got his attention. Blaine looked over, pain in his eyes, but did not say anything.

Kurt stared at his hands in his lap. "I- It... it scared me Blaine. You were... your hand was twitching, like

you were trying to hold onto something. And you were moaning. And you... mumbled."

Blaine closed his eyes momentarily. "I didn't mean to scare you."

"Of course you didn't. You can't control what you do or what happens in a nightmare." He paused, unsure

of how to ask without offending him. "What... what were you talking about?"

"What do you mean?" Blaine knew what he would ask, but he hoped that Kurt would question him about

something else.

Kurt moved from his bed to the edge of Blaine's. Blaine scooted over, allowing Kurt room to lay down
beside him. The dorms at Dalton came equipped with two full-sized beds, something all of the inhabitants

at the school were glad to have, not only because they allowed a lot of room to spread out when they slept,
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but also because they provided ample space to create tents and barriers during pillow fights, which
occurred at least once a week, not to mention a nice place to study, with lots of room to pile books, or in

Blaine's case, music sheets.

Kurt sighed and said, "I think you know what [ mean Blaine."

Blaine hadn't met Kurt's eyes. He didn't really want to know what he'd said, but he knew Kurt wouldn't

rest until he'd made sure he was okay. "Kurt, I'm fine." He whispered.

"Baby, please. Just tell me. Do you have the same nightmare every time?"Kurt put his palm on Blaine's

cheek and turned his face towards his. Blaine didn't resist and carefully met his eyes.

"It's not good Kurt."

"Okay."

Blaine bit his lip. "What did [ say?"

"You mumbled. You said, 'no' and 'l know.""

Blaine's brow furrowed slightly as if he was trying to place why he'd said that. And then his face relaxed
and he said, "Oh."

Kurt's hand fell from his cheek and he slipped it into Blaine's hand. "What happens in your nightmares?"

Blaine was silent for a while and Kurt was worried he'd made him mad. But then Blaine squeezed Kurt's
fingers lightly. "It's not the same every time. Very similar, a few differences maybe, but it always ends the

same."

Kurt nodded encouragingly.

Blaine closed his eyes, felt Kurt's hand in his, and softly began to tell Kurt what he saw in his dreams. "I'm
usually walking on a path, sometimes it's a bridge or a ledge, and it's always beautiful. Gorgeous, like I'm
seeing everything in these fantastic colors and I feel so happy. But then I hear these whispers, in my head,
and I start walking towards where the voice is leading me to. The voice is sad, speaking in fragments,

saying 'don't let me.' I ask what it means, and there's no answer. It just keeps repeating. Whenever I step
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off the path, it's okay for a little while, and then, it's like [ blink and everything changes. The colors all
disappear, so everything is grey and black and the voice gets more urgent and says, 'don't let me." And [
can feel every gust of wind and the thumping of my heart and it's like I can't move and all I can hear is that
voice." Blaine began to struggle to keep his words from running together as his throat closed and he felt a
wave of shame come over him, for being unable to convince himself that these dreams weren't real. "And I
look over and I see... I see you." For the second time that night, his eyes filled with tears, but now, they

were tears of a different kind.

Kurt's hand squeezed in Blaine's, but he felt his stomach drop at Blaine's tone.

Blaine looked away, not meeting Kurt's eyes, seeing the memory vividly in his mind. "You're... you're lying
on the ground, in a hospital gown, and you're not... you're not breathing. You're so pale and cold and I hold
you in my arms and the voice is in my head again."

Kurt felt the tears form in his eyes.

"[ ask the voice what it wants, and your eyes open and you scream, 'Don't let me die."”

Blaine's voice broke in pain and tears spilled down his cheeks. Kurt's arms were around Blaine before he

knew it and he held him so tightly, letting Blaine cry into his chest.

"Baby." He murmurs. "Oh, baby, | had no idea. You didn't tell me. [ didn't know."

When Blaine's shaking began to subside, Kurt lifted his tear stained face. "Blaine, honey, why didn't you

tell me?"

"I couldn't." He hiccupped. "It was so real. It is real."

"No, no, honey, Blaine, it's just a dream." Kurt stroked his hair. "Just a dream. I'm here. It's okay."

Blaine began shaking his head. "No it's not a dream. I... it is real."

"What do you mean?" Kurt's tone was worried.

"[ can't save you. No matter what I do. I can try and try and I will never be able to save you."
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An overwhelming realization hit Kurt and a soft cry fell from his lips. He pulled Blaine into a long hug, his

mind racing.

Blaine didn't want to lose him. He was having nightmares, losing sleep, worrying that he couldn't do
anything to save him. That's what he meant, when he moaned in his dream. 'l know.' He was saying that he

knew he couldn't save him. That he was watching him die and couldn't do anything about it.

Kurt pulled away and pressed his palms to either side of Blaine's cheeks. "l had no idea this was affecting

you this much. You never told me. Has this been happening since I told you?"

Blaine shook his head. "No. The first one happened on the first day you started the second round of

chemo."

"It's been that long? Geez Blaine, | wish you would have told me. Are they getting any better at all?"

He looked up, telling him softly, "When you're here, [ don't get them as often."

Kurt stroked his cheek. "Okay. I'm here now. Alright? I'm here and I'm not going anywhere tonight."

Blaine nodded as Kurt snuggled down into the comforter. "Come here." He whispered and Blaine wiggled
down close to him. Kurt pulled him into him, holding him tightly and letting him cry until his sobs turned

to shaky breaths and he finally quieted and fell asleep.

As Blaine cried, silent tears fell down Kurt's cheeks into the dark curly hair, unseen by Blaine. His insides
twisted in knowing how much pain Blaine was in. This was obviously distressing him and Kurt spent so
long trying to figure out how to make him feel better, but as Blaine's ragged breathing began to turn into
soft, regulated sighs, he had gone through at least four different plans, he knew none of them would ease

Blaine's mind at all. None of the plans put his mind at ease either.

It scared him that he had no answers to this, that he couldn't help Blaine. And as he drifted into a troubled
sleep, his arms tightened around Blaine's body. To no one in particular, he found himself repeating a
single sentence over and over, wanting more than anything to take away any doubt, pain, or worry that
would ever cross Blaine's mind. He felt terrible for taking Blaine away from Dalton for any period of time,
for him having to sit up with him for hours while he puked, for him even having to go through his life with
any worry at all. He knew Blaine did all of this without a complaint and he would do it all over again in a

heartbeat because that's just the kind of person he was. And Kurt loved him. He loved him so much.

-213-



Contents T

Don't let him suffer. Don't let him suffer.
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25. Songs and Stories

It had turned colder in the days that followed. It was windy, cloudy, and the sky was grey. It was cardigan
and jacket weather; Kurt's favorite kind of weather. He leaned against the doorframe with a mug of hot
chocolate in his hands. He stared into the cup, watching the steam rise. His shoulders were clad in soft
white cashmere, a blue scarf wound around his neck that brought out the color of his eyes. Chewing his
bottom lip, he sighed at the cup in his hands. He really had wanted hot chocolate earlier, but now, the

thought of the sweet drink just turned his stomach.
Blaine looked up from the book he was reading. "You know, in some places, it's considered rude to stare.”

Kurt smiled, lifting his eyes and lowering the mug. "And in some places, I actually care about what's

considered rude. Especially when it concerns inanimate objects. What are you reading?"

He lifted the book, moving his hands to show him the cover.

"Harry Potter?" Kurt raised an eyebrow. "Haven't you read those eight times already?"

"Don't question the lure that is Harry Potter. And actually, it's nine times. However," he shifted from
where he was sprawled out on the bed, closing the book and setting it on the table, "seeing as how you

look so adorable right now, I think I can resist the temptation of spells and flying broomsticks."

While saying this, Blaine had been moving closer to Kurt. He put his hands on Kurt's arms and stared into

his eyes, leaning forward. Kurt smiled softly.

And Blaine leaned down and took a drink of the hot chocolate in his boyfriend's hands with a loud slurp.
"Hey!" Kurt cried and jumped back, avoiding being hit with some of the steaming liquid that had spilled
onto the floor. Blaine straightened up with a goofy smile on his face, licking his lips. Kurt glowered and

smacked his cheek in annoyance. "Blaine, this is cashmere! If you wanted some, you just had to ask!"

A sheepish grin replaced the laughing smile. "Sorry. I'll get you a new one."
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"Ugh." He groaned, pressing the half-full cup into Blaine's hands. "You can have it. [ didn't want it anyway."

Blaine moved to get a towel, but Kurt had already reappeared from the bathroom with a roll of paper
towels and began to clean up the spilled drink. Blaine shrugged and sat on the bed, taking a sip, trying to

hide the concern in his voice. "You haven't been eating much lately. Are you okay?"

"It's fine."Kurt's tone had turned tense and Blaine knew he didn't want to talk about it, so he reluctantly

changed the topic.

"So what do you want to do tonight?"

Kurt looked up, balling the paper towels in his hands, grimacing as he threw them away.

"We could take a walk." Blaine called after Kurt.

He appeared in the doorway and walked over, sitting next to him. "And have my hair possibly ruined by

the forty percent chance of rain? No thank you. We could go sit in the lounge. I think Thad said the

fireplace is lit now."

Blaine grinned. "And have them crowd it trying to roast marshmallows?"

Kurt shifted. "Okay, bad idea. Library?"

"l thought you didn't want me to read.” Blaine lifted his chin towards the discarded Harry Potter book on

the table. "How about a movie?"

A smile spread across Kurt's face. "I like that idea."

"I promised I'd take you to see Water for Elephants.”

"Hmm.... As exciting as that sounds, I think I'd rather stay in. I'm feeling kind of tired."

A look of concern immediately crossed Blaine's face. He took a few steps closer and brushed his fingertips

on Kurt's jaw line. "Okay. And what would you like to see?"
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As Kurt thought, his eyes gazed around the room. His heart dropped when he saw his open journal on the
desk. Had Blaine seen it? Had he read it? He curled his hands tightly, keeping his eyes locked on the book,
scared that it would disappear when he looked away. How could he have been so careless? He'd always

kept them hidden and then to just leave it lying open on his desk where anyone could read it?

"Kurt?"

He flicked his eyes back up to Blaine. "The Princess Bride. But... umm, I think I loaned it to Wes, so..."

"No problem." Blaine smiled. "He's right down the hall. I'll go ask him."

"Thanks." Kurt plastered a smile on his face and watched him leave.

The second Blaine was out of view, he shot forward and snatched the journal up, sending the pen
clattering to the floor in his haste. He dropped to the ground by his bed and pulled out a small ebony,
wooden box. Opening it carefully, he sighed with relief to see that the other two journals lay undisturbed.
He picked up the red one and set it beside the forest green one that he had just rescued. The dark purple
one was thinner, as almost all of the pages had been ripped out. Underneath the purple journal lay a stack
of letters, all neatly sealed and organized with a single word written on the front of everyone. A pile of
stiff, unused envelopes were tucked on the side. He set the red journal back inside, and he'd picked up the

green one when he heard Blaine's voice as he came back into the room.

"He said he- hey, what's that?"

Kurt slammed the lid back on the box and shoved it under his bed, standing up quickly. "Oh, nothing."

Blaine's eyes narrowed slightly in suspicion. "Okaaay. Well, Wes has no idea what you're talking about.

Are you sure you gave it to him?"
Kurt looked around, heart pounding a little. "Oh, well, maybe not. " His eyes landed on the bookshelf,
where the movie lay on top of his favorite books. "Found it!" He cheered and held up the DVD like a prized

trophy.

"Wanna start it now?"
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Kurt grinned and popped it into the DVD player. Blaine grabbed the large blanket from the closet and
hopped up on the bed. When Kurt joined him, he threw the blanket over the two of them as Kurt pressed

play.

"Wesley is so romantic.”" Kurt commented tiredly as the movie was ending, even though they'd had this
discussion before. "Although how Buttercup didn't recognize his voice is beyond me. I'd know your voice
anywhere."

Blaine glanced over and tightened his hand in Kurt's. "You okay?"

Kurt blinked slowly and snuggled in closer, eyes glazing over the rolling movie credits, not bothering to

turn it off. "Just tired."

He smiled down at him and then paused, hand twisting nervously in the blanket. "Hey, Kurt?"

"Yeah?"

"There's something I've been wanting to tell you, but [ wasn't sure when would be the right time."

"Okay." Kurt sat up, noting the way Blaine's eyes were darting around in an adorable anxious way. "And is

now that right time?" He hit stop on the DVD player and the room was quite suddenly silent.

Blaine nodded and got up off the bed, returning a moment later with his guitar. He took a deep breath and
let it out shakily, strumming his fingers lightly against the strings. "l wrote this for you and [ want you to

really listen to the words okay?"

"Okay," he said softly. He could tell this was really important to Blaine.

Blaine took another breath and moved his fingers to the frets, beginning the song carefully. Then he raised

his eyes and his voice rose with the melody.

I've been alone

Surrounded by darkness
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And I've seen how heartless

The world can be

And I've seen you crying

You feel like it's hopeless

I'll always do my best

To make you see

Kurt knew right then and there that, as cliché as it seemed, no song he ever heard would make him feel

like this again, as loved, as achingly breathless as this.

Cause baby, you're not alone

Cause you're here with me

And nothing's ever gonna bring us down

Cause nothing can keep me from loving you

And you know it's true

It don't matter what'll come to be

Our love is all we need to make it through

Blaine began to smile as he sung, for the time being, not feeling worried or anxious. Nightmares still
invaded his dreams, as he knew by the tale-tale nail marks on his palms and the sore body he woke with
every day. But he hadn't woken up screaming and Kurt hadn't said anything since that night he brought it
up, and Blaine hoped that meant that he was gaining control of these nightmares. Being with Kurt seemed
to help. Kurt made him feel so happy, so alive, despite everything that was going on and it seemed almost
as if their lives were back to normal, being at Dalton. He'd written this song on the back of a napkin one

day in the coffee shop, the lines scribbled quickly, but the words had flown so easily and he sang with the
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most amount of emotion he'd had in a while, truly feeling the words and what they meant. He'd known he

loved Kurt for so long and now he could finally say it. His fingers moved with ease along the frets and his

voice became slower on the next lines.

Now I know it ain't easy

But it ain't hard trying

Every time I see you smiling

And I feel you so close to me

Tell me

That baby you're not alone

Cause you're here with me

And nothing's ever gonna bring us down

Cause nothing can keep me from loving you

And you know it's true

It don't matter what'll come to be

Our love is all we need to make it through

Blaine's voice suddenly shifted to a gravelly, rough sound that sent a shiver down Kurt's back. It was the

sexiest he'd ever heard Blaine's voice when he sang.

Now I still have trouble

I trip and stumble

Trying to make sense of things sometimes
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I look for reasons

But I don't need 'em

All I need is to look in your eyes

And I realize

Blaine held the last note, his voice dragging on the high pitch that made Kurt's heart skip a beat. Okay, this

was the sexiest he'd heard Blaine's voice. Color rushed up to Kurt's cheeks. Damn. Since when had he been

this affected by a song?

Baby you're not alone

Cause you're here with me

And nothing's ever gonna bring us down

Cause nothing can keep me from loving you

And you know it's true

It don't matter what'll come to be

Our love is all we need to make it through

The fingers began stroking softer on the strings, slowing the melody. Blaine took a breath and after he

played the last note, he spoke the last lines with Kurt still in disbelief at how Blaine's voice made him feel,

a goofy smile on his face that he knew he couldn't stop if he tried.

Cause it don't matter what'll come to be

Our love is all we need to make it through

Kurt's smile matched the one that appeared on Blaine's face. He set aside the guitar.
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"What did you think?" He asked quietly, obviously still nervous in wondering how Kurt would embrace

the song.

"Blaine, that... that was the most amazing, sweet, beautiful thing ['ve ever heard. Ever. And your voice, god,

your voice..." Kurt sighed, unable to finish, unable to think of a word that was fit to describe the sound.

Blaine blushed, adding to the already adorableness of his entire being. "Did you listen to the words?"

"Of course I did.”

"Al’ld?"

"And I think that every other guy in the entire world is crying right now because they will never know

what it's like to have the best boyfriend ever."

Blaine's hand found Kurt's. "Kurt..." he said slowly. "I love you."

He smiled, feeling a happy warmth fill his veins. "I love you too."

Their lips met for a kiss that was so soft, but so full of meaning, that it paled in comparison to the other
kisses they'd shared. And inside, the little voice in his head was screaming, jumping up and down and

laughing with glee.

Blaine Anderson loved him and he'd never felt so happy to be alive.

Kurt was not ashamed to say that they cuddled that night after the movie. And it was great. Nothing had
really changed in those moments when they'd said 'l love you,’ but all of their feelings were now out in the
open, which Kurt was all too glad to have and to have Blaine return those feelings. He couldn't count the
number of times when he'd almost said that he loved him. He'd had to bite his tongue and then his brain
screamed at him to stop. He didn't know why he didn't say it. Maybe it was because somewhere in his
subconscious mind, he thought that maybe Blaine didn't feel the same way. Maybe this was all a dream
and he would wake up and go back to being shoved into lockers and slushied. Maybe he just didn't think
that he was lucky enough to have someone like Blaine love him. Maybe Blaine was just simply helping him

through this like any other boyfriend would. And kissing him. Whatever the reason, it was stupid now that
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Kurt thought about it. He kind of wished he'd said it sooner, but he realized that he was absolutely perfect
with how it had happened. They'd been together for three or so months, but to Kurt, they might as well
have been together forever. He knew that Blaine was his other half, his soul mate. He'd never believed in

that kind of stuff before. And then he met Blaine.

Blaine's song was unbelievable. Blaine was unbelievable. And Kurt lay there, with Blaine's arms around
him and his fingers wound with his boyfriend's, listening to Blaine's steady breathing, feeling his chest rise

and fall against his back, he smiled.

He felt it. A twitch. Kurt shifted a bit, snuggling up to go back to sleep from the half-conscious world

between asleep and awake.

He heard it. A moan. Kurt's eyes opened and he turned his head to look at the clock on the bedside table.
3:30 AM.

Another sound. A whimper. Kurt turned over, rubbing his eyes, making them adjust in the darkness.

Blaine was in the middle of a nightmare. Kurt's heart thudded. Crap.

Should he wake him up? These nightmares were bad. He didn't know what to do.

Blaine moved around more, his ragged breathing coming faster. He began to speak, in a low voice laced

with pain that tore through Kurt as he listened with his own heart pounding.

"Don't...  don't... want... No. Kurt... don't..."

Blaine's eyes moved frantically behind his closed lids, limbs beginning to flail. He whimpered again,
followed by the low moan of someone whose heart was breaking. Kurt reached out a shaky hand and the
moment his skin touched the moaning boy, Blaine latched onto Kurt's arm, squeezing, nails digging into
his wrist. Kurt bit back a cry, terrified that he'd made the dream worse. Blaine was gripping onto him like
he was trying to pull him back, as if Kurt had fallen from a cliff and Blaine was the only thing that kept

Kurt from plummeting,.

"No." Blaine's voice rose in panic. "Don't. No! Please!"
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And he let go of Kurt's arm and actually thrashed in his nightmare. Kurt was frozen, feeling so helpless,
and he couldn't move. And then Blaine began to scream. A high-pitched, broken scream and Kurt knew

where he was in the timeline of the dream. Kurt's heart wrenched. It was time to end this.

He pushed his arms out, hands pressing down on Blaine's shoulders. He only thrashed more. "Blaine, wake

up. Please, wake up!"

Blaine's hands struggled blindly against Kurt's, nails scraping. He still screamed. Kurt felt the hot tears

falling from his cheeks. Why wouldn't he wake up?

In desperation, Kurt put his hands on Blaine's chest and straddled him as his legs began to kick. He
pressed his body down against his, trying to control the crazed flailing, bringing his hands up to hold
down Blaine's arms. He leaned over, feeling Blaine's heaving chest rise and fall in sheer terror, putting his
lips right at Blaine's ear.

There was a flurry of running steps outside, pausing every few moments as the people who made them
listened at each door and then continued on. Kurt heard them stop outside their door, paused at they
listened and then, "It's here!"

Other steps rushed up and they began to pound on the door.

"Kurt!"

"Blaine, what's going on?"

"Open the door!"

"Please don't be hurt."

"Someone say something in there!"

It was hard for Kurt to even focus on what he was saying now. His lips were mouthing the words and he

said them into Blaine's ear, raising his voice as much as he could without hurting him.

"Blaine! Blaine, it's Kurt. It's me. Wake up Blaine! Please wake up!"
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The pounding on the door grew louder and someone mentioned something about getting a teacher.

Kurt pressed his hands to Blaine's face, almost yelling at him now. "Wake up!"

And suddenly, Blaine's eyes snapped open. The screaming stopped. Kurt moaned in relief. The pounding

ceased. They listened. The door handle twisted.

Kurt leaned over him, hugging him tightly, panting, though he felt like he shouldn't be out of breath like
this. Blaine's chest heaved in breathlessness and he felt the tears on his cheeks that he didn't know he'd
cried.

"It's okay." Kurt's shaky voice was in his ear again. "You're okay. It was just a dream.”

Blaine began to sob, his weak arms locking behind Kurt's back as Kurt held him. Kurt moved his hand to

push back the mop of sweaty hair that threatened to fall into his eyes, his pale face gleaming.

The pounding began again, though less insistent now.

"Kurt. Blaine. Someone open this door or we're getting the Dean.”

Blaine's arms tightened around Kurt's body. He didn't want him to leave. Kurt pressed his face into

Blaine's shoulder. "I have to. I'll be right back. I won't let them come in okay?"

He unwound himself from Blaine's form and slipped off the bed, running silently to the door. The second
he had the door cracked, multiple people shoved their way through. Kurt struggled to keep his balance
and closed the door quickly. He saw four shapes in the darkness.

"Get out." Kurt begged, but his pleas fell on deaf ears.

"What the hell is going on?" Wes hissed.

"Who was screaming?" Jeff looked around, hands held up as if he were ready to fight off an intruder.

"It sounded like someone was being tortured in here." David said, not knowing how close he was to the

truth.
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"If this is your damn idea of a joke, then you've got some serious shit coming your way. I thought we kept

the pranks reserved for the day." Thad grumbled.

A small sob escaped Blaine's lips, no matter that he'd been biting the blanket to keep from making any
noise. All five pairs of eyes turned to the bed. Thad flicked on the light, sending the room into a brightness

that no one wanted their eyes subject to after being used to the dark.

Blaine's eyes were still full of fear and he wasn't able to duck under the blanket fast enough. The four boys

rushed up, surrounding the bed. Kurt pushed his way through, raising his voice.

"Guys! Stop okay? It was a nightmare! He was having a nightmare. Give him some room. Back up!"

"Blaine was screaming? That must've been one hell of a nightmare."

"Please, just go okay? This isn't-"

"Don't you tell us that this isn't any of our business Hummel! He's our friend too!"

Kurt didn't know what to say. He knew that if any their situations were reversed, he would want to know
answers too. And he was so tired. He just wanted everyone to leave. He sighed and looked down at
Blaine's form, still under the blankets. Kurt sat on the bed and put a hand on his covered shoulder, feeling

the shaking and hearing the hollowed breath as Blaine was trying to control himself.

"Blaine?" He whispered, moving his hand up to the boy's head. He gently pulled back the blanket. Blaine's

eyes were closed, sweat shone on his forehead. "Blaine, sit up okay?"

He opened his eyes slowly and did as he was told, sniffing loudly and rubbing at his tears, embarrassment

making his cheeks hot. Kurt faced him, with one palm pressed on his cheek.

"Look at me." Kurt ignored the other boys in the room. "Blaine, honey, are you okay?"

After a moment's pause, where Kurt saw Blaine's eye swim with tears, he nodded. Kurt returned his nod.

"Okay." He wrapped his arms around him and held him close.

Kurt kept his arms around Blaine's shoulders, but pulled his head up to look at the faces surrounding

them, as David spoke.
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"Jesus, Blaine, do you have these a lot?"

He took a shaky breath and replied, "Sometimes."

"This is the worst I've seen it." Kurt explained. "I've never had to wake him up before."

Blaine took a breath and then seemed to find his voice, feeling Kurt's arms tighten protectively around

him. "Guys, thanks for... for you know, making sure we weren't getting killed, but can you maybe leave?"

David grimaced in disapproval. Thad opened his mouth, but closed it quickly.

"Alright. Yeah, let's give them some space guys." Wes began to herd the group out the door, speaking
softly. He paused in the doorway, turning back. "Hey, umm... if you need anything, just come over. We'll

leave the door unlocked. I don't care what time it is. Got that?"

Kurt nodded gratefully and glanced down at Blaine. "Thank you Wes."

Wes smiled a little sadly and quietly shut the door. Kurt let out a long breath and leaned his head against

Blaine's, running a hand through his hair.

Blaine sighed and then pushed himself off of Kurt, hanging his legs off the bed and hung his head in his
hands. Kurt drew his arms into himself, unsure of how to help. They sat, neither one saying a word for a
long time. Then Kurt slowly got up and crawled over on his knees behind Blaine. He tentatively brought
his hands up, sliding them along his back. When Blaine did not flinch away, he pushed his fingers down

onto the tense shoulders. Blaine sighed again, but this time, it was in content.

"Geez Blaine." Kurt commented as he worked, gently massaging the tight muscles under his hands.
"Remind me to never let you get stressed out about anything ever again. Or your shoulders might just

tense up into your neck and stay there."

Blaine just leaned his head back and a soft 'ah’ fell from his lips. Kurt kept rubbing at the tender spot,

digging his thumbs in.

He leaned his head forward and placed a soft kiss on his neck. He felt Blaine relax under him, his muscles

slackening and he let out a low, breathy moan.
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"I thought you said they got better when I was here." Kurt whispered slowly, broaching the subject

carefully.

Blaine sighed. "I know."

"Do they get worse when I'm here?"

"No, no Kurt. God, no." Blaine's reply was rushed. His hands tensed at his sides. Then he spoke quieter. "I

don't know what makes them worse."

"This one was really bad wasn't it?"

From where he was behind Blaine, he couldn't see his face as he stroked his hands softly on his neck and
shoulders, but he could tell that Blaine's face had changed. He pictured nervous fear in those beautiful

hazel eyes.

"I'm sorry. I... I shouldn't be-"

Blaine cut him off with a shake of his head. "No. You're right to be curious. Yes, it was. It was really bad." A

hand reached up and covered the one on his shoulder. "I was screaming."

[t wasn't a question. An ashamed statement.

"No." Kurt said too quickly, in his rushing need to make Blaine feel better. "Well, [ mean... no, you did. You

did scream Blaine."

Unfazed, Blaine asked, "How badly?"

Kurt pressed his forehead into Blaine's unruly curly hair, squeezing his hand lightly. "It broke my heart to

hear you scream like that."
A broken sigh came from the still form beneath him. And then Blaine got up, turning around on his knees

to face Kurt. "Please, Kurt," he said seriously, eyes turning stony, "the next time that happens, wake me up.

Right away."

-228-



Contents T

"l promise." Kurt whispered and wrapped his arms around his neck, pulling him close and inhaling the

scent of him.

The adrenaline that had filled his veins less than ten minutes ago was dissipating fast. He'd been tired so
much lately now, and as much as he wanted to stay awake, Kurt felt his eyes begin to burn and his limbs
grow heavy. Blaine felt it too, with Kurt draped over his shoulders and pulled away from their embrace.

He pressed his hand to Kurt's cheek and the younger boy leaned into his touch and closed his eyes.

"Go back to sleep Kurt." Blaine whispered and he laughed a little at the way Kurt's eyes snapped open in

rebellion, but began to droop again immediately.

"I'm not..." He mumbled, but Blaine was lowering his hand, with Kurt leaning heavily on him and having

no choice but to be led softly to the pillow.

"Sleep."

Kurt opened his eyes widely, as if he were forcing them to stay open, and said, "You're not okay Blaine. I

can't... you need me to..."

"Kurt," he cut him off with a gentle sigh, "what I need is for you to get as much sleep as possible so you
don't bite my head off tomorrow morning when you get mad at me for doing something stupid because

you're tired. I'll be fine okay?"

The blue eyes narrowed. Blaine didn't believe himself either, but he wasn't sure what else to do. I'm scared
as hell to go back to sleep because I keep seeing you dying every time I close my goddamn eyes wasn't really

what Kurt needed to hear.

Blaine wrapped his arm around Kurt's waist and pulled him in close, nuzzling his face into Kurt's
shoulder. He felt Kurt sigh and clasped their hands together. He could swear he heard Kurt mumble,

"Could never be mad at you," and he felt their hands being intertwined tighter.

Blaine didn't go to sleep for a long time after that, contenting himself with listening to Kurt's even
breathing and getting as close as he possibly could to the boy beside him, willing himself not to go to sleep.
In his dream, Kurt was a cold, still body and as he hugged the warm form closer, he yelled at his mind that

this was real. That Kurt was with him, alive and breathing and everything that Blaine loved.
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Not realizing that his eyes had closed, Blaine awoke the next morning, sweating from being so close to
Kurt the entire night, and not caring at all. He hadn't dreamed; there had been no more nightmares as he

slept.

Kurt felt Blaine's movement and rolled over. His eyes were red. Probably from lack of sleep and what he

went through last night. Blaine felt immensely guilty.

Kurt stretched out his neck and lightly kissed Blaine's nose. "You didn't have any more nightmares?"

"No." Blaine shook his head, happy at the relief that appeared on Kurt's face.

"Are you still tired?"

"Yes, but," Blaine's eyes shifted to the clock on the bedside table, "we have class in an hour."

"Are you sure? We can skip today, if you need to."

"You can't miss any more school."

"I'll tell them I don't feel good and you're taking care of me."

"Kurt..." He ran a hand through his unruly hair. "I can't have you falling behind because of me. And I need

to go to class too. That presentation is due next week and we have midterms coming up."

"Ugh. Don't remind me." Kurt groaned and pushed himself up off the bed. "Maybe I can sleep through

finals..."

"Come on you baby." Blaine grinned and rubbed his tired eyes, quickly changing his pajama pants and t-
shirt for his Dalton uniform. He could hear Kurt grumble about having to cut his moisturizing routine

short as he trudged into the bathroom and he smiled affectionately.

Blaine grabbed the bottle of gel from his nightstand and stood in front of the mirror by the door. In a
methodic routine that had become automatic, he squirted a large amount into his palms and ran his hands

through his hair.
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He'd finished plastering down his hair when Kurt emerged from the bathroom without a hair out of place.

Kurt stood against the doorway, a hand on his hip.

"I wish you wouldn't do that."

Blaine turned. "Do what?"

Kurt gestured to the bottle of gel in his hand.

"So you like me looking like a poodle?” Blaine snorted.

The corner of Kurt's mouth lifted into a smile. "A cute poodle.”

Blaine set down the gel and wound his arms around Kurt's waist, feeling the soft material of the sweater
he wore against his skin. Blaine gently bit down on his lower lip and then hesitantly leaned forward and
pressed his lips against Kurt's. Kurt sighed contentedly and felt his body go weak at Blaine's touch. Blaine
deepened the kiss and Kurt was pushed backwards until his back was up against the wall. Kurt's hands

tightened around Blaine's neck and he pulled him closer, whining a bit when Blaine pulled away.

"I'm going to have to give you compliments more often." Kurt said, raising his eyebrows suggestively.

Blaine grinned and quickly kissed his nose. "We have today, then tomorrow. And then it's the weekend.

Two more days and then we'll be free."

"And when is winter break again?"

"After finals. Two weeks from now."

Kurt's mouth puckered in disgust. "Why do Dalton finals have to be so ridiculously difficult?"

"They're notorious for flunking more students than any other private school in this county. That's just the

tests. That's not including if the teacher doesn't like you."

The color drained from Kurt's face and his arms slackened around Blaine's neck. "You didn't tell me that!

Why have I not been studying night and day for the past month? I'll never be able to catch up, I'll-"
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Blaine held Kurt closer, breathing softly in his ear. "Relax. I'm kidding." He pulled away to look into Kurt's
eyes. "You'll do fine. Yeah, the tests are hard, but it's nothing worse than anything you've already had to
do."

A blush now crept up Kurt's cheeks, though the doubt shown in his eyes. "Are you sure?"

Blaine unwound one of his hands from around Kurt to point at his face. "Come on Kurt. Does this face lie?"

Kurt narrowed his eyes at the puppy dog look that Blaine was sporting. "Not that again Blaine. It doesn't

work."

He looked away, trying to avoid glancing anywhere but Blaine's eyes. Not hesitating, Blaine followed him,

moving his face in front of Kurt's wherever the taller boy turned his head.

Kurt bit his lip, trying so hard, but in mere moments, he cracked, grasping Blaine's face in his hands to
stop him from copying his movement again. "Alright! Alright, you win. But," he removed a hand and
pointed a long finger at his nose, "do not think for one second, Blaine Anderson, that this means that your

stupid sappy eyes will work on me every time, because you've got another thing coming."

"Point taken." Blaine wrinkled his nose and rubbed his chin where Kurt had held him still. "But, Kurt

Hummel, you should know that I have a secret.”

Kurt put a hand on his hip and looked up with a bored expression. "Do you now?"

"

"Yep.

And Blaine turned away, knowing that this would infuriate Kurt. He smiled to himself and began to gather
his books for the day's classes. Sure enough, Blaine could hear the light, annoyed tapping of Kurt's foot
against the floor. He could picture the indecision on his face, debating about whether or not to broach the

subject.

"What kind of secret?"

Blaine grinned.

Check.
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"Oh, just a little secret." He turned around to face him.

"Secrets were made to be told. Spill it."

"I'm sure it wouldn't interest you at all." He smiled sweetly, seeing the impatience on Kurt's face.

"And what makes you think that?"

"Well, it might make you a bit jealous."

"Oh please, do you really take me for the jealous type? Besides, what could possibly be so secret in your

life that could ever make me jealous?"

Check mate.

Blaine turned his gaze to a serious mask, looking down as if nervous, though Kurt knew it was all

fabricated. "I'm in love."

Kurt let out a theatrical gasp. "No, not in love? How horribly vain of you."

"Yes." Blaine sighed, equally as theatrical. "It is true. For the first time in m