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Chapter Thirty



Chapter One

The mid-August sun was merciless. Hot and glaring off the surface of
the clear water against his eyes behind his sunglasses. It was nothing
like the heat of Britain, which was warm and gentle. No, this...this was
an Ohio summer. Just like the past two months had been. Much too
hot. Much too bright. Much too humid.

Sighing, he flipped the page in the latest copy of American Wizard and
absently gazed at the moving advertisement for the latest model of
Stallion, a broad-chested wizard zooming across the page and winking
up from the glossy surface.

"Kurt, why don't you come swimming? You're being boring again."
Kurt sniffed and looked up from his magazine at the dark-skinned girl
staring at him, her arms against the edge of the pool as she kicked
lightly.

"I'm perfectly happy right here, Mercedes, thank you," he said,
adjusting his sunglasses and turning his chair a little to move into the
shade.

"All you do is sit under that umbrella all day. It's like you're scared of
the sun."

Kurt glanced up at the Asian girl walking towards him around the pool
and wringing her long, dark hair out.

"First off," Kurt said, sitting up in his chaise and cocking an eyebrow.
"It's a parasol, not an umbrella, Tina, there's a difference." Tina rolled
her eyes as she picked up her towel. "Second, have you seen my skin?
I burn like a piece of toast. The sun and I don't mix well, you know
that."

Tina shook her head as she picked up her wand from her pile of
clothes, glancing around briefly before flicking it and Conjuring a glass
of lemonade, which she plucked from mid-air and sipped.

"Oh, I want one," Mercedes said, swimming to the ladder and climbing
out of the pool, dripping water everywhere.

"Watch it!" Kurt hissed, drawing back as she walked passed him,
flicking water at him from her hand with a smirk. "Also, I want one,
too, Tina."

"Oh, don't bother saying please," Tina grumbled, flicking her wand and
Conjuring two more lemonades, which she passed to them.

Kurt took a long drink of it, sighing and smacking his lips. "I'd rather
have pumpkin juice," he said thoughtfully as he set the glass down.
Both girls rolled their eyes.

"Hogwarts has ruined you," Mercedes said, sitting down in the chair
next to him as Tina toweled herself dry.



"Yes, well, it does that," Kurt muttered, turning back to his magazine.
"Did Blaine call you yet today?" Tina said as she flicked her wand to
dry herself completely.

"Not yet," Kurt said, trying to sound as though he wasn't as anxious as
he was. "He usually calls before he goes to bed."

"You just live for these Friday night phone calls, don't you?" Mercedes
said, smirking again.

Kurt gave her a dead-panned look, lowering his sunglasses so she
could see his blue eyes.

"Chill," she said, holding up her hands in surrender and laughing.
"You're going to see him Wednesday, aren't you?"

Kurt nodded, smiling at the thought. He'd been missing his boyfriend
with a constant, horrible ache. But they'd been writing each other at
least twice a week and Blaine called him every Friday night using the
cell phone he'd begged his parents to buy him the day they'd left
Hogwarts for the summer. Because of the cost of the calls, though,
they were only granted a half hour conversation once a week.

"Going to see Mike?" Kurt said, looking up at Tina, who was wiggling
into her shorts.

She nodded, smiling. "Mercedes, you should get ready if you want to
see the movie, too."

Mercedes sighed heavily but stood up to get her things. "Sure you
don't want to come, Kurt?" she called over her shoulder as she dried
herself off and pulled her clothes over her bathing suit.

"Mhmm," Kurt said, wrinkling his nose as he turned the page to see a
garishly colored advertisement for a new type of candy that Kurt was
pretty sure were just a rip-off of the British wizards' Fizzing Whizbees.
"He'll be waiting for Blaine's call," Tina said, grinning.

"Of course," Mercedes said, slipping her wand in her purse.

Kurt pursed his lips and glared at both of them.

They laughed.

"Don't forget," Mercedes called over her shoulder as they moved
around the side of the house. "We're staying over tomorrow for one
last sleep-over before you go!"

"Couldn't forget if I tried, as many times as you two remind me," Kurt
said.

They laughed again, shouting their goodbyes back to him as they
disappeared from view.

Clucking his tongue, Kurt closed up his magazine and set it on the
ground.

He stood, stretching and yawning, his bare chest and arms soaking in
the warm sun as he picked up his lemonade and ambled into the
house, draining the glass as he went.



His step-brother, Finn, was sitting on the couch, watching some
football game he'd recorded from the previous night.

"Hey," Kurt said, walking past him towards the kitchen and setting his
empty glass in the sink.

"Hey," Finn said, taking a bite from the sandwich he was holding. "Oh,
you got a letter."

"What?" Kurt said, rounding on him and searching the counter.

"Yea, it's over by the sink," Finn said, glancing at him briefly before
returning to his game.

Kurt turned and saw a thick envelope sitting on the counter beside the
sink. His heart skipped happily when he recognized Blaine's
handwriting.

"Why didn't you tell me?" Kurt snapped as he picked up the letter and
slit the envelope open.

"You were busy," Finn replied, shrugging. "Sorry, dude," he mumbled
as he caught the look on Kurt's face.

Kurt sighed, rolling his eyes as he pulled out the folded parchment. A
photograph fluttered to the ground and he bent over to pick it up.
Turning it over, a broad grin split his face.

There was Blaine, his hazel eyes shining up at him as he laughed. His
mother was standing next to him, hugging him tightly and occasionally
kissing his cheek. Blaine was pointing to his chest, where a small
badge engraved with the words "Head Boy" was pinned to his shirt.
Kurt let out a small squeal of excitement and turned to read the letter
accompanying the picture.

I'M HEAD BOY!

Sorry, I just really needed to let that out! Can you believe it? I just got
the letter today. Mum and Dad are about ready to have a heart attack
they're so excited. We're going out to celebrate tonight. Wish you
could be here with us! But we can celebrate next week, right?

I still can't believe I get to see you Wednesday. WEDNESDAY! It's only
six days away! Mum keeps having to tell me to calm down because I
keep unpacking and repacking my bag (which has been ready in my
bedroom for a week) to have something to do with myself.

Did Jeff and Nick send you that picture of them with the drummer of
the Weird Sisters? I can't believe they actually got to meet him! I'm
not a huge fan of the band, but still. And their hair...honestly, I don't
know what's wrong with them. Ah, I'm becoming you now, love.

Have you gotten your letter yet for school? You should be getting it
sometime today or tomorrow. I'm guessing it takes longer for overseas
deliveries. I'm still going to call you Friday (It's Thursday
now...hopefully you'll get this before I call, if not, ignore this) and I
can't wait to hear your voice. I miss it so much and I wish we could



talk more. Those...what are they? Long-distance charges? Are
ridiculous.

This is getting a bit long and Mum is yelling at me to hurry up so we
can go out to eat.

I love you and I can't wait to see you Wednesday!

Blaine

Kurt smiled, letting out another excited giggle as he looked at the
picture again. If anyone deserved to be Head Boy, it was Blaine. He'd
been through so much and still managed to stay put-together after it
all.

"What's up?" Finn said, looking up at Kurt's laugh.

"Blaine's Head Boy," Kurt said, unable to stop grinning.

Finn gave him a blank look.

Kurt sighed. "It's just something for school. It's a big deal."

"Oh," Finn said, blinking. "That's...cool, I guess." He shrugged,
returning to the television.

"Very cool," Kurt muttered, rolling his eyes.

Humming randomly, he climbed the stairs to his bedroom, moving to
the bulletin board above his desk and pinning the picture of Blaine on
it in the small amount of space that remained.

He smiled and paused to look over the pictures. There was one of Jeff
and Nick, the two Ravenclaw Beaters, standing on either side of a man
with wild-looking green hair. Jeff's blonde hair had been tipped in blue
and Nick's brown hair was streaked with red. All three of them were
pointing their wands at the camera and trying to look threatening,
though they fell about laughing every now and then.

Next to this was one of his best friend Thad, the shy, quiet boy he'd
barely known when he'd first started at Hogwarts the previous
November who had become his closest confidant next to Blaine. Thad
was standing next to his boyfriend, the Gryffindor Chaser Captain
Flint—who Kurt had dated briefly the previous year.

Both of them were wearing sunglasses and swimming trunks, waves
crashing on the beach in the background as Flint held Thad close under
his arm and Thad blushed faintly, smiling as he rested his head against
Flint's broad chest.

There were a dozen other photos of Blaine, Jeff and Nick, Thad and
Flint, and one of Wes and David, the final two seventh-year
Ravenclaws, with their girlfriends.

The photo album Jeff and Nick had given him earlier in the year was
lying open on his desk to a picture of him and Blaine grinning and
laughing at something Jeff and Nick had said.

Smiling, he touched the picture lightly, reaching up to finger the
diamond pendant of the necklace Blaine had given him for Valentine's



Day, the small stone flashing brightly in the sun streaming through his
window. His eagle owl, Pavarotti, was sleeping with his head under his
wing in his cage by his bed.

He glanced down at the pocket-watch Flint had given him for his
birthday and sighed. Blaine probably wouldn't be calling for another
hour or two. It was four o'clock in Lima, which meant it was nine in
Plymouth. Blaine usually called between ten and eleven.

Just as he was thinking he might take a nap to pass the time, his
phone began ringing from his nightstand and he nearly knocked over
his chair in his haste to answer it, stubbing his toe.

Jumping on one foot and swearing angrily, he picked up the phone, his
stomach squirming when Blaine's name and picture flashed across the
screen.

"Hey," he grunted, collapsing onto his bed and rubbing his foot.

"Bad time?" Blaine said, sounding nervous.

"No," Kurt said, wincing as he examined his toe. "I stubbed my toe."
"Aw, sorry, love," Blaine said. "I'd kiss it if I was there."

Kurt laughed, settling back on the pillows. "I know you would, you big
sap."

There was a brief moment of silence where Kurt simply grinned and
closed his eyes to listen to the sound of Blaine's breathing.

"I miss you," Blaine said softly, sounding morose. "I couldn't put off
calling anymore. I just really needed to hear your voice."

Kurt smiled. "I miss you, too. Only a few more days though."

He could almost hear Blaine beaming through the phone. "I can't wait.
I really can't, Mum is rolling her eyes at me for grinning like a
complete pillock right now."

Kurt laughed. "So," he said after a moment. "Head Boy."

Blaine chucked softly.

"I guess that means I'll have to listen to everything you tell me to do
now, huh?" Kurt said in a mildly suggestive tone, smirking.

He heard Blaine moisten his lips and swallow. "Yea," he said in a
suddenly low, rough voice. "It does.... Hold on."

Blaine covered the mouthpiece with his hand and said something to his
parents. There was the sound of footsteps, the gentle opening and
closing of a door, and the loud click of a lock.

Something rustled on the other line and Blaine was breathing in his
ear again. "Are you alone?" Blaine muttered.

"Yea," Kurt said. "Why?"

"Do you want to try something?" Blaine breathed hoarsely.

"What?" Kurt said, frowning.

Blaine grunted softly. "I want you to imagine I'm touching you," he
said, his breaths halting.



"W-what?" Kurt said, sitting up and glancing at the door.

Blaine let out a low groan. "Just do it," he hissed. "Trust me...it's
bloody brilliant."

Kurt's eyes widened. "Blaine, are you...?"

"Mhmm," Blaine said, panting into the phone.

Kurt bit his lip for a moment before jumping up and hurrying to lock
the door, closing his curtains and casting Muffliato so no one would
hear him.

"Okay," he whispered nervously, lying down on his bed. "W-what
should I do?"

Blaine laughed darkly. "I think you know," he said, his rough tone
sending shivers down Kurt's spine. "Pretend it's me. Pretend I'm lying
there with you, kissing your neck and rubbing you through...what are
you wearing?"

"Swim trunks," Kurt said, feeling more nervous than he wished he
was.

Blaine groaned at the thought.

"God, I can just imagine running my hands down that incredible chest
of yours, all that pale, creamy skin. You're so fucking gorgeous." He
let out a low moan. "And I'd just run my tongue down your stomach
and wrap my hand around that amazing cock of yours and...Kurt, are
you touching yourself?"

"Mhmm," Kurt gasped. How couldn't he with Blaine saying those things
in that voice while Kurt knew he was touching himself on the other
line? "Blaine, god, I...ugh...I wish it was you."

"Mmm, I know, love," Blaine grunted. "Soon, I promise. I'm going to
spend hours just rediscovering that unbelievable body of yours. You're
so sexy, I can't even stand it. I wish I had a photo of you."

"Blaine!" Kurt said, stilling his hand in disbelief.

"What?" Blaine said, his words becoming less steady as he neared his
finish. "I do. You have...no idea how hard it's been without you here."
The way Blaine said 'hard' made Kurt gulp and close his eyes as he
started moving his hand again around himself, trying to imagine
Blaine's strong, slightly calloused hand there instead.

"B-Blaine...oh, god, Blaine," Kurt whimpered, bucking his hips into his
own hand.

"Go on, love," Blaine breathed shakily.

"I-I...Blaine...I'm..." He bit his lip to hold back the cry of ecstasy
threatening to erupt from his chest as he came into his swim trunks.
Blaine let out a low whine, calling Kurt's name as he too toppled over
the edge at the thought of Kurt touching him on the other end of the
line.



They both panted into the phone for a minute, a little stunned at what
they'd just done. Which was strange given everything else they'd done
together.

"That was amazing, love," Blaine gasped. Kurt heard the creak of
bedsprings as he stood up and a muttered spell to clean himself off.
"Yea," Kurt whimpered. "I...why didn't we do this sooner?" It had been
utter torture without Blaine simply being there, but without him to kiss
or touch or hold...he'd been ready to explode for the past six weeks.
Blaine laughed as Kurt heard him collapse onto his bed.

"I didn't know if you'd want to or not," Blaine said, his voice a little
muffled as Kurt imagined his face pressed against his pillow.

"Never actually crossed my mind," Kurt said thoughtfully as he
reached for his wand to clean himself off. "Strangely enough."

Blaine let out a tired sigh. "I can't wait to see you Wednesday. I really
do miss you. And not just for, you know, sex and all that."

"I know," Kurt said, smiling. "I love you."

"I love you," Blaine replied immediately.

Kurt stood up, flipping the phone on speaker as he moved around his
room.

"Anymore thoughts as to what you want to do in London?" Kurt said as
he slipped off his trunks and pulled on a pair of boxers and
sweatpants. "My dad said we can pretty much roam around on our
own after we have the first few days for 'family time'." He wrinkled his
nose at the thought.

"Actually, I have something planned for Thursday," Blaine said, the
smirk evident in his voice.

"Care to enlighten me?" Kurt said as he pulled on a t-shirt and lay
back down, returning the phone to his ear and flipping it off speaker.
"No," Blaine said simply. "It's a surprise. But Finn isn't coming along."
"Hmm," Kurt said in a mock thoughtful voice. "Whatever could it be?"
Blaine laughed. "It's not that," he said. "But it is just for you and me.
Besides, you still won't tell me what you have planned for Friday."
"Because it's a surprise," Kurt quipped, grinning as he picked up the
three tickets lying on his bedside table.

Tutshill Tornadoes vs. Appleby Arrows

Friday, August 30th, 7 pm

Crawley Stadium

He'd written Blaine's parents and they'd helped him pay for the tickets
for Blaine's birthday, which was on the twenty-ninth. He knew how
jealous Blaine had been finding out that Flint had been to one of their
earlier matches—he didn't tell Blaine that Flint had sent him a picture
of him with the three Chasers of the team for fear he might die of



envy—and that he'd given up the chance to go to this one to spend
time with Kurt.

As for bringing Finn, Kurt was sure he would enjoy it just as much
seeing the wizarding side of the world. Plus, it would give their parents
time to spend alone.

"Would it happen to have anything to do with my birthday present?"
Blaine asked, sighing.

"Oh, is it your birthday next week?" Kurt said, feigning surprise. "I
must have forgotten.”

Blaine chuckled. "You're a terrible liar, you know that?"

"I wouldn't say that if you still want your present, dear," Kurt said,
smiling.

"My lips are sealed," Blaine said. He paused. "Until of course...well, you
know." He laughed faintly, suggestively.

Kurt rolled his eyes. "You're such a teenage boy," he said, shaking his
head.

"A teenage boy with repressed sexual urges that have been building
up for six weeks," Blaine amended. "And don't pretend you haven't
been suffering just as much."

Kurt sighed. "You know I have," he said. "I just don't have the strange
need to talk about it every twelve seconds like you. Every time I get a
letter from Thad about how he and Flint have done this or that I want
to throttle him because I can't do the same with you."

"Have they...?" Blaine trailed off curiously.

Kurt snorted. "No," he said. "Thad still gets embarrassed any time
they start moving beyond making out. And his mom walked in on
them once kissing and I swear Flint wrote me a novel begging me to
calm him down because he didn't want to do anything because he
didn't want to get caught again."

Blaine cracked up on the other line. "How exactly did you become their
sexual referee?"

"I have no idea," Kurt muttered, picking at his comforter absently. "I
guess I'm just lucky like that."

Blaine laughed faintly.

They fell into comfortable silence, just happy to know the other was
there on the other end of the line.

"I miss you," Kurt said, rolling onto his side and curling into a ball.

"I miss you, too," Blaine said heavily. "I...I didn't think it was possible
to miss someone so much. It's like...I don't know...you know how
people say their heart aches when their away from the person they
love? I thought it was kind of silly sounding but...it's true. It actually
hurts when I think about the fact that I haven't kissed you in six
weeks."



"I know," Kurt said, sighing. "Same here. And when I look out the
window at night and I see my star...sometimes I end up just crying
myself to sleep when I think about you."

Blaine let out a small sound of grief knowing that Kurt had been crying
because of him. "Love, don't cry," he said gently. "I hate it when you
cry and I definitely don't want you crying because of me. That's the
opposite of what I should be doing to you."

"T know," Kurt said, sniffing as tears welled in his eyes. "I just miss
you so much." He let out a stuttering breath as silent tears slid from
his eyes onto the bed.

"Shh," Blaine said soothingly. "It's alright, love, don't cry. Just
remember, I'm going to be holding you and falling asleep with you in
six days. If your dad let's us sleep in the same bed, that is."

"I doubt he will," Kurt said miserably. "But I don't care, I need you to
hold me like you did at school. It's horrible falling asleep without your
arms around me. Everything feels colder and uncomfortable."

"I know," Blaine said, sighing. "I know, love, I hate it, too."

Kurt sniffed and wiped his eyes on the corner of his pillow. He heard a
faint call on Blaine's end of the phone and Blaine cursed softly.

"I'm sorry," he said sincerely. "I have to go. Mum needs my help with
something. It's been over half-an-hour, too."

"Okay," Kurt said, fresh tears springing to his eyes.

Blaine caught the slight shake in his voice. "Don't cry, Kurt, please,"
he said miserably. "I can't stand knowing you're crying."

Kurt sniffed. "I'm alright," he said even as he let out a low sob. "You
need to go. I'll be okay."

"Love...don't, please," Blaine pleaded softly, sounding close to tears
himself. "Just remember, I'll see you Wednesday."

"I know," Kurt said thickly.

"I love you," Blaine said firmly. "I love you so much, Kurt. More than
anything."

"I love you, too," Kurt said, biting back another sob.

There was another call on the other line, a little louder this time. "I'm
coming, Mum, hold on," Blaine cried in reply, holding the phone away
from his mouth for a moment.

"Kurt?"

"Yea?"

"I'm so sorry, I really have to go, love," Blaine said, his voice
trembling slightly.

"I know," Kurt said, nodding though he knew Blaine couldn't see him.
"T'll see you Wednesday," Blaine said.

"Okay," Kurt said, gulping.

"I love you," Blaine said, sounding desperate.



"I love you, too," Kurt gasped, shaking with sobs.

Blaine sighed sadly, sniffing faintly and then the line went dead.

Kurt burst into tears, throwing his phone across his bed and burying
his face in his pillow. His whole body rocked with sobs.

He missed Blaine so much. Some days it wasn't too bad when he was
distracted, though he was always thinking about him. Then there were
times like this where his heart felt like it was breaking in his chest
from lack of contact.

Despite their letters and calls, it simply wasn't the same as actually
being together, as holding each other and kissing and touching and
feeling Blaine's breath on his ear as he whispered 'I love you' while
they drifted off to sleep together.

He didn't know how long he stayed like that, crying into his pillow until
he was sure there was simply nothing left in him to cry out, but he
must have fallen asleep because the next thing he remembered was
waking up in the silent dark, moonlight streaming through the
windows through his curtains as his phone beeped from the end of his
bed.

Sliding down to pick it up, he rubbed his sore, itchy eyes, blinking
painfully.

There was a text message from Blaine.

They didn't text often because it also cost a good bit of money, but
whenever they had something they absolutely needed to tell each
other without being able to call or waiting to write, they would text—
though Blaine still had trouble with the keyboard. Kurt could only
imagine how long it took him to type his message.

I love you, Kurt. It breaks my heart knowing you're crying over me
even though I know it's just because you love me and miss me. I miss
you, too, more than you know, and sometimes I want to cry about it,
it hurts so badly. But I don't because I look at the pictures I have of
you next to my bed and I see your smile and it makes me smile seeing
you happy like that.

Please, please don't cry, love. I can't take it when you're upset
because I know I can't hold you and push your hair back off your
forehead and kiss you and make it better.

I love you. I want you to smile and laugh and just remember that we'll
be together again in a few days. I LOVE YOU, KURT HUMMEL AND I
WILL NEVER STOP.

There was a small heart icon at the end of the text and Kurt smiled
faintly, clutching the phone to him and trying to imagine Blaine's
smile.



Standing up, he moved towards his desk and took down the picture
Blaine had sent him that day, lying back down on his bed and propping
the photo up against his radio next to the Tornadoes tickets.

Curling up, he stared at the picture, glancing out the window through
the curtains where he could see the star Blaine had given him for his
birthday shining brightly in the night. Sighing, feeling faintly better, he
closed his eyes, the image of Blaine smiling and laughing plastered
against his eyelids. He smiled and snuggled a little closer against the
pillow as he drifted off to sleep.

The following day, Kurt went with Finn to the local park where he was
going to play football with a few of his friends from school. Mercedes
and Tina were tagging along, Tina's boyfriend Mike walking with them
as he had agreed to play as well.

"You should play, too, dude," Finn said, glancing at Kurt.

"I said no, Finn," Kurt grunted. "It's too bloody hot to play football."
"Picking up on his slang?" Mercedes said, quirking an eyebrow. "You've
definitely been ruined."

Kurt rolled his eyes.

They entered the park, striding down the paved path through the trees
and gardens to an open field where Finn's friends were already
waiting, tossing a football around, shirtless.

"Oh, I'm definitely glad I came," Mercedes said, smirking.

"Pervert," Kurt muttered, rolling his eyes.

"What?" Mercedes said, knocking their shoulders together. "That Sam
kid is hot."

Kurt shook his head as they plopped down together under the shade of
an old oak tree. Tina gave Mike a quick kiss before joining them,
practically drooling when he took of his shirt to reveal his well-toned
abs.

"You two are so boy-crazy," Kurt said, clucking his tongue.

"Says the boy who hasn't stopped talking about his British lover since
he came home," Mercedes said.

"Who said anything about him being my lover?" Kurt said, blushing
faintly.

"You did," Tina said, grinning. "Just now. Blushing like that."

Kurt glared at them as they laughed. He turned back to see Finn high-
fiving his best friend Puck before turning to Sam and the other boy
who was turned away from Kurt and still wearing a t-shirt.

Kurt's stomach dropped when he turned around.

Karofsky.

Tina and Mercedes gasped. Kurt shook involuntarily.

"Do you want to go?" Mercedes said, placing her hand on his shoulder.



"N-no," Kurt said, shaking his head.

"What's he even doing here?" Tina muttered. "He doesn't go to their
school."

Mercedes shrugged. "Do they know? Sam and Puck?"

"No," Kurt said, swallowing nervously as Karofsky looked in his
direction, an unreadable expression on his face. "No, Finn didn't say
anything to them. I asked him not to."

He saw Finn and Mike glaring at Karofsky. Finn said something,
sounding angry and Karofsky muttered a reply.

"Oh, no, I hope he doesn't make a big deal out of it," Kurt said
nervously. "That will just make him angrier."

"I don't want you near my brother!" Finn roared suddenly, shoving
Karofsky hard.

"Fine!" Karofsky shouted back, throwing up his hands and storming
off.

Puck and Sam exchanged shocked looks and Finn muttered something
to them. They glanced over at Kurt in shock and Kurt groaned. This
was not how he was hoping the day would go.

"Well, at least he's gone," Tina said timidly.

Kurt sighed heavily and lay back in the grass. "I guess," he murmured.
Mercedes gave him a gentle pat on the shoulder as she and Tina
turned to watch Puck, Sam, Finn, and Mike start their two-on-two
game. Occasionally they would make a remark about the boys,
giggling faintly. Kurt ignored them, his temporary good mood suddenly
shot.

Sighing, he rolled on to his stomach, pulling out his phone and
listening to the message Blaine had left him at the beginning of the
summer, needing to hear his voice at that moment. He was tempted to
call him but didn't know if he would be awake yet as it was still rather
early in Plymouth. How was it that he could feet so alone even
surrounded by his friends?

"I think I'm going to go home," he said, pushing himself up and
brushing grass from his shirt.

"Oh, okay," Mercedes said, looking crestfallen. "Are you sure you're
alright?"

"Yea," Kurt said, forcing a smile. "I'll be okay just...tired I think."

He saw her exchange a glance with Tina and knew they knew he was
lying, but they remained silent.

"Are we still on for tonight?" Tina said.

"Of course," Kurt said, giving them a genuine smile. "I'll see you girls
later."



He raised a hand in farewell as he strode off through the trees, feeling
depressed. Seeing his old bully, the reason he'd been forced out of
McKinley in the first place.

Scuffing his sandals along the ground, he turned onto the walkway
leading back to his house, staring down at his feet. He wished there
was a way to speed up time. To make the space between now and
seeing Blaine disappear. All summer time seemed to being going by
slower than it ever had in his life and he simply couldn't take it any
more. He needed to see Blaine. Tears sprang to his and he hastened to
wipe them away.

There was a harsh laugh. "Why are you crying, Hummel?"

Kurt looked up to see Karofsky blocking his path, his thick arms folded
across his chest and a sneer on his face.

"What do you want?" Kurt said, straightening and trying not to look as
frightened as he was. This was the boy who'd forced a kiss on him, his
first kiss...who'd threatened to kill him....

"We've been missing you at McKinley," Karofsky said, leering. "Is that
why you're crying, Lady, you been missing us, too?"

"Not at all," Kurt said stiffly. "In fact, now that I think about it, I
should be thanking you."

Karofsky frowned in confusion.

"Without you," Kurt said, moving his hand casually towards his wand
in his back pocket. "I would never have gone to Hogwarts and met
Blaine."

"Who's Blaine?" Karofsky grunted, a faint light of sudden panic in his
eyes. "Your boyfriend?"

"Yes," Kurt said, beaming.

Karofsky's face darkened in anger.

"And you know what?" Kurt said smugly. "I love him. And you know
what else?" Karofsky's fists were balled at his sides. "We

have amazing sex."

Karofsky growled and lunged at him.

Kurt whipped out his wand and cast a Shield Charm, throwing up a
barrier between the two of them. Karosky struggled to get at him but
Kurt knew he couldn't.

"You're dead, Hummel," he growled, trying to run at him only to get
thrown back, stumbling on his own feet and crashing to the pavement.
Kurt laughed harshly as he fell. "See you around, Karofsky," he said
smugly.

Checking to make sure they were still alone, he ran across the street,
still pointing his wand at Karosky, before taking off up the sidewalk
towards his house. His knees shook as he ran, realization of what he'd
just done sinking in.



He laughed out loud.

He'd just stood up to Karofsky, told him that he was in love with Blaine
and that they were having sex, which no one else other than a few
people at Hogwarts knew. He felt giddy and incredibly light.

Sure, it had been reckless and sure, it could have completely blown up
in his face. But it hadn't and it was an amazing feeling, like something
was swelling inside him. Because now Karofsky knew that he'd never
have Kurt. Knew that he hadn't broken him completely and that Kurt
had moved on with his life.

As he ducked into his house a few minutes later, he pulled out his
phone and quickly texted Blaine what had happened, unable to keep a
huge grin off his face even as his legs shook.

He went up to his room to find a large, tawny owl waiting for him on
his bed, a letter tied to its leg as it exchanged a glare with Pav, who
clacked his beak disapprovingly.

"Easy, you two," Kurt said, untying the letter with shaking hands and
tossing it on his desk; it was his book list for school and he didn't think
he'd be able to focus on it right now anyway.

He watched the tawny fly away for a moment then turned back to his
room, glancing at his half-packed suitcase before plopping down on his
bed and waiting for Blaine's reply. His phone beeped and he nearly
dropped it as he held it up, his hands were shaking so badly.

Are you insane? Honestly, I think it's brilliant what you did but, love,
you could seriously have gotten hurt. I'm torn between wanting to
scold you and laughing imagining the look on his face when you told
him we have sex. You're crazy. I love you. :)

Kurt laughed and fell back on his bed, still grinning. It was like a
massive weight had been lifted from his chest, one that he didn't even
realize had been their since November.

He jumped up, unable to sit still, and moved around his room, deciding
he should finish packing as they were leaving the following afternoon
and he knew he would be up all night with Tina and Mercedes watching
movies and gossiping. His summer was finally starting to pick up.

That evening, Kurt was curled up in his basement in his pajamas with
Mercedes and Tina, trying to decide which movie they wanted to
watch.

"Something funny," Mercedes said from where she was seated on the
couch, Tina on the floor in front of her as Mercedes braided her hair.
"Yea, I don't want to watch anything sappy," Tina agreed.

Kurt smiled as he thought of Blaine, who was truly the biggest sap he
knew with his doting demeanor and romantic surprises. He had no
doubt that whatever Blaine had planned for them Thursday would be



something that would just turn Kurt into a big puddle of goo as he was
so good at doing.

"How about The Princess Bride?" he said thoughtfully, holding up the
movie. "It's funny."

"Inconceivable," Mercedes said, giggling. "No, that's fine. I like that
one."

"Even though it's dripping in sap," Tina said, grinning.

"Kurt!"

"Yea, dad?" Kurt called up the stairs in reply to his father's voice.
"Pizza's here!"

Tina and Mercedes leapt up in excitement, Kurt rolling his eyes as they
ran up the stairs. He followed them slowly.

They were gathered around the island, sifting through the pizza boxes
with Finn, Puck and Sam.

"Oh, hey, guys," Kurt said, ambling over to them. "I didn't know you
were coming over."

"Halo tournament," Finn supplied around a mouthful of pizza. He
waved a hand at his mouth, hopping around in an undignified manner.
"Hot," he gasped after he swallowed a few seconds later.

"No," Kurt said sarcastically as he moved to get himself pizza before
the three boys ate it all. "Dad, I told you I don't like pepperoni," he
said, wrinkling his nose at the pizzas. "Oh, wait, nevermind, I found
the veggie one."

Mercedes shook her head as she popped a slice of pepperoni into her
mouth. "You're so weird," she muttered. "It's like, the greatest."

"Isn't it, though?" Sam said, nodding in agreement. "It's like the
Batman of pizza toppings. And Batman's totally better than
Superman.... I'd say mushrooms are Superman."

Kurt snorted and Mercedes glared at him before turning back to Sam,
grinning and batting her eyelashes a little more than necessary.

They all went down to the basement together, the boys groaning at
their movie selection, though they knew they would have to watch it
before they were able to play their videogames.

Much to everyone else's annoyance, Kurt quoted the movie religiously.
Mercedes almost pulled out her wand to cast a Silencing Charm on him
before she remembered there were Muggles in the room.

"Since the invention of the kiss, there have been five kisses rated the
most passionate, the most pure. This one left them all behind." Kurt
sighed happily as he said the final line, the other boys griping and
grumbling the whole way through. He thought that every kiss he
shared with Blaine was probably the greatest kiss in the world.

"Well, T'll just sit here and wait for my boobs to grow in, I guess," Puck
muttered.



Kurt scowled at him and he fell silent.

Finn got up to switch over to the game console and Kurt quickly shut
all of them up by beating them soundly in every videogame they
played.

"How do you keep doing that?" Sam said, tossing away his controller
as Kurt killed his character for the fifth time.

"I am pure awesomeness," Kurt sniffed smugly. Little did they know
he'd spent countless hours playing the games with Finn since their
parents had started dating the previous year. He'd had a crush on Finn
at the time and had been trying to find a way to impress him. Oh, how
his life had changed since then.

They ended up falling asleep scattered around the room, Tina and
Mercedes on opposite ends of the couch with their feet curled up, Finn
draped across his beanbag chair, Puck and Sam stretched across the
floor randomly, and Kurt curled up on the armchair in the corner.

The next morning, Kurt woke to his father shaking him gently.

"Hey, kiddo," he said softly, smiling. "Time to get up. We're leaving in
two hours, okay?"

Kurt grumbled and rolled over to bury his face in the seat of the chair.
"Come on, Kurt," his father said, shaking him again. "Get up.
Breakfast is upstairs."

Kurt groaned and sat up, rubbing his eyes and looking around as he
yawned. Everyone else had already gone upstairs. He followed his
father towards the kitchen, dragging his feet along the floor.
"Morning, sweetie," Carole said brightly as he entered the kitchen,
Finn, Mercedes and Tina gathered around the table eating eggs and
toast and looking only half-awake.

"Puck and Sam leave?" Kurt said, stretching and scratching his
stomach absently.

Finn nodded sleepily, taking a drink of his orange juice.

"Carole, do we have any tea left?" Kurt said, opening up the jar he
usually kept his tea bags in, which was empty. Since he'd started
going to Hogwarts, he'd become addicted to the stuff.

"Oh, I'm sorry, Kurt," she said, hitting herself lightly on the forehead.
"I meant to pick some up! Since we're not going to be here for a week,
I've been letting things get low until we come back."

"It's fine," Kurt said with a sigh. "I'll have coffee instead." He poured
himself a cup and plucked up a piece of toast.

"You guys both packed?" Kurt's father said, looking at him and Finn.
"Yes," Kurt said.

"Er," Finn said, looking shifty. "I'll go finish now."

He stood up, draining his orange juice before hurrying up the stairs
two at a time.



"We've got to go, Kurt," Mercedes said, standing with Tina. "Thanks
for the breakfast, Missus Hudson."

"Of course, sweetie," Carole said, smiling.

Tina and Mercedes both hugged Kurt tightly.

"See you at Christmas," Tina said, smiling as she picked up her bag.
"Don't forget to write us. Lots," Mercedes said.

"And tell Blaine we're excited to meet him," Tina said, exchanging a
grin with Mercedes.

"Alright, alright, I get it," Kurt said, rolling his eyes and laughing.
They called out their goodbyes as they left and he waved, smiling
faintly. He was going to miss them. But the prospect of seeing Blaine
in a few days made him squirm with excitement.

"Get your trunk down here, Kurt," his father called from the kitchen.
"We're leaving in an hour and a half. I've got to go pick up the
Portkey."

"Okay," Kurt said, finishing his coffee.

His father turned on the spot and Disapparated with a faint pop.

Kurt had taken his own Apparition Test over the summer and passed
with flying colors. The sensation was strange for him, though, so he
rarely did it. Plus, he never had far to go that he couldn't simply walk
to.

He went upstairs and got changed. "Alright, Pav," he said, opening the
owl's cage and allowing the him to hop onto his arm. "You might as
well head to Hogwarts, alright? I'll be there in a week." The owl
nibbled his ear before taking off through the open window, winging
away into the bright afternoon sun.

He watched him disappear for a moment before dragging his trunk,
which was packed with his school things and clothes for the trip,
downstairs. Pacing impatiently around the room, he waited for his
father to return. Even though he knew he wasn't going to see Blaine
until Wednesday, the fact that he was going to be in the same country,
the same continent even, was a thrilling prospect.

His father returned an hour later holding an old, deflated soccer ball.
Finn had come downstairs carrying a duffel bag and a backpack before
collapsing on the couch and flipping on the TV while waiting to leave.
"Alright, gang," Kurt's father said, clapping his hands together. He
tossed the Portkey to Kurt. "I'll just get my suitcase. Five minutes,
guys, got it?"

Kurt squirmed with excitement. "Come on, Finn," he said, gesturing for
Finn to take a hold on the Portkey.

Finn stood and walked towards him, glancing at the soccer ball
nervously. "Er, are you sure it's safe?" he said, frowning.



"Finn, it's a Portkey, it's not going to eat you," Kurt said impatiently,
tapping his foot and holding out the ball.

Finn looked at it warily. "It's just, weird, dude," he said, frowning.
"How's it going to take us to London?"

"Magic, Finn, duh," Kurt said, sighing in annoyance.

"Kurt," his father said warningly as he appeared from the hallway with
his suitcase.

"What?" Kurt said, throwing up his hands. "He gets tackled by three
hundred pound linebackers every day in football but he's afraid to take
a freggin Portkey? Honestly, Finn, I don't understand you."

Finn chewed the inside of his cheek thoughtfully before carefully
reaching out to touch the Portkey, holding his breath. Kurt rolled his
eyes.

"Okay," his father said as he and Carole each laid a hand on the ball as
well, all of them gripping their luggage with their free hand. "Security
Charms are set, everyone's got their bags. Ready?"

They all nodded, Finn looked somewhere between excited and
terrified.

"Alright," his father said, checking his watch. "Three, two, one...."



Chapter Two

Kurt felt the familiar sensation of being hooked behind his navel. He
heard Finn and Carole gasp at the sudd