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      it started out with a kiss (how did it end up like this?)

      
        	
          in flagrante delicto
        

        	
          cest dans le besoin
        

      

    
  
    in flagrante delicto

    
      
        Chapter Notes: 
      

      First off: I know jack about the american legal system. So, yeah, there  may be inaccuracies in regards to that. Second off: I started writing  this as a part of five and one fic I had going (five times Kurt saved  Famous!Blaine, and one time it was the other way around) but this  segment (initially titled SexScandal!Blaine) just grew and grew and  grew, until it was longer than all of the other segments I had written  put together. So here it is. Enjoy!

      

    

    
      It's one thing to be caught in flagrante delicto with a complete stranger.

      It's another thing entirely to be caught on film with your hands down Henry Canterbury's pants.

      As a proud Dalton student, Blaine's pretty up-to-date when it comes  to the prominent politicians of the era. Even then, Henry's father,  Marcus Canterbury isn't exactly the type of person who shies away from  the media.

      The papers love to hate Marcus Canterbury; he's a caricature in every  sense of the word. Anti-gay, anti-choice and antagonistic – Canterbury  Sr. is currently the outspoken and controversial head of what Blaine and  his friends like to refer to as the Gay Lynch Mob. He's not someone  Blaine respects or admires, and is most certainly not someone Blaine  wants to be in any way associated with.

      Which is why, when Blaine wakes up to see his face plastered over the  front of the morning paper, he promptly drops his head on the table and  groans. There's a note at the top of the paper – obviously scribbled on  hurriedly by one of his parents – which reads rather ominously, WE'LL TALK ABOUT THIS LATER.

      Wonderful, Blaine thinks. Brilliant. Fantastic.

      

       

      School is an exercise in awkwardness.

      Everyone knows it's him in the photos on the front of the paper – or,  at least, they suspect – but his name has yet to published anywhere –  for which Blaine thanks God for small miracles – so no one's really sure  how to interact with him.

      There's an awful lot of staring, for one.

      And an awful lot of whispering, for two.

      Wes and David corner him at lunch, dropping into seats opposite him  and staring at him with enough intensity that Blaine feels like he's on  trial. Blaine shifts his gaze away from their faces and nervously drums  his fingers against the polished dark wood of the lunch table.

      “So,” Wes starts after a silence that last far too long. “The paper  this morning.” It comes out flat and unwelcoming – more of a statement  than a queery.

      “The paper this morning,” Blaine echoes. He's really none-too-eager  to talk about this with Wes and David, and decidedly unenthused by the  prospect of the lecture Wes will no doubt give him on appropriate  behaviour in public, or something like that.

      Wes observes Blaine closely for a few seconds, before he says carefully, “That sort of thing's really not like you.”

      Blaine shrugs. He would really rather avoid this conversation for now. “I was drunk,” he deflects.

      At Wes' disbelieving eyebrow raise, Blaine just shrugs again.

      “It's not like you to get drunk,” David points out softly.

      “Well, I did, and I was,” Blaine says, shrugging again, praying that  they'll just drop it. When he sees the look on Wes's face – one which  Blaine has dubbed impending lecture – he knows just how likely that is.

      Before Wes can start what is no doubt a well-planned and  well-researched speech on drunken behaviour and public indecency,  they're interrupted.

      “So, it was you in the paper,” comes a voice from above Blaine.

      Blaine looks up to see Jeff's grinning face. The Warbler cheerfully  flicks Blaine on the nose before he drops down into a seat next to  Blaine, reaching across the table and stealing the apple from David's  lunch tray.

      “Hey!” David calls, reaching for the apple, but Jeff pre-empts him by taking a large bite out of it.

      Mouth full of half-chewed apple, Jeff continues, “I mean, I saw it on the paper this morning and was like, Blaine's  either got a freaky doppelganger running around, or, well, Blaine's  probably got a freaky doppelganger running around because there's no way  in hell this is him. I didn't think it was actually you.”

      “Well,” Blaine shrugs, looking anywhere but at the mouthful of masticated apple. “Surprise?”

      “Hell yeah, surprise,” adds Nick, who's approaching their table with  his own lunch tray. “I sprayed an entire mouthful of orange juice across  my kitchen when I saw your face on the paper, and then sprayed yet  another one when I saw what you were doing in the photos.”

      “I was drunk,” Blaine points out feebly.

      “You must have been fucking plasteredto the walls,” Jeff states, waving his half-eaten apple around as he makes his point. “I mean, even I have standards, and no, just no. Please tell me you at least got paid for that.”

      Nick clouts Jeff around the ears. “Of course he didn't get paid,  Jeff,” he hisses, before turning to Blaine. “You didn't get paid for  that, did you?” he asks, sounding legitimately concerned.

      Blaine sighs. “I do many stupid things, Nick, the latest of which has  been broadcast to the nation,” he says softly, “but soliciting sexual  encounters for money is not one of them.”

      “The ethics student in me is proud that you've seen fit to draw that  line,” David says, “but the ruthless business studies student in me is  disappointed you didn't cash in on the moment.”

      “I repeat,” Blaine says. “I was drunk. And right now I'm kind of wishing I was.”

      The four other students share a look.

      “What's the tally?” Nick asks.

      Blaine skewers a piece of lettuce on his plate. “Four notes with ‘fag', seven with ‘freak', two ‘cockslut's and one ‘backgammon player' – whatever the hell that means.”

      “Oh, that one was me,” Jeff admits. “It's eighteenth century British slang.”

      Wes, David, Nick and Blaine all stare at him.

      “What?” Jeff asks. “You'd think with all the media attention  surrounding this, people would start to get a bit more creative with  their slurs, but no, it's all about sticking to the classics, and, well, you know what they say. If you want something done properly, do it yourself.”

      Nick looks like his reflexes are caught between clouting Jeff again  and facepalming. He eventually settles on sighing deeply, regarding his  roommate with exasperation. “Sometimes I wonder whose great idea it was  to send you to a school with a zero-tolerance harassment policy,” he  says. “It just seems like your parents were desperate for an expulsion  on your record.”

      Jeff shrugs unashamedly. “You'd have to ask them.”

      “I would, but I'm sort of terrified out of my skin to meet the  combination of genetics that gave rise to someone like you,” David  confesses, shaking his head.

      “Jeff's chronic lack of tact aside,” Wes says, “you should take this  to the Head. We have a zero-tolerance policy for a reason, Blaine.”

      “And have him do what?” Blaine asks. “I'm pretty lucky he's not  expelling me as it is, Wes. I don't know about you, but I like to think  that being photographed with your hand down a guy's pants is in  opposition with a rather large portion of the Dalton Honour Code, and,  aside from Jeff's, I have no idea who sent these notes.”

      “They could check the handwriting,” Nick points out.

      “It wouldn't be worth it,” Blaine says firmly. “Look, guys, I get  that you're concerned for me and all, but I'm fine. Right now, all I  want is to get through this day, get home and survive the lecture I know my parents are going to give me.”

      Wes' eyes widen. “Oh, God, your parents.”

      “Yeah,” Blaine agrees. “My parents. My dad is still in denial about  me being gay and my mom is freakishly conservative. How well do you  think this has gone down?”

      “Well,” Jeff says cheerfully. “Look on the bright side, Blaine. I  don't think your dad's going to be able to pretend you're straight  anymore.”

      Blaine runs a hand through his gelled hair. “Really not up there on my list of priorities right now, Jeff.”

      “Do you want to stay the night at mine?” Nick offers sympathetically.

      Blaine shakes his head. “Might as well get this over with.”

      

       

      
          Marcus Canterbury's Son Caught in the Act  
      

      
        Henry Canterbury, 21, was recently caught on film, engaged in  none-too-savoury activities with an unidentified male, as shown below.  The pair of them are backdropped by Scandals – a gay bar in Columbus,  Ohio – and the unidentified male has his hand down the waistband of the  younger Canterbury's jeans.
      

      
        These recent pictures have thrown Marcus Canterbury, 52, and his  politics into the limelight. Canterbury is outspokenly anti-gay, but  refused to comment on the article. As it stands, the press are waiting  for him to make his move…
      

      
        (read more)
      

      

       

      The first thing Blaine thinks to say to his parents is, “It isn't what you think.”

      Which, quite frankly, is pretty stupid, because he's lying; it's exactly what they think.

      Jennifer Anderson just raises her eyebrows dangerously. She ignores  his previous statement and slides a copy of the paper across the table  to Blaine. “Explain,” she commands flatly.

      Blaine opens his mouth, but his father cuts across him. “The truth, Blaine.”

      Blaine closes his mouth.

      He is so fucking grounded.

      

       

      Blaine doesn't really do rule-breaking.

      Jeff likes to laugh at him about it, calling him a prude, and  teasing him about his spotless permanent record. Of course, that's not  exactly true, given that he does have one black mark on his permanent  record – an expulsion from his old school for fighting – but his parents  have long since decided not to count that.

      The fact of the matter is that Blaine really hates rule-breaking.

      It feels stupid and reckless and, why the hell should Blaine risk everything for a tiny adrenaline rush? He likes being  a prude, thank you very much, and if anyone has a problem with that,  they can go screw themselves for all Blaine cares. Rules are there to  keep people safe and they don't work unless people obey them.

      So, this? Sneaking out on the weekend and getting drunk at a gay bar  in Ohio? It isn't simply out of the ordinary for Blaine. It's freaking  unheard of.

      But Blaine's not about to try and excuse his behaviour to his  parents. They don't get it, really, just like they've never gotten him.

      So, Blaine just sits silently as they yell at them – “What the hell were you thinking, Blaine, getting involved with Marcus Canterbury's son?! This isn't just dumb, Blaine; it's criminally stupid!” – and bites down hard on his cheek so that he doesn't speak out of turn.

      Blaine hates that there's a significant part of him that wonders just  how much of this is to do with the pictures and how much of it is to do  with him being gay.

      Eventually, his parents run out of steam. His mother huffs at him,  looking like the only things she has left to say aren't suitable for a  family situation, and his father stares at him, judgement lidding heavy  on his hazel eyes. They tell him to go to his room.

      Blaine complies.

      This sucks.

      The only solace he can draw from it is that he's still got his anonymity.

      For now.

      

       

      When Blaine's phone goes off with Jeff's ringtone at four o'clock in  the morning, his only thought is that Jeff better to be really, really  drunk and really, really stranded to be disturbing him at this time especially given the crappy day he had yesterday.

      The good news is that Blaine doesn't have to get out of bed and fetch him.

      The bad news is… Well, pretty bad.

      “Blaine, that night you were out, getting photographed feeling up Gay McCloseted,” Jeff says hurriedly, “were you out with Sebastian?”

      “What?” Blaine asks blearily, blinking at the electronic display of  his alarm clock through the half-gloom. God, it's too early for this.

      “Did Sebastian take you to the club where you met Henry Canterbury?” Jeff presses.

      Blaine pushes himself up in bed, yawning deeply into the phone.  “Yeah,” he replies. “Why, though? And can this wait until later? I mean,  I know you guys don't really like the guy, but he's my friend and he  was in town for a weekend—”

      “Really not the time for this argument Blaine,” Jeff cuts him off. “Listen, you need to check your twitter feed. Sebastian… He posted something about, well, you.”

      Blaine's eyes snap forcefully open.

      Shit.

      

      Sebastian Smythe   (@SebbieDoesDallas)
 Thanks for a fun night out @BlaineWarbler – though I think you had more fun than I did: [link]

    

  
    cest dans le besoin

    
      
        Chapter Notes: 
      

      So, quickly. Story title from the Killers song Mr Brightside. Chapter  title from a French proverb, "Cest dans le besoin quon reconnait ses  vrais amis." It means, "Its in times of need that one recognises their  true friends." Why is it in French? Because the English equivalent  rhymes and I like the French one better.

      Im terrible at putting warnings in, but Ill mention this one now.  There is a non-graphic, one sentence reference to the rape and attempted  suicide of a background character in this chapter. You have been  warned.

      

    

    
      Sebastian Smythe   (@SebbieDoesDallas)
 Thanks for a fun night out @BlaineWarbler – though I think you had more fun than I did: [link]

      

      Everybody knows.

      Everybody fucking knows.

      Somehow, Dalton's unofficial blogging site – The Bird's Nest,  run by some Gosspi Girl wannabe whose identity no one knows – manages  to get the tweet up and online barely seconds after it's posted, and,  well everyone at Dalton reads The Bird's Nest.

      

       

      
         THE BIRD'S NEST
Blaine Anderson: Dalton's very own Monica Lewinsky 
      

      
        It's been a long time coming, Daltonites: our very own political  sex scandal. And who better to take the leading role than our resident  Show Choir Superstar, BLAINE ANDERSON (18, Junior)?
      

      
        For those of you who remember Sebastian Smythe, an ex-Daltonite in  his own right, we have him to thank for the ID on Blaine. It seems the  two of them were out for a night of fun and reckless behaviour, and he  sent this tweet on the incident.
      

      
        I'd have to agree with Smythe on this one. Blaine's definitely  having fun, and it's most certainly not the innocent type. Hands south  of the equator, anyone? And the other boy – Henry Canterbury, the son of  a prominent conservative republican.
      

      
        I have to wonder, though: whatever does daddy-dearest think of all of this?
      

      

      Blaine comes in to school to find that it's not just going to be awkward now; this is going to be hell. By  second period, Blaine has already received twice the previous number of  abusive notes, all of them anonymous, vicious, and – much to Jeff's  ever growing consternation – unimaginative. Even though Dalton students  are far too put-together and polite to say anything to Blaine's  face, they're still more than happy to make obscene gestures at him in  the hallways when no one's looking, and to half-cough, half-spit slurs  at him when they're out of earshot of teachers.

      It sucks when Blaine arrives at his locker during lunch break to find the words dirty skank scrawled over it in sharpie.

      It sucks when he goes to the headmaster about it and essentially gets a well, what do you expect me to do about it, Blaine? in response.

      It sucks when, two days later, someone leaks his personal mobile  number to the press and he starts getting calls, asking for exclusives.

      It sucks doubly when they find out his address and Blaine wakes up one morning to discover them camped out on his front lawn.

      It sucks when his father sits him down one evening and demands a tête-à-tête about discretion and reputation.

      It sucks when Dalton's careers advisor tells him that Blaine can kiss  goodbye to any hopes he has at a prestigious university career, because  this scandal isn't going to die down any time soon.

      But, most of all, it sucks when Henry Canterbury makes a last ditch attempt to save his skin, and starts to say that the incident – that fun little drunken encounter – was anything but consensual.

      

       

      Getting arrested is not fun.

      What's even less fun? Getting arrested in the middle of a whole school assembly on internet safety.

      Blaine's pretty sure – scratch that, Blaine's certain – that the photos of him getting slammed against a wall and cuffed are going to end up on The Bird's Nest, and, if he's really, really lucky, the yearbook.

      His parents post bail for him, which Blaine supposes is slightly  reassuring, and help shield him from the glaring flashes of the cameras  waiting for him outside the police station. They don't say a single word  the whole way back home.

      It hits Blaine when he clambers, absolutely exhausted, into bed that night.

      School tomorrow's going to be even more fun.

      

      
         THE BIRD'S NEST
Not So Innocent Fun, After All… 
      

      
        [PICTURE]
      

      
        BLAINE ANDERSON (18, Junior) shook up a rather dull whole school  assembly earlier today with his arrest for the sexual assault of Henry  Canterbury. Look at those pearly whites – seems like a shot for the  yearbook, doesn't it?
      

      
        Most likely to be convicted for a crime, perhaps?
      

      

      He's not just a fag anymore.

      He's a deviant. He's a predator. He's sick. He's repulsive.

      Jeff should be happy, Blaine bitterly supposes. They're finally getting a bit more creative with the name-calling.

      Blaine fights the urge to duck his head as he crosses the hallway,  very much aware of the way that every single pair of eyes in the hallway  is tracking him, zeroing in on the hall-pass in his hand, knowing  exactly where he's heading.

      Blaine catches Wes' eyes across the hallway, receiving an  imperceptible nod in return. Well, at least he's not completely on his  own. David passes by him and they make eye-contact, and Blaine adds his  tally of allies up to two.

      Nick and Jeff are next, hands clasped, a united front, both keeping their faces impossibly blank, but they too meet his gaze.

      Four.

      It'll be enough. It'll have to be enough.

      Blaine pushes through a heavy, oak door, and comes to a stop in front  of the headmaster's secretary. She looks him up and down through  narrowed eyes and severe spectacles, and Blaine watches slowly as the  corners of her pursed lips tilt upwards into a sneer.

      “He'll see you now,” she says coldly.

      Blaine nods and pushes through another oak door – this one marked with a proud bronze nameplate: HEADMASTER'S OFFICE.

      Blaine and Headmaster Vandemeer don't exactly get on.

      Dalton's the kind of school that accepts entrants based on two things, and those two things alone: brilliance and pedigree.

      One of those two is decidedly more important than the other. It's not brilliance.

      Blaine's a good student. He maintains a 3.8, which is impressive,  even by Dalton's ludicrous standards, and has worked tirelessly to show  everyone around him that he doesn't need a glamorous heritage to be  every bit the Dalton boy they all want to be.

      He's president of Deb Soc. He's on the swim team. He's lead-soloist for the Warblers. He's polite. He's welcoming. He's honourable.

      But he still lacks that heritage, and, to a lot of people, all  Blaine's ever going to be is that up-start, too-smart-for-his-own-good  kid who doesn't know his place.

      “Sit, Mr Anderson,” Headmaster Vandemeer commands flatly.

      And Headmaster Vandemeer is most certainly one of those people.

      Blaine obeys silently, gracelessly dropping into one of the leather  chairs positioned opposite the headmaster's grand mahogany desk. Blaine  fixes his gaze on the Vandemeer's face, tracing the contours of his  wrinkles with his eyes.

      “So, Mr Anderson,” Vandemeer starts, his tone not even shifting from  its steady same pitch and volume. “I'm sure that you're aware that  you've received an awful lot of … negative publicity in recent weeks.”

      Oh, really? Blaine wants to ask. So that's what this has been about.

      But Blaine doesn't say anything of the sort. “Yes, I am aware,” is what he says instead.

      Headmaster Vandemeer leans back in his chair, exhaling deeply. “Are you aware that Dalton has an honour code, Mr Anderson?”

      Blaine knows where this is going. He's not going to break composure, though, so he nods. “Yes,” he answers dutifully.

      “And that your actions, which have been broadcast quite gratuitously  to the nation, are in direct violation of that honour code?” Headmaster  Vandemeer presses.

      Blaine takes a deep breath, willing calm over himself. “Headmaster Vandemeer,” he says slowly. “I got arrested in front of the entire school yesterday for sexual assault. People  are treating me like I have a contagious disease. My parents aren't  speaking to me, and I'm pretty sure I'm about to be kicked out of no  less than three school clubs. I need to write a six page Latin essay,  complete a math exercise and somehow hire a lawyer, all in the next four  hours before last period today. I'm not having a good day. So, can you, please, please, in the interests of mercy, just tell me what you mean quickly.”

      Vandemeer regards Blaine coolly. “The school board and I,” he states,  “think it might be best if you pursue other avenues of education at the  end of the year.”

      It's essentially private school jargon for we mean this in the nicest way possible, Blaine, but you're expelled.

      Blaine manages a grim smile. “Thanks for everything,” he says, layering the comment with thick irony, and then he leaves.

      

      Dalton boys are nothing if not quick off the mark, Blaine guesses bitterly.

      Jason Carver, the vice president of Deb Soc – Debating and Socratics,  if the full name is required – corners Blaine almost the moment after  he exits the headmaster's office. Jason stands at a diminutive height of  5' 6'' – a whole two inches shorter than Blaine, which was part of the  reason why Blaine initially liked the kid – and looks like the only  thing he'll be hitting any time soon will be the books, and, even then,  it's unlikely he'll win any ensuing brawl.

      As it turns out, his short, compact stature only means that his  asshole-ish-ness is just slightly more concentrated than the rest of the  Dalton student body.

      “So I hope you'll understand, Blaine,” Jason's saying, unaware of the  fact that Blaine's barely listening. “You were a great leader, but  unfortunately, those of us in the Debating and Socratics Society feel  that it would be best if you were to—”

      Blaine cuts him off there with a sharp gesture.

      Normally, Blaine's nothing but composed. An easy grin, or a sympathetic smile – never anything other than the perfect Dalton boy. Right now, Blaine's not just having a colossally bad day, though. He's having a colossally crap year.

      So, he thinks, fuck it. Fuck decorum. Fuck it all.

      “You know what, Jason?” he asks. “Go screw yourself.”

      Blaine would never cuss out loud at Dalton. Internalised thoughts are  okay, but swearing's just asking for trouble. Still, his statement is  far more vulgar than Blaine has ever dared to utter and, if the reeling  look in Jason's eyes is anything to go by, completely unexpected.

      Blaine's about to turn and leave when Jason gets his second wind.

      “I thought that was your area of expertise, Blaine.”

      Blaine doesn't let it get to him.

      “Even I have standards, Jason,” he calls back over his shoulder.

      

      “So, rumour has it you made Jason Carver cry today.”

      Blaine looks up from the mess he's making of his poorly researched  Latin essay to see the grinning face of his friend opposite him. Jeff  looks – dare he say it – almost proud.

      “Rumour has it wrong,” Blaine replies, dropping his pen down and  leaning back in his seat. “There were no tears. At least, I don't think  there were. I didn't really stick around to find out.”

      “That's the spirit,” Jeff says, holding his hand up for a high-five, which Blaine dutifully completes.

      “So, where's everybody else?” Blaine asks, glancing around the  currently empty common room. By now, Wes and David have usually settled  down in one of the armchairs to catch some peace and quiet before break  ends and they're back to work.

      Jeff shrugs. “Things to do, places to be, I guess,” he deflects.  “Speaking of, I really do have some stuff to do this break. I was just  coming to check the story from its source.”

      Blaine raises his eyebrows, unimpressed. “Does any of this ‘stuff'  involve actions that are either morally dubious and-slash-or illegal?”

      Jeff just smiles mysteriously. “Not in this state, no.”

      

      Blaine's never been more grateful than he is now for his friends.

      David – the crazy, intellectual son-of-a-bitch – finds him in study  and hands him six pages of close-typed, well-researched Latin essay. “I  know your writing style better than my own,” he explains. “Mr Picket  won't know the difference.”

      Wes drops by with a  completed math exercise twenty minutes later.  “You just have to copy it into your handwriting,” he says with a shrug.  “Figured you could use a break from some of Dalton's crazy workload.”

      Jeff's next, though his gift is a little less innocent and a little  more contraband. Six late-excuse slips fall onto Blaine's desk, all  signed, with the date left blank. “I know a guy,” is what Jeff chooses  for his explanation, before he whirls around and leaves.

      Nick pulls through an hour later, at lunch, slumping down into one of  the empty seats opposite Blaine. “On a scale of one to kill me now,  how's your day?” he asks, reaching over an stealing a handful of fries  off Blaine's plate.

      “I wouldn't do that if I were you,” Blaine warns. “I'm yet to be  convinced that the lunch lady didn't sprinkle cyanide over them.”

      “What? Ms Plum? She's nice as pie.” Nick shrugs, popping one into his  mouth. “'Sides, I'd know if it were cyanide. It'd taste like almonds,  for one.”

      Blaine gives Nick a look. “I'm not even going to ask how you know that,” he states.

      Another shrug. “Probably for the best.”

      “So what can I do you for, Nick?” Blaine asks, leaning back in his  chair. “My influence isn't exactly the greatest at the moment, I'll have  to warn you, though.”

      Nick smiles at him and then slams a small card of paper on to the table. Blaine peers at it.

      “Penelope Pilkington?” Blaine reads aloud. “Who's she and why have you just given me her number?”

      “A lawyer,” Nick explains. “A good one. She works at the law firm  where my brother's a paralegal.” Nick pauses, taking in Blaine's  countenance before he continues. “Let's face it, Blaine, you need a  lawyer, and I'd rather it be someone that has my family's personal stamp  of approval than someone out of the phone book.”

      Blaine eyes the card warily.

      “Look,” Nick continues. “Please, just call her. I have enough shit  going on in my life with Jeff to be able to deal with my best friend  ending up in jail, okay?”

      Blaine manages a half-smile. “Thanks.”

      “You're welcome,” Nick replies instantly.

      Blaine forks a bunch of fries. “So what was this you were saying about you and Jeff?”

      Nick shrugs, but he looks far, far too smug.

      

      Deb Soc  kicking him to the curb didn't hurt particularly. Blaine knows for a  fact that he was their best debater, and once the residual anger  subsided, Blaine allowed himself to get a sadistic pleasure out of the  fact that winning competitions is going to have to be put on hold for  them.

      As for swimming – Blaine's a lot calmer when the captain corners him  and explains that they'll lose their sponsors if they keep him on the  team. Eric looks uncomfortable throughout the entire conversation, but  Blaine's not sure if it's because of the rumours or because of the fact  that Eric's a good guy who doesn't want to leave him behind.

      Those two are expected.

      The Warblers, though…

      That one feels like a true betrayal.

      He knows that Wes and David must have fought for him. He knows that Nick and Jeff would have screamed to keep him in.

      He also knows that Thad, the other third of the council, will have fought tooth-and-nail to keep him away.

      Blaine can't really blame Thad for that.

      It was all over the Dalton rumour mill last year when Thad  disappeared for three weeks, returning subdued and slightly messed up.  It turned out that his sister had been raped at college and then tried  to commit suicide. Thad is still pretty messed up, and more than a bit subdued.

      So Blaine's not going to slag Thad off for not wanting a kid accused of sexual assault leading their choir in a song about skin-tight jeans and going all the way.

      It makes sense.

      It doesn't make it suck any less.

      At first, Blaine hoped that they would just revoke his position as  lead soloist. It turns out that they were actually going to go for the  full-house. Blaine's no longer just the ex-soloist. Blaine's now an  ex-member too.

      It sucks.

      What sucks even more is that Sebastian tries to call him about thirty  seconds after the decision's made and all Blaine wants to do is throw  the phone across the room. So he does. The screen cracks, but it doesn't  stop ringing.

      Blaine takes out the battery.

    

  