A Disturbancein the Force
by AHS aka wouldbedorothy
“Brian, | don’t know how to tell you this, but... youe got...”

| fucking hate myself for those three seconds tHat sentence hang before | felt Brian’s
body tense and my brain woke up.

When you've just blown someone who's had testicaéarcer and your face is still down
around their remaining ball, that’s pretty much wwst thing you can say.

“No, no, no, Brian, notNo. There’s nothing. You're fine.”
“Shit, Justin.”

He puffed out a loud breath of relief and | rubloeg hands over his hips and thighs to loosen
the muscleDamn, and I'd had him so relaxed before.

“I'm sorry.”

Seeing my worry, he reached down and softly tousigdair, then thwapped the scar-free
side of my head. “Shut up. I'm over it.”

| crawled back up him until we were face to facd pretended | couldn’t feel his heart still
beating double-time.

“Trust me, Brian... IF | ever findnythingon your body that requires medical attention,Il wi
fucking say it, flat-out, no hedging. And same gfmsyou with me?”

Brian grunted, which is the most he can acknowlesige the thought of something bad
happening to me. But it was a grunt in the affiin&tWe sealed it with a kiss, and | sucked
his bottom lip into my mouth a little too long besa |1 don’t do too well with that thought
either, about him.

“Well, hey. Now what | was really going to say wbséem so bad... possibly.”

“Spit it out.”

“Too late, | already swallOkay, okay. | know you like to say you’ve never hadrayghair,
and we can debate the existencdust For Menn our bathroom all day long-”

“Like | would use that cheap ass-”
“THE POINT IS... I'm pretty sure this is a first. Urhpney..”

Brian made a freaked face at my use of the endedymg voice all sugar and concern.



“You have a gray hair.” My hand slid down his slightsweaty stomach and beyond to
lovingly pat his pubes. “Down there.”

“Very funny.”

“I thought so, a little bit, but I'm surprised yaio.”

His eyes narrowed, studying my face. “You're sesigu

“It's kind of more white than gray. But, yeah. Tisatot the worst of it, though.”

“What. Now.”

“It's... straight” | looked down, moving to the side a bit so thatcould see, and petted it
with one finger. One bright white, disturbinglyastsht hair, standing out amongst a sea of

glorious dark curlies.

“The fuck?” Brian sat up a bit to look, then letrtsielf fall dramatically back on the bed. “Of
all the fucking indignities. Like taking a ball weésenough.”

“It's just a hair. It's not like anyone’s even ggito know but us.”

“| see. Because I'm only fucking you now, it dodgsmatter what | look like? | should just let
myself get old and gray and develop a gut-”

“I didn’t say allthat” | skimmed across his flat tummy with my fronéethk. “But you could.”

It was really adorable, how ridiculously offendezllboked at the implication that | would
still love him old and fat.

“Brian, you are nowhere near old. You're 36. Avexage for your first gray hair is 34, |
think, so-"

“First graypubic hair?”
Huh. “I'm... not sure | know the statistics on that.”

“Hallelujah.” He gave a small, bitter chuckle. ‘thaw this is going to sound like a come-on,
but for the moment, it’s not... Get down there guodi.”

“You want me to pull the hair out?” Not sure whyas surprised.
“I'm not putting dyeanywhere near there. And sure as fuck not a guilon.”
“What if five more come in its place, to avengedeath?”

He smiled hislustin is a dork and | like gmile for a second, then his face went all badass
and he growled, “They wouldn’t dare.”

Probably right.



“Okay, fine.” | carefully isolated the hair and gpied it between my thumb and forefinger.
“One, two...” It slipped through a couple of timeadd was trying to remember where the
tweezers were just as | finally managed to yamkiit “Three!”

| held it up in triumph to show him.

“Thank you,” he gritted out, trying to act like thHaadn’t smarted like hell. (Brian enjoyed
hair-pulling, but that, not so much.)

“It's sort of sad, though.”

“What is?”

“What that one poor hair gets for beiggeer Cast out.”

“It wasn't queer, it was ugly. There’s a differerice

| laughed and dipped my head to run my tongue theetiny sore spot, then blew cool air on
it. When | realized | was still holding the haistraddled Brian’s waist and held it in front of
his face, resting on one fingertip.

“Make a wish.”

So what if that's supposed to be for eyelashesewkhe’d think of something.

And he did, and he blew, and | got another chanceléax him(and me) and this time keep
him that way (maybe lkttle bit blacked out) for a lot longer.



