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Kanovan was gone for weeks and months at a time, out there in the galaxy. He advised on negotiations between regional or planetary governments, corporations that spanned star systems, even with military supervisors from the heart of the Republic itself. He came home to the apartment that overlooked the Via River through two large windows. Sunlight swept in, intensifying the orange paint where it showed between shelves of blue dishes, photoprints, and instrument racks. 

When Mirin was alone, for weeks and months at a time, the apartment felt small. Kanovan pushed the walls outward, making the space vast with its fullness. 

“I brought you something,” he whispered in Mirin’s ear, between kisses along the curve and lobe. 

“Really? What?” Mirin stopped nibbling his husband’s jaw long enough to follow his pointing arm to the kitchen table. Among his luggage, he’d left a new case. Not very large, sleek, black: it was nondescript in a way that made it all the more intriguing. 

Mirin wrapped an arm around Kanovan’s waist and swung him out of the way, making it easy to win the race. Laughing, he felt the weight of ‘Van’s gaze along the backs of his hands as he unlatched the case’s clasps and raised the lid. He ran a fingertip over the black coils inside. 

Then Kanovan was next to him, drawing something from his vest pocket. A guitar pick, Mirin thought at first. But it was larger, filling his palm when he accepted it from ‘Van, and heavier, thicker. One edge glistened with the gleam of circuitry endings.

“I’m not sure I understand...” Mirin pushed his other hand through the cords in the box. They were silken and soft, but with a wiry core. Yielding, but not too far. He grinned. “I’d welcome an explanation, though.” 

Kanovan smiled back. “Come to bed.”

“I get that part.”

He unwound the cords from their coil as he went. Kanovan undressed and lay down. Mirin rewound the cords, then: around his offered arms, his chest, each thigh separately, and lower on one leg to circle his calf. Kanovan let out a chuckle as Mirin’s fingers skimmed his ankle ticklishly. The last loop went around the root of his cock, which was already hardening—at the touch, but also in anticipation of something Mirin grew more and more eager to see.

He took up the pick.

“On the side,” Kanovan said. 

Mirin felt around and found a tiny button. He pressed it, and the plectrum hummed to life between his fingers.

At first surprise set his teeth on edge, but as the tingle flowed into his body, down to the bone, it became sweetly relaxing and invigorating all at once. 

Kanovan sank deeper into the mattress, eyes falling closed. He swallowed and whispered, “Go on.” 

Mirin set the edge against the binding cords, and invisible lightening sang between them. It felt...beautiful was the word that came to mind, if a sensation could be beautiful. As beautiful as his husband was, bound before him and experiencing the full impact.

It passed down Kanovan’s body in a delicious tremor. Mirin plucked again—at the cord tying his wrists this time—and a moan escaped his lips. At a touch to his thigh, his erection filled out more, and when Mirin brushed lightly over the coil looped at its base, Kanovan arched on the bed.

His eyes opened and met Mirin’s, heavy-lidded and bright, their blue gone dark with wanting. Mirin grinned down at him.

“You’re still dressed,” Kanovan murmured.

In a few moments, he wasn’t. He straddled Kanovan’s hips. The cords binding his husband’s thighs pressed into his calves, their live warmth humming, and the hard heat of ‘Van’s cock brushed the cleft of his ass. He wiggled, teasing. Completely in control and glorying in it. Just as Kanovan was about to say something desperate, Mirin played the coil that ran under his shoulders, over his ribs, around his heart and lungs.

The hum in his fingers on the pick was only a shadow of what ran through the black loops. He’d known it, but feeling it was something else. A buzz kissed his palm, over and over, but that sensation faded beneath the bliss that fired where his bare skin touched the coils. And where his skin pressed Kanovan’s, energy of a different sort moved between them.
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