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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.

Mirin was a musician; he plucked out notes—good ones, he’d say modestly—with a real guitar pick on stages across the Republic. Perhaps that was the inspiration for this gift. Now he played without music, on cords thrumming with sensation instead of sound. What sound there was came as moans, sighs, growls of encouragement, the wet joining of mouths, the grinding of flesh against flesh.

With a shift of his hips, Mirin brought their cocks into alignment and reached down. He took their lengths together in one hand and stroked, while with the other he ran the instrument along Kanovan’s bonds. Silent music danced through every centimeter of the cords, swelled, became almost unbearable. 

He dropped the pick, and the electric flow stopped—but not the rest of it, the velvet, heated slickness of Kanovan’s cock against his own, the insistent pulse in his groin, the warmth of their bodies rocking together. 

Mirin could practice, learn how the song of the cords changed with pressure and angle and timing. He would. But not now, this was enough, this was so much, to have him back at last, and Kanovan thrust against him with one final shout, hot fluid slicking his hand. 

Orgasm shuddered through him. He lay panting in its wake, cheek on his husband’s shoulder, pounding heart to pounding heart. Once he recovered, he began to unwind the cords from Kanovan’s arms. 

“You should bring me things more often,” Mirin said.

“I will,” Kanovan promised.
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Mirin held up the long, pale wax stick. Its scent tickled his nostrils: fresh evergreen. 

“A candle,” he said. The word wasn’t completely unfamiliar, but he wondered what backwater planet Kanovan had found such a primitive artifact on.

“Yes.” Kanovan drew a lighter from his pocket, an elegant silver-cased piece with the emblem of a foreign embassy on it.

“What are we going to do with a candle?”

Kanovan told him.

Mirin’s smile widened, but he asked, “Has it ever struck you that these things you bring me are just as much for you?”

“Well, I admit I’ve looked forward to it.” Kanovan glanced at him from beneath his lashes, a look so blatantly seductive that it could only be made with some irony. But it worked anyway.

Mirin took the lighter from him. “Go to bed.”

He dimmed the lights before joining Kanovan there. His pulse fluttered; truth was, he looked forward to this experiment as much as ‘Van did. If not entirely a selfless gift, it was still mutual. And there was something about the gleam of his husband’s pale, bared skin in the candlelight that stole his breath away. 

He grasped one of Kanovan’s hands and drew it toward him.

Kanovan was a musician, too; the tips of his long fingers were callused by a violin’s strings, played not long ago. For a friend, or a lover, on some other world. Mirin knew about the lovers and often enjoyed hearing about them. He had lovers himself and a story or two to share with Kanovan. Later. For now, he absorbed the reminder that ‘Van had probably used candles before, with someone. Not necessarily with the person he wore those calluses for—that could have been a diplomatic exchange—but at some point in his life. He had experience, he knew what to anticipate, and he wanted it.

Mirin wanted to give it to him.

The back of Kanovan’s hand was warm against his palm. Their fingers, white and deep brown, formed a lattice gilded by the candlelight. For a moment Mirin was struck by the glow on his own skin as he brought the flame closer. By the flush of warmth in the air above it. He’d never seen himself this way before, touched by this kind of light.

‘Van’s gaze danced over him, studying. Taking in Mirin’s illuminated face, the shadows cast by his hair. He saw himself through his husband’s eyes and it was dizzying. Mirin knew he was a handsome man, but even so. This went beyond admiration. Beyond even love.

He saw his husband’s eyes, watching, waiting. The hunger in them. That brought him out of the trance.

Mirin adjusted his hold and let the first drops of wax fall across ‘Van’s fingers, delicate stings of heat between the calluses. Through their joined grip, he sensed invisible tremors. 

“That’s...ah,” Kanovan stammered. “Thank you.”

It went beyond politeness. Mirin smiled, heat in his chest and face and throat as powerful as any flame. 

The wax cooled, and setting aside the candle, he began to pick the hardened beads off. His nails were too short to do the job properly. So he used teeth instead, drawing them across the pads of ‘Van’s fingertips, sucking and half-biting. It brought more tremors, and he tightened his hold to steady Kanovan’s hand. More sighs and stammered praise reached his ears. His mouth watered.

The wax flaked away, at first tasteless, then sour with a hint of skin-saltiness. Kanovan moaned as he sucked harder.

Mirin drew ‘Van’s fingers from his mouth and pushed him down on the mattress. He reached for the candle again. Kanovan’s shirt was already halfway open, his chest half-bared during their welcome kisses. Mirin undid the rest of the buttons and let wax drip along the lines of the mark he uncovered, the letter traced above ‘Van’s heart. Maybe because of the contrast, the edges the scar seemed especially sensitive; a shudder through Kanovan’s body made the next drop land on the smooth skin over his ribcage, and that drew a gasp from him.

“Did that hurt?” Mirin asked.

“It’s...hot.” Kanovan arched luxuriously. The movement cracked the earlier drops of wax as they hardened and dried. It sent his body pressing against Mirin’s groin where he straddled him.

“Right,” he said after a moment—encouraged, as ‘Van meant him to be
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