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​Almost a Normal Day
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His sore muscles flexed under the water from the shower, the knots tightening rather than easing under the cold assault. Honestly, this place treated waste workers like they were waste themselves. They couldn’t even bother heating the water for their showers. But at least it washed away the smell. 

Jax sighed, turned off the shower and stepped out of the compact cabin, raising a brow at the familiar figure waiting outside.

There stood Holden, leaning against a wall, his usual grin firmly planted on his lovely lips. His sea-blue eyes traveled up and down Jax’s body, his gaze appreciative. He pushed off the wall and held out a towel as he whistled.

Jax snatched the towel from his hand, giving him a brief look as he dried himself.

“Who let you in?”

His grin turned into a slight pout. “Is that how you greet your boyfriend?”

Jax’s lips tugged at the corners, almost betraying him with a smile. He dropped the towel on the ground and stepped towards Holden, naked as he was. He hooked a finger under the matching OBAI on Holden’s neck. The collar served as a breathing aid device, modifying the surrounding air to suit the wearer’s particular needs. They had long since agreed it’d be far easier if they both just wore it all the time.

“Who let you in, pet?” Jax teased.

He could feel Holden’s little shudder against him, but he only chuckled, his hands warm as they came to rest on Jax’s hips.

“I let myself in. Couldn’t wait to see you.”

Jax released the collar and shook his head. “You wouldn’t have wanted to see me five minutes ago.”

“No? But I always want to see you.” Holden smirked.

Jax huffed and leaned in for a soft kiss. “Well, you certainly wouldn’t have wanted to smell me, then.”

Holden’s hands tightened on his hips as Jax tried to put some distance between them again, then reluctantly loosened his grip, letting him go. 

Jax picked up the towel to put in the dirty laundry and went to his locker to fetch his clothes and get dressed.

The Stella orbital settlement was far from ideal, but for two men on the run, it was good enough–for now. It was a low-key, middle-ground habitat orbiting around a backwater planet. The kind of people who lived there were mostly hardworking. Honest? Well... most of them, perhaps. It wasn’t the kind of place filled with pirates and rogues, but it was also not the kind of place the Coalition would come searching either. Mostly, because this zone was under the Protectorate’s control—just far enough not to be bothered, close enough to dip their hands on any profitable earnings. It was the perfect place to disappear. Away from the Coalition’s eyes, but just bordering their zone–easy to catch word if anyone came searching. 

As he finished dressing, Holden took his hand and pulled him along. At first, Jax let himself be pulled along before falling into step by his side. 

They walked down dimly lit corridors with peeling paint. The faint smell of rust permeated every inch of the settlement, particularly the lower corridors leading to the sewer reclamation facility. There were no fancy holograms or flashing signs; the Stella was mostly industrial and old-fashioned.

Up a few flights of stairs, and they came into a wider, more populated area. People walked past, everyone minding their own business, too busy with their own affairs to meddle in anyone else’s. It suited them just fine. For now, anonymity was their most valuable ally.

Holden shifted the hold on his hand, intertwining their fingers. He kept sending him brief glances, until Jax had enough of it and huffed. 

“What?”

“Keep doing that any harder, and that frown of yours will get stuck.” Holden smirked. His voice held that familiar teasing edge that made Jax both roll his eyes and feel at home all at once.

When he didn’t answer, Holden chuckled, the sound deep and rich.

“You love the quiet though, don’t you? Admit it.”

The corner of Jax’s mouth lifted. “Do I love stinking to the stars and beyond on the daily?” He teased. “Maybe next time I’ll subject you to that glory. You can tell me how you like it.”

Holden wrinkled his nose at the idea, then snickered, squeezing his hand. 

The job might suck, but it beat running for their lives. And... There was something about returning every day to share his living space with Holden that made everything worth it.

He let his thumb caress the back of Holden’s hand as they headed to the long-term docks, where the Razorwing had made berth what felt like a lifetime ago. They’d had to repaint the entire ship to make it look more... rustic. Hide the telltale signs of on-board weaponry. Jax could hardly recognize the exterior now, but the interior remained... mostly as ever. A little more lived-in, now that it was two of them in it.

Jax only released his grip on Holden’s strong hand when they finally crossed the airlocks of the Razorwing. The familiar hum of the ship grounded him, reminding him he was home. That he could relax now, for a little while.

“You finished early today.”

Holden flashed a small, charming smile, turning fully to him. That hand came up to caress his cheek, callous fingers tracing a gentle pattern. “I wanted to spend more time with you.” 

Jax raised a brow. “Oh, Chase. What did you do now?” he taunted. 

Holden laughed softly. “Why do you think I did something?”

“Why else would you try to sweeten me up?” Jax smiled.

Holden shook his head in amusement. “I just want to spend more time with you, love.” His fingers threaded through his hair, playing with a short strand. “I like how your hair looks like this.”

As soon as Holden had let go, the strand fell right over his eyes, just long enough to get on his nerves. Jax blew on it. It floated up and fell back on the same spot, making him grumble. “It’s getting too long.”

Holden’s fingers ran through his hair once more, pushing it back and off his face. “We’ll trim it later. Just a little.”

Jax leaned into the touch, his hands settling against Holden’s chest. “So? What did you do?”

Holden chuckled and, seeing an opening, leaned in for an attack. Soft lips pressed to Jax’s neck, right above his collar, sending pleasant shivers down his spine. He then trailed those attentions up to his ear, murmuring against his skin

“I told you, I’m innocent.”

Jax shuddered at the hot breath against his skin. He couldn’t help a soft chuckle, tilting his head, giving Holden better access to the skin he wanted to tease. “You? Innocent? Please.”

Holden’s hands, ever curious, traveled down Jax’s body, tugging up his shirt and slipping underneath to brush warm, calloused fingers across his skin. 

“You, who’s been sneaking around half the galaxy as a smuggler?” Jax chuckled. 

Holden only smirked, brushing his lips against the corner of Jax’s mouth. “Well, everyone deserves a second chance.”

Jax let out a soft laugh, but let himself relax under Holden’s hands, feeling his warm touch pressing through the fabric. His scent lingered in the small space between them, a light hint of something smoky that always seemed to cling to his skin after work. It reminded him of their first night together, when Holden’s boldness had taken him by surprise, back when they’d both been so wary, yet so willing to lose themselves in each other. And yet, Holden’s actions had drawn him in, despite every wall he’d tried to put up.

That night had felt so raw, so intense, each touch and look charged with the understanding that nothing about their lives was certain anymore.

“You seem distracted, love.” Holden’s mouth moved back to Jax’s jaw, stubble brushing against his skin with each teasing nip. Jax felt the familiar roughness as Holden’s lips trailed along his cheek. “Thinking of something?”

Jax caught his eyes and held them, a soft smirk spreading across his lips.

“Actually... I was just thinking...” he said, leaning closer, pushing Holden’s body against the nearest wall. Holden shivered against him, and Jax’s smirk widened. “About how you seem to need a reminder of who’s in charge around here.”

Holden blinked, feigning innocence with a raised brow. “Oh? And just—”

Before Holden could finish, Jax slammed both hands to the sides of his head. A compartment door slid open at Holden’s right, and Jax reached in to pull out his magnetic cuffs. He held them up, letting the faint glint of white metal catch Holden’s eye.

Holden, who had followed his every move, turned to him with raised eyebrows. His surprise did not last long, his gaze flicking between the cuffs and Jax, then offering one of his trademark grins, mischief dancing in his eyes. 

“Oh, so that’s how it is?”

Jax tilted his head. “Are you going to surrender willingly, or will I have to make you?”

Holden’s eyes darkened, his smile softening as he brought his wrists down toward Jax in a playful gesture.

“I surrender.”

Jax snapped the cuffs around Holden’s wrists with precision, letting his thumb press just long enough against Holden’s pulse, feeling it throb beneath his skin, before activating the magnet. The cuffs snapped together, linking Holden’s arms in place, forbidding him from separating them. 

Holden’s eyes glinted with curiosity at their new game, his breathing already hitching.

Jax let his fingers linger, tracing Holden’s wrists before he tugged him forward, firmly guiding him toward their quarters.

As Jax pulled him into the bedroom, he remembered their first night—the tension, and the way Holden’s hands had roamed over his body, mapping every inch. The memories of it made him lose his patience a little, making him want him all the more. Enough that when they reached the bed, he pushed him down on it a bit rougher than he intended.

Holden only laughed, blue eyes dark with desire. “What are you going to do now, hunter?”

Jax answered by reaching for his own clothes, urgently shedding them and tossing them aside. Holden’s gaze traveled up and down his body as he bared it, devouring him with his eyes.

“If you think that’s a punishment, darling, you’re quite wrong.”

“Punishment? No. We’ll leave the spanking for next time.” He taunted, leaning in to undo Holden’s pants, tugging them down along with his underwear, just enough to free his hardening cock. His gaze lingered on Holden, cuffed and sprawled across the bed, every bit the picture of surrender. He smirked, bringing a thumb up to brush against his own lips. “Hm. Good to see you’re ready.”

Holden arched a brow, a sly smile tugging at his lips. “You like the view, love?”

Jax smirked, leaning forward to press Holden’s wrists up over his head with one hand, activating a secondary magnet to attach them to the metal headboard, pinning him in place. “Oh, I definitely do.”

“So, what’s next if not a punishment?” he taunted.

Jax smirked again as he straddled Holden’s hips, his weight holding him in place. With his hands free, he let them wander, pushing up his shirt to bare his muscular chest, fingers tracing slow circles over the newly exposed skin. They paused over a nipple, pinching gently, eliciting a small gasp from his prisoner. That hardening cock twitched under his hips, and he pressed down against it a little more..

“Not so innocent after all, are you?” Jax chuckled, his voice a low tease as his fingers trailed lower again, between them, until he was wrapping that hand around Holden’s cock.

Holden drew in a sharp breath, his voice somewhere between a chuckle and a gasp. “Not with you. Never with you.” He smirked, his gaze daring Jax to keep going. “Is this where I’m supposed to beg?”

Jax leaned close, bringing his mouth just near enough to ghost over Holden’s lips. “I’d definitely like to hear you beg,” he whispered.

Holden swallowed, his smirk fading, giving way to a soft moan as Jax’s hands began to move, stroking, roaming, exploring his skin, mapping each inch as he’d done the first time. For once, Holden seemed to have no witty comebacks. No coy words to ruin the moment. Only the soft sounds of pleasure, drawn out by every new touch of Jax’s fingers.

Until he withdrew his hands, testing Holden’s restraint. His lover’s next groan sounded almost disappointed, those blue eyes gazing at him through dark lashes. 

Jax leaned in and whispered triumphantly in Holden’s ear. “Now... who’s in charge, again?”

Holden let a little scoff, a little snort of amusement, but replied as expected. “You are...”

Jax rewarded him with a heated kiss, deep and passionate, until they were both pulling back for air. Panting, he reached into a nearby compartment, pulling out a bottle of lube. He eyed Holden’s cuffed wrists.

“Are you going to let me go so I can help?” Holden said, his breathing heavy already, lips parted in anticipation.

“Hmm... I’m considering.” Jax smirked, uncapping the bottle and spreading a considerable amount of the oily liquid over his own fingers. It dripped down his hand and onto Holden’s stomach. “But I don’t think I need your help.”

Lifting his hips to give himself more room, Jax brought his lubed-up hand down to his own entrance, pushing a finger in with slow, deliberate motions. He watched as Holden’s neck craned to see better, how his lips parted, letting out a small whimper. Those strong wrists gave a first tug against the cuffs, but it was useless. He would not be able to get them off by force.

“You should let me help.” Holden’s words were shaky, his breath shuddering as he watched, enthralled. “Let me help.” 

Jax shuddered at the tone of that call. “Are you begging?” he asked, breath hitching as he pushed deeper, working on stretching himself steadily.

“Jax—yes, fuck yes, just let me—” He tugged at the cuffs again.

“Beg harder,” Jax teased, pushing a second finger in with a groan, trying to go a little faster now, his patience fraying as fast as Holden’s.

Holden cursed again, slamming his head back against the pillow. “You’re killing me here, love.”

Jax chuckled breathlessly. This time, his tone carried a definitive order as he said “Beg.”

Holden bit his lower lip and looked straight up at him. “Let me take you—I need to take you.”

“Harder,” Jax insisted, pulling his fingers out and pouring more lube on his hand. He wrapped it around his lover’s member, stroking slowly. He watched Holden’s every response, letting each gasp and shiver spur him on.

“Please—” Holden finally begged. “I want you—need you, Jax.”

“Good pet,” Jax taunted. He rearranged himself on top of Holden, guiding that hard cock to his entrance as he lowered his hips into him. A soft moan escaped his lips as his lover stretched him wide. “Chase...”

As he moved lower, taking him as deep as he could, his muscles clenched around him. Holden groaned, tugging at his restraints, another curse slipping past his lips.

“Aren’t... you gonna free me?”

The question sounded more like a plea. Taking pity on him, Jax reached up and disengaged the magnet that was keeping his hands up, but not the one holding his wrists together. It seemed to be enough, Holden’s hands coming down at once to wrap around his cock.

“You’re so fuckin’ tight,” Holden gasped, hips thrusting up, ready for more.

Jax didn’t make him wait, starting to move his hips up and down, riding Holden’s cock in a steady rhythm. He needed Holden as much as his lover needed him. The emotional bond they’d forged while escaping the Coalition was deep, but the comfort they found in each other’s bodies, the way it grounded them both, was even deeper.

Together they moved as one, the slick sounds of skin against skin, soft moans and ragged gasps filling the room. Holden’s rough hands moved fast on his cock, squeezing delightfully, his fingers finding the exact pressure to send Jax reeling, as if they were flying through space. He arched his body, angling his hips a bit more so each new thrust would hit against his soft spot.

Underneath him, Holden’s body flexed and tensed, pushed up harder, losing their rhythm as they neared their peak. But it was Jax’s body that gave in first, a deep shudder running down his spine and his back arching as he spilled hard all over Holden’s bound hands. His muscles tensed and eased around Holden’s cock, making his lover moan and whimper in pleasure, and, with a few more thrusts, he felt that hot seed spurt inside him, filling him deep.

They lingered like this for a moment, Jax on top, both panting hard. His hands stroked over Holden’s strong pecs and down to find the cuffs, pressing a button. The magnet turned off, and they both opened, sliding off his lover’s wrists and falling on the bed with a soft thud.

After a few deep breaths, Jax moved off, Holden’s cock slipping out of him easily. He plopped down beside him, wrinkling his nose as something dug into his back. He wriggled to find the cuff he’d fallen on top of and tossed it across the bed carelessly. It landed with a clank somewhere on the other end of the room.

“I knew you were the kinky kind,” Holden smirked, still a little breathless.

“You can just never shut up, can you?” Jax said, but a soft smile had spread on his lips regardless.

“Well, you know what the best way to shut me up is,” Holden snickered, turning to him, propping himself up on an elbow. His gaze roamed over Jax’s body, hungry.

Jax let him watch for a moment, then turned to him as well, leaning in to press their lips into another ‘shut-up’ kiss.

“Next time, I’ll gag you.” he teased, wrapping his arms around him and resting against his warmth.

***
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A HOT, STEAMY SHOWER later, Jax was lying back against his now fully naked lover, eyes closed, letting the steady beat of his heart lull him to sleep. His arm was wrapped loosely around Holden’s waist, his hand now and again caressing the skin at his side.

Holden’s own arm gently wrapped around him, returning the soft caress, both of them fully relaxed. Moments like these were rare, and Jax relished every second of it. Holden was the only one who could coax him out of that reserved shell he clung to so often. The only one who could center him when he felt things were slipping out of his control. It was still frightening to depend on someone like this, so wholly. But he was, very slowly, growing used to it. Learning to trust. Or at least, that’s what he told himself. But trust was still a bit of a work in progress.

––––––––
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SLEEP WAS JUST ABOUT to claim Jax when the shrill beep of an incoming message shattered the quiet. His eyes snapped open, and he hissed under his breath—an instinctual reaction of his alien nature when something bothered him. He felt Holden’s arm tense around him as well, both of them stiffening as reality struck like an asteroid.

“Captain. I am sorry to interrupt, but there is an incoming message.” The ship’s AI, DOTA, announced, “It’s marked as urgent.”

Jax saw Holden frown, one eye cracking open, only to close again with a groan of reluctance. “Can you read it, DOTA?”

“I’m sorry, I can’t. The message is encrypted, to be relayed only visually. It will take me under twenty minutes to decrypt.”

Jax frowned, sitting up. Well, there went their calm. An encrypted message, directed specifically at them, when no one should even know they were alive, could bring no good news. They’d gone through so much to erase every trace of them—to make everyone believe they had both died in the explosion of Holden’s ship. Buying themselves time to recover and regroup before the next stage of their insane task.

He eyed Holden, who was now sitting up as well, his brown hair tousled, brows furrowed in quiet worry, mirroring the twist in Jax’s gut.

“Display it on the screen here when it’s ready.” Jax instructed the AI, barely able to hold back the impatience in his tone.

“Yes, Captain.”

They both watched the screen in silence, a heavy weight filling the air. Jax could feel it. Whoever was on the other end of this message was about to turn their lives upside down.
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The screen on the wall lit up, its soft glow casting shadows across the room. Beside him, Jax slipped his shirt back on, movements stiff as tension returned to his body. Holden felt the distance settle between them, cold and undeniable. He mourned the loss of the closeness, the chill that ran through his body now having nothing to do with the lack of warmth from Jax’s body, and everything to do with the message still in the process of decrypting.

A sour taste rose in his mouth. They both knew this could be nothing good. Reluctantly, he reached for his pants and pulled them on. He was just buttoning them up when another small beep announced DOTA was done decrypting the message, drawing his gaze up. The threatening words appeared on the screen.

Jax hissed. “Impossible.”

His gaze moved from Jax back to the screen, the simple, chilling words appearing clear as Earth’s waters.

“Work for me, or the Coalition will know exactly where you hide.”

Holden sat back down heavily, a curse slipping out as he ran a hand through his hair, reading the brutal message again. He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, letting out a breath through gritted teeth.

“DOTA, sender markers?”

“The message is signed as: Your Favorite Nightmare.”

Holden’s brow twitched. There could only be one person who would sign the message that way. He muttered under his breath. “Void, take me... of course, it had to be Taren.”

Just thinking of his name made Holden’s pulse spike, a bitter taste filling his mouth. 

Jax folded his arms, raising a brow at him. His tone was steady, but Holden didn’t miss the way his slit pupils dilated and his nostrils slightly flared—Jax was seething inside. Not that he needed to look at him to feel the unspoken accusation simmering between them: once again, Holden had somehow managed to drag them into danger.

“Friend of yours?” Jax asked, his tone flat.

Holden’s lips curled into a grim smile. Friend? Maybe once he would have called him that. But not now. Not for a long, long time ago. 

“Not quite the word I’d use.” He didn’t look back at his boyfriend, eyes glued to the message, as though willing it to disappear.

Silence settled between them once again as Jax waited, his black-brown gaze burning holes through him.

Holden sighed, resting his hands behind his back as he leaned back a bit, trying to find a pose that would feel somewhat casual. As if this weren’t as big of a deal. But it was. This... could ruin everything. 

“We go way back, Taren and I.” He finally said, answering the unspoken question. “Same planet, same rough district. Used to run together for a while...” He pursed his lips, jaw clenching as he recalled the last time they’d worked together... and shook his head. He didn’t want those memories to resurface. “I left to become a smuggler. He left to become something... bigger.”

Jax’s brow twitched. “Define ‘bigger’?”

Holden licked his lips, looking at the screen still, only sending tiny glances Jax’s way to gauge his mood. “Bigger. Like his own gang. Did pretty well. Last I heard, he had connections everywhere. The kind that reach into places even the Protectorate overlooks. Guess I shouldn’t be surprised out of all people, he’s the one who found us...”

Jax’s fingers tapped on his biceps, his gaze turning to the screen as well. 

“Work for me,” he mused. “If he has so many connections, why would he need us?”

“Maybe... because we don’t exist?” Holden snorted and shook his head, pushing off the bed to get up. “Who knows? It doesn’t matter what he wants. All that matters is he’s got us pinned, and he knows it.” He tapped the side of the screen to turn it off. “But trusting that guy’s like stepping right in front of a plasma rifle.”

With the screen off, Jax turned his gaze back to him, frown deepening. Holden could tell the wheels were turning, the hunter’s instinct running through all the math in his head, calculating the odds.

“So what I’m hearing is, this ultimatum comes from quite a dangerous criminal with a lot of connections.” Jax started.

Holden frowned, a knot forming in his throat. He pointed a finger at his lover. “Oh... No, no—I know that look, Jax. You’re not considering this!”

Jax’s expression softened slightly. “Holden—”

“Don’t you ‘Holden’ me.” Holden gritted his teeth and looked away from him, crossing his arms over his chest. Jax was always switching from his name to his last name whenever he went into ‘Hunter’ mode, when he was making plans and being practical. “You have no idea what he’s like.”

“I don’t,” Jax admitted. “But you do. And that’s an advantage we have.”

An advantage? Holden snorted. The only advantage to knowing for sure something would bite you in the ass, was that you would know to stay the hell away from it. And he had a feeling that would be rather difficult in their current situation.
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