

        

            

                

            

        




	



Sub-Culture


	 


	When life gets on top, delving into a sub-culture may be just what it takes to keep a sinking relationship afloat


	Five years after the bumpy start to their relationship, Noah and Pierce have settled well into their lives as a happy couple. The arrival of a new child should have made their matrimonial bliss complete, but the strain of raising a baby and a teenager, combined with a lot of pressure in their jobs, is beginning to take its toll. 


	In the midst of what already is a potentially explosive situation, Noah’s younger brother Jonah comes to stay with them, forcing Noah to face the issues he still has regarding his homophobic parents and adding to the emotional pressure he is under.


	When Noah starts behaving oddly and Pierce just can’t seem to put his jealousy to rest, the cracks in their relationship become too severe to ignore any longer. They struggle to keep their sinking love afloat but, as Noah craves the comfort a certain sub-culture can offer, Pierce finds himself wondering just how far he is willing to step out of his own comfort zone to save their love. 
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Chapter 1


	 


	 


	 


	“Fuck, not again!” Noah snatched the duvet under his arm, turned around and buried his head in the pillow. 


	“Uh, it’s your turn, love,” Pierce reminded him, struggling to recall how to work his voice. If only he wasn’t so incredibly, mind-numbingly tired… He dragged an eyelid open and glanced at the clock on the nightstand, but only because it was there anyway, straight in his blurry line of vision. Otherwise, he wouldn’t have bothered. 


	An assembly of cool, greenish dashes informed him that it was half past two. That meant he would have three more hours of sleep until he needed to get up. Noah would have four—in theory. 


	“No way!” Noah’s protest was muffled by the pile of pillows and duvet he’d buried himself under, but it was nonetheless vehement. “It was my turn last night already.”


	“Sorry,” Pierce mumbled, half apologetic, half relieved and completely anaesthetised with fatigue. “That was the night before last.”


	“Fuck.” The mattress bounced as Noah sat up. There was a noisy inhalation of breath—Noah yawning. “Shouldn’t he be able to make it through the night without another feed by now anyway?” 


	Right on cue, another long, heartbreaking and ear-splitting wail sliced through what was left of the night’s peace and quiet. 


	“Try telling him that,” Pierce retorted. 


	“Pheebs stopped needing night feeds—”


	“When she was six months old. I know. But Phinneas just isn’t Phoebe. He is who he is and he happens to need his milk at night so we have to give it to him. You have to give it to him.”


	“Yeah, right,” Noah grunted but pushed to his feet. “Coming,” he grumbled on the way out into the hall, then, seconds later, his voice sounded much gentler as he said, “Well, hello, you sleepless little gremlin. Got the munchies again, haven’t you?” More words followed, but they were too low for Pierce to make them out. Knowing Noah, it was a mix of sweet little nothings and good-humoured insults, which was his usual way of dealing with the baby whenever he was overtired and needed to vent some of the resulting grumpiness. Noah would never allow himself to let the fiery side of his temper show around either of their two children. It was what made him a wonderful dad—part of it, anyway. He was patient, generous, funny… Pierce found it increasingly hard to focus on the noises Noah was making in the kitchen while he was preparing the baby’s bottle. 


	No, they weren’t in the kitchen any longer. Already, Noah’s light-hearted chatter was growing louder as he approached their door on the way back to Baby Phin’s bedroom. Listening to the soothing, familiar tone of Noah’s voice, Pierce let the sweet melody of the faint accent in it lull him back to sleep. 


	The peace didn’t last long. Thirty minutes, according to the cool, greenish dashes on the alarm clock. The mattress bounced again but, instead of Noah’s six foot tall, hard-muscled body, something—or rather someone—significantly smaller, and also a lot bonier, crept into Pierce’s bed. A tiny, but pointed elbow hit him in the ribs with an accuracy that would have made a professional wrestler proud. 


	“Fu—Phoebe!” Pierce gasped as the air left his lungs a lot faster than he’d intended it to. “What are you doing here?” He rubbed the spot just left of his sternum. It was going to turn into a nasty bruise. 


	“Phin woke me up,” Phoebe complained. 


	“That’s no reason for you to be out of bed at this time,” Pierce pointed out. 


	“But I can’t sleep.”


	“No, of course you can’t sleep when you’re walking around and— Oi!”


	Occupying the space Noah had deserted only half an hour ago, Phoebe had snatched the duvet in a very good imitation of her father. Just like he had done earlier, she turned around, buried her head in his pillow and started snoring. So much for not being able to sleep. 


	Pierce knew he should move her, but the notion of getting out of his warm, almost comfortable nest was more than he could face. Besides, his own limbs felt like lead. How he was supposed to move with the added weight of a twelve-year-old if his own body was too heavy for him to drag out of bed was beyond him. He was still contemplating whether or not he should try to carry her back into her own bed or simply ignore the late-night visitor and go back to sleep when Noah returned. Another half-hour had passed, as the numbers on the alarm clock pointed out. 


	“Taken,” Pierce warned and indicated Noah’s side of the bed. 


	“Fan-fucking-tastic!” Hovering in front of the bed, Noah glared down at his sleeping child. “Why didn’t you tell her to go back to her own room?”


	“Couldn’t. By the time I realised what was happening, she was already rolled into that duvet, tight as a tick. What was up with Phin? You’ve been gone quite long.”


	“I know.” Noah let out an exasperated sigh. Or maybe it was just another yawn. “I had to change him after I fed him, then he was awake and wanted to play, puked on himself, so I had to change his clothes again—the usual.” He watched Phoebe for another moment, then he murmured, “What do you think I should do about this one now?” 


	It said a lot about the state of exhaustion he was in that he had asked Pierce for directions. Once upon a time, he would have fought Pierce for the lead every step of the way. Now, although he had mellowed, he was still quick to decide for himself and didn’t often ask for advice—especially not when it had something to do with their children and, above all, Phoebe, his biological child. 


	“Carry her back?” Pierce suggested. He knew he ought to be more helpful, really, but he was just so bloody bushed.


	Noah chewed his bottom lip. “I’m not sure. Maybe she needs the, uh, affirmation and the contact with us. She’s been trying to sneak into our room quite often for a while now, hasn’t she?”


	“Uh-huh.”


	“Do you believe that it has something to do with the baby? Could it be that she feels neglected and is jealous of all the attention we’re giving him?”


	“I’m not sure,” Pierce answered. Seriously, a quarter to four in the morning was not an awesome time to discuss parental issues, contrary to what Noah seemed to think. But that was the thing with Noah. Once he was fully awake, he stayed that way for a while. Even if it was the middle of the night and he had only about three hours of sleep left before getting up. Three hours for Noah, which meant two hours for Pierce. “I haven’t thought about it yet, to be honest,” Pierce added when it became clear that Noah was not going to settle with the short answer. “It sounds as if that’s what you think, though.”


	“The thought has occurred to me. She seems to have become a lot smoochier since he’s around, too. Remember how she used to act all grown up and independent a couple of months ago?” Finally sitting down on the side of the bed, next to Phoebe, he reached out and stroked her hair. 


	“Look at my baby. She is all grown up and independent already, isn’t she?” he whispered. 


	“Noah, love?”


	“Huh?”


	“I really don’t mean to spoil what seems to be a moment of immense paternal bliss, but could you please take Pheebs back to her own room now and come to bed?”


	Noah jerked his head up in surprise. His eyes glittered in the dim light that fell in from the street lamp outside as he stared at Pierce, but if Pierce’s unkind words had hurt him, he wasn’t letting on. That was another thing with Noah. If something upset him, he rarely let it show.


	Pierce tried to sound apologetic. “Sorry, love. I’m dead beat and I’d like to get just a few hours of sleep in before I have to be up and get her ready for school and myself for work.”


	“Whatever.” Noah got up again and, bending down, tucked his arms under Phoebe’s sleep-dead body. He managed to lift her up easily enough, but Pierce didn’t miss him swaying under her weight as he carried her to the door. Not much longer now and Noah wouldn’t be able to carry her around like that anymore. Already, it was no mean feat to lift a twelve-year-old girl, even though the girl in question was of a short and slender build for her age. She had always been a small and sickly child, the side effect of having been born with a congenital heart defect. A high-risk operation had saved her before it could have become fatal, but, previous to that, the omnipresent threat of a heart failure had made her a constant source of worry to poor Noah. He had raised her on his own and, in spite of all the trouble she’d caused him, Noah adored his daughter.


	There had been a time, and sometimes there still was, when Pierce wondered who came first on Noah’s list of priorities. He had never asked the question out loud, though. He had accepted that Phoebe was the most important person in Noah’s life long ago. Now, over five years into a stable and mostly happy relationship, he was relatively confident that Phoebe and he both came first—on different lists. And ever since the arrival of Baby Phinneas, the biological child Pierce had given up hope ever to have, he could relate to Noah’s protectiveness. Now more than ever, Pierce valued the features of a devoted father in his lover. 


	Not just lover, he thought and nudged the ring on his third finger. Husband. Legalised, official life-partner. Noah Conway-Hollister, the stubborn, Irish hothead who had stolen his heart and had put him through hell right before making him the happiest man on earth by marrying him. 


	Pierce was only faintly aware of Noah slipping back into bed behind him and snuggling up close. He thought he felt a hard bulge press against his butt cheek, but wasn’t sure. Even if it was what he thought it was—and, given Noah’s high sex drive, he had a pretty good idea of what it was—he just…couldn’t. Not in the middle of the night, not when he’d got up at five the previous morning to keep the baby entertained before leaving for a full work day. Not even when he could feel Noah flex his hips in that unmistakable way, rubbing himself on the curve of Pierce’s arse. Not even when he could feel the brush of Noah’s fingers on his ribs as he sneaked one curious hand under the duvet, trailed Pierce’s stomach and headed south. 


	Not finding it in him to respond the way he wanted to—the way he knew he was supposed to—Pierce hoped that, if he ignored the hand, it would just go away.


	Noah continued stroking him for a few guilt-filled moments, then his movements slowed down and the pressure of his touch eased off. He admitted defeat with a resigned sigh and, turning around, very obviously pretended to buy Pierce’s faked state of deep slumber.


	 


	* * * *


	 


	When it became apparent that the alarm clock wouldn’t abort its mission of its own accord, Pierce slung his arm across the bed to switch it off. Not even six o’clock yet. As always, it was way too early to get up. Pulling back his hand, he realised that there was an unusual amount of unoccupied space next to him—although, on second thought, that wasn’t all that unusual. Not anymore. 


	Just one year ago, there had been very little that could have kept him and Noah from spending the night together, the entire night. Sure, there had been some occasions, like Pierce being away on a conference or Noah’s regular nights out with his best mate, Shae. Apart from that, they had been nearly inseparable, at least until the arrival of Baby Phin. Nowadays they worked around the baby’s needs in shifts. One took the night shift while the other was on duty in the morning. Sometimes the lines went a bit blurry when Phinneas woke up at an hour that made it hard to define whether it was still night or morning already. Those were the times that, more often than not, Noah took over. Years of sole responsibility for a child had left him a light sleeper who would wake up at the faintest sound from Phin, unlike Pierce, who slept like the dead and actually had to rely on Noah to wake him up and send him on his way to Phin whenever he was on night shift. 


	Pierce crawled out of bed and searched for something to put on over his boxers. There had been a time when his morning gown could have been found hung up next to the door, ready to be grabbed. 


	These days, more often than not it could be found wrapped around Noah’s body—not that it didn’t look very nice on him, but it didn’t do much to keep Pierce warm or, more importantly, secure his privacy. 


	He settled for nicking one of Noah’s shirts. The one Noah had worn the day before and had discarded carelessly as usual, which meant that it was hanging over the side of the laundry basket. At least it smelt nice, Pierce noticed as he took a tentative sniff. 


	Noah’s scent, cold and a little stale now, not quite the way it was when Pierce could inhale it right from the source. And yet it was undeniably Noah. 


	Pierce’s groin tingled in a response born of having grown accustomed to giving in to desire over the years. Rejecting Noah last night had been a mistake, he realised as he shuffled to their oversized walk-in wardrobe to select his clothes for the day. 


	At the spur of the moment, he turned to the left. Noah’s side. Ignoring the rows of shirts and assortment of trousers, he went to the end of the shelf—the section where Noah kept the more interesting garments. 


	He reached out to touch the first item, delighted when he recognised an old favourite, Noah’s leather vest. Made of soft black suede and tailored to fit, it showed off Noah’s handsome body to perfection. It was a shame he hadn’t worn it for so long. 


	Pierce moved on to the next piece—a pair of leather trousers. Black, like all of Noah’s leather, and not exactly new, but quite appealing to the touch. They had been worn so often they now felt as smooth as skin. 


	He trailed his fingers along the heavy, silver-studded belt, recalling how it looked when it encircled Noah’s waist. The trousers were cut to sit so indecently low on his hips that they had caused him trouble walking on more than one occasion. On every occasion they’d gone home excited to the point where they had barely made it through the door. 


	Pierce tried to think about the last time that had happened. It must have been before Phin’s birth, that much was clear. Over a year ago. So long. Too long. The memories were fading so fast and he couldn’t seem to remember what they had done that night and what it had been like. 


	His body had less difficulty remembering. Or maybe it just wasn’t attempting to recall any exact memories but was happy to settle for the more basic elements. 


	Elements like the sight of the promising bulge at Noah’s groin or the way his bright blue eyes glazed over when he was aroused. The feel of his bare skin under Pierce’s hands, slippery with sweat. That distinct roughness in his voice when he would groan Pierce’s name in those sweet, frantic seconds right before he was done. 


	The low groan that interrupted the silence wasn’t Noah’s. Pierce was embarrassed at the sound he’d made, but he was alone, so there was nothing to worry about. No, no worries. Especially not since he had more urgent matters at hand. Unsurprisingly, just thinking about sex with Noah had got him hard and burning with need in a matter of seconds. 


	He’d have to be very quick, and while that wasn’t at all what he really wanted, using his hand would at least help him get into a condition that allowed him to join the others for breakfast. 


	Leaning back, he rested his shoulders against the wall of the wardrobe, careful to avoid the mirror. Sending that crashing down on the floor would certainly spoil the moment. He hesitated for a second and gave his over-eager erection a comforting rub through the thin fabric of his boxers. 


	Jerking off alone in the morning was a sad thing to do as it was, but with someone who was as sinfully sexy and always willing as Noah within calling distance, it was close to pathetic. And Noah had wanted him last night, in those magical moments between slumber and wakefulness, when once upon a time their lovemaking would have been slow, sweet and intense. A bitter sting of guilt throbbed in Pierce’s heart. Noah had wanted him last night, and he must have recognised Pierce’s reaction as the rejection it had been. Of course he would have been disappointed but there was no way to change that now. Pierce pushed the thought from his mind and the waistband of his underwear out of the way. He needed this, now, and he’d just have to make it up to Noah. His cock virtually leapt into his hand, as if relieved to be released from the prison it was confined to so often lately. 


	He closed his fingers around it, stroked down the shaft once, then back up. It felt good, so good. He repeated the motion with slow but tight pressure. A deliberate tease, and almost the way Noah would do it—the way he would have done it had he been there. 


	The next long down stroke sent a jolt of heat through Pierce’s groin. It left a warm, electric tingle inside him. This was good. So fucking good, and it made him realise how much he was missing their earlier, easy life. It made him realise how much he was missing Noah. Beautiful, naughty Noah with his supple body and wicked mind. Pierce longed for him with an almost dizzying intensity. He wanted Noah to be there. He wanted Noah’s luscious lips wrapped around his cock and to plough into the moist cave of his mouth while watching those mischievous eyes peer up at him. 


	“Oh, fuck!” Pierce was barely aware of his own harsh groan. He was so close, but it just wasn’t what he wanted. It was all wrong, and he knew it wasn’t going to bring him the satisfaction he craved. 


	Stubborn now, he rubbed his cock harder and faster in an urgent attempt to wring the orgasm from it that it was so reluctant to deliver. 


	“Pierce, baby, have you seen—” Noah stopped dead in his tracks as he walked through the door. The look of surprise on his face quickly turned into something else as he was taking in the scene in front of him. 


	“My, my,” he purred with a feral smile. “Seems you’re having a happy start to the day, baby.”


	“Shut up and get on your knees,” Pierce growled in a voice he hardly recognised as his own. A playful expression danced on Noah’s face and, for a few overexcited heartbeats, Pierce thought he was going to make him wait. But then, seemingly picking up on Pierce’s state of near-despair, Noah covered the space between them in two long strides and dropped to his knees in front of Pierce. 


	“Oh, fuck, baby,” he muttered. “You look so fucking hot.”


	He didn’t waste any more time on words. Leaning in, he opened his mouth and let Pierce slide his hard cock inside. The sudden wet heat was almost too much to bear, but, overexcited though Pierce was, the pressure of Noah’s knowing fingers right at the base of his shaft was enough to hold him back. 


	“Not yet,” Noah murmured as he pulled off and rested his lips against the fat, swollen head of Pierce’s erection. The movement sent a fresh jolt of electricity through Pierce, from the tip of his aching cock through his balls to that place in his groin and all the way on, burning up his spine.


	His hips flexed, almost of their own accord. He couldn’t remember having given the order, but it was what he needed. He craved more of Noah’s delicious heat, wanted the suction he knew Noah could apply so well. When it came, he screamed in delight, forgetting to keep quiet. 


	Noah glanced up, a hint of reproach in his mischievous blue eyes, but he didn’t seem to be seriously annoyed. Opening his mouth a bit, he let Pierce catch a glimpse of his wet pink tongue dancing over the darker purple shade of the sensitive skin he was licking. He was putting himself on display, allowing Pierce to watch as he caressed his flesh in various well-practised techniques. 


	Seeing Noah like this was almost as much of a turn-on as feeling his skilful tongue and soft lips. Pierce couldn’t tell what brought him over the edge in the end. At least this time he remembered to stifle the holler that wanted out. 


	Noah made a weak little choked sound as Pierce pumped what felt like gallons of liquid heat down his throat, but he didn’t back off and kept the connection until Pierce was spent and so oversensitised he could barely stand the warmth Noah’s mouth radiated around his cock. 


	“Gosh, sweetheart, you know how to make a guy happy,” Pierce whispered as he pulled Noah to his feet. Well, he held out a hand to help him get up, but it was Noah steadying Pierce, whose legs had gone a bit wobbly. 


	“Happy to be of service,” Noah replied with a naughty grin as he tilted his head for a kiss. Pierce could taste himself on Noah’s tongue, the sharp salt of his arousal over the faint flavour of the coffee Noah must have had earlier. 


	Noah let him indulge for a moment, then reached up and tugged at the hand Pierce was cupping his face with. 


	“Get down to it,” he mumbled into the kiss. The gruff order sent a weak impulse of arousal through Pierce’s groin, but he was utterly spent. Besides, Noah was right. He deserved some attention in return. 


	The poor thing was already worked up quite nicely himself. He hadn’t had time to take off his clothes, but Pierce could easily spot the bulge filling the front of his slacks. 


	“Looks like you’re a bit desperate, sweetheart,” Pierce teased as he knelt and reached for Noah’s fly. Noah rolled his eyes, but dropped the act when Pierce pushed his trousers open to release his erection. Humming his appreciation, Pierce brushed a welcoming kiss on the head, gathering up some of the salty tears of joy it was weeping already. 


	The touch drew a husky groan from Noah. He flexed his hips, just a shallow, instinctive motion, but it was a sure enough sign that he really wasn’t in the mood to play anymore. He was desperate, and not just a little. 


	His cock looked hard to the point where it would be aching and Pierce knew him well enough to be able to imagine how much this scenario must be appealing to his raucous side—a quick mutual blow job, a stolen moment that belonged only to the two of them and their sexual pleasure. Not to mention the fact that the last time they’d had sex had been well over a week ago. 


	Of course, that didn’t mean that Noah hadn’t perhaps enjoyed a few private minutes of fun in the shower, but, like jerking off in the privacy of a wardrobe, it just wasn’t the same. 


	Taking mercy on his distraught lover, Pierce opened his mouth and, relaxing his muscles as best he could, took Noah’s erection in deep. It earned him a ragged moan of delight and he pulled off to repeat the motion, knowing how much Noah adored those first deep, measured thrusts. 


	Noah was close. Pierce could feel it in the hard pulsing of the shaft on his lips, could tell by the way Noah’s breath came carefully controlled but shaky. He wouldn’t last another two minutes, maybe not even that long. 


	The next sound from Noah was a strangled, frustrated shout, brought about by Baby Phin’s infinitely louder, reproachful wail. 


	“No! Fuck, no, not now!” Noah protested, but he knew it was futile. It was clear in the frustration tinting his voice. Pierce was half willing to ignore the baby—just a few more seconds, twenty, maybe thirty. It wouldn’t take much longer to give Noah what he needed. He’d almost been there anyway. But, looking up, Pierce realised it was too late. The moment was gone and Noah’s concentration shattered. His arousal was retreating as quickly as his pounding heart could pump the blood back to other parts of his body.


	Ironically, it was Noah who overcame his daze first. 


	“I’ll be right there, sweetie!” he called out, diligent father at all times. No, Noah wouldn’t have kept the baby waiting for the sake of a brief moment of sexual bliss. Not even if it cost him dearly. 


	“I’ll get him,” Pierce whispered as he pushed to his feet. “Take a few minutes if you like. You could finish what we’ve started and—”


	“It’s okay,” Noah cut across him. His voice was rough and still tight with the memory of arousal, but the flush that had crept into his cheeks had almost disappeared. Doing up his fly, he brushed past Pierce and pounded across the hall to rescue the wailing baby from his playpen. 


	 




Chapter 2


	 


	 


	 


	When Noah joined Pierce for lunch at their favourite little Greek restaurant a few hours later, he was far from his normal self. Storm clouds darkened his bright blue eyes and creased his forehead with the lines of a deep frown. Noah had left the house in a good enough mood after the spoilt delight in the wardrobe, so, in all probability, his current thunderous mood had nothing to do with that. 


	“What happened?” Pierce asked, apprehension rising when Noah dropped into his chair. 


	Heaving a sigh, Noah looked up in a ‘don’t ask’ expression. 


	“What happened?” Pierce repeated, getting seriously concerned. 


	“Can we just order first? Please?”


	“Noah, what—?”


	Noah held up a hand. “Please,” he repeated with quiet insistence. 


	“Uh, okay. Any idea what you’d like yet?”


	“Whatever you’re having as long as it’s nothing too fanciful.” 


	“I was going for a simple Greek salad with feta cheese and all the usual stuff with a side of roasted garlic bread.” 


	“Lovely,” Noah said with a complete lack of enthusiasm. 


	“Mineral water okay for you?”


	“Perfect.”


	Pierce gave him until after he’d placed their order and the waiter had brought their drinks before he took the step from asking to demanding. “What is it?” 


	Drumming his fingers on the table in front of him, Noah snatched a breath. “I just had to pay Phoebe’s school an extra-curricular visit.”
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