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  “I’m bored.” 
Those two words send a rush of excitement straight to Ian White’s core. And maybe a tiny bit of fear, but nothing like ‘You can’t keep me’. Because he did get to ‘keep’ his best friend, Shawn Pischlar, the man who’s claimed his heart. Along with Justina, the woman they both fell in love with, he has the life, the family, he never dared to hope for.
But the future is uncertain, Ian’s place on the team never a guarantee, and he’s not even sure where he’s gonna call home next year.
Pisch won’t let him dwell on all the ‘what-ifs’. Instead, he challenges both Ian and Justina in ways that are sexy, fun, and might rival the ‘Trouble Triplets’ claim to the...well, trouble trophy.
Much needed distractions fill the days counting down to the start of a new season, but eventually Ian has to face reality.
And as much as he trusts his Dom’s unique brand of control…
There are limits to the power Pisch holds.
Aren’t there? 
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  Chapter One


No pain, no gain. No pain, no gain… 
Another rep, with the same cliche mantra on repeat, only one goal in mind. At least Ian White could do this shit in the privacy of his own home and not at the gym. Not in front of the team. He had to push himself harder than ever before, get stronger so his spot would be secure.
But like fuck will I let them see me struggle.
Years ago, he hadn’t had to worry about all this stuff. He was a fighter and he could protect the more vulnerable players. The sharpshooters, the guys with wicked hands, smaller and faster. So long as he could throw down the gloves and make solid checks, he was good.
Now that there was less fighting in the league, he couldn’t be just a brute. Which was fine, he still had skills. He just had to bust his ass so no one else would doubt them for a damn second. ‘Specially not the new owner.
Not having money problems anymore helped a shitload with investing in his career. He’d gotten a new personal trainer who had him on this whole system to prepare for when the off-season ended and he got back on the ice with the team. Shawn wasn’t a fan of the guy—he thought doubling up the intense training Ian had been doing already was excessive. Justina worried over Ian’s new diet being too restrictive.
Both were supportive, however they felt about Ian’s new system. Spotting him, Shawn was quiet, his breaths steadily guiding Ian’s own, his stance shifting slightly when Ian struggled with the next lift, prepared to keep the weights from landing on him if his arms gave out.
When Ian’s silent mantra faded away with the last few punishing reps, music filled his awareness, along with Justina’s presence. She’d come in at some point to practice one of her routines, only, instead of the music she usually worked out to, something she called ‘k-pop’—catchy, but he couldn’t quite get into it—she was playing ACDC. The song, Who Made Who, had just the right beat to push Ian to the end of his last set.
Lowering the bar to the stand, Ian took a deep breath, letting the burn in his muscles ease off before he sat up. His white tank was almost transparent with sweat, clinging to his chest and back, his black shorts riding low on his hips as he pushed to his feet. Tough as the workouts were, finishing one part and moving on to the next always felt like taking one step closer to where he needed to be.
Next up, cardio. He peeled off his shirt, using it to dry his face as he headed for the stationary bike, wanting to keep the momentum going and get this shit done so he could enjoy the rest of his day. Usually, Shawn or Justina were the ones who planned the nice stuff they did together. Tonight he’d claimed for something…well, he hoped it turned out all right. When the season started, less of their time would be their own. He’d take what he could get. But he wanted to do something special for the man and woman he loved. They deserved the fucking best he could give. 
You know they’ll both love you just making the effort.
How pathetic was that? They should expect more.
And when I figure out how…I’ll give it to them.
His inability to be as attentive and somehow know the right to say and do, like Shawn, or as sweet and affectionate as Justina, drove him a bit nuts. Those two were everything to him. If nothing else, he needed a way to prove it. 
A shock of cold against his arm made him jump. Shawn arched a brow at him, uncapping and holding out the bottle of water he always had on hand when Ian came into their workout room. “You’re doing well, Bärchen, but give yourself a moment. And don’t gulp it down like you did yesterday.”
Cheeks heating, Ian took the bottle. Relaxed a bit when his small sips earned him a nod of approval. The day before he’d choked on the water he’d literally inhaled, leading to Shawn pounding on his back and forcing him to take a break before he continued his exercises. Was kinda embarrassing when his Dom had to take over for simple shit Ian should be able to manage himself, but it also…felt good to have someone care that much.
Over by the mirror wall, on the cleared out space of polished wood floor, Justina was going through her choreographed moves. In snug little pink shorts, what looked like ballet slippers only more comfy, and a skintight, white T-shirt, her light brown hair with pretty red highlights from her time in the sun up in a high ponytail, she somehow managed to look cute and elegant all at once. The way the ice girls moved was always freakin’ cool to watch, but something about her energy, about how she put all her passion in every gliding motion made her stand out.
He wasn’t a poetic man. He didn’t have the right words to describe what she was, but…
She’s fucking perfect.
Except she didn’t seem to see it right now. Letting out a soft, frustrated sound, she started over. Taking another sip, he studied her form for what he might be missing. Some of the spins looked a bit stiff and her landings were off.
Wasn’t often he could give her any advice, he definitely wasn’t a dancer, but for the first time ever, he had the solution.
Capping the water bottle, Ian passed it back to Shawn then crossed the room. Went to Justina’s phone, pausing the song. The abrupt silence had Justina stumbling and frowning at him. He held up a finger and scrolled through her playlist until he found one of the songs he liked more than he was willing to admit. Ice Cream by Blackpink and Selena Gomez. When Justina arched a brow at him, he shrugged, bopping his shoulders a bit to the beat to make her smile and laugh.
Much better.
Sliding across the floor, Justina wrapped her arms around his neck and rose up to press a soft kiss to his lips. “I knew you were full of it when you just grunted when I asked what you thought of the song, tough guy.”
Yeah, tough guy. Exactly. I have a reputation to uphold.
But since he was home with two people who wouldn’t think less of him… “I love watching you dance to it, so…I guess it makes me think of you.”
“Aww.” Justina rewarded him with another kiss, tasting of the cinnamon buns she’d had that morning with Shawn, tempting him with a few bites from her fingertips he couldn’t resist. “Admit it or not, you’re a sweetheart.”
His grunt made her giggle and he smiled against her lips. The woman had his number. Her curves pressed against the length of his body, softer than any of the tinier ice girls, luscious and damn hot as far as he was concerned, even though the nasty bitch-in-charge Silver had fired made her feel self-conscious about her weight. Neither he or Shawn were small guys and she fit with them in a way he hadn’t expected.
Every single day, moments like this reminded him of how damn lucky he was. The changes happening around them couldn’t take it away.
Unless he didn’t pull his weight and make sure they weren’t forced to make the choice between moving forward with their careers and leaving him behind. Like fuck would he put them in that position. But his body had other things in mind as blood pulsed hot and low. Ignoring it was painful.
Somehow, he managed, pressing one last kiss to her forehead and easing back. “I gotta…finish this thing.”
“Water first.” Justina gave him a pointed look, tapping one long finger against the center of his chest. “I won’t tell you not to push yourself too hard. I get it. But you take care of my man.”
There was probably a goofy smile on his lips, but Ian just nodded, grateful for the support. For a fellow sub, Justina could be a bossy little thing sometimes. It was precious and he wasn’t gonna lie, he loved when she called him ‘my man’ and backed up Shawn’s orders with small ones of her own.
The power they both had over him was grounding. Nothing too overbearing, just enough to remind him how important he was to them, even if he didn’t always understand why.
Shawn stood back, watching them with a slanted smile on his lips. He moved the bottle out of reach when Ian grabbed for it, catching him by the jaw and claiming his lips in a bruising kiss. His eyes, the shade of a lush green mountain rising through light gray clouds, met Ian’s as he whispered against his lips. “She tastes good on you.”
“Mhm.” Ian leaned in, his brain not really in control anymore. Did he really have to do anything else? Maybe Shawn wouldn’t let him. He’d be okay with that. “Feels good, too.”
Hand moving to curve around the back of his neck, Shawn let out a soft sigh. “The things I could do to you when you get like this. I should beat your ass for making me be the ‘adult’.”
“That’s a good idea.” Ian was positive there was more to what Shawn was saying than an offer to beat his ass. Which always led to sexy fun. He’d agree to whatever his man had planned. “I’m sure I’ve done something to deserve it.”
Chuckling, Shawn shook his head before giving him back the bottle of water. “I doubt it. But we’ll discuss that, it could be fun.”
Ian blinked, obediently bringing the bottle to his lips to polish it off before frowning at his Dom. He was missing something. “What?”
“You’ll see.” Shawn put a firm hand on his shoulder, pointing him in the direction of their two exercise bikes. “Go on, put in your miles. I have some calls to make, then we’re looking over the blueprints for the new house.”
Climbing on the first bike, Ian shook his head as he tried to wrap his mind around Shawn having bought land that already had a small house on it and doing some whole…‘expansion’. It sounded pricey and half the things his man had planned didn’t make much sense to him.
He began pedaling, scrambling for a way to contribute. “I like the bigger porch idea you were talking about. Not sure what a ‘walk-in’ fireplace is, but…uh, sounds cool, too.”
“It’s just a big, deep fireplace. I’ve always wanted one.” Shawn lifted his shoulders, like his insisting the whole ceiling and roof being torn open to build the thing was no big deal. He came over and leaned against the wall closest to Ian, studying his face as though needing an answer to a question he hadn’t asked. “You haven’t asked for anything you want for our home. The idea seems to overwhelm you, but there must be something?”
Not really, but Ian didn’t want his man thinking he didn’t care about where they’d be living. Didn’t want to be part of it all. He did, but his priority was still on making sure he could be. He sped up a bit, going for the simplest thing he could come up with. “A really big bed…one of those nice ones, with curtains.”
Shawn blinked at him. “A bed with curtains? That is not at all what I expected.”
“Is it bad?” Or dumb? Ian wouldn’t say that out loud, Shawn would beat his ass. And not in a fun way.
Shaking his head, Shawn pulled his phone out of his back pocket. “Not at all. I’ll check out some different designs and you let me know which ones you prefer. Then we can…look at fabric.” He made a face as he pushed away from the wall. “I can’t stand to listen to myself anymore. Why haven’t you said anything about how bad it’s gotten?”
Pedals stopping abruptly, Ian straightened and stared at his man. “How bad what’s gotten?”
“This.” Shawn paced away from him and back, like the wolves used to do on his grandmother’s land when they smelled something good, but sensed getting any closer wouldn’t be smart. He stuffed his phone back in his pocket, then laced his fingers behind his neck. “Everyone’s been so into planning for the move and I got caught up in it. I want a house we’ll all love and there’s a lot to do, but now I’m forcing you to talk about details like curtains.” He dropped his hands to his sides and let out a soft laugh. “There’s plenty of time. You come up with something you like, show me.”
“I can do that.” Ian didn’t try to hide his relief as Shawn settled back against the wall, acting more like his relaxed, take-life-as-it-came kinda guy he’d known and loved for years. He resumed pedaling, glancing over to where Shawn was watching Justina go over yet another routine. “We can still look over the blueprints if you want to.”
Shawn shook his head, looking a bit distracted. “No. We’ve had enough of that. I’ve put the two of you through enough.”
“Looking at bathroom designs ain’t exactly a hardship.”
“You fell asleep sitting up.”
“I’d, uh…just finished a big meal.”
Brow arched, Shawn turned his focus to Ian. “You were bored. Damn it, I’m bored.”
Uh oh.
“Not to worry, though.” Shawn patted his shoulder on his way out. “I fully intend to fix that.”
Which could mean so many things. Ian didn’t want to assume the worst, but he knew his man. Shawn liked to make their lives entertaining in very…unique ways. It could mean a wild party with a few of their close friends or some kind of kinky challenge.
There were so many possibilities for the kind of trouble Ian had to avoid.
But…
Whatever it is.
Would be a hell of a lot of fun.
Ian had given up to saying no to Shawn about pretty much anything after the first time he’d told the man he’d loved him. He didn’t want to change that now. But with how difficult it already was to maintain his spot as one of The Dartmouth Cobras?
Maybe I should.






  
  Chapter Two


There were a lot of things Ian was good at. Being with a Dom like Shawn, with a  person like Shawn—who liked to grab life by the balls and show it a good time—not a day went by when he wasn’t reminded of how important he was. Believing it was a whole different story, but Ian did his best. It made Shawn happy.
All kinds of physical stuff, no sweat. Or…well, yeah, a lot of sweat, but it was simple. When he was helping one of his partners bring in the groceries, or lift heavy shit, or taking over chores they didn’t like, he felt useful. He liked action a whole lot more than words.
Conversations weren't something he was good at. Neither was planning anything, all on his own.
So preparing for the ‘special night’ ended up being a whole mess. Last week, he’d mentioned a date night in passing, right as both Shawn and Justina were heading out. He’d texted that he was doing it today at some point. But he hadn’t given them a time or anything. He’d been too focused on making sure everything would be perfect.
And it was getting obvious being vague was screwing with both their schedules.
Maybe this was a bad idea.
Phone against her ear, Justina paced the length of the kitchen, a pained expression on her face. “I’d love to come watch the kids for a few hours, but…” Glancing in Ian’s direction, where he was grabbing an energy drink from the fridge, she smiled softly, then shook her head. “Ian’s been planning for tonight for a while now and I’m excited to see what he came up with.”
Yep. A very very bad idea.
What if it wasn’t worth giving up a whole night? And if Justina’s friend needed her, he wasn’t gonna stop her from being there for them. Besides, nothing was ready yet. Worst came to worst, he could always do it some other time.
“It’s all right if you’ve got other stuff to do.” Ian lifted his shoulders as he uncapped the wide, round bottlecap. His still damp hair clung to the back of his neck, cool against his cheeks as he met Justina’s eyes, trying to let her know with a look that he meant it. He wouldn’t be upset. “We can do it later or reschedule or whatever.”
Tugging her bottom lip between her teeth, Justina held his gaze. Then sighed. “Sahara, I’ll call you back in a few, all right?” She hung up and crossed the kitchen, bringing one hand up to cup his cheek. “I’m serious, Ian. I’m really looking forward to tonight. Sahara can find someone else.”
“Yeah, I know. But you haven’t seen the kids lately and…” Ian gave her a sheepish smile. “I still got a few things to set up, so you don’t gotta stick around all day. This is better, actually. It’ll…be more of a surprise if you ain’t hanging around.”
The way Justina’s brow creased showed she wasn’t really convinced, but she finally nodded slowly. “Okay… She only needs me to watch them while she’s in a meeting with Akira and some of the higher ups for plans for the season. What time do you need me back here?”
Ian had no freakin’ clue, but he had to come up with something. So he said the first number that popped up in his head. “Around nine?”
Her brows rose. “Isn’t this a dinner date?”
“Not exactly. But…there will be food.” Cheeks heating, Ian put his hand on the back of hers, lifting it to kiss her palm. “Call Sahara back and tell her you’ll be there. This is…I want to do it, don’t get me wrong. It’s not a big fancy thing though. I don’t want you expecting too much and being disappointed.”
Instead of getting frustrated or annoyed like a lot of people did when Ian couldn’t get his shit together, Justina grinned, wrapping her arms around his neck and brushing a soft kiss to his lips. “If it was a ‘big fancy thing’ it wouldn’t be you. I won’t be disappointed, man of mine. I’m expecting to have fun and enjoy myself, even if it’s just a comic book movie marathon.”
That woulda been easy. And less stressful. And pretty much what he suggested every time either Justina or Shawn asked him what he wanted to do on the days they were all free. Which was great and all, but tonight he wanted to give them something more.
“I guess the bar being set so low is a good thing. Kinda.” Ian lifted her off her feet a little in the way that always made her gasp and laugh, stealing another kiss. “Go on. I’ll see you around nine.”
One last look into his eyes, like she was making sure she hadn’t missed something, and Justina nodded. “All right. I’ll see you then. Text me if I need to get dressed up special, I’ll get ready at Sahara’s place.”
Okay, this part he could do. He smiled at Justina as he lowered her to her feet. “What you’re wearing now is perfect.”
Another laugh and a smack on his arm told him that hadn’t been the right thing to say. Justina didn’t seem upset, more exasperated. She motioned at herself with one hand as she backed up a few steps. “These are my bumming around the house clothes. Seriously?”
The snug T-shirt with a cute little elf on it and the faded blue cut off jeans shorts looked nice enough to him for her to go pretty much anywhere, except maybe the expensive restaurants Shawn dragged them to once a month. Those date nights were special. Sometimes, Shawn even got them a limo and he had to make reservations way in advance. The only reason Ian didn’t hate those dates was because the food was always amazing and Shawn used the stiff, proper atmosphere to go into full Dom mode.
It was hard to give a fuck about how snobby everyone around them was with Shawn using that edge of command to keep him hard, and get Justina squirming. Every single thing was under his control, including his ability to breathe because picking up the wrong fork would have either a butt plug or a cock ring vibrating. And if Shawn wasn’t torturing them both with toys, it would be his hand under the table cloth.
The first time Shawn suggested an outing like that, Ian had been tempted to refuse to go. But Shawn knew him too well. He’d anticipated Ian’s reaction and ended up edging him for days. His options were to give it a chance or go another week without getting off.
My man doesn’t play fair.
Giving in had been so fucking worth it and Ian didn’t dread those dates anymore.
He also couldn’t come up with anything even half as good, but what Justina had said made him feel a bit better about it. Neither her or Shawn would want him to do something that wasn’t him.
Not long after, Justina headed out just as Shawn was coming back in from a quick trip to the store, where he’d been picking up some special yogurt he liked with the smoothies he’d gotten them all hooked to. He stopped in the living room, where Ian was on the phone making sure what he’d set up would be ready. The fancy black shopping bag he always used—some kind of big brand that sent him free stuff just for the exposure—was too full for him to have just gotten what he’d gone for.
In other words, it was a regular Thursday. For some reason, Ian couldn’t help smiling as the bag thunked on the coffee table, heavy enough the straps had left red marks on Shawn’s hand. Such a small detail to notice, but what he loved most about living with him and Justina was when things were just…normal. Comfortably predictable. The surprises could be fun and all, but Ian was never sure how he was supposed to react. If he’d do something…not dumb, but another word for it that wouldn’t get his ass beaten.
Cutting the call short as fast as was polite, Ian hung up and grinned as Shawn pulled a big basket of strawberries from the top of his bag to show them off. The things were huge and looked juicy and delicious. He reached out to grab one.
Shawn smacked his hand and gave him a mock stern look. “Let me wash them first. And I’m saving some for a recipe I want to try, so don’t polish them off like you did last time.”
“I make no promises. Besides, you got busy and they would’ve gone bad.” Ian reached over to tug the bag closer and peered inside. Mostly fruit, and different kinds of cheese. His man had gone to the farmer’s market, something he’d been doing more with Ian’s trainer and dietitian being so strict about his diet. It’d been paying off, but damn, it was nice to have more than the bland options he would’ve come up with on his own. “If I finish them off, I’ll go pick up some more.”
“Deal.” Shawn glanced at Ian’s phone before picking the bag back up and making his way to the kitchen. “You get another call from your agent? Any news?”
Pushing to his feet, Ian followed Shawn to the kitchen, keeping his tone light. “Nothing yet. I should be good for this season unless… I mean, I’d have to agree to be sent somewhere else and I won’t. Kinda just focused on making sure I get on the new team with you.”
Shawn put the groceries away, then turned and braced his back against the fridge, arms folded over his chest. “You will—you’ve been working too hard not to. But I’d like you to stop obsessing over it so much. Resting is just as important as keeping in top shape.”
“I know. And I was. Resting.” Sort of. Ian had been sitting so that had to count, right? But he figured that wasn’t what Shawn meant and didn’t want to get into it, so he changed the subject. “Justina’s babysitting for Sahara. She’ll be back tonight for my…thing. You can do whatever until then, too, if you want.”
Lips slanting, Shawn pushed away from the fridge, moving toward him with that prowling gait that always got him instantly hard. He pressed against Ian, raking his fingers into Ian’s hair. “Are you trying to get rid of me, Bärchen?”
A quick nod. Then a shake of his head when his Dom’s brow lifted. Yep, not the right answer. “I don’t wanna tie you up for the whole day…” His cheeks heated at Shawn’s smirk. “I mean, I wouldn’t. Or I would if you wanted me to, but that came out wrong. And I don’t know how. Um, I could probably get Carter to teach me?”
“You could. I prefer being on the other side of the ropes, but it might be an interesting experience for you.” Shawn made a thoughtful sound as he stroked through strands that had gotten a bit tangled, since Ian hadn’t brushed them yet. “Yes, I think that will be part of my challenge.”
“Challenge?” Ian swallowed, not sure how he felt about where this was going. Not that he had the first idea where it was going, only that it apparently involved getting Carter to tie him up. “So you’re planning another party?”
Shaking his head, Shawn eased in, bringing his lips to Ian’s throat. He grazed his teeth slowly along the length. “No, it’s becoming difficult to get everyone together. At some point, perhaps.” His breath was hot against Ian’s skin with his laugh. “You and Justina haven’t been able to play in far too long.” His teeth caught Ian’s earlobe, the sting making him jerk and groan. “A situation I plan to amend.”
Eyes closed, Ian sank into the sensation of his Dom taking over. In feeling how hard he was in those tight black jeans that showed off his sexy, muscular thighs, and his ass, which Ian slid his hands over to enjoy the roundness of it. Shawn was like pure sin being poured into the perfect body and looking back, Ian wasn’t sure how he’d ever managed to resist him.
He didn’t have to anymore, except…
Tonight. I want to make tonight good for him.
Which meant making him wait.
A position Ian hadn’t been in since they’d become more than friends. Or…more than fuck friends, which had been a whole mess. He didn’t want to think about back then, though. He wanted to focus on tonight.
Moving his hands to Shawn’s hips, Ian eased him back. “Could you…tell me more about it during our date? Then you won’t have to say it twice because Justina will be there and… And maybe save this for… Fuck, this is hard.”
Interest sparked in Shawn’s eyes as they met Ian’s. “Yes, very hard. You’re finding a very roundabout way to ask me to restrain myself. I have half a mind to convince you to give me a preview of what exactly it is you intend to do to me and our sweet woman during this date.”
It wouldn’t take very much convincing at all. Ian’s pulse quickened as he struggled against the urge to pull Shawn back against him. To undo those jeans that were giving a perfect outline of his very erect cock. He licked his lips, probably giving his Dom the worst kind of mixed signals.
But Shawn chuckled and patted his cheek. “Don’t worry, I won’t test your resolve. This time.” He moved away, picking up his phone from the counter. “I’ve been wanting to update my fall wardrobe before the season starts, so I’ll do that now and leave you to your plans. Nine o’clock, yes?”
There was some huskiness to Shawn’s voice, and his accent was getting thicker, telling Ian just how turned on he was. Nodding and staying where he was, rather than shoving Shawn against the closest wall took all his strength, his dick stealing all his blood and oxygen, leaving his brain barely functioning.
A
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