
	Lemonade can be an acquired taste.

	 

	 

	After recently meeting again over Ian’s twin sisters’ lemonade stand, Michael Alexander and Ian Hamilton have given in to an attraction that Ian had been fantasising about for years and Michael couldn’t resist.

	With big decisions to be made and family responsibilities and expectations to be taken into account, how will these two young men navigate the beginnings of an intense and consuming relationship? Will Michael’s maturity and steadfastness outweigh Ian’s insecurities and tendency to play games?

	As the holiday season quickly approaches through the Australian summer heat, the boys must address the heat that is constantly simmering between them, threatening to explode like a Christmas cracker at any moment.

	 

	 

	Please note: To maintain the authenticity of the characters and setting of this story, the authors have made a conscious decision to use Australian English and terminology.
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	At the beginning of any intense relationship, most people face a myriad of issues. They can be anything from family expectations, responsibilities and commitments, to insecurities about themselves and their value to their partner. Some of these issues can follow then through their lives and threaten even the longest of relationships.

	 

	While keeping the tone of this story light and fun, Jo and Ann consciously touched on some of these issues in an attempt to acknowledge them and not pretend that they don’t also exist in a fictional world.

	 

	The playful banter between Michael and Ian as they deal with the situations that crop up has been a source of great joy and inspiration as their story continues. These boys have taken up residence in Jo and Ann’s hearts and have very clear voices and plans for where they want to go. A Lemon Flavoured Christmas follows The Lemonade Stand, part of the 2017 Summer Shorts series, and will lead into the Boys Next Door series.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	With one long, fluid stroke, Michael buried himself to the hilt. A grunt escaped him when he felt Ian’s muscle tighten around him, making it impossible to move away. Not that he wanted to move away. Gasping deep breaths, he felt the hot come drench his hand when Ian shot his load for the second time that night, making Michael jerk as the muscles gripping his cock tightened some more. It was a delicious kind of constriction, one that made him want to bury himself even further inside Ian, if that were at all possible. Seconds later, Michael’s weight pinned Ian to the bed. He couldn’t recall when it had ever felt that good. In fact, it felt better than good.

	It felt right.

	Michael pressed his face between Ian’s shoulders where the heated skin was moist and smelled like a man. As he fought for breath, he felt Ian’s body shake beneath him and heard a most beautiful sound. The joyous laughter that burst from Ian’s lips did something to his heart, making it skip and pound in an uneven rhythm, and making his blood rush to his head. He felt heady, and it was suddenly hard to breathe. Michael couldn’t help feeling frightened.

	“I guess that answers it then,” Ian said with a soft laugh from beneath him. Michael could hear the joy in his voice, and it made his heart soar.

	“What was the question?” Michael said, his ragged breath hot against the skin on Ian’s back. Ian smelled so good—it would be easy to get lost in that scent.

	“What was the one thing that would convince me to come back home?”

	Michael stiffened above him. “What’s the answer?” His voice was just above a whisper, and he felt his heart stutter. What was wrong with him? Well, he knew what was wrong, and the man he was inside of was to blame. Not that he wanted to blame Ian, it was just that—

	“Michael Alexander.”

	Dear God in heaven, his heart felt like it would burst from happiness. He pressed his face closer against Ian’s back, shifting his legs further to not slip away. Not that he wanted to get out of Ian, it was just that his cock was softening, and the combined slick from the lube and the condom made it impossible not to slip out no matter how he tried to stay still. He didn’t want to get out of that heat surrounding him.

	“Michael?” Ian grunted from under him, jerking Michael from his thoughts.

	“Oops, sorry. Am I crushing you?”

	“A little,” Ian said.

	Michael hissed when he slid out of Ian. As he fell to his side and then on his back, Ian’s words reverberated inside his mind and suddenly, he felt afraid and elated at the same time.

	“Did I say something wrong?” Ian said, his voice sounding hesitant and afraid.

	Michael bit back a curse, reached out his arm and took hold of Ian’s torso. When Ian didn’t resist, Michael pulled him closer towards him, and Ian was safe in his arms once more.

	“Why aren’t you saying anything? Did I say something wrong? What did I do?” Ian’s voice sounded small, and Michael could have slapped himself for not saying something sooner. Ian’s nervousness leached through his voice. He’d been nervous all day, and Michael had done his best to ease it. Michael knew that by not responding immediately after Ian’s confession he’d only succeeded in making him feel anxious again.

	“No, you didn’t say or do anything wrong,” Michael said, kissing Ian lightly on the mouth. “You took me by surprise, that’s all.”

	“Well, it’s true,” Ian said, shifting over to his side until Michael was spooning him from behind. He held on to Michael’s arms in front of him and didn’t continue.

	“I didn’t know I was one of the reasons behind your decision to stay,” Michael said. Just as he tightened his hold around Ian, his cock began to itch. Belatedly, he remembered he hadn’t taken off the condom. “Ugh, Ian, hold on. Let me get this thing off. Stay right where you are, don’t move.” He moved away from Ian and swung his legs over the side of the bed before standing up. He looked down at Ian, who was staring up at him. He looked so adorably shy. “I’m just going to the bathroom, okay?”

	Ian’s mouth curved into a soft smile and he flipped onto his back, spreading his legs over the rumpled sheets. Their gazes met, and Michael felt his cock stir.

	“Damn, don’t look at me like that. I’ll be right back.” He looked over his shoulder when Ian let out a sexy laugh from the bed. Michael shook his head as he proceeded to the bathroom. “You’re so bad.”

	When he’d taken off the condom and thrown it into the bin, he took one of the hand towels hanging on the rack and wet it. After he finished wiping himself off, he threw it into the hamper and took the other one and wet it also. Walking into the bedroom once more, he saw that Ian hadn’t moved. In fact, even though he looked relaxed, Michael saw the tightened skin around his mouth and knew that Ian was hiding his fear of being rejected. Damn, he’d really made a mess in just a few short minutes.

	“Here, let me wipe you off, and stop over-thinking what I said or didn’t say.” Michael held up the towel and waited for Ian to give him permission. Instead, Ian took the towel from him and wiped himself. When he was done, Michael took the towel back and threw it into the hamper along with the other one.

	“Scoot on over,” Michael said as he joined Ian on the bed. When he settled Ian back into the position he wanted him to be in—Michael spooning him so Ian’s back pressed against him—he let out a soft sigh. Looking down, he had a clear view of Ian’s face.

	“Shall we start over?”

	Ian didn’t answer immediately, appearing to think about what he’d said before making a small nod. Michael smiled at the chastened-puppy look on Ian’s face. He was so young in so many ways, yet mature in others. Ian was adorable, squeezy adorable. Michael tightened his arms around him.

	“I wouldn’t be here with you if I didn’t want to be. As for being a part of your decision-making, I’m honoured and flattered. Thank you,” Michael said before dropping a kiss on Ian’s head.

	Ian’s lips curved into a tentative smile before broadening. He looked around at Michael, and for a moment, their gazes held. Michael could see doubt lurking in the grey depths of Ian’s eyes.

	“What are you thinking?”

	Ian opened his mouth, but nothing came out, and he closed it again. He looked away towards the window, where the bright sunlight was pouring through. After a moment, he looked back at Michael.

	“I needed to have a reason to come back, even though I knew I was going to anyway because Mum and Dad need my help. But I was also scared Dad would be disappointed about me swapping courses. You and me together just sealed the deal for me.”

	Michael waited for Ian to continue, but he didn’t. He leaned down and kissed Ian on the lips.

	“I’m glad I’m not just a summer fling. And no, you’re not one either,” he rushed on, when Ian’s eyes widened in fear.

	Ian took a deep breath before letting it out in a huff. “I’ve wanted you for a long time.” He shifted in Michael’s arms, lifting his leg and straddling it over Michael’s hip. “Know this, mate. Now that I’ve got you in my grasp, I’m not going to let go easily.”

	Michael grinned at the change in Ian’s demeanour. “Really? What if I do this?” He pretended to struggle against Ian’s hold and laughed when Ian’s arms and legs tightened around him.

	“Nope, you can’t get away now.”

	Their laughter melted away when their gazes met. With smiles still on their mouths, they moved as one until their lips met. As Ian sighed into Michael’s mouth, his cock twitched between them, making Michael grunt in response. It was good to be young.
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