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About Take a Chance

Max’s perfect Christmas plan turns into a nightmare when his boyfriend dumps him. Devastated, he seizes the chance to make a colleague’s Christmas wish come true by giving him the opportunity to experience his first white Christmas.

Liam has been crushing on Max since he started work a month ago. Now he’s been given the perfect opportunity to spend a week with the man of his dreams. There’s only one problem – he hasn’t told his new workmates he’s gay.

This might be a Christmas to remember, or one to forget – if Liam is brave enough to take a chance.


Chapter ​1

Max tapped his foot in time to the Christmas carol playing from the cubicle next to his, the sound cheery enough to give his day a desperately needed lift. 

“It’s Secret Santa time,” Helen called.

Around him people groaned, but he clapped his hands and leapt to his feet. “Oh, let me pick first!”

Helen beamed and hurried over, shuffling the bits of paper in the box. “What do you want for Christmas, Max?”

He grinned. “I’ve got what I want — a man who loves me.” OK, so he and Sam were having a couple of disagreements, but he had the solution to that. The perfect Christmas gift would fix everything.

Helen sighed, with a hand on her heart as he drew out a name and checked who he’d got. Joseph would be easy to buy for.

“What about you?” he asked.

“I want what you’ve got —” She winked. “— but failing that a massage would go down just fine.”

There was no way she’d get a massage from her Secret Santa, but perhaps they could all pitch in. He’d have a word with the others. Helen shooed him away before she moved to the next person.

“Liam, did you get the memo about the Secret Santa?” she asked.

Max leaned against the cubicle wall —careful not to knock down the tinsel— keen to see Liam’s reaction. The sun-bleached blond Australian had only been with the company for a month. Aside from noticing his solidly built frame —a good foot taller than Max’s five feet two— and his sexy designer stubble, Max had been too busy with the software project that had to be completed by the end of the year to get to know him. He should have made the effort. It was hard being a newbie and he looked like someone worthwhile getting to know.

But not in that way. Max was totally happy with Sam.

“Yeah.” The word was drawn out in Liam’s Aussie accent as he took a slip of paper. 

Max sighed inwardly. He was a sucker for accents. Pity Sam didn’t have one. 

“What’s the limit?”

“Ten dollars,” he answered. “If you need a hand coming up with gift ideas, let me know. I can usually pick something for everyone.”

Liam gave him a slow smile. “Thanks, mate.”

He ignored his racing heart —so what if the guy was sexy?— and waved Liam’s thanks aside. “Only person I’d have trouble with is you. What do you want for Christmas?”

A frown flittered across Liam’s face, chased by a touch of sadness. “Well, a flight home is out of the budget,” he said. “I’d settle for something typically Texan.”

Max’s empathy kicked in. Being alone on the holidays was something he’d had firsthand experience with. Though on the streets, he’d soon found a new family. “Is this your first Christmas away from home?”

“Yeah. First time in the northern hemisphere for Christmas and I chose the wrong city for a white one.”

Yeah, it rarely snowed in Houston. “Do you get snow at all in Australia?”

Liam shook his head. “Not where I’m from. We head to the beach for Christmas.”

Max laughed. “I’m going to my sister’s in Minnesota and I’ll probably freeze my ass off.”

Liam wrinkled his nose. “Sounds nice.”

Max pressed his lips firmly together. Now was not the time to invite a stranger to Minnesota, especially not this year. With that in mind, he said, “We’ll see. Let me know if you need a hand with the Secret Santa.” He turned back to his desk and opened the search engine. He had a gift to buy.

***

Max was bouncing with energy when he returned to his apartment that night. He and Sam would be in Minnesota for a week, which was the perfect length of time to get away and focus on each other. They’d both been busy and they needed to get back to how they were when they first hooked up three months ago — lots of intense nights together. 

He threw his keys on the kitchen table and wrapped the plane ticket in a festive box. Christmas was three weeks away, but he wanted to give Sam the gift now so they could prepare. They had to buy winter gear.

He opened a bottle of red wine and then started cooking chili. Sam would be hungry when he arrived and chili was as adventurous as he got.

No dating site would match them together. They were so different in every way: appearance, employment, hobbies and family background, but somehow they made it work. Thanks in large part to the fantastic sex.

He switched on the radio and bopped around the kitchen as he cooked, keeping the spice to a minimum for Sam’s liking, and then set the table. When the chili was ready, he let it simmer on the stove and checked his watch. Right on time. Sam should be knocking on the door any minute.

He didn’t bother changing out of his gray suit. Sam loved helping him out of it. 

***

Max checked his watch for the sixth time in half an hour. Could Sam have been in an accident? He listened to the traffic report on the radio, but it was just the usual rush-hour jams. His finger hovered over his phone’s call button, remembering the tirade Sam unleashed the last time Max had called to find out where he was. 

But what if something was wrong?

He sent a short text. If Sam didn’t respond within half an hour, he’d call. Concern flitting over his skin as he checked the food.

***

The clock finally ticked over to seven-thirty and Max hit the call button, his chest tight. What if the person who answered was a paramedic, or a police officer? Maybe Sam had been injured at work and no one knew to call him.

“Hey, Max!” 

Relief flooded through him. Sam was OK. Music and voices blared in the background. He frowned. “Where are you?” 

“I can’t hear you!” Sam yelled. “The Cider House is pumping.”

Max’s heart sank. “What are you doing at the Cider House?” The gay bar was a popular pick-up joint.

“Hang on.”

He waited until the noise dimmed. 

“What’s up?”

Max did his best to keep his voice casual and upbeat. “I was wondering where you were. You were coming to dinner tonight.”

“Shoot. I forgot. Why don’t you join us here?”

He rubbed his chest. “Who’s us?” Some of Sam’s friends were idiots.

“Brodie and Jake.”

Yep, those two. He was sure Jake liked Sam as more than a friend. “I’ve got dinner ready,” he said, trying to be cheerful. “I made your favorite.”

“Too bad I’ll miss it. So, you’re not coming?” 

He closed his eyes. He wanted to see his boyfriend, but was it worth the hassle of having to put up with his friends?

“I gotta go. Call me if you change your mind.”

Before he could answer, he was listening to silence. He let out a shaky breath as he put down his phone and turned off the pot of bubbling chili, his appetite gone. He slumped into the nearest chair, his kitchen feeling emptier than normal. Was it wrong to want a boyfriend who gave a damn about him? Who remembered their dates and wanted to spend time together? 

Tonight was supposed to be about clearing the air, talking about the few little issues they were having and giving Sam his present. If they just talked, everything would work out.

But Sam hadn’t even cared enough to remember.

He squeezed his eyes shut. He wanted to find someone who loved him. Was that too much to ask?

Maybe it was.

Maybe he shouldn’t have bought two tickets to Minnesota.

***

Pounding on Max’s door ripped him from his sleep. It was pitch black. 

What the hell?

His heart thudding in time to the second burst of knocks, he pulled on some track pants and raced to check who it was. The apartment building was pretty safe, but he’d had a couple of run-ins with his neighbors. The vision through the peephole had him flinging open the door, joy replacing the concern. Sam had come to apologize.

Sam swayed. “Maxie,” he slurred. “How about a little sugar?”

Disappointment kicked him in the gut. This wasn’t an apology, it was a booty call — a sloppy, smelly drunk booty call.

He stepped back as Sam stumbled forward, grabbing him and pressing his lips hard against Max’s. Beer breath swept into his mouth and pummeled the back of his throat. He fought the urge not to gag and managed to push him away, closing the door so he didn’t wake the neighbors. 

“You’re drunk.” He headed for the kitchen to get Sam some water.

“Aw, I’ve just had a few.” 

Yeah, a few too many. “Sit.” He handed Sam the glass. 

Sam dropped into the chair and gulped the water and slammed the glass back on to the table. “What’s that?” He pointed to his present.

Max didn’t want to give it to him now, not while he was drunk. “It’s a gift.”

Sam’s eyes widened in a mock innocent expression. “Is it for me?”

He couldn’t lie to him. “Yes. It’s your Christmas present.”

Sam grabbed it before he could be stopped. “Gimme.” He ripped off the wrapping and opened the box. He scowled, taking out the piece of paper. “What is it?”

“It’s a flight to Minnesota. We can have Christmas together at my sister’s — have some time away.”

Sam grimaced. “Why would I want to?”

All of the breath left his lungs in a gasp. “I thought you’d like to meet my family and since you don’t have any plans for Christmas…”

Sam was shaking his head. “Sounds like you’re getting serious.” He stood up and retreated a couple of steps. 

Max frowned. “We’ve been dating for months.”

“Dating?” Sam gaped at him, his mouth and eyes wide. “You’re my fuck buddy.” 

His heart twisted as he sank into the nearest chair. “What the hell?”

“I’ll have dinner, or go to the movies, if that
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