
	A cat caught in a Christmas tree, a rich CEO, a photographer who makes sexy posters, and one vet’s aide who is right in the middle. Can this lead to Xmas love?

	 

	 

	Xo is a cat that even a cat whisperer can’t calm down. A busy business CEO who is as cantankerous as his cat that attacks him whenever he has a board meeting meets a young vet’s aide who can calm Xo but insists the problem is with the owner. Sparks fly like Christmas lights plugged in the wrong way.

	Xo needs a HEA Christmas, and so do these two men.
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	To my own special Egyptian Mau who we call Tigger and enjoy even when he brings in the frogs and geckos that I have to save and carry back outside through the front door so they don’t come back into our pool lanai and make him happy as he catches them again.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	The call came in from the police dispatcher for an exotic vet to help at a penthouse apartment. It was reported that a wildcat was loose in the living quarters.

	Shawn Collins had what he considered was the best job in the world. He got to do what he loved and he got paid for it, paid well and weekly. He worked in a busy vet’s office near downtown Cleveland.

	There were three doctors who worked and owned the shop, and each handled different types of animals and problems, so they often saw any breed of dogs, birds, snakes or exotic animals. He’d worked at the clinic for two years, going to school nights and online.

	One great advantage had developed as the three doctors all built up trust in Shawn and had begun to use him on more important issues. He often assisted with suturing in surgery, taking over in emergencies. He was gaining experience he couldn’t get in school.

	He glanced up at the high rise in one of the many tall buildings that housed banks or businesses on the first few floors and then apartments above. The higher the floors, the more expensive the living space, so if it was a penthouse, it was in the price range of don’t ask.

	In the large white enclosed van, Shawn had everything he needed to catch a wildcat. Dr. Brice had told Shawn that no one had seen the wildcat and that the owner was overseas and had given permission by fax to allow entrance, obtain an animal named Xo, and maintain the cat until the owner returned in one week.

	A down payment would be sent through the gentleman’s local office immediately.

	Shawn had equipment in the back of the truck for everything he needed to take a cat, no matter its size. If needed, he had a tranq gun with several different amounts of darts, but he wouldn’t take it up with him to start. He believed he was an animal whisperer and would do anything to not hurt an animal.

	He had a full-body suit that was thick and padded that would prevent an animal from biting him, as well as a couple sizes of cages. His white van was clearly marked with a big green cross and the name of the animal clinic on all four sides, also in green.

	Looking for the basement garage, he found a police car with a cop leaning against the hood. Pulling up beside the car, he rolled down the passenger’s window and called to the man.

	“I’m here from the exotic vet’s clinic.”

	“Good. Pull into the garage and drive over to the elevator. Go to the top floor. The manager is waiting for you there.”

	Once he was parked next to the elevator, Shawn just put on his light weight jacket with the logo of the clinic on the back and went up in the elevator. He figured he would look the situation over first. Then he could come back down to pick out what he would need to capture the wildcat.

	He shook his head at the foolishness of people keeping wild animals in their apartments as showpieces. It was as if they thought the animal was a pretty piece of furniture. Eventually, the animal had to be turned over to a zoo or put down because the animal did what was natural and hurt someone.

	The elevator had fifteen numbered buttons and ended in one black one. Shawn shrugged and pushed the black button, surprised when the elevator moved upward.

	A guy in a wrinkled suit looked grateful when Shawn stepped out of the doors into a decorated waiting room.

	“Thank God you got here. The door is open. I will wait here. Remember, if anything happens to one hair on Xo, Mr. Chapman will kill us all. The cat belonged to his aunt.”

	Shawn nodded. A crazy old aunt had left her favorite wild animal to her nephew with all her money. It figured.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Shawn picked up a small chair just inside the door and walked into the suite. He was about ten steps into the apartment when he heard the door close behind him. Looking over his shoulder, he saw that the manager was not coming in with him. How big was the wildcat?

	In the pockets of his jacket, he had a plastic bag full of fresh liver, and in another, he had some regular small cat treats. One never knew what would work with an animal that had been raised inside, perhaps even in a cage.

	He tried not to stare in awe at the apartment—if such a space could be called an apartment. He saw ceilings so high he imagined there could be echoes. Some thousand-dollar-an-hour decorator had brought in minimalist furniture that still looked comfortable.

	The outside walls were all windows from ceiling to floor, and a central curved stairway led to the second floor. There was a large open kitchen area off to one side that had a set of glasses on the dividing counter that cost more than Shawn made in a year.

	“Here kitty, kitty. Come on baby. Come to Shawn.” Shawn used his calm voice as he walked forward with the chair, amazed at how the other half lived. He heard a rustle and a soft meow.

	Going around a corner to a second large area that he guessed was an entertainment area, he found a large Christmas tree knocked down on its side, broken, with expensive glass ornaments scattered across the marble floor. No plastic or safe decorations on the live tall tree. It was all gold and red glass. Most had clearly shattered when the tree tipped and hit the floor.

	Looking around, Shawn heard the soft whine of a cat from the middle of the broken tree. Setting the chair down and looking over his shoulder to make sure the wildcat wasn’t sneaking up from behind, Shawn crunched through the broken ornaments to get a closer look into the limbs of the tree.

	Sure enough, hanging on with claws dug into a limb was a long slim cat. Shawn smiled to see the M marking on the forehead and the unusual green eyes that were different than found in other cats.

	“Poor baby. Did something scare you? I have a treat.” Shawn dug into a pocket and pulled out one of the tiny treats that he held out on a finger to let the cat smell. The animal stretched out and smelled, and gently with its rough tongue, pulled off the treat.

	“Okay baby, why don’t you come to me? I will tuck you into my jacket where it is warm while we find the wildcat.”

	Waiting patiently, knowing the curiosity of Maus, he stood as the cat crawled up the tree and did the normal Mau jump and was in his arms. He was getting marked with the bony head pushing against his chin, and he began to scratch at the point where the tail met the body.

	The Mau responded with a quiet purr that one almost couldn’t hear. Shawn felt with his hand on the cat’s stomach. He tucked the cat inside his jacket, and the baby seemed satisfied. He would check it out when they got back to the clinic.

	He left the chair alone and made another sweep around the large living area. It was time to go upstairs. He hadn’t seen any large cage, but in the kitchen was a clean litter box and small water and food bowls.

	The cat was content to nestle against Shawn’s chest as he moved around walking up the open metal stairway. Since it was curved, going up, he got a good look at the entire large area in all directions, but he couldn’t see a wildcat.

	At the top of the landing, there was a hallway that led to several doors, all of them open. These were bedrooms. As he moved past, he could see each one had its own bath attached—those doors were also open. He decided to start at the end with the master suite.

	Walking in, he caught his breath. On the walls were poster-size photos of a man. Each photo was of the same man, and he was naked, and Shawn had one word for him. Beautiful.

	The man seemed to be in his prime, probably mid to late thirties and very buff, but not exercise
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