

[image: The cover shows a home office, with built-in bookshelves full of books, plants, pictures, gift-wrapping supplies, and other knickknacks. On a small circular table sits a desk lamp with the light directed at an ornate, open jewelry box with its contents spilling out. A pearl necklace has broken and pearls have spilled over the table and onto the floor. On the floor, a black and white tuxedo cat wearing a hideous studded collar plays with ribbon and wrapping paper. Next to the cat is a stack of books and albums, on top of which is a gold, heart-shaped locket, which is broken in two. It matches a picture on the bookshelves, which is a pink broken heart. The colour tones of the cover are in soft pinks and lavendars. The title is No Love Lost in gradiated yellow, and the author is Jane Glatt. No Love Lost is part of the Wrap-It-Up Magic series.]



	 

	[image: Image of the title font. The font is uneven, giving the words an off-kilter look. Text says: Wrap-It-Up Magic No Love Lost Jane Glatt]

	 

	 [image: Tyche Books logo. Depicts a bust of the Greek Goddess Tyche, wearing a crown in the shape of city gates and walls. She also wears a chiton. Her profile is white and framed by a very dark blue oval. Beneath the oval are the words Tyche Books Ltd.]

	
Chapter 1

	 

	 

	When Barb retrieved her phone from the security desk after work, there were two messages. Both were from Margot, Rick’s wife, and her stomach dropped.

	Barb nodded goodbye to Martin, the security guard, and exited through the front door into the darkness of a cold, late afternoon in January.

	She pulled her coat tighter to keep the bitter wind out as she walked across the parking lot to her car.

	Once she was behind the wheel, she blew out a deep breath. Another work day done.

	Her big exciting government job was anything but. Oh, the pay was good, but since she was dealing with classified information—and what she did was classified information—she worked all alone in a small room in a nondescript government building. At least she’d been assigned an office in Hamilton, and not Toronto, where her boss worked. Her first office job was enough of a shock: she was grateful she didn’t have to deal with a long highway commute.

	So far—for the two weeks since she’d started her job—Barb’s boss, Ms. Soula Stavros, met with her Monday morning with her assignments. Barb received folders containing information about the people the government wanted found. Each page in the folder was numbered, and Barb wasn’t allowed to have her phone with her—she assumed so she couldn’t take pictures. 

	Once she found a clue, at the end of that day, she was to hand in the associated documents, along with any gift tags she’d created, to Martin, at the security desk. At the end of her week, the remaining folders and the giftwrapping supplies were also left with Martin. 

	There was a small employee lounge down the hall that Barb didn’t plan on hanging out in, although she’d been getting coffee from the machine there. She hadn’t yet run into any other employees, which was fine with her since she didn’t want to answer questions—or not answer questions—about her job.

	Besides the folders and wrapping supplies that Soula delivered each Monday, Barb’s room contained two chairs, a long table, and an old computer. The computer had blinking, green text and no access to the internet. The only functional program Barb had been told about was a messaging program she could use to send internal messages to her boss, and only her boss.

	The wrapping supplies she’d been given were excellent quality: much nicer than she thought the government would pay for, so Barb assumed they’d been recovered from some thief or another. The same with the gifts she had to wrap, although there was a wider range of quality for them.

	But it was work, with a paycheque and CPP deductions, which meant she’d eventually qualify for the Canadian Pension Plan. It wouldn’t be nearly what she was entitled to from Richard’s CPP, but with him on the run in a non-extraditing country, she might never be able to collect her portion of his pension.

	Richard, who along with their son Rick, had embezzled millions from their friends and neighbours and left her in poverty.

	Instead of listening to her messages, Barb started her car.  

	Margot’s call could only be bad news and she wanted to be home when she heard it.

	Rick was currently being investigated by Toronto Police, and Kyle, her younger son, had warned her that since it was related to Richard’s case, the investigation would progress quickly.

	She hadn’t spoken to Rick since New Year’s Day, when he’d come by to yell at her for talking to the police.

	Despite then, she’d texted her daughter-in-law with an offer to help. Just that. No explanation of why she thought Margot might need help and certainly no apologies for informing on Rick.

	Barb hadn’t really expected a reply so the messages were a surprise. 

	Her hope was that Margot was asking questions about her text and not calling to tell her the terrible news she was expecting: that Rick was in jail.

	The lights were off in the house when Barb got home, but she heard music from Kat’s studio.

	Barb put her coat and boots away and flipped on lights as she made her way to the kitchen. She took a few minutes to pull last night’s leftover stew from the fridge and set the pot on low before heading to her room to change.

	“Hey,” Kat said when Barb returned to the living room. “Sorry, I didn’t hear you. And I meant to get the stew on the stove before you got home.”

	“It won’t take long to heat up,” Barb said. She set her phone on the counter and stared at it before meeting Kat’s eyes. “Margot left two messages.”

	“Oh boy,” Kat said. “What did she say?”

	“Let’s find out,” Barb said. She called up the first message and put her phone on speaker.

	“Barbara,” Margot said. “It’s Rick. He’s been arrested, although it sounds like you knew he would be. We’ve hired a lawyer, so I hope to have more news soon.” There was muffled talking in the background. “What? No!” Margot said. “Barbara, I’ll have to call you back. The police are making an outrageous demand.” The call ended.

	“That was at 12:45,” Barb said. “This one is from 4:05.” She played the second message.

	“Barbara, I really hope you meant your offer of help,” Margot said. “The police are making me leave the house because apparently, it’s considered a proceed of crime. I’ve got a call in to the lawyer but if he can’t do anything, I’ll need to be out by the weekend. You’ve been through this: what can I do? Please call me.”

	Barb looked up at Kat. “She’s right, this is very familiar.” Barb sighed. “For what it’s worth, I can give her advice.” 

	“We could put her up for a few days,” Kat said. “She’d have to sleep on the sofa.”

	“I’d sleep on the sofa,” Barb replied. “And let Margot have my room, but let’s hope it doesn’t come to that. Margot has family in Toronto, so I assume they’ll help her.” Margot came from money so someone likely had a large house with a spare room. “And she has a job, so she won’t be as broke as I was. Am.” She would help Margot, she would. But a part of her resented that neither Margot nor Rick had offered her any help when she’d become homeless. Now she understood why: Rick was involved in Richard’s Ponzi scheme. 

	But it still hurt that not one single family member had been there for her. Not even Kyle, who had a better excuse than Rick. Kyle had thought she was in on the family business and the sensitive nature of his job—a job Barb still didn’t know—meant he couldn’t fraternize with criminals.

	“Are you going to call her?” Kat asked.

	“Yep. Right now. I can put her on speaker if you want.” 

	“No, I’ll give you some privacy and head back to the workshop.” Kat gave the stew a stir on her way out.

	Barb took a deep breath and hit reply on her phone. After two rings, Margot answered.

	“Barbara, thank you for getting back to me so quickly. I just got off the phone with my lawyer, who told me what I should do.”

	“That’s a relief,” Barb replied. “Legal advice was one of the things that helped me. You have to get out of your house, though, right?”

	“Yes,” Margot said. “I can stay with my sister. She has a guest room that I can have for as long as I need it.”

	“Oh good.” Barb felt bad that she was so relieved. “That’s Lainey? She works at Stonewick?” Stonewick College was one of the most prestigious—and expensive—private, all girl’s schools in the city. Both Margot and her sister had attended the school.

	“Yes. She’s just in The Annex so it’s close to work for me.”

	Margot worked at one of the big banks on Bay Street as a project manager. Barb wasn’t exactly sure what that meant, though Margot had explained that it had to do with computer systems.

	“I’m glad your life isn’t being as completely disrupted as mine was,” Barb said. “It’s a lot of change in a very short time.” The police had given Barb months to leave the house but that was because they hadn’t determined if it was a proceed of crime. Once they did, she had to leave.

	“It certainly is,” Margot agreed. “I can’t imagine what you went through, having to leave the city and all your friends behind. I am sorry I never called you, but Rick,” she paused. “Rick told me not to. I guess we know why he did that.”

	“I guess we do,” Barb said. She didn’t acknowledge Margot’s apology. I’m sorry but apologies never seemed very sincere, and Margot’s was no exception.

	“I do have a favour to ask,” Margot said. “Can you take my cat? My niece is allergic so I can’t take him with me.”

	“I didn’t even know you had a cat,” Barb said. “Let me just check with my friend.” She tucked her phone against her shoulder and knocked on the workshop door before opening it.

	“Kat, would it be all right if Margot’s cat stays with us for a while? Her niece is allergic so she can’t take it with her.”

	“Sure,” Kat replied. “I like furry critters.”

	“Thanks.” Barb closed the door. “We can take the cat,” she said into the phone. 

	“Oh, that’s great,” Margot said. “I really appreciate it. I have a lot of moving parts to manage right now, can I text you when I can come drop him off?”

	“I can pick him up, if that makes your life easier.” Barb knew from experience that moving from her home would take more time than Margot thought. “I’m available tomorrow and Thursday. Are you working?”

	“I took this week off,” Margot said. “Thank you. Thursday will be great. I’ll send a text.”

	Margot ended the call before Barb even had a chance to ask if she’d seen Rick. He was a criminal, and he’d been willing to let his mother take the blame for his actions, but he was still her son.

	She sighed and set her phone down. She’d ask Margot about him when she got the cat. 

	Kyle had advised her not to contact Rick now that she was working for the government but it was hard not knowing what was happening with him.

	“Dinner’s ready,” Barb called out as she grabbed a couple of bowls from the cupboard.

	Kat joined her just as she finished ladling out the stew.

	“A cat, eh?” Kat said as she grabbed a spoon and sat down at the island. “I had one years ago. Mitch loved it but it was very expensive when it got old so when it passed away, we didn’t get another one.”

	“Richard didn’t allow pets,” Barb said. “So, I am surprised that Rick and Margot have one. It must be new.”

	“Well, it will be new to us,” Kat said.

	 

	Thursday morning, Barb pulled into the driveway of Rick and Margot’s house—which wasn’t actually their house anymore—with a sad heart.

	She knew exactly what Margot was going through since she’d gone through the same thing just a few short months ago. She was grateful that she was in a position to give her daughter-in-law even the tiniest bit of help, considering she’d had no expectations of being able to support herself, ever.

	Now here she was, an employee of the federal government and a small business owner. 

	What she did for a living was strange—magical—and it could stop as quickly as it started, but for now she had a home, income, and a best friend who was like family.

	“Barbara,” Margot said, exiting the house. “Thank you so much for this. It’s been a horrible week and you agreeing to look after Prince Hairy is such a relief.”

	“Prince Harry?” Barb asked.

	“As in hair.” Margot lifted a strand of her shoulder length hair. “He was named when I got him. Come in, I have all of his things at the front door.” She turned and led the way inside. “I’m sorry I can’t offer you coffee or tea. I’m not supposed to entertain since it’s no longer my home.”

	Barb followed Margot inside where a litter box and bags of food and litter sat beside the door. A loud meow came from the cat carrier near the stairs. She peered into the living room and saw boxes piled up beside the fireplace.

	“I can’t tell you how sorry I am that you’re going through this.” Barb gestured to the living room. “I know how hard it is and how much you love this house.”

	Margot closed her eyes briefly, then opened them and shrugged. “As my lawyer says, it’s out of my control. I have proof that I paid into the mortgage so he tells me I’ll get something, but the courts and the forensic accountants take time. I have accepted that I will never live in this house again.”

	“It’s painful though,” Barb replied. 

	“Yes,” Margot agreed. “You know that better than anyone else. You do look well, so there must be hope?”

	“There absolutely is hope,” Barb replied. She paused, wondering how to broach the subject, then decided to just go ahead and ask.

	“Is Rick all right?”

	Margot sighed. “You know Rick: he seems to be doing better then I am. He somehow got himself one of the best defense attorneys in the city. The lawyer doesn’t think he’ll get bail, not when Richard has fled the country, but he’ll probably be moved to the lowest security prison in the province. He says he’ll have a chance to catch up on his reading.”

	Barbara struggled to keep her face blank and not show how furious that comment made her. Her son, who had been so willing to see his own mother suffer financially, socially, and emotionally, was going to catch up on his reading. 

	She took a breath. “He’s in good spirits then.”

	“Well, he is in jail,” Margot said. “So he’s not happy. And he’s made a mess of my life too, which he has apologized for.”

	“I see.” Barb wanted to ask Margot if she was going to divorce her son, but the cat let out a shriek.

	“My goodness, is he always that noisy?” She hoped Kat didn’t regret letting her bring Hairy home. 

	“He hates the carrier,” Margot said. “Here, let’s get all of this loaded into your car.”

	It took both of them—the amount of cat paraphernalia reminded her of travelling with a baby—but soon her car was packed. She put the carrier on the passenger seat and buckled it in so that the cat could face her. Then she wondered if that would make things worse since the cat didn’t know her.

	She peered in to see a black and white tuxedo cat glaring at her with wide, green eyes. He did not look happy.

	“How long have you had Hairy?” Barb asked Margot after she closed the car door, shutting Hairy in. “I had no idea you had a cat.”

	“Oh, just a few months,” Margot replied. “We got him after … you know.”

	After Richard fled the country and Barb was left to deal with the aftermath, is what Margot meant. “I see. Do you have a vet or should I just find one in Stoney Creek?”

	“He’s only been to the vet once since we got him, so go ahead and find one near you. I’ll reimburse you, of course. Just text me the costs.”

	“All right.” Barb didn’t plan on sending Margot bills for things like food, but if there was a large vet bill, she would. It wasn’t her cat.

	“Oh, by the way. Hairy’s collar has sentimental value. My niece made it for him so if you could make sure he doesn’t lose it, I’d appreciate it. He’s an indoor cat so that should help.”

	“Sure.” Barb rooted around in her purse for her car keys. The last thing she wanted was to chase a cat around Kat’s neighbourhood, so she wouldn’t have let him out anyway. “Keep me posted on … well, on everything. And if you ever want to talk, don’t hesitate to call.”

	“I will,” Margot said. She leaned forward and gave Barb an awkward hug. “And thank you for taking care of Hairy.” She sighed and Barb stepped back. “It’s a real weight off my mind.”

	“You’re welcome.” Barb nodded and got into her car. She watched in the rear-view mirror as Margot went back into the house.

	She seemed to be handling things much better than Barb had. She had to assume that was because she had her own money and a job. Barb was grateful for that.

	 

	 

	 

	
Chapter 2

	 

	 

	Barb and Kat stared at the carrier that sat on the floor in the living room.

	Hairy hadn’t stopped meowing since she got him home. He had—thankfully—paused halfway during the drive but resumed as soon as she parked the car.

	“I hope he isn’t this loud all the time,” she said to Kat. “I don’t want to make you regret letting me—and now Hairy—live with you.”

	“He’ll settle down,” Kat said. “Let him out in the bathroom, shut the door, and give him some peace and quiet.”

	“OK.” Barb had never had a pet so she was grateful for Kat’s advice. She’d already set up the litter box in the bathroom and Kat said that was a very important thing: that Hairy knew where the box was. 

	“Here we go.” She took the carrier into the bathroom, closed the door, and then unlatched the carrier. She eased out of the bathroom, leaving Hairy alone.

	“I’ll get us coffee,” Barb said. “Unless you have too much to do?”

	“Coffee would be great.” Kat sighed and sat down at the kitchen island while Barb poured two cups of coffee. “I have a lot of jewelry to make and there’s only a couple of weeks before the Valentine’s craft fair.”

	She set a cup in front of Kat, along with the milk and sugar.

	“It was strange seeing all of the boxes in Rick and Margot’s house,” Barb said, stirring a spoonful of sugar into her coffee. “And Margot told me Rick said being in jail would allow him to catch up on his reading.”

	“What? That’s a jerk thing for Rick to say and jerk thing for Margot to tell you.”

	“It was, wasn’t it?” Barb said. “Something felt off about that conversation. Do you think Margot said that to hurt me?”

	“I don’t know,” Kat replied. “Maybe she’s just overwhelmed and repeated Rick’s jerk comment. I’ve never met her. Did she seem nervous or worried?”

	“She didn’t seem worried at all,” Barb said. “But I can’t ever remember Margot being anything but calm and in charge. She’s a project manager at one of the big banks. I always assumed being calm was a requirement for that type of work.”

	“She still has a job at a bank?” Kat asked. “With a husband in jail and being investigated for embezzling?”

	“She didn’t mention she’d been fired,” Barb said. “Just that she was off. Can companies just fire people like that? It’s not Margot who’s been accused of anything and Rick’s been charged but not convicted.”

	“I have no idea,” Kat said. 

	“Neither do I,” Barb replied. If Margot was worried about being out of a job, she sure hadn’t shown it. “I hope this doesn’t mean Hairy is here for good.”

	 

	Hairy the cat settled in quickly. Kat helped Barb figure out how much to feed him, and in a couple of days, they fell into a routine. At least, Barb managed to figure out Hairy’s routine and follow it closely enough that he stopped meowing so much. Hairy turned out not to be very vocal, except when he was mad or hungry. Which was all the time the first day and a half.
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