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    IT’S ALL ABOUT THE MONEY, HONEY


    Maggie Gutierrez’s job is to keep the Durango Street Theatre afloat financially. In other words, she spends her days sticking her hand in people’s pockets in the hopes of pulling out cash. Well, euphemistically. The Harrington Foundation grant would go a long way to ensuring the theater’s continued survival, but the administrator of the grant is the guy she used to crush on in a big way, and the last time they saw each other…let’s say things didn’t go so well. As in, he blames her for his father’s death. Soooo…what’s a girl to do? Anything she can to get that grant, including spending time with him, which takes them down a road that might just lead to a forever neither envisioned.
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  MAGGIE’S STARRING ROLE


  Chapter One

Maggie whistled to the music as she pulled her car into the parking lot behind the row of buildings that housed the “new” Durango Street Theatre. At barely ten in the morning the June sun beat down mercilessly and the day was already sweltering. The back door to the theater was ajar. Piles of lumber and building materials clogged what would become the backstage area of the old movie house. Maggie could picture the finished theater and wished the work were progressing more quickly. On the other hand, Miguel Abonce had bought the theater and was remodeling it on his own nickel. If he had to take his time, sending his skilled craftsmen when he could spare them off more lucrative jobs, she wasn’t going to complain.

Instead of stumbling through the building materials, she detoured to the front door. She stopped for a minute to enjoy the ambiance of the main drag bisecting San Antonio’s Deco District and its interesting assortment of shops and eateries. For probably the thousandth time, she sent up a prayer of thanks for Miguel Abonce’s generosity. Single-handedly, he’d saved a San Antonio treasure. More important to Maggie, he had saved the job she needed so badly.

The job she was desperate to keep.

She stepped through the ornate front door into the refurbished lobby, breathing in the lingering paint fumes and the odor of commercial carpet cleaner. The lobby had been in sad shape when Maggie first saw it last month, but a weekend cleaning and painting party, complete with pizza and beer, had attracted enough volunteers to whip the old girl into shape.

Reworking the movie screen stage into a facility suitable for live productions was a lot more complicated. Luckily, the craftsmen provided by Abonce Construction were some of the best in the city. It wouldn’t be all that long before the auditorium and stage would be ready to go. Once again, the Durango would produce the best community theater productions offered in the area with talented actors, who thankfully were volunteers. Productions with competent stage crews, quality costumes, professional lighting and sound equipment, plus a stage band, did not come free and would exceed her already strapped finances.

As the development director of the Durango, the most important parts of Maggie’s job were to write the myriad grant proposals and plan the fund-raisers that provided the currency the theater needed over and above ticket sales. An important role in any nonprofit, it was even more crucial now that she be good at her job given the additional expenses involved in setting up in a new facility. The Durango needed money, and lots of it, to get the theater up to snuff.

Miguel Abonce was rich, but he and his wife, Vivienne, weren’t that rich.

Maggie wasn’t surprised the temporary offices located in the lobby were deserted. Executive and artistic directors Josh Goldstein and Rachel Castillo were both night owls and were seldom seen before noon. Academy director Jessica Clary came in even later. Maggie loved working with them, but at the same time she got some of her best writing done in the mornings while the offices were still quiet.

She fired up last year’s state-of-the-art desktop and went to her emails, smiling when she opened one from a local chain of car dealerships and learned the theater had been awarded a fifteen-thousand-dollar grant. She hoped there would be more of the same from other San Antonio businesses. She made quick work of reading and replying to her emails and set the timer on her watch before tackling this morning’s project: writing a grant proposal to the members of the local retired teachers’ association.

She was lost in her writing when Josh poked his head in the door. “Up for a sweet lunch? I have a hankering for a banana split. You want one?”

Maggie glanced down at her full-figured curves. “A banana split? You have to be kidding. I wouldn’t mind a fruit cup, though.” She looked at her watch. “It’ll have to be quick. I have a one-thirty appointment to try to stick my hand into some folks’ pockets and it would be bad form to be late.”

After she shut down her computer, they walked across the street to the fruteria, which was doing a brisk lunchtime business. They placed their orders and carried their treats back to the theater. Josh cleared a space on his desk and they dug into their cold and tasty lunches. “Ahh. This hits the spot,” Maggie said as she savored the cut-up cantaloupe and watermelon, generously garnished with chili lime.

“This is awesome, too.” Josh swallowed a mouthful of whipped cream and banana. “So where is your appointment this afternoon?”

“Downtown in one of those high-rise office buildings. I was invited to talk to the Harrington Foundation representative about the Beatrice Harrington Grant.”

“Never heard of it.” Josh used the side of his spoon to cut off a chunk of banana.

“You never heard of the Harrington Law Firm? Come on, Josh. You grew up here. The family is a San Antonio icon.”

“Oh. That bunch of Harringtons. Gotcha. I didn’t know they were doing grants now.”

“Something Wade put me on to. His mom’s married to a Harrington grandson and she told him about it and suggested that we offer a proposal. I sent it a month ago and they called me last week to invite me to pitch the Durango.”

“Hence the power suit. Looks good on you.”

“Thanks. You’re good for a girl’s ego.”

“So are the Harringtons in the same league as the family your sister married into?”

Maggie shook her head. “Nobody in San Antonio’s as rich as the Navarros. But the Harringtons are no slouches. The grant could go a loooong way to fund us for the coming year.”

“How much?”

“A hundred and fifty thousand.”

He whistled under his breath. “That would go a long way. And God knows we need it. I hope to hell you can get it.”

Maggie grinned sardonically. “No pressure. Right?”

“Nope. Not a bit.”

She swallowed the last of her fruit, making a face at the unexpectedly tart taste of the last bite. A quick trip to the ladies’ room to freshen up and she was on her way. She’d been rehearsing what she was going to say. With no idea who she would be talking to, she felt like she was going in blind. The Harringtons were known for their interest in children, so the written proposal had stressed the benefits of the theater’s academy and all the scholarships that could be awarded to kids from low-income families if the grant was approved. Whatever she needed to touch on, she’d take the interview wherever it needed to go.

Downtown traffic was snarled as usual, but the office building had an underground parking garage, giving her time to begin to cool off. She willed herself to be calm as the elevator whooshed her to the law firm, which appeared to occupy most of the top floor. The door swooshed open to an elegantly appointed reception area, and a fashionably dressed middle-aged receptionist greeted her.

“I have an appointment regarding the Beatrice Harrington Grant,” Maggie told the woman, who then clicked her mouse a couple of times.

“Yes, Mr. Martinez is expecting you. Through the double glass doors and three doors down on the right.”

“Thanks.”

Maggie made her way down the hall past a couple of empty offices and a workroom full of copiers and printers. Mr. Martinez’s door was ajar and the man inside was facing the wall and talking quietly on the phone. Judging by his coal black hair and the sinewy muscles visible where he’d rolled up his shirtsleeves, she guessed he was in his late twenties or early thirties. Maggie couldn’t see his face, but there was something familiar about the way he held himself.

As she listened to the rise and fall of his voice, her heart started pounding in her throat. No. It couldn’t be. Fate couldn’t be that cruel. There were lots of young attorneys in San Antonio with the last name of Martinez.

She willed this man to be a Martinez she didn’t know.

Anyone else except Kirby: the asshole who was responsible for ruining her relationship with her older sister, and who foolishly and unreasonably blamed her for the death of his father.

When he hung up the phone and swiveled around, Maggie gasped and her high hopes for this meeting crashed to the carpeted floor.

Shit.

Kirby.

Older. No longer the drunk and drug-addicted college kid he’d been at her sister’s wedding, and the out-of-control maniac who had screamed epithets at her four days later at his father’s funeral.

Maggie’s mind raced, and her heart pounded even faster as her palms went damp.

From the clear eyes and good health he radiated, he must have kicked the drugs and alcohol. She wondered if he still bore her the unreasonable grudge he’d held against her back when.

She could tell the minute he realized who she was. His face froze into a mask of ice. “Maggie Gutierrez, sister of my sister,” he said. “I didn’t realize it was you when I read the proposal.” From the way his polite smile faded and his expression turned glacial, he still bore the granddaddy of all grudges.

She wasn’t surprised. She felt the same way.

But personal feelings had no place in this meeting. She needed to get this grant for the theater. Which was now much less likely to happen, given Kirby’s reaction to her.

“I didn’t realize it was you when I sent it.” Maggie tried to decide how to play this. Her first inclination was to turn tail and run. But she couldn’t do that. The theater needed the money too badly. She could ignore the elephant in the room and hope he would too. Or she could take the bull by the horns and address the tension between them, which would either clear the air or make things that much worse.

She didn’t know what to do and decided to take her cues from Kirby. “It’s good to see you. May I sit down?” She sat down in the chair in front of his desk before he had a chance to object.

He slid into the chair across from her. “So give me one good reason why I shouldn’t toss you out of here on your ear,” he said coldly.

Okay. It was going to be like that. “Because we are both professionals representing organizations that share a common interest,” she said smoothly. “And we both need to do those organizations justice, despite our personal feelings. I’m here because the Durango Street Theatre would be a worthy recipient of the Harringtons’ generosity and you’re here because the Trust requires you to make an objective decision about the best recipient.”

Kirby blinked. “That’s as good a reason as any, I suppose. You’re going to have to give me a minute to look through the proposal. It’s been a month since I read it and I haven’t finished refreshing my memory.”

“Of course.”

Kirby picked up the proposal and swiveled his chair away from her. Maggie tried not to stare at her half-sister’s younger brother. Maggie’s sister Misty had a different father whose long-dead second wife was Kirby’s mother. Not a blood relation, but they were tangentially connected. He was the boy she’d run into at celebrations for their shared sister.

The boy she’d been sweet on a long time ago.

The trouble between them had started at Misty and Alex’s wedding. She’d been outside taking a breather on a secluded bench when he came stumbling over and plopped his drunk ass down and commenced with boo-hooing that dear old dad had left him swinging in the wind when he’d been falsely arrested on a drug charge.

Maybe your father thought it would be good for you to sweat a little and think about some of the idiot choices you’ve made in the last couple of years, she’d said. Or maybe he was remembering all the worrying he did about you when you were using and how you needed to get back a little of your own. So you sweated a few months while Misty and Alex fell in love. So what? Dios, Kirby, your father neglected Misty most of her life. Is it really so awful that for once he did something for her?

She should have left it at that, but fueled by wine coolers and her crush on him, she had taken it upon herself to seek out Kirby’s father later in the evening to address the issue with him. Rolando Martinez had not been amused and had marched up to Kirby and given him hell for complaining to Maggie. The two of them had entered into a shouting match in front of the remaining guests, including Misty’s wealthy in-laws. Roland had collapsed in mid-shout, and to the shock of everyone present, he quickly stood up and insisted he was fine. When she’d gotten a call from her tearful and furious older sister, Maggie had learned that Rolando had collapsed for a second time on the way home and was dead before the ambulance arrived.

“Why did you have to stick your nose in?” Misty had raged. “Kirby killed him and you helped him do it.”

Of course, Kirby had put all the blame on Maggie. “It’s your fault,” he’d yelled in her face in the funeral home parking lot three days later. “You set him off that night. We’d have been all right if you hadn’t said anything.”

She’d argued her point, but her protests had fallen on deaf ears. She’d finally thrown his drug use in his face and walked off. In Kirby’s and Misty’s minds, Maggie was the villain. Heart attacks happened. But Misty and Kirby didn’t see it that way.

Now, she sat silently as Kirby leafed through the proposal. He picked up a pencil and jotted something in the margin. She watched him as his eyes darted back and forth and he made the occasional note. He was about as far from the gangly, inebriated boy feeling sorry for himself as he could get. Gone was the boy, and in his place was a striking man. He still had high cheekbones and full lips with hair black as a crow’s wing. But now those great waves were tamed by a styled cut. His square jaw offset his prominent nose, which made him more arresting than classically handsome.

Broad shoulders stretched the fabric of his crisp white button-down, and the light dusting of dark hair on his forearms didn’t cover the striated sinew over tight muscles. The desk hid the rest of him, but if it matched what she could see, hijole, he had grown into an impressive-looking man whom, under other circumstances, she would have found enormously attractive.

She wondered how much more appealing she would find him if he weren’t so angry with her.

Her gaze traveled back to his face and lingered there before focusing on the document he had in front of him. The firmness in his jaw and unsmiling lips as he studied her proposal confirmed what she’d believed would happen: he’d become hardened over the years.

Despite his animosity toward her, Maggie’s job was to persuade him to award the grant to the theater. She desperately needed him to send the grant their way. It would help ensure her job security so she could continue to raise money for the theater.

She did not want to have to return to her family’s line of work.

Finally, Kirby raised his head and regarded her impassively. “Okay. First question. You’ve stated in the proposal that the new location for the Durango was purchased by Miguel Abonce and that he’s agreed to rent it to you for a dollar a year. So why the need for money, if you already have a wealthy benefactor?”

“He’s done what he can, and now it’s up to the theater to come up with the money for our day-to-day operations. We make some money off ticket sales, but nowhere near enough to pay for everything. Plus, our academy is not a moneymaker. A lot of those kids are on scholarship, and we turn no one away.”

He looked at her doubtfully. “So admission’s not necessarily based on talent.”

“By the time we get through with them, they are quite talented.”

He nodded once. “I see. So tell me about the theater. Some of your past productions and what you are planning for the months to come.”

Maggie felt herself beginning to relax. Maybe he was willing to put his personal feelings aside and look at the proposal objectively. She spent a few minutes telling him about some of their previous productions, stressing the number of academy kids who’d had roles in Wizard of Oz, and the spectacular dance numbers in their most recent production Anything Goes. She explained that their production schedule was set back by the loss of the original Durango Theatre, but shared with him that their next production would be Little Shop of Horrors, and that the actors were already in rehearsal.

Her heart pounded in her throat as she made what she hoped was a winning sales pitch. While he seemed to be giving her his undivided attention, she wondered if she was getting through to him or if his animosity was drowning her out.

Maggie could have said a lot more, but her sales pitch would be more effective kept short, so after ten minutes she came to a concise conclusion and asked Kirby if he had any questions.

“What is your projected timeline? How soon will Little Shop be on the stage?”

“Our executive director is aiming for the first week in September.”

He looked at her doubtfully. “It shouldn’t take that long to renovate an old movie house.”

“It does if construction is sporadic. Miguel is sending his workers as he can. His moneymaking jobs have to take priority, which makes it hard for us, since it exacerbates our financial crunch. We will miss putting on two productions and our bank balance already reflects the loss of ticket sales. Little Shop will run in September and October and our Christmas show will be How to Succeed in Business Without Really Trying.”

Kirby looked doubtful. “How to Succeed isn’t really a Christmas show, is it?”

“No, but it’s family-friendly. Unlike some of our more out-there stuff.”

“You do much out-there stuff?”

“We do everything, from Americana like Oklahoma and Wizard of Oz to modern issue-based productions such as Rent to dramas like Evita and West Side Story. We try to offer different kinds of productions with the hope of appealing to as many different tastes as possible.” She took a breath. “Is there anything else you’d like to know?”

“That about takes care of it. Thank you so much for coming by.”

“My pleasure.”

Kirby’s eyebrow rose. It had been anything but a pleasure and they both knew it.

They both stood. “I’ll walk you out.”

The waiting room was deserted. She turned around and offered her hand. “Thank you again for talking with me this afternoon. I hope I was able to answer all your questions.”

“Yes, you did. You’ve given me a vivid picture of what the Durango is all about.”

But from the indifference in his expression, she could see that it wasn’t enough. She would have to go a lot further to convince him to award them the grant. “Say, why don’t you drop by some afternoon and let me take you on the nickel tour? That really would give you a picture of what we’re doing, and how the theater is progressing.”

Kirby looked at her disbelievingly and she felt her face flame. “I’ll drop by if I can. Thank you again for coming today.” He turned on his heel and went back down the hall.

Well, damn. She couldn’t tell if he’d listened to a word she said this afternoon.

Maggie’s feet dragged all the way to the car. She wished going in that she’d known Kirby was the one in charge of the grant. She could have explained the situation and sent Rachel or Josh in her place. Now, in Kirby’s mind, the Durango proposal would forever be linked to the woman he despised with all his heart.

Still, he hadn’t thrown her out on her ear. He had at least appeared to listen and been professional enough to ask a few relevant questions. He’d even said he would drop by and visit the theater if he could. She hoped he would remember her reminder that they were both professionals and give her proposal the same consideration he would give to any proposal coming across his desk.

Or he might throw it in the trash.

If he was the same twerpy brat she’d chewed out at their sister’s wedding five years ago, he absolutely would.

The contempt she’d tamped down in his office bubbled to the surface, and her heart thrummed in her throat as she got in the car. She couldn’t tell Kirby how she really felt about him. Too damn much was riding on the grant. She wracked her brain, asking herself if there was anything she could have said or done differently to persuade him to award the grant to them. But nothing came to mind. Besides, it wasn’t what she’d said or not said that was the problem.


  Chapter Two

It would be a cold day in hell before Maggie Gutierrez saw a dime of grant money from him.

Kirby turned on his heel and went back down the hall, stopping at the office refrigerator for a sparkling water before returning to his desk. His first urge was to throw the proposal in the garbage and tell the Rileys that he’d been mistaken to recommend it, and that it wasn’t what they were looking for after all. But he was too professional to do that. Despite his feelings about Maggie, the proposal had been good. Too damned good. It would be unprofessional in the extreme to throw it away.

And he prided himself on being professional.

But he would do everything in his power to steer the Rileys elsewhere if he could.

So instead of chucking the proposal outright, he powered up his desktop and typed out his impressions of the meeting with Maggie, along with the salient points she’d made in her written proposal.

He was scheduled to see Ben and Patsy Riley this afternoon to discuss the theater proposal and two others, the only three out of forty or so submitted that were seriously in the running. But his thoughts kept drifting to the sultry woman who’d made her case for the Durango so passionately this afternoon. A woman he would have been interested in if he didn’t despise her so much.

Her face reminded him of a Botticelli Madonna, and the body he’d once found too short and shapely had matured into a set of curves that had his dick pressing against his zipper during most of her presentation. He’d heard that anger was a turn-on. It never had been for him before, but he’d caught himself wondering if her lush lips would taste as good as they looked. If her arresting brown eyes would smolder with desire and how her long, mahogany curls would feel against his chest as she rode him. He even found himself tempted to take her up on a visit to the new theater. He might even actually look at the theater while he was there.

How could he be drawn to the woman who had killed his father?

He shook off the surging anger and instead thought about how to steer the Rileys away from the Durango proposal and do it in a professional manner. Which really wasn’t fair or professional of him in the least. The theater proposal had impressed him from the beginning. He’d been to a couple of their shows while he was in law school, and they’d been well done. He had to agree that the Durango was a San Antonio treasure. It was a shame that Maggie Gutierrez was associated with it. It would have been a damned worthy recipient of their money otherwise.

His phone rang promptly at four. Mr. and Mrs. Riley were ready to see him. Kirby gathered up his notes on the Durango and the other two grant proposals and walked down the long hall into the inner sanctum.

Ben and his wife, Patsy, were waiting for him in the conference room off Mr. Riley’s massive corner office overlooking the San Antonio River Walk. Ben Riley was the senior partner of the law firm and the head of the corporation. None of the Riley kids had any interest in the law firm and little in the corporation, so some years back the firm had started hiring young attorneys who weren’t part of the family. Kirby considered himself lucky to be numbered among them.

He shook Mr. Riley’s hand and gave Mrs. Riley a gentle hug. They sat down and he passed out copies of his notes to the older couple and reminded himself to appear as impartial in front of the Rileys as he could while he steered them elsewhere. “These are the three that come closest to meeting all the grant requirements.”

“Which are admittedly pretty general,” Mrs. Riley said. “Why these three?”

“Mostly it’s their direct pass-through to the intended beneficiaries. No middle layers to siphon off the money. All three contribute to the community. Most importantly, the grant requirements stipulate that the recipients must be in serious financial need of the help, that it not go to an organization that’s already well funded. The first one involves further improvements to the lower reaches of the River Walk. The second is from a church camp in the Hill Country, and the third is from the Durango Street Theatre.”

Kirby took them through the first two proposals and answered their questions, making the proposals sound as appealing as possible, before they moved on to the theater. Steering them away shouldn’t be all that hard. “I talked to the theater representative earlier this afternoon. While the Durango grant is good, I don’t think—”

Patsy Riley’s head popped up. “Durango? Did you say the Durango Theatre?”

“Yes. But I was—”

“Ben, isn’t that where Wade performs?” She turned to Kirby, a smile wreathing her face. “Wade Baxter, our grandson by marriage, performs there.”

Oh hell. It wasn’t going to be easy to derail the Durango Street Theatre train after all.

“I believe it is.” Ben’s brow wrinkled. “Wait. I thought the Durango was bulldozed a couple of months ago. Russ said Wade was devastated.” He turned to Kirby. “Do they have a new one?”

“Yes. Local entrepreneur Miguel Abonce bought an old theater in the Deco District and is remodeling it for them.”

Mrs. Riley looked at her husband. “I remember that old theater. The Oakmont, or something like that. I went to the movies there as a child. I’m surprised it’s still standing.”

“According to the Durango representative, the entire block is still intact,” Kirby explained, trying hard not to grind his teeth. “The theater itself is in surprisingly good shape.”

“So why do they need money if they have a benefactor?” Mr. Riley pressed.

“The company that bought it is at its limit in what it can contribute, so their development director is trying to make up the deficit with grant money,” Kirby replied.

“Does their use of the money fit our parameters?” Mr. Riley asked.

“It does,” he admitted. He hoped he didn’t sound grudging as he went through the proposal with them. “They have a few paid employees, but the actors and most of the crew are volunteer, and a hefty percentage of the grant money would go to fund scholarships for needy academy students. Their representative said they will be missing the revenue from two productions they didn’t get to put on. They won’t be ready with the first production in the new facility until the first of September. Now, if I could—”

“I want to know more about the theater,” Patsy said eagerly. “I’m delighted they’ve found a new one. Wade’s mother said performing there means everything to that boy.” She turned to Kirby. “He’s ours by marriage, but we love him as much as any of our other grandchildren.”

“I’m sure,” Kirby murmured.

“So, how can we find out more?” she asked. “Is there any way we can go for a visit?”

Kirby bit his lip. Maggie had invited him to come. He could make an excuse, but with their grandson involved in the theater, the likelihood of the Rileys learning about her invitation was too high for him to dismiss. “Actually, their representative invited me to visit the theater. I don’t know when I can do it, but—”

“Tomorrow,” Ben said. “If he has enough faith in the theater to want to show it off to you, that’s a good sign.”

“Yes, sir. Oh, and their representative is a woman.” He debated telling them her name but decided no harm could come of it. “Maggie Gutierrez.”

Neither of the Rileys gave any sign of recognition. They took their copies of the grant proposals, and the notes he’d made on them, and said their thank yous before Kirby went back to his office.

With no one to go home to and nothing pressing waiting for him at his lonely condo, he spent the next four hours drawing up a stack of wills. The sun was setting behind the shops and restaurants lining the River Walk when he turned off his office lights and headed down to the parking garage. An hour spent at his favorite gym worked off some of the day’s frustration, but not all of it. He had no desire to cook, so he detoured to the Chinese takeout window before heading for the suburban condo he called home.

Stark, modern, and furnished with restraint, it was a far cry from the fussy, ornate furnishings of the fake Victorian he’d grown up in. After his father’s death, Misty sold the house and their father’s string of health clubs sprinkled around San Antonio. As part of the sale Kirby and Misty had lifetime memberships. He made good use of it on an almost daily basis. He had no idea if Misty ever used hers.

There was a lot he didn’t know about his sister. Five years of not speaking to one another would do that.

Kirby sighed. It was a damned shame. He didn’t know where she lived or if her marriage to mega-billionaire Alex Navarro was happy. He’d heard via the grapevine that a few months after the wedding she’d given birth to a baby girl and to a boy a couple of years later. He didn’t know for sure, but he presumed she now worked somewhere in the Navarro Corporation. But their breach had been permanent. She’d faced him down in the waiting room at the funeral home, calling him every kind of name for fighting with Rolando.

“It’s your fault he’s dead,” she’d screamed into his face as tears ran down her cheeks. “Damn it, I didn’t have him for most of my life. I finally got him back and you had to go and kill him. You,” she’d raged on, oblivious to the gasps and stares. “It’s your fault. Your fault. And I hope your spoiled, drug-taking ass burns in hell.”

He hadn’t let it go. “He let me swing in the wind for months so you could catch a husband,” he’d fired back. “Because you’re too damn old and homely to catch one on your own. He had to set the whole thing up for you while I had nightmares every damned night in jail. And don’t scream at me about drugs. Alex drinks like a fish. Or hadn’t you noticed?”

By the time he and Misty had finished with one another, things had been said that would never be forgiven.

Rolando Martinez’s heart attack had not only cost him a father. It had cost him a sister as well.

Maggie Gutierrez had a lot to answer for.

Kirby got out chopsticks and sat down at the kitchen bar. But the egg foo young that had smelled so good in the car sat heavy in his stomach. After a few bites, he pushed it aside and peered into the liquor cabinet he kept for entertaining. He hadn’t had a drink in years, not since the wedding.

Dealing with Maggie made him want one.

But he’d worked too hard to stay sober to let her fuck him up. So he slammed the door on his booze stash and got out a bottle of sparkling water, which ironically was also his sister’s drink of choice. He sat down on the balcony patio overlooking San Antonio and stared into the deepening dusk as the sky darkened and the lights of the city winked on. And once again, he relived the fight with Misty in the funeral home. That fight had been the last time he’d spoken to his sister.

Not that they’d been all that close to begin with. They were nearly fifteen years apart in age. Misty had never lived with them while he was growing up. She either had been in the Valley with her mom and stepdad, or at some fancy boarding school in Dallas so her studies wouldn’t be interrupted by the Gutierrezes’ constant traveling. Even after she’d moved to San Antonio, he hadn’t seen much of her.

To make matters worse with Misty, for most of his life, he’d been the apple of his father’s eye and she the forgotten child. Which she’d been quick to point out during the funeral home tirade. “He spoiled you rotten. He and your mother both. Maybe if they’d kicked your ass a little more often you wouldn’t have turned into a coke-sniffing loser.” She’d practically vibrated with resentment and fury as she’d ripped him to shreds that afternoon. The same afternoon he’d turned around and done the same to Maggie.

Kirby sipped the sparkling water. It had been five long years of radio silence from his sister. She’d dealt with their father’s estate through lawyers, sending him half of the money from the house and the business and the considerable portfolio his father had amassed. Determined to make something of his life after the
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