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Independent software developer Kylie Grant is on top of her game in the world of IT. She has loyal clients, a good reputation, and a prestigious membership in technology giant Afire Industries’ small business accelerator. Things are going well until she stumbles across an innocuous issue with the lighting in the building where she rents space. When she digs into the problem, she discovers something unexpected—a hack.

The incursion doesn’t affect her, but Kylie leaves enough clues to fix the problem. That earns her a visit from Luke McAllister, Afire’s chief security officer. Luke is handsome and rugged and everything that Kylie likes in a man, but she soon finds that he is blaming her for the security breach. Before long, the two are on a collision course, but also secretly looking at more than each other’s digital footprints.

When a fluke accident sends Kylie to the emergency room, Luke fears that the beautiful developer is in danger beyond the online world. Little does he know that she is also hiding a secret that threatens to jeopardize their now sizzling relationship.

Can Kylie fix Afire’s problems without falling victim to the hacker? And can Luke learn to trust her and keep her safe before their enemy strikes again?
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​Prologue
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It was too danged bright in here again. Kylie Grant pushed back from her desk and glared at the overhead fluorescent lights. It was a subtle change, but, like most developers, she preferred her working space darker. She spent her days staring at a computer screen writing code. The last thing she wanted was more artificial light waves hitting her eyeballs. Grumbling, she grabbed her laptop and headed for the seating area by the fireplace.

This was the third time this week that she’d noticed the change. She tended to stay later than most people at Start ’er Up, and the sun had already set over Puget Sound. That was when the glare became most noticeable. Still, she was surprised that nobody else seemed to be bothered by it.

She stopped at the grab ’n go area for some trail mix and a cappuccino. She liked the coworking space where she and a group of small business owners gathered every day to pursue their entrepreneurial dreams. She didn’t want to have to go back to Starbucks, where she had to listen to college kids moaning about their love lives or hipsters strategizing about how to get ahead in the corporate workplace. She’d been there and done that—and gotten precisely nowhere.

She shuddered a bit as she sank onto the sofa. The idea of returning to the cubicle environment or, worse, the open-office land of chaos? No way. If she had to deal with a little glare, she could do it. She used the remote to turn on the gas fireplace and relaxed against the cushions.

Still, she squinted.

She blew out a breath of frustration.

Josie stuck her head around the corner. “I’m heading out.”

“Okay. Have a good night,” Kylie said. She was the last one here, as usual. She was a night owl who didn’t do mornings, but she wasn’t concerned. The building where Start ’er Up was housed was fitted with all the bells and whistles of a “smart” building. The doors operated on a badging system, cameras monitored all entries, and even the shades on the windows operated on a set timetable. Right now, they were down tight. Still, they were in the heart of downtown Seattle. The women here looked out for one another.

“I’ll be here for a little while longer,” she said. She had a website template due for a client tomorrow. It wouldn’t take her long to finish it up, but there were a few other things she wanted to putter around with.

“Hey,” she said after a moment’s thought. “Does the lighting in here seem off to you?”

Josie paused. “Not that I’ve noticed. What’s wrong with it?”

“Too bright.” But maybe not as bright as Kylie thought. She’d seen devs scatter like rats when a light switch was thrown, while the business types just looked at them strangely.

“Let’s check it out.” Josie pulled her laptop out of her bag and took a seat on the puffy chair at the end of the coffee table. She tucked her legs up underneath her as she opened the software for the building system controls.

Josie was the office manager, people connector, and general idea machine of Start ’er Up. She ran the place, but was actually an employee of Afire Industries, the tech giant next door that supported the small-business accelerator. Kylie had never met someone whose brain functioned on all cylinders in so many different areas. Her own mainly functioned in the land of Java and Python.

“It looks like everything is set correctly,” Josie said as she paged through the lighting controls.

Kylie glanced over her shoulder at the screen and scrunched her nose at the page design. The 2000s were calling; they wanted their styling back. “Can you send me that link?”

Josie lifted an eyebrow. “Do you need me to make you an administrator?”

Kylie shrugged. She’d see.

The corners of her friend’s lips quirked upward. She went ahead and added Kylie anyway. “Don’t stay too late.”

“I won’t,” Kylie murmured. She was already mulling over how a bug might be the source of her discomfort.

There was nothing a developer despised more than a bug.

She didn’t even hear Josie leave as she began exploring the software. Building control systems were all the rage these days. They saved money on energy, increased safety, and provided a ton of data on building usage. When she left here tonight, the swipe of her badge would let the building know to turn down the heat and shut the lights off entirely. Maybe a setting Josie hadn’t noticed had gotten bumped or a sensor that monitored ambient light was going bad.

Kylie felt her curiosity start to bubble. The final touches on that website were going to have to wait.

She fell into the zone. Being added as an administrator saved her some time. She quickly checked out the most obvious possible causes, but soon, she was poking here and prodding there. She downed her cappuccino and munched on her trail mix. She was well into her second helping when some cross-site scripting opened a door and begged her to enter.

“Well, hello there.”

She sat up straighter when she realized what she’d uncovered. This was no bug. The building control system for Start ’er Up had been hacked.

She worried her teeth against her lower lip as she assessed how bad it was. The infiltration was clever. Whomever had hacked the system had gotten in by way of the Internet of Things—all those computer-chip controlled devices that were hooked together to make operating the building easy. Anything with an IP address could be hacked. That meant the routers, the printers, the smart phones, and potentially even the coffee maker were susceptible to cyberattacks. She’d secured her own devices the moment she’d bought them, but Start ’er Up had obviously been vulnerable.

And they’d been breached. By somebody pretty good, she had to admit. They’d tried to cover their tracks, but she could still see the path they’d taken. From what she could tell, they’d only made one mistake. Her lights.

“They’re mine now,” she said as she fixed the glitch in the lighting system.

She secured the network in a matter of minutes. There was only one problem.

The hacker was already in. By now, they’d made other entryways.

She crossed her legs at the ankles atop the coffee table and stared into the flames jumping in the fireplace before her. What to do... What to do...

The hack had been on Start ’er Up, but who’d want to hack a group of small potatoes like them? All the small companies here had potential—well, some of them—but most were still struggling to get off the ground. The hack could have been made by a green hat (a hacker just cutting his teeth), but those types usually started with the Wi-Fi systems of the neighbors next door.

No, there was a much more obvious reason why Start ’er Up had been chosen: Afire. 

The innovative giant owned this space. The building, the computer network, and even the sofa on which she was seated were its property. Afire supported the entrepreneurial ecosystem by providing a coworking space for fresh thinkers, but by doing so, it had left itself vulnerable.

What to do... What to do...

Kylie rubbed her hands over her face. This wasn’t her problem. She was just a renter here. It wasn’t her fault that Afire’s security team had 1) left a back door open and 2) hadn’t noticed the breach. She didn’t even like Afire.

Well, it wasn’t so much Afire Industries, per se. It was that whole hotshot male-dominated tech industry. She’d given too many headache-filled hours to a company just like that and been discounted, overlooked, and basically taken for granted. It was why she’d set off on her own. She was her own boss now, primarily making websites and databases. And doing other odd jobs... It paid the bills. She liked setting her own hours and working with her own clients, and her aching head felt so much better.

The ceiling in the tech industry wasn’t made of glass; it was made of titanium.

Her sensitive eyes had led her to find the hack, and she’d fixed the lighting problem. She wanted nothing to do with any more of this.

But Josie...

Kylie groaned and dropped her head back against the sofa. She didn’t want her friend to get in trouble for this, and, darn it, she was still a recovering good girl. As much as she wanted to just walk away, she couldn’t. The temptation to follow the hack was too strong. How deep did it go? How much havoc had it caused?

“This isn’t your fight,” she warned herself. Afire could protect itself or pay the price. Still, her curiosity had been roused.

“Drat it all.” Deciding that sleep wasn’t going to happen tonight, she returned to the grab ’n go area for another cappuccino before diving back in. 

Her fingers flew across the keyboard, and, soon, it wasn’t caffeine that had her mental juices flowing. She found the knothole where the hacker had moved from Start ’er Up into Afire’s systems. Time flew as she followed them behind the firewall into areas where she wasn’t supposed to be. Keeping an eye out for security flags or trapdoors, she followed the hacker, learning more and more about Afire and the hacker himself as she went. More than once, she had to remind herself that this was a scouting mission only.

It was well after midnight when she finally backed her way out. She closed the lid on her laptop and stretched to pop the kink in her back.

“Ahh,” she said with a sigh. 

The infiltration was like a cobweb branching out across Afire’s massive network. She’d been tempted to dig even deeper, but in the end, she’d decided to just leave breadcrumbs pointing out the breach to the people who were supposed to be watching for those kinds of things. Maybe that would light a fire underneath them.

She chuckled to herself. “Good one.”

And she’d been good for as long as she could stand. She turned off the fireplace and gathered up her things. Her work was done. Afire’s so-called security “experts” would have to take it from here.
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​Chapter One
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One night later

Their hacker wasn’t what Luke had expected. At all.

He crossed his arms over his chest and leaned against the archway in Start ’er Up’s coworking space. Kylie Grant was seated in front of the fireplace. The lights overhead were dimmed, but the firelight bathed her in a warm glow. She was so entranced by whatever she was working on, she hadn’t noticed him. 

He took his time noticing her.

He’d hotfooted it over here when his team had alerted him that the hacker who had gotten into their system was back online and on the premises, but this was no computer geek—at least not the kind he was used to. First, she was female. They were a rare breed. Second, she was drop-dead gorgeous.

He was reminded briefly of a meme that had gone viral on the Internet several months earlier about what a female engineer looked like. Attractive engineers from all over the world had beaten back the stereotype. She shattered it. The woman was beautiful. Long brown hair... A flawless, heart-shaped face... And legs that went on for miles. Her feet were currently propped up on the coffee table before her. She’d taken off her boots, and when she wiggled her toes, it went right through him.

He fought off the distraction. Neither her looks nor her gender made her any less dangerous. This beautiful brainiac could take an entire company down with the touch of a key.

Right now, the company in danger was his.

What he couldn’t figure out was why she was here. If she’d hacked into Afire’s system, how could she sit there so calmly? Why come back? If she was smart enough to infiltrate their network, she was smart enough not to waltz back into the place, begging to get caught.

Abruptly, she pulled her feet inward, bending her knees toward her chest. His gaze snapped up and encountered wide green eyes. She’d finally noticed him standing there.

The air between them snapped.

“We’re closed,” she said sharply.

As if that would make him go away. He frowned. He knew the building hours better than anyone. He set the door systems around this place, but telling a would-be intruder that you were alone was the last thing she should be doing.

Unfortunately for her, he wasn’t an intruder.

“Are you Kylie Grant?”

She lowered her feet to the floor and balanced on her toes. “Who wants to know?”

Her laptop was still open, and her fingers were poised on the keyboard. Well, that was a bit smarter of her. She could call for help faster than she could run.

“Luke McAllister,” he said. “Head of security at Afire Industries.”

Her heels slowly lowered to the floor, and the fearful look on her face shifted to one of suspicion. She knew why he was here.

Damn. He’d found himself wishing his team had been wrong.

“I’m legit,” she said. She lifted the badge that was clipped to the pocket of her jeans and let the retractable string snap back into place. “I rent space here.”

“I’m aware of that.” He glanced around the coworking area. It was as nice as anything within Afire’s main building. The company had managed to secure prime space in Seattle by renovating an old fish cannery that other businesses had turned up their noses at. The building that housed Start ’er Up had been the gas station/auto repair shop next door. Realtors were only now beginning to catch on to the new wave of things. Tech companies like Afire didn’t want skyscrapers. They eschewed anything corporate and stuffy. They wanted comfortable spaces they could refurbish into something cool and current. Instead of cubicles, they liked cubbyholes for conversations, quiet window seats for introverts, big whitewalls for brainstorming, and warm fireplaces for... whatever she was doing...

She’d better not be in Afire’s systems again. 

He bounced his heel against the wall behind him. He wanted to know what she’d been doing in their network in the first place. From the information he’d been given about her, she was a small fish playing in a very big pond. How had a web designer gotten past Afire’s security? What would somebody like her hope to find in Afire’s network? Their client list? Trade secrets?

Who knew? But she’d gotten in. That was more than anybody else had been able to do.

“I’m in charge of all security for Afire—building and digital,” he said. “Somebody over here has been poking around at our firewalls.”

Her green eyes sparked, but she stayed quiet. His fingers tightened against his elbows.

“Do you know anything about that?” he asked.

“It took you long enough to notice.”

Luke’s back teeth clenched. His team had been functioning on high alert all day, ever since the hack had been discovered midmorning. “You wanted to get caught?”

Her jaw dropped. “Me?” She stared at him in disbelief. “You think I did it?”

He knew she’d done it. His top guy had shown him the proof.

“My team identified your digital fingerprints from last night pretty easily. You’re a known user on Start ’er Up’s network. Did you think we couldn’t easily identify who you were?”

She eased back into the cushions, the surprise gone from her face. Something else had taken its place, but he didn’t know her well enough to figure out what it was. The cool, almost scary calmness could be guilt, fear...

“That’s cute. You think you were hacked last night.”

Or disdain.

His inner antenna went on the alert.

She pushed her hair back over her shoulder as she shook her head. She’d gone quiet again, but he could see it now. Disgust and simmering anger. Oh yeah. He could more than see it; he could feel it. What had Afire done to tick her off so badly? 

“Are you saying you were in our systems before that?”

She gave him a deadpan look. “Your geniuses looked really deep, didn’t they?”

Luke pushed away from the wall. This was not a game. He knew these tech types. They liked to test one another and challenge each other’s skills, but this was a Fortune 100 company they were messing with—a company he was responsible for protecting. He gripped the back of the overstuffed chair closest to her, his fingers biting deep. “What did you want them to find?”

An Easter egg of some sort? Some stupid tic-tac-toe game?

She held his gaze until he felt a fire light deep in his gut.

“If I told you, what fun would that be?”

Her voice sounded like bourbon on the rocks. Smooth, with just a tinge of huskiness. Yet underneath it all was a challenge.

“What did you do?” he demanded. “If you endangered our software or any of our clients, so help me, you won’t be seeing the light of day from your jail cell.”

The room went quiet, except for the popping in the fireplace. Just when Luke thought she might be about to admit something, she batted her eyelashes at him.

“Did I do something wrong? I was just trying to connect to a printer.”

He straightened, his heart pounding too hard. Now he knew something bigger was afoot. Something his team hadn’t told him about or, worse, had missed.

“We’ve shut you out of Afire’s network,” he said. “Until further notice, you won’t be able to connect to Start ’er Up’s network or email. And that badge of yours? It won’t work anymore either.”

She wrapped her fingers around her laptop, and her lips curled. “Tell me something I don’t know, Mr. CSO. That is your title, isn’t it? Chief security officer?”

Actually, it was “head security honcho.” Everything was so darn cutesy in this industry, Luke could barely stand it. CSO was at least tolerable, but the teasing way she said it made the hair on the back of his neck stand on end. 

Something was going on here. He could tell by the intelligence in her eyes, the way she’d crossed her arms defensively over her stomach, and the set of her spine. She was still lounging back on the sofa, but he’d never seen someone look so rigid. The woman was practically vibrating with outrage. Like he’d offended her.

Well, he had come in, both barrels blazing. 

He ran a hand through his hair and made himself ease off. Maybe there was a rational explanation for what had happened here. Maybe he just needed to start over with her.

“Just tell me why,” he said. “You seem bright. You have your own company. Why do something like this? Why put yourself in jeopardy for a little thrill ride?”

She shrugged. “Maybe I was hoping for a visit from the head security hottie.”

Luke’s inner antenna was practically dancing at the vibrations coming off her. He tried to ignore that the rest of his body was responding nearly as hard.

She didn’t deny poking around Afire’s code. She wasn’t even making excuses. Had she done it simply to show that she could? Was that her angle? Should he be expecting King 5 reporters on their doorstep?

“Let’s go to my office,” he said, his tone clipped. “Maybe you’ll be more inclined to answer questions from the authorities.”

He smoothly snatched her computer off her lap and tucked it under his arm. She gasped and came to her feet, but he held it out of reach. Her expression clouded, and she stuffed her feet in her boots. She tossed the pillow back into place on the sofa and picked up her cup of treats. The recycled bowl had the Start ’er Up logo on the side. 

It goaded him. “You’ll have to relinquish that, too.”

Her eyes burned. Ah, there it was again, the irritation beneath all her fake coyness. Good. He’d gotten under her skin. 

She’d certainly gotten under his.

He turned off the fireplace and its glow disappeared, leaving them in basically nothing more than mood lighting. “Come on, bad girl. Time to own up to what you’ve done.”

“Are you sure you want to do that?”

She planted her hands on her hips, and Luke straightened to his full height. She was sleek and slim. The lean look made her seem taller than she truly was, as did the long hair that trailed halfway down her back. As hard-ass as he was trying to be, he suddenly didn’t like the thought of her being here so late at night, all alone. 

Even if that was when she did her dastardly deeds.

“Pretty sure.”

“If you involve the authorities, the media will find out, and everyone will know that Afire had a weakness. Its reputation will suffer, and its stock price will fall.” She ticked off the list on her fingers. “You know I’m right. We’ve seen it happen time and again with companies that have been hacked.”

“Just one difference here, sweetheart.”

“What’s that?”

“We caught our hacker.” 

Her breath caught, and he gestured toward the hallway. “My office?” 

* * *
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Kylie stuck her hands in her hair and pulled at the roots. She took a calming breath and then another. She should have known better than to try to do someone a favor. She quickly gauged her situation. She couldn’t get arrested for hacking—not for this.

“No?” He moved back into the main room and pulled his phone out of his pocket. “I can call just as easily from here.”

She followed him, the buckles on her boots jingling fast. “All right. I admit I was in your system last night, but I wasn’t the first.”

Her visitor’s brow furrowed, and his eyes turned hard. “What do you mean?”

“I mean you’d already been hacked. I just followed the path.”

“So that makes it okay?” 

“No. That’s not—” She pinched the bridge of her nose. She’d made things worse; she knew she had. He’d just rolled in here like thunder, surprising her in too many ways. When she’d finally figured out who he was and that he was blaming her instead of thanking her, her back had gotten up. When she got defensive, she got snarky. She couldn’t help it.

“Do you want to hear my side of the story or not?” she asked.

He leaned in close. “What do you think I’ve been trying to do?”

Kylie’s toes curled inside her boots. Well, he hadn’t helped matters, Mr. Chief Stud-O, or whatever his title was. Was he serious, working at a tech company when he looked like that? It was as if he actually knew where the company gym was.

And how to work each and every piece of equipment...

She blinked to clear her head. She hadn’t been thinking right since she’d looked up and found him watching her. “I think you’ve been trying to throw me under the bus.”

They stared at each other, the air between them snapping as loudly as if the fire still crackled.

“Prove it,” he finally said.

“That you’re throwing me—”

“That you weren’t the source of the hack.”

Her fingers joined her toes in an animalistic curl. “I already did.”

She’d expected the evidence she’d left behind to be crystal clear to Afire’s security team. Her bad. They’d obviously done little more than scratch the surface.

“What do you mean?” he asked.

Luke. Luke McAllister. How had he slipped under her radar?

“Do you code?” she asked.

His already rock-hard jaw turned to granite. “No.”

Okay, sore topic, but she hadn’t meant to taunt him. It would just have been easier... She took a calming breath. “Your security engineers should have recognized what I’d done. I patched the doorway between Start ’er Up and Afire’s networks. I wasn’t hacking; I was playing defense.”

“What were you doing in there in the first place?”

Seriously? They were back to that? Why hadn’t she bought lower-wattage bulbs or simply worn sunglasses? Things would have been so much easier. She gestured upward. “The lights.”

“Excuse me?”

“The hacker came in through the smart building system, but he or she tripped up our lighting over here.”

“Is that why it’s so dark in here?”

“Dark?” Oh, for the love of Pete. She held out her hand. “Can I have my laptop back?”

He held it away again, and she pressed her lips together tightly. He didn’t want to play that game with her. That computer was like an extension of herself. She’d climb him like a tree to get it back if she had to.

The tips of her fingers tingled. It was as good of a reason as any.

“I’ll show you if you’ll let me,” she said.

He looked far from convinced. “Can anybody else verify this?”

“Your rock-star security team should have already done that,” she snapped. 

But they hadn’t, and everything had turned around on her. 

“Or Josie,” she said, remembering that one tiny detail. Her lungs expanded, and her shoulders relaxed. It was one tiny detail that could save her from a whole lot of mess. Josie had followed procedure, bless her heart.

He pointed at the office. “This Josie?”

Kylie nodded. “She gave me administrative rights so I could check things out with the building controls. I was authorized to be doing what I did.”

He stared at her for so long that Kylie felt the urge to smooth her hair or check her lip gloss. Only she knew he was looking deeper, for the truth. It was there. She was being perfectly honest now. “If you want to call someone, call her.”

He shook his head. “She would have let me know if there was a problem, especially a hack of the building controls.”

“She’d already gone home for the day when I found it... And she was busy with meetings all day today.”

Kylie’s confidence melted. To be blunt, she hadn’t tried very hard to get some of the building manager’s time today. She’d come in late and jumped right into finishing up that web design. She’d met with her client and then had gotten wrapped up in other things. When she worked, she lost track of time and her surroundings. She hadn’t exactly forgotten what she’d discovered last night; it had simply fallen off her radar screen.

The focus that made her so good at her job was suddenly a weakness.

“I’m telling the truth.” She held out her hand, silently asking for her laptop again. “No funny stuff, I swear.”

He debated for a while longer, but eventually handed it to her. The knot in her belly loosened. He’d taken the first step in meeting her halfway. Now, she just needed to walk him through it.

She did not want to be on this man’s bad side. 

She headed to her desk and opened her computer atop it. Using the touchpad, she went directly to her email. He moved closer to watch, and the air between them brushed softly against her skin. 

Her hand flinched, and she opened the wrong email. She bit her lip to stop from swearing. He’d made her jumpy; she didn’t like that.

“Here,” she said as the correct email opened. It was a notification from the building software letting her know that she’d been added as an administrator, someone who could make changes to the system. Thank goodness her friend had insisted on doing things the right way. Without Josie here, the documentation was about the only thing saving Kylie’s bacon.

Because Luke McAllister didn’t trust her. That was clear.

He read the email. It showed the time, the date, and who had given her authorization. Kylie tried not to fidget as she waited. He had to believe this. She couldn’t magically make emails appear.

“They came in through the lighting system?” he asked.

“Maybe. I found several possible entry points, and I secured our devices on the network. Almost everything still had the manufacturer settings of ‘Admin’ for a username and ‘Admin’ for a password.”

She glanced at him and had to tilt her head back. He was taller up close, and her gaze was level with about his lips. 

“I changed the passwords.” She cleared her throat. “Then I started looking for damage.”

“Which led you to us?”

“Afire and Start ’er Up’s networks aren’t independent enough. You really should have stronger authorization protocols. Something like OAuth 2.0, which requires tokens, would have prevented someone from... What? Too technical?”

He hadn’t stopped looking at her face. “How do you know all this?”

The question wasn’t a challenge. What threw her more was that it wasn’t an insult. “I...” She was suddenly flustered. “I kind of geek out on security.”

“Then what are you doing making websites?”

He’d done his homework on her. She shifted her weight uncomfortably. She knew nothing about him.

She didn’t like being behind.

“It pays the bills.” She tucked her hair behind her ear. She couldn’t get snarky again. Snark had definitely not worked with this one.

She gestured at the screen. “I followed the hack into your system, and I took steps to highlight it for your people.”

“You couldn’t pick up the phone?”

She looked at him blankly. He wanted her to talk to another developer?

He shook his head wearily and rubbed his forehead.

“Then I backed out and closed the door behind me,” she said. “I swear, that’s all I did.”

Kinda...

He sighed, but she didn’t know why. She’d told him everything. It was all there in black and white. Black-and-white computer-ese. She forgot that not everybody spoke her language.

“Why wouldn’t my team have told me this?” he asked.

Because they were lazy? Because they’d seen the big, flashing arrow she’d left behind, but hadn’t taken time to follow it? Or, worse, hadn’t understood what they’d found? She bit her tongue to keep from saying any of it. “That’s your problem, not mine.”

The room went so quiet that Kylie could hear her breaths. She couldn’t hear his, but she could see his hard chest rising... and falling... The black Afire T-shirt he wore fit him snugly, and every time he moved, the fire logo seemed to stir.

He carefully closed her laptop. “Let me call Josie.”

He pointed to her desk chair, but Kylie remained where she was. She’d take this standing up. “Okay.”

She wasn’t intimidated. She’d told him to make the call.

She watched as he spoke with her friend. He stayed close to her desk, as if he was afraid of letting her touch her computer again. As he listened, he eyed the assortment of knickknacks strewn about on her desktop and absently picked up a stuffed dragon. He looked at it and then at her before putting it back. Through it all, he kept his questions to Josie short and direct. Kylie could hear the building manager’s concern when her voice rose.

Kylie ground her heel against the flooring. Yeah, talking to Josie first thing this morning probably would have been a better course of action.
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