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    Skylar was waiting outside the front door to Fancy Tails Saturday 
morning, baby stroller with her, when Sydney unlocked the shop. Savanna 
carried three coffees and a large white box to the table at the window, then rushed 
over to the stroller, peeking under the visor. 
        “She’s awake! May I?” she asked Skylar.
        “Sure! Here.” Skylar spritzed Savanna’s hands with sanitizer. Baby Hannah 
was five months old, with a shock of fuzzy hair a little lighter than Skylar’s sleek 
blond bob. Savanna carefully lifted her from the stroller, saying, “Oh, look at 
you.”   Hannah pedaled her tiny feet in her Winnie the Pooh sleeper, then settled 
against her aunt. Savanna bent her head and closed her eyes, breathing in 
Hannah’s scrumptious baby scent. “Ugh.” She met Skylar’s gaze. “How do you 
not just hug her constantly?”
        “I do! Hug her quick—I stole her from Travis, but I’m going into the office to 
catch up on some things. He’ll be here soon to get her.” At thirty-three, Skylar 
was the oldest of the three sisters. A mom of two, with four-year-old Nolan and 
now baby Hannah, plus her career as attorney in one of Michigan’s largest law 
firms, she somehow was still presentable at eight-thirty in the morning. Silver 
ballet flats and dark denim jeans were topped with a crisp pink blouse. Skylar 
reminded Savanna of one of her childhood business-themed Barbies, an 
organized, put-together, highly driven go-getter who looked equally comfortable 
in a courtroom or behind a stroller.
        “You have to let us babysit eventually, you know,” Sydney said. “Don’t you 
and Travis need a date night?”
        “We’ll work as a team,” Savanna added. “They’ll be in good hands, I 
promise.” She let Sydney take Hannah from her and distributed the coffees: black 
for Skylar, and caramel with whipped cream for herself and Sydney. 

        "Okay,” Skylar said, sitting back in her chair.
        “Yay!” Sydney squealed. “When?”



        “Anytime. Really. I’m so tired. Hannah’s not even much work at this 
point, but Nolan is sure giving us a run for our money. We enrolled him in the pre-
K theater class at Miss Priscilla’s, hoping to redirect some of his energy, but every 
time I turn around, he’s up to no good!” “Aw. Well, that makes sense,” Savanna 
said. “He’s competing for your attention.”
        Skylar nodded. “I know. Believe me. We make sure he gets lots of one-on-one 
time. I think it’s a tough adjustment for him.”
        Sydney gasped. “Oh my God.” 
        “What? The pediatrician says it’s normal—” Skylar stopped mid-sentence at 
the sound of sirens.
        Sydney stood, cradling Hannah, and stared out the front window. A police 
car pulled up across the street, siren screaming. An ambulance was close behind.
        “What in the world?” They went out front, watching the action from the 
sidewalk in front of Fancy Tails. A uniformed officer entered the building 
across the street, weapon drawn, followed by Savanna’s friend, Detective Nick 
Jordan, and his partner. Finn Gallager and a fellow paramedic waited just 
outside the door, their large red Med-Kit bag at the ready. Shop owners up and 
down Main Street emerged to see what was happening.
        “They’re going into Libby’s,” Savanna said. Sydney frowned. “Is Uncle Max 
working this morning?”  
        “Is Libby?” Skylar asked.
        “Oh, no. I think Uncle Max might be,” Savanna said. “What if—what if 
something happened? What if he or Libby are hurt?” She’d never seen anything 
like this. It was broad daylight on quaint, idyllic Main Street, and an officer had 
just stormed into the flower shop with his gun drawn. Her stomach lurched. She 
didn’t know what she’d do if something awful had happened to Uncle Max. Or 
Libby. She glanced at Sydney.
        Her younger sister’s face was drawn in fear as she stared at the scene across 
the street. “She wanted to have tea today,” Sydney whispered.
        “What?”
        Sydney met Savanna’s gaze. Her mouth was drawn down, and she looked 
agonized. “She asked me last night if we could have rooftop tea this morning. She 
wanted to hear about my date. And I told her no! I could’ve changed our plans—



you two wouldn’t have cared. I should’ve been there.”
     Skylar’s husband Travis pulled up to the curb amid the chaos. He came 
around to the passenger side and asked, “What happened?” 
        Skylar shook her head. “We don’t know. Everything was quiet until two 
minutes ago.”
         Travis turned and took in the scene across the street. His chiseled 
profile could’ve been cut from a GQ ad. He and Skylar made a striking couple. 
“I’ll get her out of here. Are you coming? All of you? It might not be safe.”
    “No. Uncle Max or Libby might be in there. I’ll call you, okay?” Skylar 
put a hand on his forearm and leaned up to kiss him. “Don’t worry.”
     He frowned at her as he took the baby. “Call me. Soon.” She nodded. The 
sisters were across the street in seconds, stopped at the entrance to Libby’s 
Blooms by a Carson police officer.

        “What’s going on?” Skylar demanded. “Our uncle works here with Libby. We 
need to know if they’re inside.” Sydney was talking with Finn, still on standby 
outside the building.

        “I can’t say,” the officer replied. “You’ll have to wait out here. They’re sweeping 
the place now.”
        “Is he hurt? Is Libby? What happened?” Savanna chimed in.
        “I can’t release any details. What’s your uncle’s name?”
        “Max Watson.” Her mind was racing. “What brought you all here? Was the 
alarm tripped or something?”
        The officer met Savanna’s gaze. She didn’t recognize him, but it wasn’t like she 
knew all the cops on Carson’s police force. “We responded to a 911 call.” His badge 
bore the name of Whitney. He turned his head quickly as the radio on his shoulder 
crackled.
        Detective Nick Jordan’s voice came through the static and made Savanna’s heart 
drop into her stomach. “Whitney. Premises are clear. Send in the paramedics. We 
need them on the roof. Now.”

 




