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Seated across the desk from the detective, as Skylar opened her briefcase and 
pulled out a manila file folder, Savanna suddenly felt much more intrusive than 
she’d thought she would. “Should I step out and let you go over your thing first?” 

The detective shook his head. “I don’t think that’s necessary.” Skylar handed 
the file to him, and he perused the documents inside. “Mm-hmm. All right, so 
there’s a life insurance policy; not unusual.” 

Skylar waited, not answering.
“Well.” He looked up at Skylar. “This is dated the end of April—not even 

three weeks ago.”
“Yes. My office received the copies about a week before Libby died.” 
The suspense was killing Savanna. She scrutinized Skylar, her gaze then 

moving to Detective Jordan.
“He may regret the timing of this, even best-case scenario.”
“Oh, no,” Savanna said, unable to remain quiet. “Did Anthony, like, just take 

out life insurance on Libby? Right before this happened? That’s crazy. Sorry.” She 
put a hand up as they both frowned at her. 

“I included the phone numbers and email addresses for his contact people 
there and at the bank, just in case you need them,” Skylar said.

Detective Jordan closed the folder. “Thank you. I appreciate all of this.”
“We appreciate you taking care of getting Max cleared,” Savanna said. She 

was frustrated neither her sister or Jordan could tell her what was up, but she’d 
known that was how this would go. “Do you know yet when Libby’s Blooms will 
reopen? Or even if it will reopen? I see Miss Priscilla hasn’t torn your crime scene 
tape down yet.”

Jordan lifted an eyebrow. “I’m a little surprised she hasn’t gotten her 
husband to remove it. We’ll be taking it down today. My evidence team is 
finished over there, and we had the cleaners handle the greenhouse yesterday. 
My partner already let Anthony Kent know he can reopen whenever he’s ready.”

Savanna shuddered. “Cleaners. . . that’s something I’ve never thought about. 
Can I ask if there are any leads yet?”



       “You can ask. But I can’t tell you anything while we’re still working the 
case.”
        “Okay. I wanted to talk to you about a few things I’ve noticed. It won’t take 
long. First, did your team check out the whole building for break-ins? Or just 
Libby’s shop?”  
        “We checked the building, since the stairwell to the greenhouse where Libby 
was found is a common access area.”
        “Oh, good! Was there any sign someone forced their way in somehow? Like, 
through the dance school or even the door for the tenants?”
        “You know I can’t release that information, Savanna.”
        “Right, okay. Sorry. Well, I’m sure you know the flower shop was locked up 
tight when Libby was in the greenhouse Saturday morning. Which must mean 
whoever killed her got to her some other way.” She paused. His face gave 
nothing away. Had he already deduced that? Probably. “So, I know I don’t know 
what exactly is in that file, but a teacher at work happened to be in line at the 
bank behind Anthony Kent a few weeks ago. She said he completely lost it—he 
was yelling at the teller because he thought they were giving him incorrect de-
tails on his finances. According to her, Anthony was upset and saying the 
account was for his retirement and his daughter’s tuition.”
        “What was the outcome? Did the bank straighten it out?”
        Savanna shook her head. “She didn’t know. He went into Mr. Fivell’s office, 
and that was it. But it’s more than that. Did you notice he came in through the 
front entrance Saturday morning? He and Libby always parked out back, in the 
parking lot. Why would he park on Main Street and come in the front way, on 
that particular day?”
        Jordan sat back in his chair, arms crossed over his chest. “Who knows? You 
don’t know that Anthony never goes in the front. And as for the bank incident, 
they’ve screwed up my accounts before too.”
        “It’d be interesting to know whether the bank did make an error, or if he 
actually did lose his money. And honestly, with Anthony switching things up 
with where he parked the morning Libby was murdered, what better way for 
your officers to know he’d just arrived than for him to come in the front? What 
if he’d already been inside?”
        “Savanna, I appreciate your concern. And you’re great at noticing details. 
But none of this is helpful.” He stood.
        She and Skylar stood as well. She didn’t want to argue, but she disagreed.



        “I understand. Those things just seemed odd, especially when you put them 
together. I’m acquainted with Anthony; he’s always seemed calm to me. The 
scene Rosa described at the bank sounds—” 
        Detective Jordan interrupted her. “Hold on. Rosa, as in Rosa Taylor?”
       “Yes.” Oh, boy. She didn’t want to get Rosa or Detective Taylor in trouble. In 
spite of how she’d started the conversation, Rosa hadn’t known any details. She’d 
just been speculating.
        “Why was George Taylor’s wife talking to you about the case?”
       “She wasn’t really,” Savanna said. “I ran into her in the teachers’ lounge and 
we chatted a little; most people know about my art class at Libby’s. Rosa thought 
I might’ve been the one who found her. Then she told me about what she’d seen 
at the bank. I think it’s natural in a small town. You know, to wonder about 
details. Another teacher that same day asked me whether anyone was taking care 
of Libby’s plants. She thought I worked there because she knew her sister was in 
my art class in the greenhouse. People are just curious.”
       “Hmm.” He held his office door open for them. “Why didn’t the sister in 
your class just ask you who’s handling the plants?”
        “Oh. Because classes have been on hold. I haven’t talked to her. But Jodie—
the one in my still life class—probably knew about the special plant Libby was 
planning to submit to the Flower and Garden Show next week. I’m sure she was 
worried it might die while the shop was closed. I assumed that was why Mrs. 
Vonkowski stopped to ask about who was watering the plants."
        Jordan stopped just outside his office, and Skylar and Savanna did the same. 
“Back up. This special plant—let me check something.” He went back to his desk 
and pulled out a yellow legal pad, flipping through the pages before rejoining 
them. “That’s the plant your uncle mentioned during his interview? Libby had 
come in early to tend to it, he said.”
         Savanna nodded. “Yes. Jodie is the Carson Horticulture Society treasurer. 
They used Libby’s Blooms for all of their seedlings and supplies, so I’m sure she 
knew Libby was submitting something to the show.”
        The detective pressed his lips into a thin line. “All right. Thank you for that.”         
Savanna had meant to tell Jordan about Marcus Valentine’s black eye and 
his building access. She started to speak, then thought better of it. It was going to 
come out sounding like a whole lot of nothing, just like her concerns about



Anthony. She needed to find out first why the tap instructor had a key to the 
building—whether because he was a tenant or because he worked for Miss 
Priscilla.
        “I think we’re all set then?” Skylar asked Savanna. 
        “Yes, thank you for listening,” she told the detective. “I’ve got to get to 
school.”
        The sisters parted ways at Skylar’s law office. At the next building over, a 
police officer was removing the crime scene tape from Libby’s storefront. Miss 
Priscilla and her husband stood outside in front of the dance school, watching 
him.
     “What now?” Miss Priscilla called, the sharpness in her tone catching 
Savanna’s attention and making her hesitate on her way across the street. 
Startled, the officer looked over his shoulder at the Blakes. “What’s that?”
        “We’ve got a busy week coming up—lots of families in and out for recital 
prep. Is your investigation wrapped up? The shop’s staying closed?” Dylan Blake 
asked.
        The officer finished removing the last length, bundling it with the rest. 
“They’ve been cleared to reopen, but I have no idea what the owner’s plan is.” 
Miss Priscilla spun and yanked the door to the dance school open, her husband 
behind her. She whipped her head back toward him and spoke vehemently. “I 
told you.”
        Dylan stopped in his tracks, giving her space before following her in. “It’ll be 
fine, sweetheart.” He nodded at the officer as he passed. “Listen, Pris, we’re both 
hungry. Let’s finish here and go grab breakfast.” The door swung shut after him.
        Savanna shook her head and resumed walking. Those two. . . she hoped they 
weren’t as unhappy as they’d seemed to her the few times she’d been unfortunate 
enough to observe their interactions.
        Why were they at the dance school so early on a weekday morning, anyway? 
She glanced back again and saw the answer right away. Both of the large front 
windows now bore bright, colorful banners bearing information about the 
upcoming dance recital. A whistling Dylan Blake came back through the door, 
carrying a ladder and the large vinyl banner that was strung over the door each 
year before the recital. Savanna smiled, picking up her pace in the last block to 
school. The whistling settled her worry about the Blakes. Miss Priscilla’s husband 
was clearly not rattled; what looked like an argument to her was probably just 
stress over the upcoming recital in the face of a murder right next door. 




