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      “Detective Riley Scott?” The female voice on the other end of the line was rich and throaty, the kind that usually sent shivers through him.

      But this morning, nothing sent shivers through Riley Scott. He stared blearily at his full coffee mug. The coffee had some kind of oil slick floating on top. He wasn’t sure if that was from the coffee or the mug itself. When was the last time he’d rinsed the thing out?

      “Hmmm?” he said into the phone pressed between his shoulder and his ear. If he moved wrong, the cord would catch his hand and he’d knock that full mug over, like he’d done last week. How come this rich and throaty female voice hadn’t called on his cell?

      “I’m the person who robbed the National Bank and Trust. I’d like to turn myself in, but I have a rather full schedule. How does your week look?”

      “Huh?” He sat up, snapped his finger at his partner Dave across the desk, and sideways nodded at the phone.

      Dave picked up his own phone, pressed a few buttons, and made sure the techs were figuring out where this call was coming from.

      The woman on the other end of the line chuckled. “I’m not going to repeat myself, Detective. Except to ask you about your schedule.”

      “Looks like I got a bank robbery to investigate,” he said, wiping the sleep out of his eyes.

      Half the people in the squad room—that would be two detectives and a crime scene tech—looked at him. He must have spoken louder than he thought.

      “And nothing else? My, my, my. You’re living the life of Riley.”

      He hated that joke. He’d heard it since he was a little boy, mostly from his family, most of whom were old enough to remember what the phrase “The Life of Riley” actually meant.

      “Check your calendar. I’ll call back. Ta.”

      “Wait!” he said, but she had already hung up.

      Dave folded his meaty hands and leaned across the partner’s desk, nearly knocking down fifteen files someone had thoughtfully stacked on the only empty space. “Disposable cell. We can trace what tower actually took the call, but that’s about it.”

      “Get someone on it.” Riley sipped the coffee, then wished he hadn’t. The oil slick was some kind of soap. Maybe he had tried to wash the stupid mug out and forgot about it. “You and I have to head to the National Bank and Trust.”

      “Why?”

      “I hear they were robbed this morning.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The National Bank and Trust stood in the center of downtown. One square city block of granite, built around the turn of the last century, with ornate cornices, recessed windows with gold bars, and several oak doors that didn’t meet current bank security standards.

      Riley let himself in through the main doors, still stamped First Bank And Trust in gold leaf—no one tried to change that after all the various mergers and conglomerations—and sniffed the familiar scent of century-old dust that every granite building in the once-prosperous downtown still had.

      Customers stood in line on the marble floor, held in place by a red velvet rope attached to waist-high gold stands. The bars in front of the tellers’ windows were open, and conversation hummed. Security guards stood at all the entrances, looking calm.

      “What the…?” Dave asked.

      Riley shrugged. “Maybe that’s why nothing was reported to dispatch.”

      “You think they don’t know about it?”

      “Anything’s possible,” Riley said, including the fact that the call might’ve been a hoax.

      “May I help you?” One of the guards came over and spoke in a low voice. Apparently the two detectives looked suspicious.

      Dave flashed a badge. “Any problems this morning?”

      The guard frowned. “What kind of problems?”

      “Where’s the manager?” Riley asked, not wanting to have this conversation in front of a roomful of bank patrons.

      “Over there.” The guard nodded at a row of offices, neatly hidden down a corridor. Old-fashioned banking at its best.

      Riley thanked him and headed down the hall. As he approached, the door at the end opened. Just like Riley expected, the guard had called ahead.

      The manager was a slender, wispy man who looked like the scrawny version of the schmuck in James Thurber’s cartoons. Riley sighed. Elderly parents, maiden aunts—all of his personal references were forty years out of date.

      “May I help you?” the manager asked.

      By this time, Dave had caught up. Rather than let him blurt out his stupid questions, Riley nodded toward the office. “Let’s go in there.”

      The manager nodded, told his secretary not to disturb him, and led them into a square room with red carpet. The walls were covered with flocked wallpaper, but the furniture was solid mahogany. Every bank manager from the beginning had apparently used this office, and none of them had bothered to remodel it.

      The manager sat down. Riley and Dave did not.

      “We got a report this morning of a bank robbery,” Riley said.

      “Where?” the manager asked.

      “Here,” Dave said. “Some woman confessed.”

      “Who?”

      “We didn’t get her name,” Dave said, and Riley wanted to smack him. Dave’s attention to detail of late had been worse than awful.

      But Riley couldn’t say much. Dave had covered for him during his divorce; Riley could cover for Dave through the same kind of trauma.

      If he didn’t kill him first.

      “Then how do you know the complaint is accurate?” the manager asked.

      “We don’t,” Riley said, taking over the interview. “We figured it wasn’t legit when no one set off the silent alarms. But we sent some uniforms over immediately to circle the place, and make sure nothing looked wrong. Then we came over as soon as we could to see if anything subtle is happening. It’s not, is it?”

      “What?” the manager asked.

      “Something subtle,” Riley said. “Some kind of embezzlement, the loss of one major item. You know, something that doesn’t require guns and masks.”

      The manager’s eyes widened. He pressed a buzzer on the side of his desk. The secretary opened the door and leaned in.

      “Have the department heads check the morning’s accounts,” he said, “and make sure we haven’t had any threats.”

      “Threats, sir?” she asked.
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