
  
  
      
        
          The Safe Cracker

          
		      
          Johnny Batch

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  
Copyright © [Year of First Publication] by [Author or Pen Name] 

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. All the characters, organizations, and events depicted in this novel are products of the author’s imagination.


GB Press

The Safe Cracker

First Edition: April 2011

Second Edition: September 2025

The author's website: http://johnnybatch.com 







  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        The Safe Cracker
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    

  


  
  

Chapter one

The Safe Cracker





I'm a simple man, and I live a simple life. My hobby is breaking into high-security safes. Most people’s hobbies don’t put their lives in danger, but then again, I am not most people. I have been cracking safes and locks for going on fifteen years now. I like the challenge, and I like the feeling I get when I help someone out of a jam. It makes me feel good to help people, and I must admit I like being the hero. I have never been put in a dangerous position until recently. 

When my cell phone rang at work on Monday morning, I took the call immediately. It was the manager of the jewelry store down on Chinden in Garden City. She sounded worried and stressed. An employee had changed the combination to the store safe the night before and had forgotten to write it down or tell anyone what the new combination was before leaving on a plane for her vacation. It was less than an hour until the store opened and she was expecting an important customer to pick up a diamond necklace stored in the safe. I told her not to worry, that I could be there in ten minutes tops. She was relieved and gave me directions to the store before hanging up. I didn’t bother to write it down; I was familiar with the place, having driven by it every day on the way to work.

I work at RegTech as a cryptographic programmer, a fancy title for someone who designs the encryption algorithms we use on the computerized cash registers we sell. My boss is pretty cool when it comes to my hobby, and he always lets me leave if we’re not on a deadline. Fortunately, we were between projects, and he let me go with a curt nod. I was in my car and heading down Chinden in no time.

The manager was standing at the door waiting for me when I pulled up. She was dressed in a business suit, spiked heels and with her brown hair pulled back in a bun. Her dark eyes peered out from behind designer eyeglasses. She was younger than she sounded on the phone. I’d have to guess that she was in her early thirties. There were two other people in the store, an older gentleman and a young woman, both nicely dressed and wearing worried looks on their faces.

I set about my business cracking the newly minted combination. While I was working, I could not help but notice that the manager was staring at me. Not at what I was doing, per say, just at me in particular. It made me a bit nervous, like when you are being eyeballed by a drill instructor or when someone is interested in you. Which, as it turned out, was more the case than I realized at the time. The other employees were nervous, almost fidgety. The man kept looking at his Rolex watch as if he were late for an appointment. The other woman stayed out of sight most of the time, but when I did see her, she appeared to be equally nervous.

I get calls like this all the time, and usually it’s just the manager who is upset or concerned about the time it would take to fix the problem. In this particular case, I got the feeling that everyone was nervous except the manager. I tried not to think about being watched and concentrated on the task at hand. After about twenty minutes, my job was done and their safe was open. I wrote down the combo for the manager, and she took the paper from my hand, touching me purposely. Her hand was cool but soft. She paid me in cash from the register - an early RegTech model. With a knowing and appreciative smile, she thanked me and escorted me to the door. As I left, I looked back at the storefront window. All three were busy in the back, and it didn’t look like they were ready for any customers. I looked around the empty parking lot and realized their urgent necklace customer was nowhere to be seen.

I got in my truck and headed back to work. By lunchtime, I had forgotten most of what had happened on that job. My office phone rang around three in the afternoon. It was the front desk. Apparently, there was a police detective who wanted to speak to me in person. That was different enough for a Monday afternoon. On the long walk from my building to the main office, I tried to remember if I had any outstanding parking tickets or maybe a warrant out for my arrest. But I could not think of anything.

The detective was dressed in dark slacks and a light blue sleeveless shirt. You could see his badge on his belt, and he carried a pistol on the small of his back. He wore a bored expression on his face as he looked around the lobby. His hair was black, but graying at the temples. He looked like just about every other engineer at RegTech, not at all like some kind of hard-boiled type from a pulp fiction novel. I was kind of disappointed with his normal appearance. He was carrying a bike lock in one hand, slinging it around in a bored manner.

“Detective Plait? I’m Justin Green," I said as I walked up to him.

He had seen my approach and turned to face me. We shook hands briefly.

“Sorry to bother you this afternoon, Mr. Green. Thanks for taking the time to see me.”

I was not at all bothered. I shook my head and motioned toward the doors. “No problem. Shall we talk outside?”

He nodded and followed me out to my favorite spot under the giant sycamore trees. There were some geese grazing in the grass nearby as we sat down on a park bench in the shade.

“Mr. Green, are you a professional safe technician?”

“Call me Justin. Yes, I am.”

Detective Plait’s expression soured. “Did you open a safe at the jewelry store on Chinden Boulevard this morning?”

“Yes, String of Pearls Jewelry. They had an employee reset their combo the night before and, as is so often the case, she forgot to write it down or tell anyone about it and then went on vacation.”

“Is that what they told you? The people in the store, I mean?”

I looked at him funnily. Why would they have lied to me? A person in my profession has to assume that his customers are legitimate even though there is always the potential for malfeasance.

“Yes. I had no reason not to believe them.”

“Right. Well, as it turns out, they were thieves, and they used you to break into the store’s safe so they could rob it.”

For some reason, I was not shocked to hear that. Disappointed would have been a better word. Plait handed me the bicycle lock as he spoke. “Oh, before I forget, would you mind unlocking this for me? My kid forgot his combo, and I won’t let him ride his bike to the store without a lock.”

I took the lock from him and started spinning it. I can find the combo to such a lock in about eight minutes on average.

“I had no idea, detective,” I said.

“Did you notice anything unusual about the employees in the store?”

I thought about it as I spun the dial. I remembered the manager having the hots for me, at least that’s how I wanted to remember it. I was not going to tell the good detective that.

“Everyone seemed a bit keyed up, you know? Usually, people are nervous or anxious that I won’t be able to open their lock. But everyone in the store seemed edgy. Except for the manager. She was just very interested in what I was doing.”

Plait nodded, as if he understood why she was not nervous. “They were all jewelry thieves, professionals no less. We think they’ve moved here from California, just like everyone else and their brother. Their MO is that they use local locksmiths to crack safes for them and then make off with whatever is inside the safes. They pose as employees and usually strike just before normal business hours.”








