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Chapter One 

The three groups edged closer to each other. Each small group eyed the others, 

assessing their threat with narrowed eyes and fingers hovering near their pockets. As the 

groups grew close, the atmosphere tensed to snapping point. 

They stopped within easy earshot of each other, but out of arms’ reach. There was a 

long silence as they waited for negotiations to begin. 

A small, slender man stepped forward from the midst of one group. 

“Thank you for agreeing to meet with me tonight,” he said, his eyes seeking the 

central figure of the other two groups. They were each the head of a crime gang in 

Washington DC. The slender man, Billy McGee, was the head of McGee Enterprises, his 

antiques shop a front for a more profitable art forgery business. Centred in each of the other 

groups stood Spacey Ware and Molly Black. Spacey’s small gang ran a chain of storage 

facilities used primarily by other gangs. His attitude of ask-no-questions, coupled with a 

reputation for being able to hide goods from the cops, made him an increasingly popular man. 

Molly had inherited her position from her husband when he died. Her elevation to power had 

been unpopular in the gang with many deserting to rival groups, and there had been whispers 

of a planned take-over. It had never happened. McGee reckoned none of them had the balls to 

stand up to her—she reminded him of those spiders that ripped the head of their mates. A 

nasty piece of work. Three gang bosses, plus their support. A rare gathering. 

The others didn’t acknowledge Billy’s greeting, returning his look without emotion. 

“I would like to propose a business deal to you both,” Spacey continued, undaunted. 

“As you know, I run a small organisation. I have limited manpower, but unlimited ideas. 

Ideas I would like to implement, but which I do not have the resources to do so.” He looked 

at the others, but again they returned his look without comment. “If you agree, we could band 

together—temporarily—and split the profits from my plan. None of us has a large resource 

pool, but together we could pull off something big.” 

Finally, the other two gang leaders showed interest. 

“What’s the proposal?” Spacey asked. 

Billy shook his head. “Not so fast. I want an assurance that any proposal I put to you 

stays between us, and that you don’t run with my idea on your own.” He watched the others 
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for their reaction. “Not that you would get far, as my group would know you were up to 

something and stop you dead.” 

Molly’s eyes narrowed and Spacey returned Billy’s stare. Silence hung in the air for a 

long minute. 

“Okay,” Spacey said. “Fair enough.” He turned to look at Molly. 

“I agree to your conditions,” she said. 

“Right,” Billy said. “In the spirit of a proposed joint venture, I’ll trust your assurance. 

There is a large collection of artefacts coming to DC in the next month. They will be on 

display in various locations around the city as part of an Artists’ Festival. I have some rich 

clients who are willing to pay a lot of money to acquire some of these artefacts, but naturally, 

they are not for sale. We replace the real artefacts with replicas and sell the real items to the 

clients. Simple.” 

“Not simple,” Molly stated. “The security will be high.” 

“What? Too much of a challenge for your team?” 

Molly’s eyes narrowed again. “They would need complete plans of security systems 

and time to practise.” 

“Plans I can provide, along with a couple of guards who are in severe financial trouble 

if they don’t cooperate with my requests.” 

Molly’s teeth gleamed through her curved lips. “In that case…” 

“What do you need me for?” Spacey asked. 

“I need somewhere secure to create and store the replacements, and then the artefacts. 

Somewhere they won’t be looked for.” 

Spacey nodded slowly. 

“What about police response? And the FBI?” 

Billy grinned. “I have a plan to keep them busy while we do what we need to do. 

They’ll have their hands full. It won’t keep them all occupied, but they will be thin on the 

ground.” 

“How good are your replicas? Will they be noticed quickly?” 

Billy squashed down the stab of irritation. “They will be undetectable, even to most 

experts. My man is very good.” 

“Then why is he working with you and not one of the big guys?” Molly asked. 

“Because the big guys are too greedy. They want too much all at once, and that would 

ruin the whole enterprise. Flood the market with fakes, and no one will trust the real deal. 

With this plan, selected pieces will be replaced. It also means it will be harder for any 
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replacement to be traced to its origin. Safer all round. Before we complete the swaps, I plan 

to do a single one, just to test the quality of the replicas. If it’s not picked up, then we run 

with the rest.” 

The other two nodded their agreement with his logic. 

“Split of profits?” Molly asked. Billy smiled. Trust this woman to have her eye on the 

money. 

“In the spirit of generosity and to ensure all parties are equal, I propose we split the 

proceeds three ways.” 

“How much?” 

“All up, we should make nine million or so. My clients are very keen.” Billy watched 

as the others’ eyes gleamed with greed. For small gangs, it was a huge windfall. “I can’t 

manage this on my own. I need your expertise to carry this plan off. Are you in?” 

“Yes,” Spacey said without hesitation. 

“I will need to see the locations and security plans first, but in principle, yes,” Molly 

answered. 

“Excellent. Shall we meet again in a couple of days? I’ll have the plans sent over to 

you,” he said to Molly, “and the storage space requirements to you,” he directed at Spacey. 

“We can discuss further plans and issues then.” They shook hands and departed, as quietly as 

they had arrived. 
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Chapter Two 

Warren stared at the chess board in disbelief. “How did you do that?” 

His best friend, Sam, sat back in his chair and laughed. “I can’t tell you all my secrets. 

Who knows when I might need them again?” 

Warren looked up at Sam’s grinning face, then back down at the board. It took him a 

moment, but he worked it out. 

“You asked me about Beth and distracted me.” 

“You’re easy enough to distract if you pick the right topic.” Sam’s knowing smile had 

Warren scowling at his best friend. 

“You can’t talk.” 

“True.” Sam’s teasing grin turned tender. “We’re both soft touches when it comes to 

our wives.” 

Warren’s eyes drifted to the photo of his wedding day hung on the wall behind Sam’s 

head. Beth’s blue eyes stared back at him, her soft lips curved wide, echoing the image of his 

own happy smile. Beth was Warren’s second wife, and he wasn’t going to make any mistakes 

with this marriage. No ice, no shutting down of emotions—he would keep the romance strong 

and Beth would know every day how much he loved her. 

“I’m worried about her.” 

“In what way?” 

Warren sighed. “She hasn’t been back out to the forest since the Williams woman 

tried to kill her.” His gut tightened as he remembered that frantic night in the forest. 

“What?” Sam stared at Warren. “That was almost a year ago! Why haven’t you made 

her go out there?” 

“Because I’m a soft touch. She had the counselling, and I waited for her to be ready. I 

thought she’d say something over the summer, but she hasn’t.” And maybe I wasn’t ready 

either. 

“What about her forensic botany work with the FBI? Hasn’t she needed to go to any 

crime scenes to gather evidence?” 

“John Bennett’s done them.” 

“And she hasn’t been in a forest?” 

“She’s been volunteering at the Arboretum, and she went to Rock Creek Park with a 

group of other botanists, but that’s it.” 

“And you’ve let it slide this long?” 
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Warren’s face burned. The best form of defence is attack. 

“Damn it, I’ve tried to be patient and let her take her time. She’s a grown woman, not 

a five-year-old. She’s not you or me—she didn’t sign up to a job were violence can be 

expected. She’s a damn botanist!” 

“Settle down, buddy, I wasn’t criticising her. But I think it’s time something was 

done.” 

Warren rubbed his chin. “I have to agree. It’s well and truly time to force things.” 

“Well, good luck.” Sam glanced at his watch. “I need to head home. Heather’s been 

doing it tough too. Long shifts at the ER are wearing her down, so I need to give her some 

TLC. Let me know how it goes.” 

* * * * 

Warren walked back over to the chess board once Sam had left and started putting the 

pieces back into place. His mind drifted back to Sam’s comments. Sam was right; he needed 

to do something about getting Beth back into the forest. He hated the thought of pushing her, 

but it needed to be done. His eyes lifted to the wedding photo again, smiling at his wife. Beth 

was the blood that ran through his veins, keeping him young. 

Young. The one blot on his perfect horizon was the seventeen year age gap between 

them. Warren ran a hand over the bald area on the top of his scalp. Beth said it was sexy, but 

to him it was a sign of his age. Warren flexed the muscles in his arms and glanced down at 

his trim body, pleased with what he saw. He worked hard to keep himself in good shape, he 

always had. Once it had solely been for the strains of his job, now he had a greater motive. 

Warren placed the last chess piece in its place and then glanced at the clock hanging 

on the wall. It was over four hours since Beth had been called out to attend a crime scene, and 

Warren expected her to be home by now. As a botanical specialist, most of her call-outs were 

usually over with reasonable speed. He pulled out his cell phone; no message, no missed 

calls. It was some comfort. He was one of the first people they’d notify if something went 

wrong. Not only was he Beth’s husband, but he was also in charge of the FBI Criminal 

Investigative Section. If something happened to her on a call-out, he’d know within minutes. 

The sound of a key in the lock released the tension Warren hadn’t noticed building in 

his gut. He strode to the front door and took Beth in his arms as she walked in, pushing the 

door shut behind her. 

“Hello,” she said, returning his embrace. “Everything okay?” 
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“Yes. Everything’s fine.” He kissed her and released her. “You were gone for a long 

time.” He stopped, lifting her chin in his hand as a dark shadow on her face caught his eye. 

“What’s this?” His muscles tensed once more as his eyes ran over the bruise on her jawline. 

“Who the hell gave you that?” he demanded. 

Unexpectedly, she giggled. “The murderer.” 

“What!” 

Beth grabbed his arms, gripping hard as if to reassure him she was okay, and smiled 

up at him. 

“He elbowed me out of the way to protect the body.” 

“What on earth…?” Warren stared at Beth as he tried to process what she was telling 

him. 

“He was standing in the crowd of onlookers and apparently thought we weren’t 

showing the victim enough respect. He ran through the cordon and leapt onto the body 

yelling, ‘don’t hurt her, don’t hurt her, I didn’t mean it, I didn’t mean to kill her’.” Beth 

shook her head, showing the same disbelief he felt. “I’ve never known anything like it. 

Needless to say, they arrested him and left us to process the scene.” 

“I don’t like it.” Warren released the grip on her shoulders and lifted her chin again. 

“You could have been badly hurt.” 

“But I wasn’t.” She grasped his wrist and lowered his hand. “I keep telling you; all of 

life is a risk. You can’t hide from it.” 

“If I had my way you’d spend the rest of your life safe in bed.” 

“Only if you were there too.” 

Her voice had dropped, low and suggestive, making the blood race through his veins 

at double speed. He bent his head and kissed her, his hands reaching up and cupping her face. 

“Ouch!” Her hand flew up to her bruised jaw. 

“I’m sorry.” He’d forgotten the bruise. “Cold pack needed, pronto.” 

Warren marched Beth to the kitchen, and took a pack from the fridge. He held it 

against the bruise. 

“And where were my guys when all of this was happening?” The cordon that was 

supposed to protect the scene and those working in it had been breached. The more Warren 

thought about it, the more his anger built. And they hadn’t called him, either. 

“I don’t know; I wasn’t watching them. All I heard was a shout, and then I got an 

elbow in my jaw.” She grinned. “I’ve never seen so many stunned people in my life. It was 

bizarre.” 



Deception, by Alison Clifford 

7 
© Alison Clifford 

Warren held the pack against Beth’s jaw as he thought about the incident she had 

recounted. If the man wanted to get to the body, he would have only had to wait until the 

nearest officer or agent was distracted to make his attempt. “They should be more on the ball 

than that. They should have been watching the crowd closely. You had no way of defending 

yourself.” 

“They did their best. Don’t be too hard on them.” 

“I’ll decide how hard I’m going to be.” 

Beth looked as though she wanted to argue the point, but kept quiet, watching him 

from those incredible blue eyes until he caved. 

“Okay, okay. I won’t be too hard on them.” He sighed. “I want you to do something 

for me though.” 

“Yes?” 

“Contact Sarah or Aden and book yourself into one of their self-defence classes.” He 

watched her and she thought his request over. “Please. For my peace of mind.” 

She smiled. “Okay, just for you.” 

“Thank you.” 

* * * * 

Beth knocked on the outer door of the office suite the next morning and waited for the 

door to open. 

“Beth, come in.” Sarah opened the door wide. “We weren’t expecting you.” Her voice 

held a note of query. The Dalton Group didn’t normally invite clients to their offices; they 

preferred to visit them. 

The security firm had been set up by Sam Dalton on his retirement from the FBI. He 

had then taken on Sarah and Aden Young as partners when they too resigned from their roles 

as Special Agents, and the business had expanded from security assessments to private 

investigations and self-defence classes. 

“No, no appointment,” Beth answered as she followed Sarah into her office. “Oh, 

hello.” Beth dumped her bag on a chair and went over to pick up Logan, Sarah and Aden’s 

five-month-old son, from where he lay on the carpet at the back of the office. “He grows 

more gorgeous every time I see him.” The little boy was the image of his dad; dark hair and 

green eyes, but the calm, assessing look the baby gave Beth was all from Sarah. 

“We think so too,” Sarah said, running a hand over the baby’s head. “As for Sam…” 

“I can imagine,” Beth said. “Logan’s got him wrapped around his little finger.” 
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“He sure has. It’s cute.” Sarah chuckled. “It has its benefits too. As we don’t have 

clients come to the office, Sam is happy for me to bring him in with me. He gets me back at 

work sooner, and I get to spend more time with Logan. Works well for us. Now, can I get you 

a cup of tea?” 

“That would be nice, thanks.” Beth sat on the floor with Logan while Sarah went to 

make tea. She picked up a toy elephant and squeezed its foot to make it sing. Logan’s wide 

smile, flashing a couple of small white teeth at her, made her smile along with him. Beth 

loved playing with the baby; seeing him develop and grow. The occasional pang for a child 

of her own still hit every now and then. Warren had never been keen to have a child, which 

was just as well considering Beth couldn’t actually bear children. The longing still rose 

though. 

“Here you go.” Sarah had re-entered the room and placed two mugs on her desk.  

Beth squeezed the elephant’s foot once more, and then stood up and moved to sit in 

the spare chair opposite Sarah’s.  

“Is there something I can help you with?” 

Beth swallowed a mouthful of tea before answering. “I want to sign up for a self-

defence class.” 

“Because of the incident yesterday?” 

“You’ve heard already?” 

Sarah smiled. “Of course. Something as strange as that gets around quickly.” 

Beth shook her head. “I still have trouble believing it happened, and I was there.” 

“Is that where you got the bruise?” Sarah asked, nodding at Beth’s jaw. 

“It is. Warren’s fuming that the man made it past the cordon, and he wants me to learn 

how to defend myself in case something else happens.” 

“To be honest, it’s long overdue. You should have learnt self-defence years ago.” 

Beth sat back in her chair, crossed her arms and stared at Logan. “I don’t like hurting 

people.” 

“You managed to hold off that technician, when he groped you at work.” 

“That was different. Warren would have hurt him a lot more than I did.” 

“And Meghan? That branch you let lose across her face did a fair bit of damage from 

what Aden told me.” 

Beth felt her throat constrict and the familiar fear tighten in her stomach as she 

remembered. “She was pointing a gun at me in the middle of a dark forest and there was no 

one around to help. What was I supposed to do?” 
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“You were supposed to stop her, and you did.” Sarah leaned forward and touched 

Beth’s arm. “I’m not having a go at you. I’m just making sure you realise that being able to 

defend yourself is necessary. There’s no point learning the skills if you’re not prepared to use 

them. Most people don’t like to hurt others, but you have to do it sometimes.” Sarah sat back 

again. “The more you become involved with the FBI, the more chance there is of being in a 

dangerous situation. A lot of what we teach is how to avoid putting yourself at risk in the first 

place.” 

“Well, I like the idea of that.” 

The sound of the main office door opening distracted Sarah, allowing Beth a moment 

to collect herself. The memories of that night in the forest still shook her, even now. She 

looked up as Sam and Aden entered the room. 

“Hello Beth.” Sam kissed her on the cheek. “How are you?” 

“What’s this?” Aden skipped a greeting and lifted Beth’s chin to examine the bruise 

on her jaw. 

“Nice to see you too, Aden,” Beth said, removing her chin from his grasp. “I got 

elbowed at a crime scene yesterday.” 

“The guy that leapt on the body?” 

“Yep.” Beth chuckled. “One in a million chance, right?” 

“I don’t know about that.” Sam had already picked up Logan and had given the baby 

his keys to play with. “It could only happen to you. You seem to attract nutters.” 

“Gee thanks. I think Warren has the same mind set as you, which is why I’m here. He 

wants me to do some self-defence training.” 

“About time,” Aden said, echoing his wife. “Between Sarah and me we’ll have you 

trained up in no time.” 

Aden reached his arms out for his son and Sam reluctantly passed Logan over. As they 

completed the exchange, Beth’s eyes fell on Aden’s left hand and the scarring on his fingers. 

The twinge of guilt they always caused shot through her. Her first husband had abducted 

Aden and severely beaten him, and then used Aden as incentive for Beth to return to him. She 

looked up and caught Aden’s green eyes watching her. She’d given up her freedom to save 

his life, and then the FBI had rescued her. It had forged a special bond between the two of 

them, making Aden as protective as Warren when it came to her safety. 

“Do you have any classes starting soon?” she asked. 

“We don’t,” Sarah said, “but we can give you private lessons. It would be better if you 

start sooner, rather than wait.” 
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“I agree,” Sam said. 

“We can start tonight,” Aden said. 

Beth looked around at the three people, three friends, who looked at her with 

determination. “You guys really think I need this, don’t you?” 

“Don’t you?” Sam asked.  

Beth avoided his eyes that seemed to penetrate her thoughts. “I wish you wouldn’t 

look at me like that Sam.” 

“Don’t change the subject; it’s not a trivial matter.” 

“You guys are all in cahoots against me.” 

“No. We care about you.” Sarah’s quiet words stopped Beth dead. “As I said earlier, 

you’ve been through a lot, and who knows what the future holds. A little preparation never 

goes astray.” Then she added the clincher, “And Warren wants you to do it.” 

“Sold,” Beth said. “Anything for Warren.” 

“I’ll tell him you said that.” 

“It’s okay; he already knows I’d do anything for him.” 

“That’s settled then,” Aden said. “Down at the training rooms, seven o’clock tonight. 

Okay?” 

“Okay.” 

* * * * 

Aden was waiting when Beth arrived at the training room. A large part of her had 

hoped he wouldn’t be there and she could go home again, but she was out of luck. 

“The first thing we need to talk about is avoidance,” Aden began. “Avoiding danger is 

better than having to defend yourself against it.” 

“Agreed,” Beth said. 

“I’m not referring to walking down dark alleyways by yourself; that’s pretty obvious. 

It’s more about being aware of your surroundings and what’s going on near you. Do you ever 

text while you’re walking?” 

Beth’s stomach sank. “Yes, and I guess that’s another obvious thing not to do.” 

“It sure is. All of your attention is on the cell phone in your hand. You want to text? 

Stop, look around, and be aware of what’s going on. Stand with your back against a wall, but 

not in a corner. Don’t drop your head too far. Lift the phone up; it will help your peripheral 

vision.” He smiled at her. “Keeping your head up and your body posture strong—shoulders 

back and confident attitude—is also important. Attackers look for weak targets.” 
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“Got it.” 

“And be aware in parking lots.” 

“I do that already.” 

Aden nodded. “Tell me what you do.” 

“I check out any cars parked near mine. Tinted windows and vans are always suspect, 

and I don’t go near my car alone if there is a car next to mine on the driver’s side that I can’t 

see through.” 

“Good. Watch out for men sitting in the car seat nearest your door, too,” Aden said. 

“What do you do when you get in the car?” 

“Lock the doors and drive away.” 

“Excellent. Okay, now I’m going to teach you what to do if you’re grabbed from 

behind.” 

Beth watched as Aden walked over to the mats covering a large area of the floor. He 

stripped off his jumper and tossed it to one side. 

“Come on, or are you chicken?” he asked when he realised she hadn’t followed him. 

“I’m not chicken,” she responded. “I’m thinking of what happened when Sarah 

showed me that eye jabbing thing and I hit you.” 

“I barely felt it, Beth. Don’t worry, you won’t hurt me. Come on.” 

“Okay, but don’t blame me if you get a black eye.” 

He laughed. “I won’t, I promise.” He waited until she had joined him on the mats, and 

began explaining. 

“When someone grabs you from behind, you can never know beforehand where they 

will actually hold onto you. They might grab an arm, or wrap their arm around your chest, but 

one thing is almost certain—they will put a hand on your mouth to muffle any noise you 

make. This is what you need to focus on, this is the constant. You have only one mouth, so 

you know where one of your attacker’s hands will be.” Aden took position behind Beth and 

reached around to lightly cover her mouth. “The other thing they will do is pull you towards 

them.” His hand applied more pressure, and Beth leaned back towards Aden. “Now, you can 

take a small step to keep your footing, but the important thing to remember is to go with his 

motion as it will provide more momentum for what you do.” Aden released her and reached 

for her left hand. 

“Make a fist,” he said, and once Beth had complied, he touched her thumb. “Stick 

your thumb out, but keep it tight against your hand with just the top poking out. Yes, like 

that.” 
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Aden moved back behind her. “Now!” He put his hand over her mouth again, and held 

her around the waist. “As your attacker pulls you back, lift your hand to grab the arm of the 

hand on your mouth. If they use their right arm, you use your right arm, and vice versa.” 

Beth lifted her hand and gripped Aden’s arm as instructed. 

“Then, as you’re pulled back, use the motion to swing your other arm up over your 

shoulder and stab his face with your thumb.” 

Aden pulled Beth back and she swung her arm up over her shoulder, her thumb stuck 

out as she’d been shown. 

“Excellent,” he said. “Once you’ve done that, swing the same arm back down hard, 

and hit him on the leg, bending down as far as you can. This will automatically twist your 

body, and therefore your head, and your attacker will lose the grip over your mouth, and it 

will also send him off balance. Then you run.” 

“Got it,” Beth said. 

They practised a few times before Aden asked Beth to do it for real. 

“Don’t pull your hand up,” he scolded when she stopped before contact was made. 

“You can’t do that when you’re attacked! You have to mean it!” 

“I’m not going to do anything hurt you.” 

“You’re not going hurt me. I know what’s coming, so if I don’t move fast enough to 

get out of the way it’s my own stupid fault. Now do it again.” 

Beth waited for Aden to grab her, and went through the defence move, once more 

pulling back before impacting Aden. 

“Beth!” Aden said. “Stop it!” 

“No!” 

She saw the annoyance on his face, and it only bolstered her determination. 

“You’re a stubborn cow,” Aden said, scowling. 

She fought it, but lost. Her lips twitched at the sight of his glowering face, and then 

she giggled. Aden’s stare intensified for an instant, and then a smile broke through. He shook 

his head. 

“I’m not going to win, am I?” he asked. 

She grinned. “Nope.” 

“Okay. Let’s call it a night then.” 

Beth grinned, and turned to walk towards the door. She was taken unawares when 

Aden grabbed her from behind. His hand clamped across her mouth and his other arm circled 

her shoulders, holding tight. She froze, and then reacted. 
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She grabbed his arm and her hand flew over her shoulder, connecting with bone. She 

felt Aden jerk, his grip loosening. Beth brought her hand back down, aiming for as close to 

his knee as she could get. His hand on her mouth loosened and her hand impacted on his leg, 

sending him off balance and sprawling on the floor. 

She spun to stand over him. “You bastard!” 

Aden had a hand over one cheek. He pulled it away and she saw a red mark just below 

his eye. 

“It would have served you right if I’d blinded you!” 

“You barely touched me,” he said, climbing up off the floor. “But well done.” 

“You’re still a bastard.” 

Aden nodded. “I may be, but at least you know another defence move.” 

Beth stared at him, furious with him, and herself. His eyes met hers, steady and calm. 

The anger eased and died, leaving her drained. 

“Damn you, Aden. You’ve given me the reality check I needed.” 

“Then I’ve done my job tonight. Go home and remember what you’ve learnt, and 

never be afraid to use it.” 

“I won’t. Not now.” 
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Chapter Three 

John looked at the results neatly written on his notepad. His lips pressed together as he 

read them once more, making sure his conclusion was correct. There could be no mistaking 

the outcome of his examination—unfortunately. His eyes slid to the box sitting on an 

adjacent table in his study, the skin on his brow creasing as he thought about the 

ramifications of his find. It was not going to be pretty, revealing the results of his 

examination. After casting another look at the box, he reached for his mobile phone and 

dialled. 

“Hi. John Bennett here. I have the results. You were right, it’s fake.” 

He listened to the fury erupt on the other end of the phone line. 

“What are you going to do?” he asked. He listened to the answer. 

“Not a problem, I’ll bring it over tomorrow evening. See you then.” 

John hung up the call and reached for the box. Lifting the lid he revealed an exquisite 

piece of antique artwork, or so it had been thought, but the item was about two hundred years 

younger than claimed. Still antique, but nowhere near worth the price that had been paid for 

it. The purchaser, an antiques dealer, was ropeable. Closing the box with a sigh, John placed 

it in his safe. It may not be the genuine article, but the owner wouldn’t thank him if he lost it. 

 


