May stared at the side of her boyfriend. Bernard, before scanning the room only lit by a thin shaft of moonlight creeping in from a part in stark black drapes, and the small flashlight held in her hand. Its vein of light shone on Bernard’s right hand that slowly turned a common lock with his left ear lying against the cold metal box that the lock opened. 

A picture stood above Bernard’s head on a angle, like the blade of an executor’s, ready to swing down upon the thief’s neck to send him down to the fiery realm if guilty and above to the land of angel’s singing if innocent. If caught, May know she would get quite a tan if their captor did not understand what they were doing. 

No one would believe that they broke into a house and a safe for a mere practical joke. Their police record would not help them a bit. She had not stolen a thing for a complete year; she had reformed herself, and so had Bernard. 

Their master plan for this endeavor consisted of borrowing a friend’s, Steve’s, prized collection of baseball card, which rested in the safe. The cards would then end up in Bernard’s display until after they finished playing with Steve’s mind. When they thought the game finished, the cards would be given back. 

With a click, the safe opened as Bernard moved his face backwards. May shined her light in, illuminating a single, small box that no one could fit a card in to, and reflecting of the steel insides of the safe. As she gulped, Bernard reached in and scoped out the box. 

“Freeze, police,” barked out a voice from the doorway leading in to the room. “Turn around.” They complied and saw the light. May could not make out the policeman’s figure through the blinding light of his flashlight. The next few minutes the thieves tried to prove their innocent, but the policeman was unbelieving.

May fiddled around behind her back, but could not find her the knife that would keep them out of jail. She had tasted the leers from corrupted keepers and powerful convicts, male and female alike.  

“I only have one question for you, girl,” the policemen said, striding over to them. The cold steel hilt slipped into her hand from its cozy resting place of her equipment bag.  

“Yes?” She inched the knife toward her wrist in preparation for her last act.

“Will you marry the thief standing next to you?” The knife clattered to the ground as her wobbly flashlight’s light and the policeman’s sure light illuminated the kneeling thief and the golden band nestled in the velvet linings of the small box. 

May brightened as her eyes widened. “Yes, oh yes!” Leaning down, she and he kissed. Neither noticed as the fake policeman, Steve, turned his head while smiling. 
