Name: Kurtis D. Kerner

Weight: 165 pounds (about 74 kilograms)

Height: 6 ft 1 inch (182 cm)

Age: 27

Eyes: sickening pale blue. Shifty, sly, other times maniacally evil. Vision – 100%, capable of being an accurate shot.
Hair: spiky, messy, standing up, artificially dyed sunlight blonde.

Face: a once handsome face with high cheekbones and a sharp balanced nose is now marked with a small scar on his right cheek. Sensual lips, neatly placed eye brows, this young man sure is a lady charmer. His smile is a row of perfect white, often in a toothy professional grin.
Body: pale, thin, slim and slender. Rather narrow shouldered, and slightly femininely built. Not a typical muscular man, looks more like a runner-swimmer kind of guy, not a heavy athlete. Being miniature, he is still in good shape. Wired thin muscles run down like tubes, down his arms and legs. He has long thin fingers, very sensitive to touch. He is less fragile than he looks to be, however. What he loses in strength, he makes up in endurance, accuracy and speed. 

Clothes: prefers dark colors. For work – black tight suits. Leisure – anything roomy on top and tight in the bottom. Pullovers, sweaters, shirts, often a jacket, brown suade or black leather.
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Kurtis Kerner has been a professional thief for ten years now. He started stealing when he was only sixteen. He grew up in an orphanage, being told to be a son of a prostitute and a shoemaker. His parents rejected him when he was only two years old, and he spent his childhood among other orphans, learning the mentality of a “noble rogue”. 

The gifted young man discovered a very rich potential, a combination of intelligence, sharp mind and physique, and kept using it to get better and better, though his friends, what’s left of them, think that he is wasting it with a wrong trade. Quite early in his life he recognized his talents – finger dexterity, ability to sneak, hold breath, strong, mental grasp, attention to detail, adaptation, ability to sense people, their reactions, spontaneous conversation; and finally, complete lack of guilt. When he first walked out of a convenience store with a full surround sound stereo system, 6 CD changer, with speakers in the middle of the night, he knew he was good. 

Kurtis discovered his flaws as well - laziness. Kurtis hates labor and work. “Easiest thing to do is to steal.” His second and most vital weakness – women. He has to charm them, and he is good at it, let them use him, or use them back, and leave them, without a trace. 
Like any crook good in his trade, he got sucked into bigger deals. He got noticed by local outlaws and slowly got hooked up with some serious employers. The elder wolves introduced Kurt to some powerful secrets, like picking advanced locks, and breaking into / bypassing security and alarm systems. The best lesson he learned, however, is: no one is superhuman. A thief is to stay realistic and never to become bold. “You cannot bypass all the doors, cannot hack all the locks. Some things are just not meant to be stolen, some things just need to be given up and passed…. No matter how luring, oh how luring they are.” Kurtis dreamt of bigger jobs constantly. Daily exercises in pickpocketting on the city markets and cheating crooks in card games were merely a routine. He needed more.
One time he got completely bored and followed a man into the City Mall, where he took out his car keys, and went back to the man’s car, took off in it while the man was shopping, and abandoned the car in the outskirts between Seattle and Tacoma when it ran out of gas. No fingerprints were found, although the car was.

Boredom. He knew he was good, still never too cocky to make a mistake. Survival comes with price of caution – he was aware of that. With the money he made on small time deals, he enrolled himself into college to seek a degree of associates of applied science in the field of network technology, but never finished it, school bored him to death. He needed the romantic action and suspense, the thrill of being “on the job”.

Finally, his first real assignment, paid solid. Steal a painting in the Seattle Asian Art Museum and replace it with a replica. The operation was a success, although he almost got caught. The painting was sold for several million, with one million being Kurt’s cut. That’s when the street rat became somewhat wealthy. Living in a condo on Mercer Island and driving a brand new black Supra spoil a man silly. 

Like most criminals with a enough of money, Kurtis got himself into drugs. His meth days did not last long, he got straight to cocaine. Afraid of heroin for its rumored addictiveness, the idiot for some reason thought that coke will be safer to have some fun with, and sure enough got addicted. Though being able to withdraw from it for a month or two, he has violent cravings that last several days every now and then until he inhales some more.
At this point we meet Kurtis. It’s been a few months since the last job. He is waiting for something new to come, so he keeps himself sober and clean for now, but any time the new craving may kick in. Still, a possibility of a coming job demands a clear mind.
