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	The room was getting dark. Shadows filled the corners and fell on some of the furniture. Only near the windows did a flicker of light creep in, but it was artificial, changing from the lights of an advertisement across the street. One of the windows was open, and the two people in the room could hear quick footsteps and quiet conversations, even the hum of people walking on the street. The air was warm, but the draught coming from the open window made them shiver. However, neither of them got up to close it, it was as if they wanted to have witnesses to what was happening inside. 

	      The people in the room did not trust each other, and tension simmered between them. There were two people in the room. Although they could not see each other well in the twilight, each knew they were being watched by the other. The woman was sitting by the window. She was in her forties, elegant and beautiful with long, blonde hair and light blue eyes. Her lips were thick, pink. She was biting her lower lip slightly, which betrayed her tension. She wore an elegant beige dress, and though she was tall, she wore beautiful black high-heeled shoes. The woman was sitting in front of a small antique desk. Several Tarot cards were placed on it, stacked in a small pile. She took a card from the deck in her hands and placed it on top of the others. At the sight of the card, she cried out in surprise. Then she looked at the man sitting across from her. He was seemingly calm, his suit was expensive, and he smelled of expensive cologne. His dark hair was cut short, he was clean-shaven, and the gleam in his dark, almost black eyes could be seen even in the dim room. That brilliance of his eyes was the only thing that betrayed his excitement.

	      ‘But how?’ the woman asked, breaking the long silence in which, they had been immersed for some time.

	      ‘How did I become a thief? Is that what you wanted to ask me?’ the man said. His voice was confident. He wasn’t surprised by her question. She already knew, and he saw no reason to hide behind lies and pretence.

	      ‘Yes. How did you become a thief? And why? You are a respected chief inspector.’ 

	      The woman’s voice betrayed her excitement. She pulled another card from the deck, and what was on the card seemed to surprise her again.

	      ‘I’ll tell you, though I’m sure you can follow the events yourself,’ he said.

	      ‘The events, yes, but not the reason for them,’ she replied.

	      ‘All right,’ he began uncertainly. It was as if he was still hesitant to speak but he finally decided. He knew he had nothing to lose. And it was time to dump his load on someone who might understand.

	      ‘Let me start by saying that it’s no coincidence that I’m a thief. Let’s just say I was breastfed with this.’

	      The man was silent for a while, leaned back in his chair, relaxed, and then began to talk.

	      ‘I know, it sounds strange, but my story of becoming a thief is somewhat banal. It’s simple: I was born into a family of thieves. My mother and father were some of the best suppliers of valuables in Britain, although for many years no one suspected them. We lived in a wealthy neighbourhood. My father was a doctor and my mother a housewife. My mother is very beautiful with Spanish blood and temperament. She has dark, almost black hair and big brown eyes. My father is of Italian descent. The two met at a party at university and have been inseparable ever since. 

	      ‘For years, my parents managed to cover up the thefts and robberies they organised. They accepted orders only for valuables and items that were not insured and whose theft would not be reported to the police. This partly explains why no one knew about them and why no one was looking for them, at least not officially. Our family lived a normal life according to the neighbours, but if you ask me, our family was anything but normal. I had many siblings: we were eight children, five boys and three girls. The older children passed the craft on to the younger ones. I was the sixth child, the fifth boy. There was always someone to learn from.

	      ‘I remember when I carried out my first theft at only three or four years old. My brothers and older sister had been preparing me for weeks. In other families, games were important to children, in our family the competition was over who would get the most out of their victims. So, I carried out my first theft. 

	      ‘Our parents took us to big supermarkets. We went inside, shopped for something small, and then moved to the fast-food restaurant in the supermarket, where people who were already shopping often stayed for a short break. My parents drove me in the pushchair, and when we passed people’s shopping I just reached over, took something from their bags, and quickly put it in the pushchair, in a specially made deep pocket. My brothers had taught me to do it so naturally that no one understood what was really going on. Of course, sometimes people happened to see what I was doing, and my parents returned the products, but most of the time we went home with a cart full of food and other goods. 

	      ‘My siblings also took advantage of shopping-weary customers, and when we got home, they took unimaginably expensive things out of their small-looking kid’s bags, from the pockets and bags of unsuspecting shoppers. We were also trained to distinguish between poor and rich clients. We never stole from the poor. This was a rule we did not break, regardless of the circumstances. Sometimes we even took food and detergents from the bags of richer people and put them in a poor man’s bag. Our parents taught us around the clock how to steal, how to distract people and security. What to pay attention to, where to look, how to sneak unnoticed. But I actually got the best advice from my siblings. They had their own tricks, and everyone shared their experiences with me and our two younger sisters. 

	      ‘The three of us became so good that to this day, no one understood what games we played. Until now, none of the three of us, the youngest generation of our family, is officially recorded as being involved in any crime. We have become so good over time. You are the first person to know about this outside of the family. 

	      ‘I have made this sound easy, but the preparation for my first theft was painful. My brothers were very strict, and if I was slow, they would hit me on the fingers. My fingers had turned blue in two weeks. I was small, but I still remember the pain. My older sister blindfolded me and taught me to feel her movements. She walked across the room, hiding behind the sofa or the door. She moved smoothly and quickly, and I had to tell her where she was every time. If I didn’t know where she was in a few seconds, just like my brothers, she hit me, often where I didn’t expect. I imagine that almost no three- or four-year-old child has received so much pain from another sibling. However, my parents never allowed themselves to hit me. And I understood that all this was just a stage of my training. We were not typically neighbourhood thieves. The thefts in the supermarkets were only part of the training and lasted only three weeks. The lesson there was to practice being under surveillance and to learn to be cunning and fast. 

	      ‘After these few weeks, my training continued in another direction. I was four when I learned to count, and at five I could multiply by heart. I also knew how long it took to open a heavy or a light door, how long it took the cashier at the store to press the alarm button, where the emergency exit was, whether there was a side entrance. All the knowledge that children my age shouldn’t need to know, but I did. I wanted to be the best, and since I was the youngest brother, I seemed to be required the most. My older sister, Daisy, kept joking with my brothers that their student would surpass them one day. 

	      ‘This teasing drove them crazy, and they came up with newer and harder trials for me to show me that I wasn’t ready for anything bigger yet. My parents liked these competitions, they thought it would make me a better cheater, and they were right. 

	      ‘At the age of five, I lied as easily as a fish could swim in water. My artistic abilities were excellent. I could cry out of nowhere and attract the attention of a rich old lady while my sister searched in her handbag. My sisters were not far behind either. They had incredibly fast hands. With just one movement of the hand, they rolled a banknote into a thin roll and inserted it into their hair, tied in loose ponytails so that they could quickly insert banknotes. Believe me, after they got home and let their hair down, it was raining money. It is worth seeing such a sight at least once in your life. It was fun and kind of adventurous. We were happy, the whole family, we all planned where to go and what to do the next day. At that time, my life seemed mapped out to continue in this way, and everything was like a fun game. Until one day it all ended because of my parents.’

	      ‘Why? What happened? What happened to your parents?’ the psychic asked, excited by his story.

	      ‘My mother and father were smart people. Highly intelligent if you want to call them that. It was an unwritten rule to work together only both of them, and they worked things out to the last detail. They didn’t work with other people and wanted everything to be in the family. My parents stole paintings and jewellery, very rarely money and never engaged in drugs, alcohol, or other things that they did not agree with. The strange thing is that they were actually caught stealing the first edition of a book. I won’t tell you the author’s name or the title of the book, but I guess if you dig through the police archives at this time, you’ll understand what it’s all about.’

	      ‘How did they get caught?’ the woman asked.

	      ‘They had been trapped. No, they weren’t trapped from the police, they hadn’t even guessed who my mother and father really were. The trap was set by their competitor. Someone had somehow figured out what their next goal was, or he had pretended to be a client and betrayed them. I don’t know who did it; but my parents certainly knew, though they never talked about it. You’ve probably guessed that they were caught at the crime scene, but the book has still not been found. Even I do not know where it is. There are rumours that they managed to deliver it to the buyer, but no one has confirmed this.’

	       The man shifted in his chair, carried away by the memory, and smiled slightly. He still admired his parents.

	      ‘What happened to your parents?’ the woman asked, pulling another tarot card from the deck, and placing it on the pile. This time she did it calmly, without betraying her feelings.

	      ‘They put them in prison for two years. Although the police did not find the book, there was evidence, a record of exactly when they took it, and unfortunately this broke up our family. Believe it or not, we were a close-knit family. My mother and father took good care of us. The eldest of our brothers, Michael, was only fifteen years old when our parents went to prison, and since we had no other relatives, we were all transferred to various care homes in the country. Nobody wanted us.’

	      A man coughed under the window, and that stopped the thief’s story for a while. He waited for the footsteps of the man outside to recede, sighed heavily, and stared at the woman. It was already dark, but by the light coming from the streetlamps he could see her. She studied him, but no longer with the dislike he had felt at first. He could feel the softness in her eyes, his story may have made her a little sympathetic. That was not his goal when he decided to tell her everything. But now he was pleased that she could understand him, understand his emotions and motives. This made him continue with his memories. He sat back in his chair, crossed his legs, and began to speak again, this time his voice low. 

	      ‘Separation from my parents was one of the most difficult moments in my life. For our own good, we were also separated from each other, and for a long time I did not know where my brothers and sisters were. I was placed in a care home with children whose parents had abandoned them. I was six years old when this happened, and unlike everyone else in the home, I cried around the clock. I guess most people think that scammers are well trained and don’t cry. We, like everyone else, have feelings. I missed my family, not just my mother and father, but my brothers and sisters. For a little boy, even if he is a well-trained thief, parting with those closest to him is a great trauma. It all happened so fast that it left me unprepared and the accommodation in this particular care home broke me emotionally. The other children’s grief and anxiety passed unconsciously to me. In just a few hours I went from being a boy loved by all, and a favourite of the family, to a child unnecessary to anyone. Or at least that’s how I felt then.

	      ‘This made me cry. I couldn’t believe that my family had abandoned me, and I cried almost every night. This brought me a lot of trouble, both with the care staff and the children in the care home. I was often punished, beaten, and punched for no reason. I was a bad student, and I rebelled. The teachers tried to make me obedient in school, but the lessons they taught were bored me. Mathematics for beginners was boring for me, literature, and other subjects as well, because I had had this knowledge since I was four years old. My parents had wanted me to be able to count, and to know the most famous musicians, writers, and artists. That was the main thing you know when you were born into a family of thieves, because knowledge helped you to be a good thief. The only thing that caught my attention for a long time was design kits of construction of boats, buildings and drawings of bridges and piers. For some reason, this carried me away, and I could stay for hours on top of a model until I completed it. The care staff, just to find peace with me, often bought new kits to pique my interest and calm me down for a while. This interest in architecture and the construction of buildings, bridges and city facilities would help me a lot in future robberies and help me escape with impunity.’

	 

	***

	The man got up from his chair, took one of the empty glasses from the coffee table, and went into the bathroom to pour himself some water. He did not turn on the lamp, he did all this in the twilight, as if he were afraid of the woman seeing the feelings on his face. His gait was smooth, and the woman noticed that his shoes had soft, thin soles. The man’s movements were silent, if it weren’t for the sound of running water when he turned on the tap, she would never have known there was anyone else in the room.  After sipping the water, he sat back in his chair, sighed slightly, and continued his story.

	      ‘You’re probably wondering how I survived this children’s home. Six-year-old emotional kid crying for his parents. An easy victim for juvenile delinquents, like most children in the care homes. That’s right, I was a victim for several months, and although I didn’t stop crying for more than a year, I found a way to stop the ridicule and beatings of older children. I found what they wanted and gave it to them. In return, they left me alone for a while. I slipped out at night and stole. I stole from rich old men, from drunks, from lonely young women who felt sorry for me being alone on the street. I spent most of my nights outside. Everyone knew I was going out. The children, teachers, and care staff at the care home were aware of what I was doing but they turned the blind eye because they were interested in my escapes. They all benefited from my escapades. 

	      ‘I had an interest too, as if maintaining the family business brought my family back. If I continued with the thefts, it was like I still lived with them. In my mind, I told them how I had managed to get an expensive watch from a drunken businessman, or an expensive necklace from a young rich woman who bent down to hug me, regretting my fate. It kept the troubles in the care home away from me. I spent two years in there. 

	      ‘The second year was easier. My older brother Michael had figured out where I was and came to see me from time to time. Unfortunately, we never found out where the other children in our family were accommodated. I think everyone had been sent to the countryside and only Michael and I had stayed in London. We searched for them for a long time without success. 

	      ‘Then, one day, my parents came to pick me up. It was one of the most emotional days of my life. The other children from the care home were watching us, and then it seemed to give them back the hope that one day their parents would show up and hug them. For the first time in two years, I saw these children smiling. This made me feel lucky because my wish to return to my family came true. My parents took me home, and it was as if everything was back to normal. Except my brothers and sisters weren’t the same. The experiences they had in the care homes had changed some of them.   

	       ‘My second-oldest brother, Abel, decided to live apart from our parents. At the age of sixteen, he separated from us and continued his career as a thief. He rented a small apartment in Stratford and did not contact us for a while. For us younger children, his removal had a bad effect. It was as if our family was beginning to fall apart. Even more so than when our parents went to prison because this time, it was through conscious choice, not external intervention. 

	       ‘A few months later, my older sister Daisy, who was raped in one of the care homes, committed suicide. Daisy had been thirteen when our parents were sent to prison. Her care home had been in Manchester. I later learned that this was one of the worst care homes in Britain at the time and that she was not the only victim there. Her death brought us deep emotional stress that lasted for years. My parents took her suicide hard, blamed each other. They did their best to put her rapist in prison, but that wasn’t enough. The fact is, Daisy hadn’t spoken about the rape to any of us. We learned everything from her farewell letter. 

	      ‘For years, we all felt guilty for not understanding what was going on in her head. Like all of us, she had come home with a lot of psychological baggage. We had all tried to cope with our burdens alone.  

	      ‘When I had been in the care home, I had thought there was nothing worse that could happen to me; it had been a terrible experience. After Daisy’s death, I realized there were worse things. There is no greater pain than the loss of a loved one. There is no cure for this pain, especially if you feel guilty. Every day for several years I wondered why I didn’t do something, how I didn’t notice anything to help her. That’s how everyone else in our family felt. Our parents felt even guiltier than us. They had allowed themselves to be caught and put in prison. The fact that someone had betrayed them drove them crazy and drove us crazy. We were constantly urged not to trust anyone and to be careful when preparing for our next job. 

	      ‘The demands on us little ones had doubled and then tripled after my older brother left and Daisy died. For the first time I saw fear in my parent’s eyes. Fear that something bad would happen to us. After Abel left home, everything changed. There had been only six children left. My younger sisters clung to me and were like two shadows beside me. Wherever I went, they were there. My older brothers also left us unnoticed, each going his own way as a thief, and in the end, the three of us were the only ones left with my parents. 

	      ‘As I told you, my mum and dad love each other very much. Also, although they were thieves, they had principles: they never interfered in anything too dangerous. They worked alone, and until now, they never went to prison again. They were very careful and taught us to be very careful too. We have been taught to be honest in many ways, although that statement might seem illogical to you. 

	      ‘I think I was the luckiest in the family. Our brothers were soon caught stealing and imprisoned. My parents took their failures hard. When I was fourteen, they invested a lot of time in me and put me through a lot of trials to make sure I didn’t fail. They gave me their cases, and instructions, but I did everything my own way and that worried them. I did not love theft as much as they did. For them, it was like a hobby, a way to have fun, to show how smart they were, and to prove to others how stupid they were. For me, it was a burden and I decided I didn’t want to carry any longer. The craft was dangerous, and that worried me. I wanted to use my knowledge for other purposes, but they never understood. After two more years of training, they finally gave up and let me live my life the way I wanted. I decided to go another way. I didn’t like the career of a thief at all. I wanted to be a respected person, a person who does not hide or pretend. 

	      ‘I did well at school, graduated from college, and then enrolled to study architecture at one of the universities in London. I did my best to break away from the family business and moved to the other side of town. I made new friends, and although I talked to my family often, everyone agreed that I was different and that I wanted other things in life. My parents found it difficult to accept my betrayal, they had always relied on me to continue their career. My sisters, on the other hand, continued their lives of stealing, but they made it legal. They married rich men, cheated on them, and then divorced them. Did I tell you that my sisters are very beautiful? You know them, they are famous, but not by their real names.’

	      ‘Will you tell me who they are?’ the psychic asked.

	      ‘I’ll probably tell you about them at the end of our conversation.’

	      The woman nodded and in turn got up from her chair and went to get some water. As she walked past him, he smelled her perfume. It was as gentle and stylish as she was. There was another scent that wafted from her, a familiar scent, but he decided not to analyse it now and to leave it for later. He waited for her to return and sit in front of the desk, so he could continue his story.

	      ‘I was immersed in university life, and I made plans for what I would do after graduation. At the time, I naively thought that I would not have to return to this craft. But then I met her.’

	      His eyes widened. The gleam in his eyes was still there, but softer, more sensual.

	      ‘You loved her,’ she said.

	      ‘Yes, I loved her. The moment I saw her, I knew I was in trouble. This happened in the first year of university. Over the years, I learned how to read people. When I was ten, our parents took us to France. We stayed there for two weeks. We went to different perfume companies and learned to recognize different types of perfumes and fragrances. Then, when we returned to London, we went through home training in scents, the types of people who used one or another fragrance. You will probably be surprised, but for me the first impression of a person is not the clothes, it is the smells that come from him. Often clean-looking people have a bad odour and vice versa. I’ll tell you more about that later. Now I will tell you about Eva.’

	      He got up from his chair again, almost without realizing, then went to the window and stared out. His eyes wandered; he was so obsessed with the memory that his body seemed to freeze for a moment.

	      ‘Eva came into my life very quickly and unexpectedly. I was with friends when she walked past us. Her scent made me turn and look at her. It exuded freshness and purity. You know the smell of clothes that have dried out in the sun and washed away in the wind. It was this freshness that attracted me, and when I saw her more closely her beauty stopped me in my tracks. Over the years, I had learned not to show my emotions, but at the sight of Eva, I just turned pale. My friends sensed that something was going on, and they turned to look at her, and we all followed her with our eyes until she closed the front door after entering the building. It was as if we had all been enchanted by her. I was the first to come out of shock and run after her. By the time she entered the building, however, she had already entered one of the rooms. 

	      ‘You probably won’t believe me, but I put my nose up and went from room to room, sniffing the doorknobs, hoping to find her scent. Everyone in the hallway looked at me in amazement, but I wasn’t interested in their opinion. The only thing that interested me was this girl. After a while, I discovered the familiar scent and stood in front of the room hoping it would appear and I would see her again. It was more than an hour before the door finally opened and she came out. I was a cocksure young man at the time, or so I thought. However, her gaze took away all courage from me, and instead of speaking to her in the usual way, I passed her and pushed her with all my might and we both fell down. Stupid, I know, but it worked. I got as close to her as possible, I touched her because I wanted to be sure that she was not a vision, but a real person. Instead of getting angry or furious at my actions, she smiled brightly and extended her hand to help me stand up with her.

	      ‘I was enchanted by this girl. I can’t describe how I felt. It was as if my feet were not touching the ground. All my life, I had been meticulous. I had thought about everything down to the smallest detail, and surprises and deeper feelings had scared me. I didn’t want to feel very emotional again, it reminded me of the first months in the care home, so you can imagine how surprised and shocked I was by the feelings that flooded me when I stood in front of her. Fortunately, she was firmly on the ground. She shook my hand once more, telling me her name, and that’s how we met.

	      ‘From that day on, we were inseparable for more than four years. I still remember what she was wearing that first day: the soft white sweater that carried that scent of freshness, and the tight jeans that accentuated her long legs. However, what impressed me the most were her eyes. Big, blue, shining eyes. She had put on a bright Turkish blue mascara that day to accentuate their colour. The second thing I saw that almost threw me off balance were her earrings. Large, precious diamonds woven into a small mosaic of small, pink diamonds, forming the shape of a delicate flower. The earrings were famous in our circles. They were one of the most expensive pieces of jewellery on the continent and had disappeared from a private collection just days before I met Eva. The moment I saw them, I knew she was one of us. She was a thief, and she was one of the best.’

	      ‘Did she bring you back to the thefts?’

	      ‘Yes. It turned out that her family was similar to mine. She was born into a family of thieves with a French mother and an English father. Unlike me, however, she had no siblings, and unlike me, she continued to have fun robbing people. She attended parties and various other events to get easy prey. Eva often told me that people expected everything else from her, but not to steal their valuables, and even after she was caught, her beauty and appearance often saved her from people calling the police. 

	      ‘I later found out that she been arrested twice before we met and that the police knew about her hobby. However, after we became a team, I taught her how to get out quickly, what to expect, and helped her with her new projects. It was crazy, fun, and I was so in love that I was willing to do anything for her, and that included not being caught breaking in. She herself was delighted after each robbery, calling it "our hobby."

	      ‘Eva often even returned the stolen property to the owners a few days later, just to prove to them that she could come in and out of their home at any time. At such moments I was angry with her, I didn’t want her to be at great risk, but the adrenaline was feeding her, and the truth is that it was feeding me too. We were a good team, researching where things could be taken. We both entered the house using the front door or introduced ourselves as workers or employees. Before that, I took the plans of the building, looked for weaknesses in the alarm system - at that time the alarms were not so complicated to break. Eva, in turn, treated her victim, she used her charm, and they showed her what they had. The men were especially eager to impress her. It all came down to two or three well-measured questions, two or three comments, and it was as if people were opening their homes to her with a magic wand. Even now I imagine her, despite the years that have passed, having a conversation with a lady, and explaining to her about a painting or jewellery that she saw recently, an exact copy of what the lady has in her home, to be sure the hostess gives her a chance to inspect it. Eva was one of those people who moved like angels and thought like devils, and that was her strength. 

	      ‘The only person who really knew her was me. Thefts and robberies were like a disease to her. She didn’t need to do them unless someone challenged her and said out loud that there was no thief who could steal something from his house. To tell you the truth, this opened a door for me too. I felt the same: let’s show them that we can. So, our thefts were not about how much money we would make in a burglary, but about how sure the owner was that it was impossible for anyone to break into his home. The challenge was what drove us. Eva and I complemented each other in love and professionally. She was bright and open; I was hidden and secretive. In our first year we enjoyed each other, and the thefts were in the background. Over time thefts seemed to refresh our relationship and each new plan, each new project was a happy moment for us. We learned to spend more time on the details, and although sometimes we didn’t have much time, we managed to do it precisely because we were excited and worked well under pressure. I remember walking near Buckingham Palace one day, and Eva dreamed of going in and getting something from the palace. In just three days, we made a plan, joined a group of tourists, and managed to get out of the palace with a small silver spoon. We couldn’t sell it or keep it, so we put it in a small jewellery box and buried it in one of the parks, near a stream. It is probably still there if it hasn’t been accidentally found.’

