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  The Amsterdam Assassin Series revolves around freelance assassin and corporate troubleshooter Katla Sieltjes. Under the name Loki Enterprises, Katla specialises in disguising homicide and providing permanent solutions for both individuals and corporations.


  



  The Novels


  The first novel in the Amsterdam Assassin Series, Reprobate, marks the first time Katla breaks one of her own rules, and how this affects both her personal and business life. The second novel, Peccadillo, shows what happens if you corner an assassin’s legitimate business cover. The third novel, Rogue, is planned for release in 2013. While the novels can be read out of order, reading them in chronological order might be more enjoyable.


  



  The KillFiles


  Between the publications of the novels, the Amsterdam Assassin Series will also feature stand-alone short stories, the Katla KillFiles. The Katla KillFiles chronologically precede the novels in the Amsterdam Assassin Series. Each KillFile features Katla executing one of her contracts before the events in Reprobate, and, while not mandatory reading, each KillFile provides insight both in Katla’s work methods and skill, and additional background information in her character and personal history. The KillFiles can be read out of order, as the contracts are random samples from Katla’s past.


  



  To receive updates on the Amsterdam Assassin Series, click here to subscribe to the mailing list.
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  Assassin Katla has to kill an industrial spy and retrieve the stolen item...


  



  The Microchip Murder KillFile (8,600 words) follows Katla Sieltjes as she has to kill a woman recently fired by her employer, and recover the microchip and research materials stolen by the ex-employee. Meanwhile, the target is wary and looking for a way to sell the microchip to the competition.


  



  The Katla KillFile short stories chronologically precede the novels in the Amsterdam Assassin Series. Each KillFile features Katla Sieltjes, expert in disguising homicide, executing one of her contracts. While not mandatory reading, each KillFile provides insight both in Katla’s work methods and skill, and additional background information in her character and personal history. The KillFiles can be read out of order, as the contracts are random samples from her past.


  


  



  



  



  



  For Maaike, the love and light of my life.


  



  And to Tycho Thelonious and Nica Hilke, thankfully still too young to read my work.


  



  



  



  



  



  Microchip Murder - A Katla KillFile


  



  The LaPlace cafeteria at the Vroom & Dreesmann was busy around lunch time, but Katla Sieltjes had her corner table for an hour already, arriving early to study the people coming and going while she had her customised iPad on the table. The screen showed her a map of the cafeteria and part of the department store, with active cell phones in small rectangles moving around. So far, only four cell phones had come and gone, but they gathered around the food court and the cash register, so they probably belonged to the staff. Another cell phone had passed her twice, but that belonged to the young security guard making his rounds. About five minutes before the meeting the client’s cell phone number appeared, entering the building. Katla touched the screen, flagging the ten cell phones strategically most likely to be surveillance. Not necessarily the closest, since shadowing someone often required staying at an appropriate distance. Only two of the flagged cell phones moved in the same direction as the client’s, but before he reached the food court one went in another direction and the other lingered near the food court while the client made his way to the tables looking out over the Rokin. When the client stepped into view he turned out to be a swarthy midget, dressed impeccably in a two-piece Italian charcoal suit with a yellow power tie.


  Katla twirled the keyring to her Vespa around her index finger to signal him and the midget came over, sat down on the opposite chair. There was no service at the cafeteria, so they weren’t disturbed by waiters.


  Katla poured him some water from the bottle of Spa Rood and leant back. “From what I understand, this is a case of industrial espionage?”


  “My former employee, Olivia Schijf, stole from me.” The midget reached in his pocket slowly and took out a photograph of a blonde with her hair in a chignon. “She used to supervise my technical department.”


  “And you fired her because she’d stolen from you?”


  “No. She didn’t perform to my satisfaction. When I gave her notice, she stole from me, but I didn’t find out until after she left the building. She’s now offering the stolen item on the market.”


  “And you want Loki Enterprises to retrieve the item?”


  The midget drew a finger across his throat, his eyes cold. “She’s in negotiations with the competition. Can’t have that.”


  “Hiring Loki Enterprises is pretty radical solution to your problem,” Katla said, her eyes even colder than the midget’s. “Have you tried any other options?”


  “I offered to buy back the item.” The midget studied his nails. “She refused, told me the item was rightfully hers. I told her she would be in trouble if she didn’t return the item.”


  “You threatened her?” Katla shook her head. “Smart.”


  He looked at her disdainfully. “It wasn’t a threat. It was a promise. And I intend to make good on my promise. That’s why I want to hire Loki Enterprises. And you speak for Loki, don’t you?”


  “That’s right.” Let him think she was just a representative. “So what is the item?”


  The midget folded his hands and looked solemn. “A microchip.”


  “With?”


  “With what?”


  Katla folded her hands. “A microchip is like a memory card, a storage medium.”


  “Listen.” The midget jabbed his finger at her. “Don’t lecture me on microchips—”


  “You might want to change your tone.” She tilted her head. “I’m here to vet you, but if you give me attitude, this conversation is over.”


  “I paid Loki to listen to my case,” the midget said. “Five thousand, non-refundable.”


  Katla fixed him in her cool blue gaze. “Are you whining?”


  The midget opened his mouth, paused, then his mouth snapped shut.


  “If your problem requires our solution and you can meet the fee, we have a deal,” she said. “However, if your problem can be solved in a less radical manner, I might suggest another venue. If you need to reclaim stolen software, I can help you find a good hacker to break into her computer and steal back your software.”


  He shook his head. “That won’t be possible. The software doesn’t work on regular operating systems. And I doubt if she has installed the software on a regular computer with internet access.”


  “So it’s fancy software.”


  “Extremely fancy,” the midget said. “And for restricted purposes.”


  “Military?”


  “Restricted, that’s all you need to know. The software is in a compressed file that cannot be extracted by ordinary computers. She intends to sell the program to the competition. I need the program back. And I need her out of the picture.”


  “Who
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