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Foreword
Mike Shark started out as a project between me and a 
friend who wanted to create a series of ghost-written 
sci-fi detective novels. When we first thought of this, 
there were no good distribution and print companies 
for these kind of books. 

A few years later, after I had published two Random 
Solo Adventure gamebooks, I re-visited the idea of 
Mike Shark. Now I had the publishing and distribution 
knowledge I previously lacked.

I wrote the first Mike Shark book completely based 
on the storyline that I had written up a few years 
earlier. My plan is to give Mike Shark several enter-
taining episodes in the future. Many more books are 
planned.

I hope you will enjoy this first Mike Shark book. If 
you do – be sure to visit the official website,  
MikeShark.com for updates, news and discounts.

J. Pingo Lindstrom
October, 2016.
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Chapter 1: Murder

He had just poured a whiskey, when the phone 
started to buzz. The setting sun flooded the office 
with a red neon-like light that made the dust  
glitter like golden diamonds. The phone buzzed 
again – now more angrily than ever. 

Mike Shark – suit undone, feet on the dark desk – 
took a sip of the whiskey and reached out for the 
buzzing device beside him. He didn’t recognize the 
number.

One more sip. The phone buzzed again.

– Yeah, Shark.
– Mike..? Michael Shark?

The voice was nervous, boyish, but gentle. 

– Who’s this?
– I’m...

The voice hesitated. 
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Clicked some keyboard-buttons in the back-
ground, coughed, then continued:

– I’m Eric Parker. Controller officer at FFP.

Shark knew about FFP – Federal Food Products, 
Inc. They had hired his services many times in the 
past – but he’d never heard about anyone called 
Parker.

– So what can I help you with, Mr Parker?
– One of our employees – a chem-lab project  
leader – was killed yesterday. By a robot. 
– By a robot? So why call me? Call whoever you 
bought the machine from.
– You don’t understand... the surveillance video 
shows someone... it looks like he’s – 

Shark cut him short:

– Tampering with the machine? I see – so you  
suspect murder, is that it, Mr Parker?
– Yes... absolutely right, sir. 
– Okay. I assume you know my standard rate?
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– Yes...
– So where can we meet?

* * *

Porto Remina is one of the larger cities of  
America’s west coast. The neon sky is constantly 
filled with advertisements beamed on to clouds 
by projectors on the roofs, or huge zeppelin ships 
with large screens, screaming out their buy-me-
now messages. 

As the night train rams past the night market,  
almost at ground level, Mike Shark looks out at 
the busy streets of a city that never sleeps. He, 
however, has problems keeping his eyes open – too 
much whiskey, too little time spent in the bed. 

He picks up his phone – a ten-year-old device – 
and checks out the latest news. Bombings at Level 64 
Government Offices, trafficking reported by low 
life cops, serial killers at ground level – the  
standard stuff that no one cares to investigate. 
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But crimes at one of the largest food corporations 
– a government controlled company even – that’s 
different. Shark knew the politics of the city well 
enough to stay clear of anything resembling a suit 
on its way to the controlling top. He knew that 
only meant trouble – and he tried to stay out of it, 
even though it always drew him back in.

The train stopped at the FFD station, on time, 
22:29, as usual. As he steps out, he can see that the 
number of station guards have doubled since his 
last visit. Might be a coincidence, but nevertheless, 
it’s weird.

* * *

Eric Parker’s office is at level 45 – high enough to 
get fresh air, but low enough to not have any real 
power. The room is cold with fake wooden sur-
faces, a thick floor mat and a large desk. Behind 
Parker is a small window looking out at Porto 
Remina’s cargo harbor – a dirty and sticky place 
no one really wants to go to, and to look at even 
less. Beside the window, the wall is covered with 
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screens – all paused on a grainy surveillance video, 
dated two days earlier.

– Anything to drink, Mr Shark?
– Whatever you’re having. 

Parker walks over to a small bar in the corner, 
pours two glasses of crystal clear water, and hands 
one of them to Shark. Mike looks at it and puts it 
down on the table beside him.

– Well..? Shark points at the screen.
– Oh, yes... the surveillance tape. Yes... As you will 
see, a figure is going to...
– Just play the damn thing.
– Oh, yes, of course...

Parker fiddles with some buttons on his phone  
device and the video starts to play. There’s no 
sound – but there’s no mistaking what’s going on 
either.

A large packing robot – branded RoboCargo 9000 
– has its maintenance hatch open and a large  
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fellow in a white coat is pulling an oil hose from 
it with brute force. As the machine starts to leak, 
he smashes the hatch closed and runs off, out of 
frame.

Parker turns the video off.

– And then the robot kills her?
– Yes, wait – I have that video file somewhere 
here...

Parker pushes some buttons on his desk.

– So who was she?

Parker looks up.

– That’s kind of the thing... here...

Parker clicks a button and the face of a beautiful 
blond woman in her late 40s, shows up on the 
screen. Parker turns to Shark and says:

– Leonora Henderson. Accused of stealing files for 



13

our largest competitor, Produce & Protection  
Corporation. 
– Oh, yeah, I know them. P&PC has been around 
a while... Why did you suspect her of stealing... 
what, like company secrets? Selling them to P&PC?
– Well, her computer logged thousands of more 
search hits on several different subjects. That’s 
usually a telltale sign of something going on. 
Might not be anything, but you know, it very well 
could be. 
– Did your security officers check this out? I mean, 
you have a pretty big security department here at...

Parker puts a finger up on his lips and Shark goes 
silent. Parker walks over to the door and checks 
that it is closed, then walks back.

– Well – that’s just the thing. They didn’t. The 
security department didn’t see this. It was me. I 
accidentally... kind of saw her computer open and 
all those search terms.
– But you said she worked in a chem-lab? That 
must be way down on level 20 or...
– 15. Level 15. And yes, I never go there. Usually. 
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– Ah, so you had an affair with her?

Parker walks over to the bar and pours a whiskey. 
He finishes it and turns to Shark. Mike looks at his 
glass with water. Parker nods, picks up a new glass, 
and pours two new whiskeys, handing one of them 
to Shark.

– Yes, and now... when she got killed... I mean, I’m 
all over the place on those cams!
– Did you kill her?
– What! God, no! Of course not! Why would I go 
to you if I killed her?
– I don’t know – people do stupid things. Okay – 
but my fee is still the same, and I will charge the 
company. They know I’m here now anyway.
– I understand. 
– I guess you have some stuff to tell your boss. It’s 
better it comes from you than me. Or the security 
officers. 
– Oh, God, yes... you’re right. I’ll get right to it.
– Can you send me her file?
– Sure. I’ll get to you right away.



15

Parker clicks his keyboard. Shark downs the  
whiskey, walks up to the door and opens it. He 
turns around, looking at Parker.

– You know... if she was indeed murdered, and she 
was working for P&PC, the killer might actually 
be your own security force. Easier than going to 
court. You might want to be extra careful regarding 
who you talk to.

* * *

Level 30 is as busy as ground level, with taxicabs 
whooshing past at tremendous speeds. Shark waves 
one in, sits down in the dark backseat and pulls up 
his phone. Leonora Henderson’s apartment is an 
hour away. He types in the address and closes his 
eyes – waiting for the cab to do its job.

Leonora lived on level 35 – pretty good for chem-
lab worker. The corridors are starkly white, rather 
bright, and completely empty. Shark walks up to 
apartment 350098 C – Henderson’s – and looks 
around. The door is heavy black steel – but the 
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lock is an outdated electronic device that he’s 
hacked many times before. He pulls up a small 
wire with a magnet, hooks it to his phone, types 
in some numbers and the lock clicks with a blue 
light. 

Shark steps inside. 

– Lights.

The lamp in the ceiling is turned on. Shark  
carefully closes the door behind him, locks it, and 
walks up to a desk where a darkened computer 
screen sits. As he turns it on, he notices that it’s 
broken and apparently has not been used for a 
very long time. He turns it off and looks around. 

The kitchen is small. Shark opens the tiny refriger-
ator unit, spots a bottle of vodka, sips some, then 
places it back. 

He walks into the bedroom – and there, on the 
small bedside table is a hand-device with an  
external memory unit. Shark hooks up the  
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memory unit to his phone and starts to push the 
files to his own storage. Millions of food-related 
chem-files, tons of secret FFP files – probably 
worth an arm and a leg, if sold to P&PC. Then he 
hears a click!

– Lights off.

He quickly pulls out the memory module cable 
and sneaks under the bed as the front door opens. 

– Lights.

The voice is soft and small, like a sad bird. The 
woman is a younger version of Leonora, but even 
more beautiful, dressed in a white pants suit and 
red belt, boots and a flight coordinator helmet. 
Her hair falls over the shoulders in a way Shark 
has never seen before.

The young woman walks into the living room and 
sits down on the sofa. She pulls off her boots and 
starts to unbutton her jacket and blouse. Shark 
keeps watching as the beautiful woman in front 



18

of him strips almost naked, and then turns to the 
bathroom.

Shark now hears the bathroom door close. Slowly, 
he sneaks out the front door – carefully closing it 
behind him. 

The sleep home on the train is filled with nice 
dreams.
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