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Foreword
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Dear reader.

Thanks for picking up this book. It’s 2026 and AI models are all around us, so I decided to use two different AI models to remake my 2020 novel The Banker and the Dragon – The emergence of the Hei Bai virus. Full disclosure I did not write these new versions; I let AI do the heavy lifting. For some, this might sound strange, Authors are meant to love the written word and the intricacies of the language. However, for me I am mainly interested in creating stories and seeing where they take me. If I can use AI to refine future manuscripts I can create more stories, which I am interested in, while cutting the massive editing time which does not interest me. We’ll see how these new versions are received.

I released two new versions, created by Google AI and Copilot and they retell the stories in vastly different ways. 

The Google AI version (The Monocle Conspiracy: The Hei Bai Disaster) is closer to the original manuscript, fast-paced, gritty and focused on action rather than realism.

The Copilot version (The Banker and the Dragon – Extended AI edition) is vastly different. That model does not allow explicit violence or sex and being an office product, it’s focused on realism and a slower pace. Feel free to compare the version and let me know whether you prefer the original, the Google AI version or the Copilot version by sending me an email to MartinLundqvistauthor@Gmail.com
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Chapter 1 The Honey Dragon (2 March 2021)
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The jar sat on Jing Xi’s desk like a small, insolent sun. He turned it in his palm until the office light threaded through the amber and the lid sighed. The scent rose—warm, floral, a sweetness that seemed to remember caves and rain—and for a breath the lacquered room fell away. He imagined a high ridge, a bell, a monk’s chant; the image was absurd and private, a place that had nothing to do with cameras or protocol.

He lifted the spoon with the same careful hand he used to sign decrees. The honey slid across his tongue and opened like a secret: bright at the front, then deep and slow, a taste that wanted to be savored. For a moment the restlessness that lived behind his ribs eased. He let his eyes close and the memory of the flavor carried him somewhere softer than the palace—somewhere the world felt ordered and small.

The laptop beside him glowed with the month’s WeChat poll. How I intend to improve my character during the year of the Ox. The words sat there like a dare. Jing’s mouth tightened. He had remade the party’s name to placate trade partners, allowed a cosmetic vote to choose his column topic, and now the people had chosen humility for him. The idea scraped at him like sand. He pictured the public reading his confession and seeing not a leader but a man—fallible, ordinary—and the image made his hands go cold.

He set the spoon down with a small, precise movement and watched the bead of honey cling to the metal before it fell. The jar’s label—Turkish Elvish Honey—looked ridiculous and precious at once. He had paid for it as a man pays for absolution: expensive, rare, a thing that could be shown to others as proof of taste and power. The honey should have soothed him. Instead it left a hollow that money could not fill.

Min Li would arrive in thirty minutes. The thought steadied him; anticipation was a ritual he had learned to use as a valve. He opened a drawer and felt the crinkle of a Ziplock bag—powdered promises of vigor—and smiled without humor. He had always mixed the old and the new: Western pills, Chinese remedies, the best of both worlds to keep him sharp. He pictured the headlines he would never write and the faces that would never kneel.

A photograph on the desk caught his eye—Eileen Lu, chin lifted, eyes steady. He had watched her in court, watched the way she moved the air around her. Possession was a language he understood. He imagined her in his house, imagined the power of making her small. The thought did not arrive as a plan so much as a hunger: not for her body alone but for the proof of control. He had learned to measure influence in the way people bent their heads.

The jar slipped from his fingers. Honey arced through the air and hit the lacquer with a slow, obscene splash. It ran down the desk in sticky rivulets, a small, sweet stain on a room that had never learned to apologize. The sound of glass on wood was a punctuation mark. Jing watched the spill as if it were a clock, each drop marking a second of something he could not name.

He did not shout. He did not move to punish the jar. He watched the honey drip and felt the heat of a plan forming behind his eyes—how to make the world kneel, how to make the people worship again. The broken rim glittered like a promise. He imagined the column he would not write: not a confession but a decree, a lesson in reverence. The poll’s words burned at the back of his mind, and he thought of the old emperors whose portraits hung in museums and the way their faces had been polished by generations of obeisance.

Biyu Sang knocked once and entered with the careful gait of someone who had learned to measure her steps around a man’s moods. She carried a folder and the practiced smile of a woman who had learned to make herself small in the presence of power. Jing waved her away with a single finger and watched her retreat, the hem of her sleeve catching the light like a small, obedient flag.

“Chairman,” she said, voice low. “Min Li will be here in twenty minutes.”

“Good,” he said. The word was a small, flat thing. He imagined the room filled with the soft sounds of pleasure and the way anticipation could smooth the edges of a bad day. He imagined the cameras outside, the headlines that would never mention the private rituals of a man who had remade a nation.

He thought of the Qianlong Emperor and the stories of long life that had been told in the palace. He had studied both Chinese and Western medicine and kept a private regimen of herbs and injections that made him feel like a man who could outlast history. He liked to imagine himself as a man who could outlive the legends. The honey was a small indulgence in that project.

A memory slid into him—an old photograph of a younger Jing, sleeves rolled, standing in a crowd that had once cheered for him. The faces in the picture were smaller than he remembered, the smiles less certain. He had been hungry then for something he could not name: respect, perhaps, or the quiet of being obeyed. Power had taught him to measure affection in the currency of fear. He had learned to trade mercy for loyalty and to count favors like coins.

He reached for his phone and scrolled through a feed of flattering headlines. Each headline was a small mirror. He tapped a photo of Eileen and held it until the image filled the screen. Her chin was lifted in that picture too, the same stubborn line he had seen in court. He felt the old, familiar tightening in his chest—the sensation of a man who wanted to own not just a person’s body but the story they told.

The door opened and Min Li entered like a bright thing. She moved with the practiced ease of someone who had been taught to be admired. Her smile was a rehearsed arc, her dress a study in careful exposure. Jing watched her and felt the animal part of him settle. The room’s edges softened. He rose and took her hand with the casual possessiveness of a man who had never been refused.

They spoke in small, private phrases—words that meant nothing outside the room. Min Li laughed at the right moments and touched his arm with the exact amount of deference he expected. Jing let the conversation drift like a boat on a calm sea. He wanted the release of being seen and not judged, the small mercy of being allowed to be human for an hour.

Yet even as he moved through the ritual, his mind kept returning to the photograph on the desk. Eileen’s face was a question he could not answer. He thought of the court, of the way she had stood and argued, of the way the public sometimes whispered and sometimes bowed. He imagined the headlines that would never be written and the ways a man could bend a narrative until it fit his hand.

When Min Li left, the room felt colder. The honey had dried into a sticky map across the desk, a small, sweet ruin. Jing sat back down and opened his laptop. The poll still glowed. He placed his fingers on the keyboard and began to type, not the column the people had asked for but a different kind of message—one that would remind them of the shape of power without admitting its cracks.

Outside, the city moved on: traffic, vendors, the distant hum of a life that did not revolve around his desk. Inside, the jar’s broken rim caught the light and threw it into a thousand small, golden shards. Jing watched them and felt the old hunger again—the hunger for proof that he mattered, that the world would bend when he asked it to. He closed the laptop and, for a moment, let the silence fill the room like a held breath.

Okay that was a bit long, but go ahead with chapter 2
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Chapter 2 Another Win for Freedom (5 March 2021)
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“...and because of the disclaimer regarding fictional content, Mary Sheng didn’t break any laws when she drew a sad bear looking at an empty honey jar.”

Eileen Lu smoothed the bridge of her glasses with a fingertip and let the sentence land in the courtroom like a stone. The frames were a small performance—an accessory that softened her face and, she knew, pleased Magistrate Feng Woo. She kept her chin level, let her shoulders relax, and watched the judge’s eyes for the tiny flicker that meant he was amused.

Feng Woo cleared his throat and folded his hands as if arranging a stage. He liked the theater of justice: the cameras, the scripted remorse, the way a single take could be edited into a lesson. “You raise some valid points, Miss Lu,” he said, voice smooth as lacquer. “I will drop this case if Miss Sheng apologises to Chairman Xi about the resemblance between the sad bear and our Supreme Leader.”

Eileen’s mouth tightened. She leaned toward her client and whispered, the words soft enough that only Mary could hear. Take the plea bargain. I have done everything I can to save you. Mary’s fingers trembled around the paper in her hand; the tremor was a small, honest thing in a room full of rehearsed emotion.

Feng’s smile widened, the kind that meant he had a camera crew on standby and a script to fill. “Don’t whisper to your client,” he said, not unkindly. “Everyone deserves to hear the advice you are giving your client.” He loved the optics of magnanimity. He loved the way a public apology could be shaped into a lesson about loyalty and gratitude.

Mary swallowed and tried to steady her voice. “Please, Magistrate Woo. I want to let the Chinese people know how sorry I am.” Her words came out thin and brittle, the sound of someone learning to cry on cue. An aide slid a note into her hand; she read it twice, then three times, until the lines felt like a script she could inhabit.

The AV crew moved like a second court—lights, a boom, a camera that hungrily framed her face. “Read these lines,” Feng said. “We will record until you get it right. I want to see heartfelt remorse in the video. I don’t want to see a woman lying to save her life. Can you do that?”

Mary nodded. The first take was raw; the second, practiced. When the director called “Cut,” the room exhaled as if it had been holding its breath. Mary’s shoulders shook with a grief that was not entirely hers; the tears were real enough, but the shape of them had been chosen by someone else.

She looked into the camera and spoke the apology they had written for her: the empty jar as a symbol of a poor China before its savior, the gratitude for mercy, the confession of thoughtless offense. Her voice trembled on the word patriot and the judge clapped as if applauding an actor who had finally found the right note. Feng’s clap was theatrical, a punctuation mark that meant the scene was finished and the lesson delivered.

Outside the courthouse the air tasted of rain and exhaust. Mary’s anger spilled out as soon as the cameras were gone. “You destroyed my legacy, Eileen,” she said, voice raw and sharp. “I should have stood firm. I should have taken my punishment.”

Eileen listened without flinching. She had learned to hold two truths at once: the law’s machinery and the private calculus that kept people alive. “I saved your life,” she said simply. “While the court sentence wouldn’t have killed you, you would have had an accident within the following year. As is customary for people angering Jing Xi.” The words were blunt, clinical—an explanation that left no room for romantic notions of martyrdom.

Mary’s hands covered her face. For a moment she was a woman who had been stripped of the story she wanted to tell. “I’d rather spend some time in prison,” she whispered. “But you stopped me. Why?”

Eileen’s smile was small and dry. “That’s my job. As your lawyer, I am here for you.” She had learned to trade pride for breath. The city had taught her that survival often required a kind of moral arithmetic: one life spared, another compromise made.

They walked to the curb together. Taxis hissed, a vendor called out, and the city moved on as if nothing had happened. Mary’s voice, when it came again, was softer. “You were the only one. Of the millions that saw and liked my drawing on WeChat, you were the only one who protected me when things got tough.”

Eileen shrugged, the motion small and weary. “That is, unfortunately, human nature and the reason Chairman Xi can continue his tyranny.” She did not say the rest aloud—the long list of compromises she had made, the clients she had advised to bow, the nights she had spent awake imagining a different life. Instead she asked, practical as ever, “What are your plans now?”

Mary’s answer was a retreat into the ordinary: “I’ll go home to Xuwan. I’ll delete my online presence and spend my last years nursing my grandchildren.” The words were a surrender and a shield. Eileen nodded. “Best of luck to you. I’ll come to visit; Xuwan is beautiful in spring.”

Mary laughed once, a brittle sound. “Don’t worry about this old hag! Focus on yourself, Eileen. Find a rich, handsome man, and raise a happy family.” The barb was meant to sting, but it landed like a tired joke.

Mary climbed into a cab and watched the city blur past the window. Eileen stood on the pavement and felt the small, private ache of compromise. She had won—technically—but the victory was a hollow thing. She had saved a
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