

    
        
          The Monocle Conpiracy - The Hei Bai Disaster

        

        
        
          The Monocle Conspiracy, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Martin Lundqvist

        

        
          Published by Martin Lundqvist, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE MONOCLE CONPIRACY - THE HEI BAI DISASTER

    

    
      First edition. March 22, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Martin Lundqvist.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233229374

    

    
    
      Written by Martin Lundqvist.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Monocle Conpiracy - The Hei Bai Disaster (The Monocle Conspiracy, #1)

Chapter 1: The Honey Dragon 2nd March 2021

Chapter 2: Another Win for Freedom 5th March 2021

Chapter 3: Royal Casino 7th March 2021

Chapter 4: Pierre Beaumont is Planning his Ascension 10th March 2021

Chapter 5: The Discovery of the Hei Bai Virus 27th March 2021

Chapter 6: Jing Discovers the Hei Bai Infection 4th April 2021

Chapter 7: Jared Pond Receives a New Mission 10th April 2021

Chapter 8: The Latte Ambush 12th April 2021

Chapter 9: What an Embarrassment, Jared! 14th April 2021

Chapter 10: Jing has a realisation about the Hei Bai virus 20th April 2021

Chapter 11: Eileen receives a terrifying video 1st May 2021

Chapter 12: Jing Xi Gets the Hei Bai Virus Testing Results 2nd May 2021

Chapter 13: Pierre Beaumont books a meeting with Jing Xi 3rd May 2021

Chapter 14: A Disrupted Date 3rd May 2021

Chapter 15: A Frosty Meeting 4th May 2021

Chapter 16: Greg Steel arrests Jared Pond at Sydney Airport 5th May 2021

Chapter 17: Pierre Beaumont Plans for a Controlled Virus Outbreak 6th May 2021

Chapter 18: Greg Steel abducts Jared Pond and ships him to China 7th May 2021

Chapter 19: Tzi Cheng interrogates Jared Pond 8th May 2021

Chapter 20: Pierre Gets a Copy of the Virus Testing Video 8th May 2021

Chapter 21: Jing Xi Travels to New York 10th May 2021

Chapter 22: Pierre Beaumont Travels to New York 11th May 2021

Chapter 23: The UN summit outbreak 13th May 2021

Chapter 24: Go see your girlfriend, white devil! 14th May 2021

Chapter 25: Jing Xi kills his wife with the Hei Bai virus 15th May 2021

Chapter 26: Pierre Beaumont witnesses Lan Peng’s murder via the hacked AI 15th May 2021

Chapter 27: Jing Xi taunts Eileen when he gets an urgent reminder 16th May 2021

Chapter 28: Enemy of the State 16th May 2021

Chapter 29: We Must Save Eileen Lu from the Columnist Party's Detention 16th May 2021

Chapter 30: Dying with His Pants Down 17th May 2021

Chapter 31: The Escape from China 17th May 2021

Chapter 32: The Architect and the Pawn 18th May 2021

Chapter 33: Bending One Knee to Theocracy 22nd May 2021

Chapter 34: The Empress of the Ashes 15th June 2021

Chapter 35: Failing to Tame the Dragon 15th September 2021

Chapter 36: Forcing the Cure 18th September 2021

Also By Martin Lundqvist


Foreword

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 2nd March 2021
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‘Turkish Elvish Honey.’

Chairman Jing Xi of the Columnist Party of China (CPOC) leaned over the jar, his eyes tracking the viscous, amber slow-motion drip with the intensity of a predator. He was a man of surgically curated tastes; in his world, if a substance didn't cost its literal weight in gold, it wasn’t worth the caloric intake. As the floral, musky scent hit him, Jing didn’t just smell it—he felt a phantom ascent. He squeezed his eyes shut, imagining the thin, frigid air of a Tibetan mountain peak, the rhythmic, guttural hum of monks vibrating in his very marrow.

The mental image of Tibet stung like a sudden slap. He had no room for monks or their transcendental noise. Decades ago, his Party had ground that culture into the mountain dust. Am I softening? he wondered, a cold ripple of doubt disturbing his internal equilibrium.

He shook it off. At sixty-seven, he wasn’t aging; he was ripening into absolute power. The Qianlong Emperor had reached eighty-seven, but Jing—armed with the finest lab-grown Western synthetics and ancient Eastern elixirs—intended to make that record look like a premature exit.

He plunged a silver spoon into the gold. The sweetness was a violent symphony on his tongue, but as the honey slid down his throat, the familiar, hollow restlessness returned. Even sugar that cost more than a Shanghai factory worker’s annual salary couldn't coat the jagged edges of his fury.

He wanted the masses to tremble and weep at his feet, to deify him as they had the celestial emperors of old. Instead, they were digital ghosts, whispering sedition behind encrypted firewalls. This month’s WeChat poll was a personal spit in the face. The "ungrateful masses" had voted for him to write about: ‘How I intend to improve my character during the year of the Ox.’

The topic was a trap wrapped in a suggestion. To admit to a character flaw was to admit a crack in the State itself—and the State was a seamless monolith. Yet, to be too arrogant would betray the "Man of the People" mask he’d donned when he rebranded the CCP into the more internationally "palatable" Columnist Party.

The name change was pure theatre—lip service for the Western trade delegates he needed to bankroll his grander ambitions. He’d given the people the "vote," but only if the vote was about his Sunday column. This was the first time the cosmetic change had actually caused him a headache.

Jing slammed his laptop shut, the sound echoing like a gunshot in the sterile room. The article was beneath him. He needed a more visceral release for his frustration. He summoned Min Li, the twenty-three-year-old pageant winner whose primary function was to be beautiful and silent. She promised to be there in thirty minutes.

As he waited, the familiar hum of stress vibrated under his skin. He was sixty-seven, carrying the weight of 1.4 billion people, and he didn’t have the patience for "accidents." Cleaning up the literal and figurative messes left by his previous concubines had become an exhausting line item in the national budget.

Jing reached into a hidden drawer and pulled out a Ziplock bag containing a fine, greyish-white dust. It was a proprietary blend: Pfizer’s finest Viagra cut with the powdered horn of a black rhino. It was his personal thesis on globalism—Western chemistry meeting Eastern mysticism to ensure a very specific kind of upward mobility.

Thirty minutes later, Min Li appeared, dissolving onto the floor in a practiced, graceful kneel.

"You summoned me, Heavenly Master," she murmured to the floorboards. "How can I serve you?"

Jing didn't look up from his desk. "I didn’t hire you for your vocabulary, girl. Shut up and make yourself useful."

Min Li hesitated, a flicker of something human crossing her face before she smothered it. She hated him with a quiet, vibrating intensity, but the Supreme Leader was not a man one argued with. She reached for the silk buttons of his trousers with trembling fingers.

"Good dog," Jing sighed, leaning back as the chemicals and the horn dust began to pulse in his veins.

He watched her with detached cruelty. He felt a sudden, sharp urge to strike her—not for anything she was doing, but simply because she was there to witness his anger. He controlled the impulse. Instead, he finished the business with a cold, mechanical efficiency.

He tossed her clothes at her before the sweat had even cooled. "Wash up. You have a photoshoot tomorrow, and I won't have you looking like a wilted rag. Dismissed."

Min Li gathered her dignity and her silk, fleeing the room with eyes that burned with unshed tears.

Jing turned back to his monitor. He logged into the "Eternal Safeguard" AI—the digital god he’d built to watch his subjects. It had flagged a new list of "National Irritants." He cursed softly. In a nation of 1.4 billion, dissent was a hydra; he cut off one head, and three more sprouted in a dark corner of a server. He knew he shouldn't look—it was a masochistic addiction—but he couldn't help himself.

His cursor hovered over a file: Eileen Lu.

A twenty-eight-year-old lawyer. A civil rights activist. She had recently secured an acquittal for Ming Shebao in the Xuwan courts. The fact that a court in his country had found an enemy of the State "not guilty" felt like a personal physical assault. He stared at her photo. She was hauntingly beautiful, a fact that only made his rage feel more like hunger.

He wanted to break her. But his power, while vast, was not yet total. He couldn't simply snatch a high-profile lawyer off the street without the rest of the Politburo whining about "international optics."

"You will regret defying me," he hissed at the screen. In a sudden, explosive burst of temper, he grabbed the jar of Elvish honey and hurled it. It shattered against the wall, the "liquid gold" weeping down the wallpaper like a sticky, expensive wound.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: Another Win for Freedom 5th March 2021
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The courtroom air was thick with the smell of floor wax and state-sanctioned dread. Eileen Lu adjusted her glasses, the frames a deliberate choice of "clunky-chic" designed to disarm. She knew Magistrate Feng Woo had a soft spot for women who appeared intellectually non-threatening, and she was playing him like a well-tuned cello.

"...and because of the explicit disclaimer regarding fictional content," Eileen said, her voice a calm ripple in the tension, "Mary Sheng broke no laws when she sketched a melancholy bear staring into an empty honey jar."

She caught Feng’s eye and offered a look of curated innocence. She had him exactly where she wanted him: in her pocket, wrapped in a layer of plausible deniability.

Feng Woo cleared his throat, the sound echoing off the cold marble. "You raise valid points, Miss Lu. However, the resemblance between this... sad bear and our Supreme Leader is unfortunate. I will drop the case, provided Miss Sheng offers a sincere apology to Chairman Xi for her 'thoughtlessness'."

Please don’t be a martyr today, Eileen thought, leaning in until her breath brushed Mary Sheng’s ear. "Take the plea," she whispered. "I’ve pulled you back from the ledge; don’t jump now."

"No whispering to the client!" Feng barked, leaning over his bench. "The public deserves to hear the wisdom you're imparting."

"My apologies, Magistrate Woo," Eileen said, her smile as sharp as a razor. "I was merely advising my client to accept your extraordinarily gracious offer."

Feng smirked. "Fortunate, then, that we have a camera crew ready to document this display of remorse. We’ll record until the heart matches the script. I want to see a woman repenting, not a liar saving her skin."

A note was thrust into Mary’s trembling hands. As she read the state-authored script, the first tears began to track through her wrinkles.

"I’m ready," Mary croaked.

Clap. Clap.

"Excellent," Feng taunted. "Team, let’s produce a masterpiece."

The AV crew swarmed the room, setting up lights that turned the courtroom into a stage for a very specific kind of theatre. Mary looked into the lens, her eyes glassy with real fear.

"I want to apologise to the people of China," she began, her voice brittle. "As a true patriot, Chairman Xi is always in my thoughts, and he clearly influenced my... talentless drawing. The empty jar symbolises the poverty China suffered before our saviour lifted us out of it. I am grateful for the court’s mercy."

"Cut!" Feng shouted. "Terrible acting. But I’m a man of my word. Get out of here, you wretched cow. Dismissed!"

Eileen didn't wait for a second invitation. She grabbed Mary’s arm and hauled her toward the exit before the old woman could find her spine again. Once outside, the cool air hit them, and Mary finally exploded.

"You destroyed my legacy, Eileen! I should have stood firm. Instead, I looked like a snivelling coward praising that tyrant!"

"I saved your life," Eileen snapped, her eyes scanning the street for tails. "A prison sentence wouldn't have killed you, but the 'unfortunate accident' you would have suffered within the year certainly would have. Faking an apology is the only reason you’re breathing."

Mary’s shoulders slumped, her hands covering her face. After a long beat, she whispered, "You’re right. Thank you, Eileen."

"It’s my job," Eileen said, though she felt the familiar, bitter tang of shame.

"You were the only one," Mary said. "Millions liked that drawing on WeChat, but when the shadows moved in, you were the only one standing there."

"That is human nature," Eileen said, her voice flat. "And that is exactly why Chairman Xi can keep his boot on our necks. What’s next for you?"

"I’m going back to Xuwan," Mary replied. "I’ll delete my digital ghost and spend my remaining days nursing my grandchildren. Don't worry about an old hag like me, Eileen. Find yourself a handsome man. Start a family that doesn't have to hide."

Eileen didn't answer. She watched Mary disappear into a cab, then turned toward her own home. She felt hollow. She had won the case, but she had forced her client to bow to a dictator. She loathed the tyranny, yet she was the one teaching people how to navigate it without breaking.

She poured a cup of herbal tea and stared out at the skyline. She wished for a moment of true bravery, but for now, she could only hope for her own version of a "prince charming"—or at least someone who wasn't trying to arrest her.
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