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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 AI to rewrite my first book James Locker: The Duality of Fate(2013).. Full disclosure I did not write this new version; 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.

Feel free to compare this version with the original and tell me which one you prefer by sending me an email to MartinLundqvistauthor@Gmail.com or a message to Martin Lundqvist Author on Facebook
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CHAPTER 1 — PROLOGUE 
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Crime Inspector James Locker lay awake in bed, drenched in sweat.

He had stopped taking his antidepressants. He told himself it was necessary—to feel something again, to live properly—but now he wasn’t so sure.

He was thinking about her.

Seven months had passed, and he still could not comprehend what had happened that day. He and Emily Luong had fought—violently—but the reason had faded from his memory. It was all blurred, as if his mind refused to revisit it.

What remained clear was the aftermath.

She had left, taking $20,000 of their savings. The following day, he received a message: she despised him and never wanted to see him again.

He could have reported the money as stolen. It would have been simple—routine. But he never did. Money was not the issue. Understanding was.

And despite everything, he had loved Emily too much to report her to his colleagues and risk having her deported.

He thought about calling her.

He didn’t.

Ironically, his career had improved significantly during those seven months. He had solved several high-profile cases through sheer focus and discipline. Emotional detachment, it seemed, had its advantages in homicide investigations.

James had recently been promoted to Inspector and was even considered a potential successor to the legendary Detective Michael Fuller.

That, however, seemed unlikely.

Fuller still had nine years until retirement and showed no intention of slowing down. He was a man who lived entirely for his work.

In that regard, James had become increasingly similar to him.

The clock on his nightstand read 3:00 a.m.

In five hours, he would leave for the airport with his colleagues—and closest friends—Thomas Anderson and Adam Smith. They were heading to Asia for a month of travel, adventure, heavy drinking, and questionable decisions.

Adam had put it bluntly:

“Look, James, I know it’s been rough with this Emily situation, but it’s time to move on. We’ll fix you up—ten girls, minimum. Rebuild your confidence.”

James had smiled at the time, suspecting his friends might even go as far as paying someone to pretend interest in him just to boost his self-esteem.

Still, he agreed to go.

It seemed more promising than the therapy sessions he had been attending.

If his friends followed through, perhaps it would help. If not, he had no intention of seeking out prostitutes on his own. Not out of moral objection, but because the idea simply did not appeal to him.

James got out of bed, took a shower, and made breakfast. He ate in front of the television while waiting for his friends.

Despite the lack of sleep, he felt calm. He would likely sleep on the plane and arrive with more energy than the others.

The date was July 17, 2013.
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CHAPTER 2 — A PAST CASE SUMMARISED 
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A month later, James Locker, Adam Smith, and Thomas Anderson returned to the police station—exhausted, but in high spirits.

To their relief, Michael Fuller had already solved another high-profile case during their absence. This meant they could ease back into work before the next storm arrived.

The department had a unique system. Since funding did not allow for performance bonuses, cases were distributed evenly among teams as a form of reward. Solving cases quickly meant fewer immediate assignments afterward.

In practice, however, this system often worked in reverse.

Michael Fuller’s exceptional efficiency meant his team frequently faced intense workloads in short bursts, followed by sudden calm. It was widely joked that if Fuller were given a bathtub and a whiskey bar in his office, he would solve every case without ever leaving—and the rest of the department would be out of work.

The joke, while exaggerated, contained some truth.

Fuller was an extraordinary detective. Over 90 percent of the cases assigned to his team resulted in convictions.

As the trio entered the station, Fuller greeted them warmly.

“Good day, mates. Great to see you back. I wrapped up a tricky case last Friday, so this week shouldn’t be too demanding. Let’s head to the lunchroom—you can tell me about your holiday, and I’ll walk you through the case.”

They sat down with coffee and biscuits.

James leaned forward.

“Michael, I still don’t understand how you solved that case so quickly. The media made it sound incredibly complex.”

Thomas frowned.

“Sorry, I’ve been out of the loop. What case are we talking about?”

Fuller nodded.

“The Father Walker case. A senior Anglican priest. Found murdered in his church—badly mutilated.”

Adam shrugged.

“We get violent cases. What made this one special?”

Fuller’s tone shifted.

“The priest was tied to the altar. His genitals were destroyed with sulphuric acid. Half his face was burned with a blowtorch. Then ‘666’ was tattooed on his forehead. Finally, he was killed with a sharpened crucifix through the heart.”

Thomas winced.

“That’s... extreme. How did you solve it? Escaped psychiatric patient?”

Fuller shook his head.

“No. This required planning. The perpetrator needed to sedate him, transport equipment, and act with precision. This wasn’t random—it was personal.”

James nodded.

“I follow your reasoning. But how did you identify Agnes Montecristo so quickly? They hadn’t been in contact for years.”

Fuller smirked.

“Experience, James. And research.”

He leaned back slightly.

“I spend a lot of time thinking—but thinking requires input. I read extensively. Historical records, religious texts, case studies.”

James smiled.

“So what ancient wisdom helped this time?”

Fuller continued:

“I found a reference in a 1734 Anglican legal amendment, written during the witch hunts. The method of execution described there closely matched the crime scene.”

Adam raised an eyebrow.

“So... the priest was a child molester?”

“Not exactly,” Fuller replied. “The punishment was for incest—specifically, a man who impregnated his sister, resulting in what they called a ‘demonic child.’”

James leaned forward.

“So you tracked down the sister?”

Fuller shook his head.

“No official sister existed. But I realized the perpetrator had to be a woman from his past. I requested records of devout parishioners who had abruptly stopped attending church.”

“And?” Adam asked.

“One name stood out: Agnes Montecristo. She disappeared from the congregation seven years ago. Records showed she had a child roughly nine months later.”

Thomas exhaled.

“So what happened next?”

“I confronted her. She confessed almost immediately. Even if she retracts, we have sufficient evidence.”

James frowned slightly.

“But why now? Why wait seven years?”

Fuller’s expression darkened.

“She was deeply religious. Abortion was not an option. She left to protect the child—and built a new life in the United States.”

He paused.

“That changed a year ago. Her daughter became ill. Doctors determined it was due to incest-related genetic conditions. Social services took custody.”

Silence filled the room.

“She lost everything,” Fuller continued. “So she came back—to take revenge.”

Thomas shook his head.

“That’s tragic... and terrifying.”

Adam nodded.

“Yeah. But enough of that—let’s hear about our month in Asia.”
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CHAPTER 3 — AN AWESOME MONTH IN ASIA 
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Since the team’s workload was light, they went out to a nearby café to grab coffee before returning to Michael’s office to continue their conversation about the trip.

Unfortunately, Adam accidentally activated the intercom system—broadcasting their conversation to the entire Central Sydney Murder Investigation Department.

Thomas took a sip of his coffee and frowned.

“That tastes strange. I can’t remember the last time I had a non-alcoholic drink—apart from water.”

Michael raised an eyebrow.

“You didn’t drink coffee in Asia? The caffeine withdrawal must have been brutal.”

Thomas laughed.

“Oh, we had plenty of coffee—just not the usual kind. Mostly Irish.”

Adam nodded.

“And in Thailand, that usually means mixing it with local whisky. Not exactly top-shelf stuff.”

Thomas grimaced.

“Yeah, the taste was... rough. But after a few drinks, it all blends together anyway.”

Michael smirked.

“Convenient logic.”

Adam leaned back, clearly enjoying himself.

“Still, the trip had an impressive effect on James. He exceeded even our expectations.”

Michael looked at him.

“Expectations?”

Adam grinned.

“We may have set a few... informal goals for him. The idea was to help him move on.”

Michael shook his head.

“And how exactly did you define success?”

Adam shrugged.

“Let’s just say James rediscovered his confidence.”

James sighed.

“That’s not entirely accurate. I spent most of the trip seeing one woman. It didn’t work out, but it wasn’t what Adam is making it sound like.”

Adam raised his hands.

“Fair enough. I might not have all the details. But I will say this—you weren’t exactly short on attention.”

Before James could respond, the office door opened.

Samantha Robinson stepped in.

She was fresh from the academy—young, composed, and observant. She gave Adam a measured look.

“Good to have you back. And even better that you chose to share your stories with the entire department.”

Adam froze.

Without a word, he rushed to the intercom panel and switched it off.

The others exchanged uneasy glances.

Samantha folded her arms, suppressing a smile.

“Relax. I could only hear Adam clearly. He was closest to the microphone.”

The tension in the room eased slightly—except for Adam, who still looked pale.

Samantha continued:

“And don’t worry—I’m not reporting you. But maybe save these conversations for after work next time.”

She paused, then added dryly:

“Also, Adam—I’d be surprised if Barry isn’t already on his way.”

Adam exhaled sharply.

“Right. I should probably go talk to him before this gets worse.”

He stood and left the room quickly.

A brief silence followed.

Thomas glanced at Samantha, then spoke:

“Just so you know—I don’t really agree with how Adam talks sometimes.”

Samantha tilted her head.

“Really? You’ve been friends a long time.”

Thomas hesitated.

“Well... I mean, there’s more to me than that.”

Samantha studied him for a moment.

“If you’re trying to distance yourself because you think I’ll report you, don’t bother. I’m not interested in playing HR.”

She stepped closer, her tone calm but direct.

“But if you’re trying to impress me, pretending to be someone you’re not, isn’t a great strategy.”

Thomas opened his mouth, then closed it again.

“I respect honesty,” she continued. “And confidence. Not performance.”

She gave him a brief smile.

“You seem decent. Just don’t overthink it.”

With that, she turned and left.

Thomas stared after her.

After a moment, he shook his head slightly.

“Right... noted.”

Michael stood up.

“Alright, that’s enough storytelling for one morning. Let’s get back to work.”
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CHAPTER 4 — MICHAEL FULLER GETS BUSTED 
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Michael Fuller sat at his desk, reviewing the Montecristo case file.

He disliked this part of the job.

A full case report could stretch beyond 1,500 pages. In many cases, documenting the investigation took more time than solving it.

Fortunately, the department had introduced a system of ghostwriters to draft reports, allowing detectives to focus on active cases. Even so, Michael still had to review everything carefully to ensure accuracy.

It was tedious work—but necessary.

His mind began to drift.

In a few weeks, he would be on holiday—travelling through the British Isles on a “Castles and Whiskies” tour. Three weeks, fourteen castles, and an extensive exploration of regional distilleries.

For once, he would step away from work.

That thought brought him a rare sense of anticipation.

But it was tempered by something else.

He would be going alone.

Most of his friends were tied down by family commitments. Others had partners who were less enthusiastic about spending annual leave on whisky tours.

Then there was Rebecca—his daughter.

Twenty-one years old, and distant.

He had invited her to join him, offering to cover all expenses. She had declined.

Whisky and castles weren’t her interests.

But that wasn’t the real issue.

The distance between them ran deeper than that.

She had accused him—more than once—of being absent during her childhood. Of choosing work over family.

He couldn’t deny it.

“Maybe she’ll understand one day,” he muttered to himself.

The thought lingered.

Then his phone rang.

Barry Itch.

Michael sighed.

No point delaying.

He stood and made his way to Barry’s office.



Barry’s office was immaculate—everything in precise alignment. To Michael, it reflected the man perfectly: controlled, rigid, and quietly unsettling.

Barry gestured to a chair.

“Please, have a seat.”

Michael sat.

“This about the intercom incident earlier?” he asked. “Because I agree—Adam crossed a line.”

Barry gave a thin smile.

“I appreciate your support. Though I am surprised you didn’t intervene.”

Michael said nothing.

Barry continued:

“No, this concerns something more serious. The Lopez case.”

Michael frowned slightly.

“Of course. High-profile shooting at the airport. The suspect was killed on-site. Organized Crime took over.”

Barry leaned forward.

“Yes. And yet... there are inconsistencies.”

Michael remained still.

“The CCTV footage shows a suitcase at the scene. The suspect leaves without it. Shortly after, the feed cuts.”

Barry’s gaze sharpened.

“Your report makes no mention of any suitcase.”

Michael shrugged.

“Because there wasn’t one when we arrived.”

Barry nodded slowly.

“Interesting.”

He paused.

“Organized Crime has received an anonymous tip. It claims you removed illegal substances from the scene.”

Michael stared at him.

“That’s absurd.”

“Is it?” Barry replied calmly. “The estimated street value is over $100,000.”

Silence stretched between them.

Barry folded his hands.

“We can proceed in one of two ways. I can involve Internal Affairs—formally detain you, open a full investigation...”

He let the words hang.

“...or we handle this quietly.”

Michael narrowed his eyes.

“What does ‘quietly’ mean?”

“I’ve arranged for a private security firm to conduct a search of your home. If nothing is found, the matter ends here.”

“And if something is found?”

Barry’s expression didn’t change.

“Then we discuss next steps.”

Michael considered his options.

Internal Affairs would tear his life apart—regardless of the outcome.

“Fine,” he said finally. “Do the search.”

Barry slid a document across the desk.

“Sign here.”

Michael signed and handed over his keys.



Three hours later, at 8 p.m., two men entered the office.

One of them spoke.

“We found a bag in the basement. Approximately 3.5 kilos of cocaine.”

Michael’s stomach dropped.

The man continued:

“Your fingerprints are on the packaging. Preliminary DNA matches as well.”

Michael shook his head.

“That’s not possible. I’ve never seen it before.”

Barry looked at him calmly.

“That’s your claim.”

Michael’s voice rose.

“You set this up.”

Barry didn’t react.

“The evidence says otherwise. The drugs disappeared from your case. They were found in your home. Your prints are on them.”

Michael said nothing.

Barry leaned back slightly.

“I have no interest in a public scandal. You are... valuable to this department’s reputation.”

He slid another document forward.

“Resign. Effective immediately. Health reasons.”

Michael stared at the paper.

“Otherwise?”

Barry met his gaze.

“Internal Affairs.”

The decision came quickly.

Michael picked up the pen.

“I’ll sign.”

Barry nodded.

“Good. Hand over your badge and firearm.”

Michael did.

Barry gestured toward the adjoining bathroom.

“Dispose of the evidence. I don’t want it anywhere near this department.”

Michael hesitated for a fraction of a second—then complied.

Minutes later, it was done.

Barry stood and extended his hand.

“You were an exceptional detective. I hope you find something worthwhile to do next.”

Michael ignored the gesture.

Without another word, he walked out.
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