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	Dedication

	 

	 

	To my friends and colleagues who live vegan out of conviction, compassion, and responsibility. 

	live a vegan lifestyle.

	 

	You live by an ethic that I admire.

	This book is not a critique, but a story about memory, longing, and freedom of choice.

	 

	I dedicate this work to you with respect, affection

	and the deep hope that, despite our different paths,

	we can always sit at the same table.
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	Part I:

	Only Taste Is Truth

	 


Prologue

	 

	 

	They said it was for the greater good. For the animals. For the climate. For all of us. The world as we knew it did not end with a bang. It ended with a compromise.

	 

	In 2035, the RUBIN Institute for Ethics and Nutrition published a report that shook the global food system to its core. The so-called "Rubin Report" was not a document of apocalypse: it was cool, scientific, mercilessly logical. 

	The figures were shocking. 

	Animal husbandry was responsible for over 28% of global emissions. Water consumption, antibiotic resistance, microplastics in milk, hormonal deformities in fish, everything was known. But now it was proven. Evidence-based. Undeniable.

	The public outcry was huge, but it quickly faded into the noise of the next wave of news. It wasn't protests, but political deadlock that tipped the system. Governments didn't act out of morality, but out of economic pressure. Resources were finite, disasters were on the rise, and the population was growing. So food was regulated anew: not out of insight, but out of necessity.

	In 2037, the Global Food Ethics Agreement (GFEA) was adopted. In it, 119 nations agreed on a radical change: the complete phase-out of livestock farming by 2045. The ban covered everything: meat, milk, eggs, honey, fish, even insects were categorically excluded. Not out of cruelty, but out of principle. No animal should be an object anymore.

	The transition period was brutal. Farmers lost their livelihoods. Traditional butcher shops were expropriated. Cheese factories were transformed into fermentation laboratories. Commercials talked about "protein security", "texture innovation" and "the new taste of morality." Taste was standardized, regulated, and homogenized.

	The state invested billions in system-preserving food units: devices that produced synthetic food from pressed blocks and neutral liquid in every household. They were efficient. They were pure. They were without memory.

	 

	By 2045, it was accomplished. The last official animal was killed. Since then, anything that tastes like animal has been banned. Not out of sadism. But out of loyalty to the system. Anyone who violates this is considered not only a criminal, but a rebel. A regressive. A romantic. A taste terrorist. Humans became ethical. But empty.

	 

	Living vegan is no longer a choice.

	 

	It is the law. And as with all laws that regulate private life, resistance begins in secret, in smell, in memory, in taste. 

	In this new world, dying is no longer what it used to be. No last roast. No feast for the soul. No spoonful of soup from grandmother. Death is calculated. Painless. Vegan.

	But not everyone dies that way.

	Some die with the taste of the forbidden on their tongues. With one last bite that says everything they were no longer allowed to say.

	Because in this world, dying is also an act of remembrance. A final rebellion. An exclamation mark in the silence.

	 

	"Vegans die differently," they say. And what they mean is:

	They die without chewing. Without smelling. Without remembering.

	But some take one last taste. And their death tells a story. Of taste. Of guilt. And of the question of whether ethics can survive without culture at all. 

	 

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The Meat Lounge

	 

	 

	"Don't tell me that was once a pig?" 

	Luise Becker leaned over what must once have been a buffet. Now it was just a field of debris consisting of torn aluminum trays, spilled sauces, and greasy fingerprints. The remains of something dark red, streaked with tendons and interspersed with white fibers, clearly meat, stuck to a solid wooden board. Clearly animal. The medical examiner, bald, in his early thirties, a triathlete, vegan, with a serious expression and a biosensor in his hand, nodded. "DNA sample running. Suspected real pork. Sow level. Organic, if I may say so." Luise snorted. "Organic. As if that matters now." A colleague pushed past with a stretcher. On it was a naked corpse, covered with a shiny gold rescue blanket. On the chest: a tattoo. 

	Freedom for taste!

	The letters looked fresh, almost as if the victim had had them tattooed recently. Perhaps for the final act of his life. "Name?" Luise asked . 

	"Male, mid-forties. Food influencer. Alias @Kochrebell74. 120,000 followers on Meatflix." 

	Luise frowned. Meatflix, an underground network for culinary extremists. She was familiar with the name. Somewhere in the depths of the agency's databases, there were already files on it. Thick files. The kind you'd rather leave alone. She felt her stomach tighten. Not because of the corpse, not because of the blood or the grotesque scene that was everyday stuff. No, it was the smell. A roast. Clearly. Butter, rosemary, maybe a little garlic. An aroma that was forbidden, but dug deep into her memory. Like a debt that had never been paid. The lounge they were standing in was like a surreal hybrid of a gourmet restaurant and an underground bunker. Golden forks. Slate plates. Wallpaper made of butcher paper with recipes burned into it. And in the middle of it all: scraps, leftovers, a destroyed scene. On one wall, in shiny red letters, was written: Only taste is truth.

	Luise approached one of the survivors. A man with carefully gelled hair, a goat wool poncho, and wildly flickering eyes. "You were here?" "Me? I thought it was a... spiritual salt experience." "You have steak sauce in your beard." He ran his hand over his chin in alarm. "That... that was from the museum shop!" "Name?" "Timo Schrader. I only had a subscription with them." "Subscription?" "For the meat. I mean... for the experience. I'm vegan, really! But it's medically recognized, compensatory regression. Once a month. Under medical supervision." Luise typed it into her pad. 

	Regression delusion level 2. 

	A colleague approached, scanning another guest with a portable bio-detector. "Nothing but algae oil and birch bark substitute so far." "Maybe he was just looking," Luise murmured. "Or smelling." "Enough for suspicion. Section 7: olfactory intent." Then the medical examiner approached her again. He was holding a small test tube in his hand. Inside: a thin film of fat. "Definitely pork. Frozen, but old. Probably pre-legal storage. And perfectly prepared." "A gourmet murder, then?" "Or a statement." Another investigator picked up a trace from the floor, fat mixed with some paper. A folded piece of paper. Luise unfolded it carefully. There was a single word on it: Butcher.

	She stepped back. Looked at the scene again. The ham on the floor. The arranged plates. The deliberately placed golden fork. None of it was accidental. "We're not just dealing with meat here," she murmured. "But with taste terrorism." On the upper floor, they found a hidden side room, disguised from the outside as a storage room. Inside: an old oven, still warm. Next to it: a roasting pan with leftover sauce, nutmeg, thyme, butter. And a worn notebook. Most of the pages were blank, except for one:

	"Every meal is a manifesto." 

	Luise had the book secured. Shortly afterwards, the technician radioed in. They had picked up a signal. Encrypted. Fragmented. Source: a private subnet. Someone had streamed the roast. Live. On the so-called Darkfood network. A platform for paying subscribers. For underground gourmets. The kitchen was the stage. The lounge: crime scene and theater at the same time. And someone had seen the spectacle. When Luise was standing outside later, fog descended on the city. She paused briefly in front of the patrol car. Her glasses vibrated, an internal message. Sender: unknown. Content: just one word. Welcome. She didn't reply. Instead, she drove back to the agency alone. The entrance hall smelled of disinfectant and industrial coffee. In the canteen, two colleagues stood in front of a vending machine that silently pressed a portion of protein foam into a cup. "Taste terrorism again?" one asked. "Worse," said Luise. "A confession." Later, in the interrogation room, the man with green grain in his hair sat trembling. He spoke quickly, too quickly, but between the wild justifications and broken half-sentences, one name stood out: MZ-LX.

	"That's the curator. Metzger-Lux. He gives out the recipes. He decides who gets invited. And what gets cooked." "Are there any pictures?" "Never. He wears a mask. Made of aluminum. Some say he used to be a star chef. Others say he was a surgeon." "And where can you find him?" "You can't find him. He finds you." As the man was led away, Luise got a roll from the vending machine. Spelt, homogenized, protein-enriched. She bit into it. No resistance. No flavor. Just consistency. It was filling, but it said nothing. It wasn't a meal. It was administration.

	Late at night, she sat in her apartment. The room was quiet. On the screen: an internal memo. Case status: elevated to Level 3. Subversive culinary movement. Possible connection to RUBIN. Internally blocked. Access denied. Luise rubbed her eyes. Then she turned off the monitor. The glasses vibrated again. This time: an image. A fork. Engraved: Only taste is truth. And below that: coordinates. 

	 

	Two days later. 

	The coordinates led her to a disused industrial hall on the outskirts of town. From the outside, nothing but concrete and rust. Inside: a new world. Artificial light. Steel. And the smell of cooking. Luise was dressed in civilian clothes, a camera in her glasses, a micro transmitter in her sleeve. She had pretended to be a "food archaeologist" to gain access. A cover profession that was respected in circles like these. She was greeted warmly. By people who looked like bankers, artists, programmers. Everyone here was someone. No one was visible. A man handed her an amuse-gueule, a praline with a meat filling. Veal, they said. Pickled in fermented onion. Luise smelled it, paused, passed it on. In the middle of the hall: a table. Twelve place settings. And at the head: a figure wearing an aluminum mask. Cool, smooth, faceless. MZ-LX. "Welcome," he said. His voice: deep, electronically distorted. "We are here today to taste the truth. Not to discuss it. Not to justify it. Just to taste it." One course after another was served. Venison with vanilla salt. Pheasant liver on celery caramel. No one spoke. Only the sound of breathing and memories. Luise took note of everything with her eyes, ears, and nose. Then she was addressed. "You're new," said the mask. "I was hungry," she replied. "Hunger is the beginning." After dessert, raw goose liver on blood orange, the guests left the room in silence. Only MZ-LX remained. He handed her a card. On it: a single sentence. "When you're ready, you'll cook."

	Back at the agency. No one believed her. No camera had recorded anything. The transmitter had failed. Or had been blocked. "What do you suggest?" her supervisor asked. "Let it go. Move on. I'll dig deeper. I want to know how far they've gotten." "You're risking your license." Luise nodded. "Some truths are worth the risk." When she entered her apartment, a package was waiting for her. Inside: a small knife. An engraving. Taste is a decision. And below that: a date. It was the day after tomorrow.
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