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	Chapter 1 — The Invitation

	 

	The rain fell in thin, endless lines over the quiet town of Rotenburg, blurring the edges of streetlights and turning the night into a trembling reflection of itself. Inside a modest, dimly lit house, a man sat alone, staring at the glow of his computer screen as if it were the only source of life left in the world.

	
 

	His name was Armin Meiwes.

	He had waited a long time for this moment.

	The room was silent except for the faint ticking of a clock and the soft hum of electricity. The cursor blinked on an empty forum page—an obscure corner of the internet where anonymity erased shame, and desire twisted into confession.

	Armin’s fingers hovered over the keyboard.

	For years, the thought had lived inside him—growing, whispering, shaping itself into something he 

	
 

	could no longer ignore. Tonight, he would give it form.

	He began to type.

	“Looking for a young, well-built man, willing to be slaughtered and consumed.”

	He paused.

	A flicker of hesitation crossed his face, but it was gone as quickly as it came. His eyes hardened, not with cruelty—but with certainty.

	He pressed enter.

	The message disappeared into the digital void.

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 2 — The First Reply

	 

	The night stretched on, heavy and unmoving.

	In the dim room, the only light came from the flickering monitor. Armin Meiwes hadn’t moved for what felt like hours. 

	
 

	His eyes were fixed on the screen, unblinking, as if any distraction might cause him to miss the moment everything changed.

	Nothing.

	No reply.

	No sign that anyone had seen the message.

	A lesser man might have felt relief. Might have laughed it off as a moment of madness and shut the computer down forever.

	But Armin was not a lesser man.

	He leaned back slowly in his chair, the wood creaking beneath 

	
 

	his weight. His fingers tapped once against the desk—soft, rhythmic, patient. He had waited years for this. He could wait longer.

	And yet…

	There was something different tonight.

	A tension in the air.

	A quiet sense that the world, somewhere beyond the rain-soaked streets of Rotenburg, had shifted—just slightly.

	The screen blinked.

	A sound.

	A notification.

	
 

	Armin froze.

	Then, slowly, he leaned forward.

	One new message.

	For a long moment, he didn’t open it.

	His heartbeat grew louder in his ears, each pulse echoing like a drum in an empty hall. His hand hovered over the mouse, trembling—not with fear, but with anticipation so intense it bordered on pain.

	Finally—

	Click.

	The message was simple.

	“I read your post.

	
 

	I’m interested.

	Tell me more.”

	No name.

	No details.

	Just those three lines.

	Armin stared at the words.

	Read them again.

	And again.

	A strange expression spread across his face—something between disbelief and quiet satisfaction. The impossible had just become real.

	He exhaled slowly, as if releasing years of silence trapped inside his chest.

	
 

	Then he began to type.

	“Are you serious?”

	“Do you understand what I am asking?”

	He stopped.

	Deleted the lines.

	Too weak. Too uncertain.

	He closed his eyes for a moment, steadying himself. When he opened them again, there was clarity—sharp, focused.

	He typed again.

	“This is not a fantasy.

	I am looking for someone who truly wishes to become part of me.

	
 

	There will be no turning back.”

	He hesitated only a second before sending it.

	Minutes passed.

	Each second stretched painfully long.

	Armin stood up, unable to sit still anymore. He walked slowly across the room, his footsteps muffled by the worn carpet. He glanced at the clock.

	02:17 AM.

	He smiled faintly.

	“Too late for doubt,” he whispered.

	The notification sound came 

	
 

	again.

	Sharper this time. Louder.

	Armin turned instantly.

	Back to the screen.

	Another message.

	“I understand.”

	“I have thought about this for a long time.”
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