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  Preface



Ophelia Peabody, a strict vegan, is shocked to inherit her late uncle’s meat production company. As she grapples with her new role, she faces an unexpected twist: a die-hard carnivore from her plant accidentally adopts a vegan diet.




What follows is a comical yet heartfelt exploration of food, identity, and unexpected change. Together, they navigate awkward dinners, surprising flavors, and their clashing beliefs.




Can they find common ground in a world divided by food choices? Join Ophelia and her unlikely ally on a journey that challenges everything they thought they knew about meat, veggies, and each other.
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  Ophelia

  
  




Ophelia Peabody, a woman whose life revolved around the ethical treatment of broccoli and the inherent sentience of soybeans, choked on her kombucha. The letter, crisp and officious in her trembling hand, confirmed her worst nightmare. Her estranged Uncle Bartholomew, a man whose dietary habits could generously be described as “carnivorous,” had shuffled off this mortal coil, leaving her… everything. Including, and Ophelia nearly fainted again, Peabody’s Premium Pork Products.




Peabody’s Premium Pork Products. The very name tasted of injustice. Ophelia envisioned rows of squealing pigs, their tiny snouts pressed against the cold steel bars of their imprisonment, dreaming of clover and freedom. She felt a familiar pang of guilt for the leather of her ethically sourced, vegan-certified sandals.




“This cannot be happening,” she muttered to Clementine, her ginger cat, rescued from a dumpster behind an organic grocery store. Clementine, blissfully unaware of the ethical crisis unfolding, yawned, displaying a shockingly pink tongue.




Ophelia, however, was not one to back down from a challenge, be it a particularly stubborn patch of weeds in her rooftop garden or a vehemently anti-tofu heckler at her vegan potlucks. She would infiltrate Peabody’s Premium Pork Products and tear it down from the inside, transforming it into a haven for holistic, plant-based living.




The next day, Ophelia, clad in her most empowering linen overalls and a T-shirt proclaiming “Kale Yeah!”, arrived at Peabody’s Premium Pork Products. The aroma that assaulted her nostrils was… intense. Smoky, meaty, undeniably un-vegan. She plastered a determined smile on her face and marched into the main office, Clementine safely tucked away in her oversized tote bag.




The office was a testament to Uncle Bartholomew’s questionable taste. Hunting trophies adorned the walls, interspersed with framed advertisements featuring smiling families devouring impossibly juicy ham hocks. Ophelia shuddered.




“You must be Ophelia,” boomed a voice. A large, jovial man with a walrus mustache and a twinkle in his eye lumbered forward. “I’m Hank, the foreman. Bartholomew always said you were a ‘root-eatin’ loon.’ But he was a sentimental old hog.”




Ophelia bristled, but held her tongue. “I am here to… explore the business.”




Hank, bless his heart, seemed utterly unfazed by her linen-clad presence. He launched into a detailed explanation of the sausage-making process, complete with enthusiastic gestures and colorful metaphors. Ophelia, meanwhile, was desperately trying to suppress her gag reflex.




Her initial attempts at sabotage were… disastrous, to put it mildly. She tried replacing the salt in the sausage recipe with Himalayan pink salt, resulting in sausages that tasted vaguely of bath bombs. She attempted to introduce tofu as a “leaner, healthier alternative,” a suggestion that was met with blank stares and nervous shuffling.




One day, she accidentally added cinnamon to a batch of bacon. Initially, the response was horrified. But then, a strange thing happened. People started coming back for it. “That weirdly delicious cinnamon bacon?” they’d ask. “Got any more of that stuff?”




Ophelia, baffled, realized something. Maybe, just maybe, she was approaching this all wrong. Instead of trying to force veganism down everyone’s throats (metaphorically, of course), she could… subtly influence their palates.




She started small. Introducing a side salad bar with more than just iceberg lettuce. Adding vegetarian options to the company cafeteria. She even managed to convince Hank to try a “pulled jackfruit” sandwich, which he declared “surprisingly not terrible!”




Slowly, subtly, things began to change. Employees started bringing in their own veggie dishes for lunch. The company’s annual picnic featured a vegan chili cook-off (surprisingly competitive). Even Hank started adding a sprinkle of nutritional yeast to his eggs in the morning.




Ophelia never fully transformed Peabody’s Premium Pork Products into a vegan utopia. But she did manage to nudge it in a greener, healthier direction. And, more importantly, she learned that sometimes, change doesn’t come from radical revolution, but from a little bit of cinnamon, a dash of jackfruit, and a whole lot of patience.




As for Clementine, she seemed perfectly content, having discovered the joy of sunbathing on a pile of burlap sacks in the warehouse, occasionally batting at a stray sausage casing. After all, even a strict vegan’s cat deserved a little bit of… ambiance.
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Ophelia quickly learned that running Peabody’s Premium Pork Products wasn’t just about sausages and bacon. It was about people. And the people of Peabody’s were… characters. There was Mildred, the perpetually gossiping receptionist whose encyclopedic knowledge of everyone’s personal lives was both terrifying and occasionally useful. There was Earl, the quiet, meticulous butcher who could debone a pig faster than anyone Ophelia had ever seen, and whose only vice was a daily crossword puzzle. And then there was Brenda from accounting, a woman whose love for spreadsheets was only surpassed by her love for competitive line dancing.




Ophelia, used to the serene atmosphere of her rooftop garden and the gentle hum of her vegan co-op, felt like she’d landed on another planet. Her attempts at introducing “mindfulness Mondays” were met with polite confusion. Her suggestion for a company-wide yoga retreat was laughed out of the breakroom.




“Honey,” Mildred said, patting Ophelia’s hand with surprising gentleness, “These folks work their butts off. What they need is a cold beer and a football game, not downward dog.”




Ophelia realized she had a lot to learn about these people, about their lives, and about what made them tick. And if she was going to change Peabody’s, she needed to understand them first. So, she started listening. She listened to Mildred’s gossip (and occasionally gleaned some useful information). She admired Earl’s precision. She even tried to learn a line dance from Brenda, a disastrous experience that ended with Ophelia tangled in a pile of limbs and a newfound respect for the art of choreographed footwork.
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Uncle Bartholomew’s presence lingered everywhere, not just in the hunting trophies and framed advertisements, but also in the expectations of the employees. He was a legend, a larger-than-life figure who’d built Peabody’s from the ground up.




“Bartholomew would never have stood for this,” Ophelia overheard Earl mutter one day, as she was inspecting a new shipment of organic apples she’d ordered for the cafeteria.




Ophelia felt a pang of guilt. She was changing things, disrupting the status quo. But was she honoring her uncle’s legacy, or erasing it?




One evening, she found herself in Bartholomew’s old office, a dimly lit room filled with dusty books and the lingering scent of pipe tobacco. She stumbled upon a hidden compartment behind a bookshelf, revealing a collection of old photographs. Pictures of Bartholomew as a young man, raising pigs on a small farm, a proud smile on his face. Pictures of his family, laughing and celebrating around a table piled high with food.




Ophelia realized that Bartholomew wasn’t just a “carnivorous” businessman. He was a farmer, a provider, a man who took pride in feeding his community. And perhaps, in his own way, he cared about quality and tradition. Maybe, just maybe, there was more to him than she initially thought.
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Ophelia’s cinnamon bacon experiment had been a surprising success, but her other attempts at culinary innovation were… less so. Her “tofu chorizo” was universally reviled. Her “beetroot burgers” were compared to hockey pucks. And then there was the Great Sausage Scandal.




In an attempt to reduce the fat content of Peabody’s famous breakfast sausage, Ophelia secretly replaced some of the pork with finely ground cauliflower. The result was a sausage that was pale, mushy, and tasted vaguely of wet cardboard.




The backlash was swift and brutal. Customers complained. Sales plummeted. Hank looked like he was about to have a stroke.




“Ophelia,” he roared, “What in the ever-lovin’ heck did you do to the sausage?!”




Ophelia, mortified, confessed her crime. Hank stared at her, speechless, for a moment. Then, he burst out laughing.




“Cauliflower sausage!” he wheezed, wiping tears from his eyes. “Bartholomew would be rolling in his grave!”




But amidst the laughter, Ophelia saw a glimmer of something else in Hank’s eyes. A hint of respect? Maybe even… amusement?














