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Chapter 1

The Best Idea





The Cabinet meeting was running long, which meant it was running normal. Trump had already covered the important topics—crowd sizes at recent rallies, the dishonest media, his popularity in Michigan—and now he was onto new business. 

"Greenland," he announced, pulling out a crumpled map he'd printed from Google Images. "We're going to acquire Greenland. Beautiful place. Huge. People don't realize how huge it is."

He unfolded the map on the table. It was actually a map of Iceland.

"Sir," Marco Rubio began carefully, squinting at it, "that's—"

"LOOK AT IT," Trump interrupted, jabbing at the island. "It's right there. Bigger than Texas. Bigger than Alaska maybe. We need it."

"That's Iceland," Rubio said quietly.

"What?"

"The map. That's Iceland, Mr. President."

Trump looked at the map, then at Rubio, then back at the map. "No, it's not."

"It says 'Iceland' right at the top."

"That's a typo. Google does that sometimes. Very sloppy company." He turned the map upside down. "See? Now it's Greenland."

The Cabinet members exchanged glances. No one corrected him further.

"Anyway," Trump continued, "we're taking it. I've got three reasons. Three very good reasons." He held up one finger. "First—military. Very strategic. Everyone says so. We put bases there, and boom, we control the whole... the whole top part."

"The Arctic," Pete Hegseth offered.

"Right. The Arctic." Trump held up a second finger. "Now, second reason—what was the second reason?"

"Resources?" Pam Bondi suggested.

"RESOURCES!" Trump's face lit up. "They've got tremendous resources. Oil, gas, minerals. And grapes."

The room went silent.

"Grapes?" Kristi Noem asked. Her face didn't move when she spoke. It never did anymore. Her lips formed words while her forehead remained smooth as a dinner plate.

"Huge grape industry. Massive. Some of the best wine in the world comes from Greenland. People don't know that."

"Mr. President," RFK Jr. leaned forward, his voice gravelly with conviction, "Greenland doesn't grow grapes. It's ice. It's all ice. And that ice has toxins in it—glacial toxins—that the pharmaceutical companies don't want us to know about. But it's definitely not grapes."

"You're thinking of Iceland," Trump said confidently. "Different place. Greenland is green. It's in the name."

"Actually—" Rubio started.

"Third reason!" Trump held up a third finger, completing his hand gesture about two reasons late. "The name. Greenland. Fantastic branding. People hear 'green' and they think money, growth, success. When we take it, we can call it Trump Greenland, or maybe just Trump Land. We'll workshop it."

His eyes were getting heavy. The afternoon light coming through the windows was warm, and lunch—two Big Macs, large fries, and a chocolate shake—was settling into his system like cement.

"So here's what we do," Trump said, his voice slowing slightly. "We make Denmark an offer. A big offer. The biggest. We'll say... five hundred billion."

"Dollars?" Bondi asked.

"Maybe. Or we trade them something. Like Puerto Rico. They can have Puerto Rico."

"Sir, we can't just trade—"

"OR," Trump's chin was definitely starting to dip, "we take it. Military option. Pete, how fast could we secure Greenland?"

Hegseth straightened up, grateful to be called on. He'd been drinking since 10 AM, but not heavily—just maintenance drinking, really. "Mr. President, we could have boots on the ground within forty-eight hours. Greenland's defenses are minimal. Denmark's military is... well, it's Danish."

"Where is Greenland exactly?" Noem asked. "Like, on a map?"

"Near Iceland," Hegseth said.

"No, Iceland is near Greenland," RFK Jr. corrected. "They're different. Although honestly, they should switch names. It would be more honest. Iceland is green, Greenland is ice. It's a scam. The Vikings did it. They wanted to trick people into moving there."

"Smart," Trump mumbled, his eyes now fully closed. "Vikings were smart. Very strong. Good genes..."

His head dropped forward. A soft snore escaped.

The Cabinet members froze, waiting. After five seconds of steady breathing, they collectively exhaled.

"Okay," Noem whispered, "is anyone going to stop this?"

"Stop what?" Rubio whispered back. "The Greenland thing or the nap?"

"Both."

"We can't stop the nap. That's biological."

Bondi leaned forward, keeping her voice low. "Are we seriously going to invade Greenland?"

"It's not an invasion if we're liberating it," Hegseth said, his words only slightly slurred. "That's different."

"Liberating it from what?"

"Denmark. Denmark's had it too long. They're not using it right."

"How do you 'use' Greenland?"

"I don't know—resources? Grapes?" Hegseth paused. "Wait, are there actually grapes in Greenland?"

"NO," RFK Jr. hissed. "There are no grapes. There's ice and seals and toxins. Lots of toxins. We need to send a medical team before we invade. Check the ice for fluoride."

"We're not invading," Rubio said firmly. "This is insane. Denmark is a NATO ally. If we try to take Greenland, it fractures the entire Western alliance. We'd be looking at an international crisis."

"Unless," Noem said slowly, "we don't take it."

Everyone looked at her. Her face remained completely immobile, but her eyes had taken on a calculating gleam.

"What do you mean?" Bondi asked.

"We make Trump think we're giving him something big—something that sounds important—but we're not actually transferring sovereignty. Denmark keeps Greenland, Greenland keeps its autonomy, but Trump gets a title. A ceremony. A big beautiful ceremony with ribbons and probably ice sculptures."

Rubio was nodding slowly. "A ceremonial position. Something that sounds impressive but doesn't mean anything."

"Like what?" Hegseth asked. "Ambassador?"

"Bigger," Bondi said. "Governor-General?"

"Too British."

"High Commissioner?"

"Too boring."

"We make something up," Noem said. "Something that sounds ancient and important. Like... like..." She struggled to move her eyebrows in concentration, but they remained frozen. "Something with a 'Q' in it. Foreign titles always have weird letters."

RFK Jr. was nodding enthusiastically, his voice rising above a whisper. "Yes! Like Dalai Lama, but colder. The Ice Lama. No—the Arctic Oracle. The Frozen Prophet. The Supreme—"

"Keep your voice down," Rubio hissed.

"—Guardian of the North! The Keeper of—"

Trump stirred. Everyone froze.

His eyes opened halfway. "Grapes," he mumbled. "Get me Greenland grapes. For the wedding."

"What wedding?" Bondi whispered.

"The big one. Huge wedding. Beautiful." His eyes closed again. The snoring resumed.

"Did he just dream-order Greenland grapes for a wedding?" Hegseth asked.

"Focus," Noem said. "We need to reach out to Denmark before he wakes up and actually tries to invade. Someone call Mette Frederiksen."

"And Greenland," Rubio added. "They have their own government. Their own Prime Minister—Jens-Frederik Nielsen. We should probably include them."

"Revolutionary concept," Hegseth muttered. "Including the actual Greenlanders."

Noem pulled out her phone, but her fingers—recently injected with filler to hide the veins—were stiff and uncooperative. She dropped it. "Dammit."

"What's wrong with your hands?" Bondi asked.

"Nothing. Minor procedure. They'll be fine in a few days."

"You can't use your hands."

"I can use them. They're just temporarily rigid."

"That's the definition of not being able to use them."

Rubio picked up Noem's phone and handed it to her. She held it awkwardly, like a claw. "I'll text State Department. Get them to set up a call."

"Make it fast," Bondi said. "Before he wakes up and tweets about invading Denmark."

Trump stirred again. This time his eyes opened fully. He looked around the table, momentarily confused about where he was.

"Did I doze off?" he asked.

"No sir," everyone said in unison.

"Good. Where were we?"

"Greenland," Rubio said carefully.

"Right! Greenland!" Trump's energy was back, powered by twenty minutes of REM sleep. "Here's what we're going to do. We're going to call Denmark—what's her name?"

"Mette Frederiksen."

"Right. Mette. Very smart woman. Probably. I don't know her. We'll set up a call, we'll negotiate, and we'll get Greenland. The whole thing. People are going to say, 'How did he do it? How did Trump get Greenland?' And I'll tell them—" he stood up, energized, "—I'm a dealmaker."

The Cabinet members started gathering their things.

"Oh, and one more thing," Trump added. "I want to go there. To Greenland. In person. Soon. Set it up."

"Sir," Rubio began, "Greenland is extremely cold. It's winter there right now. Temperatures can drop to—"

"I know it's cold. That's the whole point. I'll bring a coat. Beautiful coat. The best coat." He headed for the door, then turned back. "And someone find out about the grapes. I want numbers. How many tons per year? What's the export situation? Get me everything."

He left.

The Cabinet members sat in silence.

"He's going to Denmark," Bondi finally said.

"And Greenland," Rubio added.

"To negotiate for grapes that don't exist," Hegseth said.

"And ice with fluoride in it," RFK Jr. added helpfully.

Noem tried to rub her temples, but her hands wouldn't bend properly. "We have seventy-two hours to manufacture a fake ceremonial title that will satisfy his ego, convince Denmark and Greenland to play along, and prevent an international incident."

"Is seventy-two hours enough?" Bondi asked.

"It has to be." Noem stood, phone still clutched awkwardly in her rigid hands. "I'm calling Copenhagen. Who speaks Danish?"

No one responded.

"Great. We'll use a translator." She headed for the door, then stopped. "And someone needs to call Trump's tailor. If he's going to Greenland in winter, we need to get him an actual winter coat. Not one of those thin Italian things he wears."

"Will he listen?" Rubio asked.

"No," Noem said. "But we have to try."

After she left, the remaining Cabinet members sat in silence.

"This is going to be a disaster," Bondi said.

"Complete disaster," Rubio agreed.

"Unprecedented disaster," Hegseth added.

RFK Jr. was staring at the map of Iceland that Trump had left on the table. "Do you think Iceland has grapes?"

"Robert," Rubio said wearily, "please stop."

"I'm just asking. It's greener than Greenland. Maybe the grapes are there."

From outside the Cabinet Room, they could hear Trump's voice on his phone.

"Jared? Yeah, it's me. Listen, I need you to look into something. Greenland. The whole thing. What's it worth? What are the grapes going for per ton? And find out if there are any Trump properties we could put there. Hotels, golf courses, vineyards..."

Bondi put her head in her hands.

"God help us all," she said.








  
  

Chapter 2

The Copenhagen Solution





The meeting room in Christiansborg Palace was everything American government spaces were not—elegant, understated, functional. Actual art on the walls. Windows that opened. Furniture that had been designed rather than bulk-ordered. 

Mette Frederiksen sat at the head of the table, flanked by her Foreign Minister and Defense Minister. A speakerphone in the center connected them to Nuuk, where Greenland's Prime Minister, Jens-Frederik Nielsen, was presumably sitting in an office 2,000 miles away.

"Thank you for coming on such short notice," Mette said, her English crisp and accent-free. "This is... an unusual situation."

"That's one word for it," Marco Rubio said. He'd barely slept on the flight over. His suit was wrinkled. His eyes had that glassy quality of someone running on coffee and dread.

Kristi Noem sat beside him, unnaturally still. Her face was swathed in a light silk scarf that she'd artfully arranged to look like a fashion statement rather than a medical necessity. Her lips looked different—fuller, glossier, somehow more aggressively present.

"Secretary Noem," Mette said carefully, "are you feeling well?"

"Perfectly fine," Noem said. The words came out slightly wrong—not quite slurred, but softer, as if her mouth wasn't entirely cooperating. "Just a bit of travel fatigue."

Rubio glanced at her. Something was off. Her face looked tight, stretched, like shrink-wrap over a package.

RFK Jr. sat at the far end of the table, already derailed. "Is that organic coffee?" he asked, pointing at the carafe. "Because I can't drink conventional coffee. The pesticides interfere with mitochondrial function. Do you know about mitochondrial function? Most people don't. The pharmaceutical companies—"

"Mr. Kennedy," Mette interrupted gently, "perhaps we could focus on Greenland?"

"Right. Greenland. Do they vaccinate there? Someone should look into that."

From the speakerphone: "We have a comprehensive healthcare system, Mr. Kennedy. One of the best in the world."

"That's what they want you to think," RFK Jr. muttered.

Rubio jumped in before this could spiral. "Prime Minister Nielsen, thank you for joining us. We understand this is a sensitive situation."

"Sensitive is generous," Nielsen's voice crackled through the speaker. "Your President wants to buy my country. Or invade it. Reports vary."

"He's not going to invade," Rubio said quickly. "That's not on the table."

"But buying is?"

"He's... enthusiastic about Greenland. Very enthusiastic. He sees it as strategically important."

"It is strategically important," Mette said. "Which is why it's part of the Kingdom of Denmark and has been for centuries."

"We understand that. We respect that. But President Trump is..." Rubio searched for words. "He's fixated. When he fixates, he doesn't let go. We need to find a solution that satisfies him without actually transferring sovereignty."

Noem shifted in her seat. The movement was stiff, mechanical. Her scarf slipped slightly, revealing more of her face. The skin looked shiny, almost plastic.

"A ceremonial position," Mette said. "That's what your Secretary Noem suggested in her initial communication."

"Yeth," Noem said.

Everyone stopped.

"Yes," Noem repeated, more carefully. But the lisp was there, unmistakable. "A theremonal pothition."

Rubio's eyes widened. Oh God. Oh no.

"Secretary Noem," Mette said delicately, "is there something—"

"I'm fine." Noem touched her face through the scarf. "Jutht a thlight thpeech impediment. Temporary."

From the speakerphone: "Are you sure you're alright? You sound different."

"PERFECTLY FINE," Noem said, too loudly. "Can we pleath continue?"

RFK Jr. leaned over to Rubio. "Did she always have a lisp?"

"No," Rubio whispered. "Something's wrong."

"Obviously something's wrong. Her face looks like it's melting."

"Don't say that."

"I'm just observing. It's very shiny. Is it supposed to be that shiny?"

Mette cleared her throat diplomatically. "Perhaps we should discuss the parameters of this... ceremonial role. What exactly would President Trump be doing?"

"Nothing," Rubio said quickly. "That's the whole point. It sounds important but doesn't involve any actual power."

"He wouldn't govern?"

"No."

"He wouldn't make policy decisions?"

"Absolutely not."

"He wouldn't interfere with Greenlandic autonomy?"

"Not in any official capacity."

Mette exchanged glances with her ministers. "So we're creating a title that means nothing, giving it to your President, and hoping he doesn't notice?"

"Exthactly," Noem said. Her scarf was slipping further. The sheen on her face was intensifying. Rubio could now see that her forehead wasn't just shiny—it was glistening, like she'd been basted.

"The title needs to sound legitimate," Nielsen's voice came through the speaker. "If it sounds made up, he'll see through it."

"We make it Greenlandic," Mette said. "Use Kalaallisut words. Something that sounds ancient and important."

"Like what?" Rubio asked.

Mette turned to her Defense Minister, who pulled out his phone and started scrolling. "We need something that means 'honored guest' or 'visiting dignitary' but sounds more impressive."

"How about 'protector'?" the Foreign Minister suggested.

"Too militaristic."

"'Guardian'?"

"Too active. He might think he's supposed to do something."

Noem's face was definitely doing something now. Her right cheek appeared to be sagging, pulling downward like pizza cheese. She reached up to adjust her scarf, but her movements were jerky, panicked.

"Ekthcuthe me," she said, standing abruptly. "Bathroom."

"Of course," Mette said, pointing to a door. "Just through there."

Noem walked out with as much dignity as she could muster, which wasn't much given that one side of her face was now noticeably lower than the other.

Rubio waited until the door closed. "I apologize for Secretary Noem. She's had some... recent medical work done."

"I gathered," Mette said dryly. "In Aarhus?"

"How did you—"

"We were informed she made an appointment with Dr. Christensen. He's brilliant but experimental. We tell our own people to avoid him unless they're very brave or very desperate."

From the speakerphone: "What's happening? Why did Secretary Noem leave?"

"Her face is falling apart," RFK Jr. said matter-of-factly.

"Robert!" Rubio hissed.

"It's true. The right side is definitely lower than the left. It's probably the fillers. They use hyaluronic acid, which can migrate under stress. Or it could be an allergic reaction. Has she been around any pesticides?"

"Can we please focus?" Rubio begged.

Mette nodded. "The title. What about something with 'honored' or 'esteemed'?"

The Defense Minister looked up from his phone. "There's a word—'Waqchaq.' It means something like 'honored one' or 'person of importance.' But it's a bit informal."

"Make it longer," Nielsen suggested through the speaker. "Add more syllables. The more syllables, the more important it sounds."

"Waqchaqmoq," the Foreign Minister tried. "The 'moq' is a suffix that adds weight."

"What does it mean exactly?" Rubio asked.

"Roughly? 'The very honored important person who is here temporarily and should be respected but not necessarily listened to.'"

"Perfect," Rubio said. "That's perfect."

"It's not a real title," Mette cautioned. "We're inventing it. But it sounds real. And we can create an entire ceremony around it—traditional dress, symbolic gifts, maybe some kind of ritual."

"Trump will love that," Rubio said. "He loves ceremony. And gifts. Especially if they're shiny."

The bathroom door opened. Noem emerged. Her scarf was now wound tighter around her face, covering everything below her eyes. But her eyes themselves looked panicked, watery.

"Everything okay?" Rubio asked carefully.

"Fine," Noem said. The lisp was worse. "Jutht needed a moment."

She sat down, very slowly. Rubio noticed that her hands were shaking.

From the speakerphone: "Have we decided on the title?"

"Waqchaqmoq," Mette said. "The Almighty Highly Esteemed Grand Waqchaqmoq."

"We're adding more words?" Nielsen asked.

"Americans like long titles," the Foreign Minister said. "It makes them feel important."

"The Almighty Highly Esteemed Grand Waqchaqmoq of Greenland," Mette said slowly, testing it. "How does that sound?"

"Ridiculouth," Noem mumbled through her scarf.

"I'm sorry?"

"WONDERFUL," Noem said louder. "It thounds wonderful."

RFK Jr. was staring at her. "Your scarf is moving."

"It'th not moving."

"It is. The left side is definitely bulging."

"ROBERT," Rubio said sharply.

But RFK Jr. was right. Something under the scarf was shifting, swelling. Noem's left cheek—or what used to be her left cheek—was expanding like a balloon, pushing against the silk.

"Ekthcuthe me again," Noem said, standing so fast she knocked over her water glass. She practically ran to the bathroom.

Silence.

"Should someone..." the Danish Foreign Minister started.

"No," Rubio said firmly. "Let her handle it."

From the speakerphone: "What is happening?"

"Medical situation," Rubio said. "Nothing serious. Probably."

"Is she going to be alright?"

"Eventually. Maybe. We hope."

Mette folded her hands on the table. "Shall we continue planning while Secretary Noem... recovers?"

"Yes," Rubio said gratefully. "Please."

"The ceremony should take place in Nuuk," Nielsen said. "It's our capital. It sends the right message—that Greenland is sovereign, that we're in control."

"Agreed," Mette said. "We'll need traditional elements. The Greenlandic national costume. Maybe a drum dance. Something that looks ancient and official."

"How long do we have?" Rubio asked.

"How fast can your President get there?"

"If he's excited about something? Immediately."

"Then we have a week. Maybe two."

A crash came from the bathroom. Then running water. Then what sounded like muffled sobbing.

RFK Jr. stood up. "I'll check on her."

"Robert, don't—" Rubio started, but Kennedy was already walking to the bathroom door.

He knocked. "Secretary Noem? Are you alive in there?"

"GO AWAY."

"I'm going to open the door."

"DON'T—"

He opened it.

The scream that came from inside wasn't quite human. It was the sound of vanity confronting reality in a Danish government bathroom.

RFK Jr. stuck his head back out. "Her face is... uneven. Very uneven. Like, drastically uneven. One side is up, one side is down, and the middle is swollen. She looks like a Picasso."

"Close the door, Robert," Rubio said wearily.

"Should we call a doctor?"

"Dr. Christensen did this," Mette said. "Calling him back seems counterproductive."

From the speakerphone: "I'm very confused. What's happening with Secretary Noem's face?"

"Cosmetic catastrophe," RFK Jr. reported, still standing by the bathroom door. "Probably hyaluronic acid migration combined with possible infection. Or—and this is just a theory—she's allergic to Danish water. It's very fluoridated here. Lots of fluoride. The fluoride could be reacting with the fillers."

"That's not how fluoride works," Mette said.

"That's what they want you to think."

Another crash from the bathroom. Then: "I NEED ITHCE!"

"She needs ice," Rubio translated. He looked at the Danes. "Do you have ice?"

"Of course we have ice," the Foreign Minister said, slightly offended. "We're not barbarians."

He left and returned a moment later with a bag of ice from a staff kitchen. Rubio knocked on the bathroom door.

"Kristi? I have ice."

"THILDE IT UNDER THE DOOR."

He slid it under. They heard fumbling, then a sound that was half relief, half agony.

Rubio returned to the table, defeated. "Can we finish this meeting without her?"

"I think we have to," Mette said. "Let's go over the timeline. President Trump arrives in Nuuk. We've prepared him with the story—that this is an ancient Greenlandic honor, rarely bestowed, deeply meaningful. He'll be given traditional dress, participate in a ceremony, and receive the title of Waqchaqmoq."

"Will he have to speak?" Nielsen asked through the speaker.

"God, I hope not," Rubio said.

"He'll want to speak," Mette said. "We should prepare for that. Brief remarks. Nothing policy-related. Just gratitude and respect."

"He doesn't do brief," Rubio said. "Or gratitude. Or respect."

"Then we'll have the drum dancers perform immediately after his first sentence. Cut him off with culture."

From the bathroom: "ITH NOT WORKING! THE ITHCE ITH NOT WORKING!"

RFK Jr. stood up again. "I'm a medical professional—"

"No you're not," Rubio said.

"I've done extensive research—"

"Conspiracy theories are not research."

"I'm going in."

He opened the bathroom door. There was a moment of silence, then: "Oh. Oh wow. That's... wow."

"CLOTH THE DOOR!"

He closed it.

He returned to the table, pale. "We should probably get her to a hospital."

"Is it that bad?" Rubio asked.

"Her face has three different elevations. It's like a topographical map. And one of her lips has... separated. From the other lip. There's a gap."

Mette stood up. "I'll call Rigshospitalet. They have a cosmetic emergency unit."

"Denmark has a cosmetic emergency unit?" Rubio asked.

"We're Scandinavian, not Amish. We understand vanity."

She made the call, speaking rapid Danish. When she finished, she turned back to Rubio. "They're sending an ambulance. In the meantime, Secretary Noem should probably stay in the bathroom. For everyone's sake."

"Agreed," Rubio said.

From the speakerphone: "Can someone please explain what's happening?"

"Secretary Noem had cosmetic work done in Aarhus," Rubio said tiredly. "It's not going well."

"Why did she get cosmetic work done right before an international negotiation?"

"Because she's American," Mette said simply, as if this explained everything.

They heard sirens outside. The ambulance was here.

Noem emerged from the bathroom, her scarf now wrapped around her entire head like a makeshift burqa, only her eyes visible. But even those were wrong—one pupil noticeably higher than the other due to the swelling.

"I'm fine," she said, her voice muffled by layers of silk. "We can continue."

"Secretary Noem," Mette said gently, "there's an ambulance here for you."

"I DON'T NEED AN AMBULANTH."

"I think you do."

"We're in the middle of a negotiathion!"

"We've finished," Rubio said. "We have a plan. The Waqchaqmoq ceremony in Nuuk. Two weeks. Trump gets his title, everyone keeps their sovereignty, nobody invades anybody."

"But—"

"Kristi," Rubio said firmly, "get in the ambulance."

Two paramedics entered, took one look at the scarf-wrapped figure, and grabbed their gurney.

"Jeg kan gå selv," Noem protested in what she thought was Danish but was actually just sounds.

"Come on, Secretary," one of the paramedics said in perfect English. "Let's get you sorted."

They led her out. Everyone watched her go, this swaddled, lisping figure being escorted by two efficient Danes.

When she was gone, Rubio put his head on the table.

"I'm so sorry," he said into the wood.

"It's alright," Mette said. "We got what we needed. The Waqchaqmoq plan is solid."

From the speakerphone: "Did I just witness an American Cabinet Secretary have a cosmetic meltdown during international negotiations?"

"Yes," Rubio said.

"Should I be offended that she prioritized plastic surgery over this meeting?"

"Probably."

"Am I offended?"

"Are you?"

There was a pause. "Actually... no. It was the most entertaining government meeting I've been in since 2019."

Mette allowed herself a small smile. "Secretary Rubio, Secretary Kennedy, why don't we adjourn for now? We can finalize details over email. And perhaps tonight, to smooth things over, we could all have dinner? Something informal?"

"That would be wonderful," Rubio said. "Thank you."

"There's a place called Tivoli," the Foreign Minister suggested. "Gardens, rides, restaurants. Very Copenhagen. You might enjoy it."



RFK Jr.'s eyes lit up. "Are the rides organic?"

No one answered him.








