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Chapter 1

The Accidental Agri-Apocalypse

The air in Mar-a-Lago’s most exclusive—and arguably most unnecessary—agricultural wing practically hummed with smug self-satisfaction. Here, inside climate-controlled greenhouses that cost more than the GDP of several small nations, Donald Trump, clad in a suit so crisp it seemed allergic to wrinkles, was about to reveal his crowning achievement: Project Verdant Shield.

Or, as he announced with his trademark flourish:

“The greatest thing in the history of agriculture. Nobody—believe me, nobody—has ever seen anything like it. Tremendous. Absolutely tremendous.”

Spotlights blazed as though this were the Oscars. At center stage: kale. But not just any kale. This was Zombie-Proof Kale™.

Its leaves were an unnatural shade of militant green, laced with metallic veins that gleamed like weaponized salad. The edges looked sharp enough to double as ninja stars. To Trump, this was not a vegetable. This was America’s last line of defense.

“When the zombies come,” he declared, jabbing a finger toward the leafy ranks, “and they will come, you won’t be running. You’ll be eating. Eating strong. Stronger than ever before!”

The audience—an odd mix of reporters, bewildered donors, and aides already calculating their exit strategies—looked on with slack-jawed amazement. Trump continued, spinning the backstory with the confidence of a man who’d never once let facts slow him down.

Forget boring old farm subsidies. Forget science-based food security. This was about survival. About American greatness. About a world where, even after the undead roamed free, citizens could still sit down to a nutritious, freedom-loving kale salad.

“It’s a superfood, folks,” Trump boomed, his voice ricocheting off marble walls. “Vitamins. Minerals. Toughness. It’s a winner. And we’re going to win with this kale. We’re going to make kale great again!”

The premise was breathtaking in its audacity. While other nations poured resources into cyber defense or drone warfare, America was doubling down on cruciferous vegetables. The kale, Trump insisted, was no ordinary crop but a bioengineered embodiment of resilience, a mirror of the indomitable American spirit. Prepper in Idaho? Sold. Nervous city dweller hooked on zombie Netflix binges? Also sold. Kale wasn’t food anymore; it was national security.

But just as the crowd began to adjust to the absurdity, something odd stirred. The kale itself... hummed.

At first it was subtle, like the faint vibration of a distant generator. A botanist in the back adjusted his glasses, convinced he was hearing things. A Secret Service agent frowned, hand hovering over his earpiece. The sound grew, low and resonant, not from the speakers, not from the cameras, but from the leaves themselves.

The kale was alive—more alive than it had any right to be.

Gasps rippled through the crowd. The kale leaves twitched, their metallic veins glowing brighter, pulsing like alien circuitry. Then, with a wet snap, a stalk broke free from its planter and lurched forward. Another followed. Then a dozen.

Trump didn’t flinch. “They’re moving because they’re excited,” he explained, as though this were perfectly normal. “Everybody’s excited. Tremendous energy. Like a rally—except greener.”

The kale shambled into ranks, assembling itself into a crude formation. It wasn’t just humming anymore. It was chanting.

“BROCC-O-LIIII... BROCC-O-LIIII...”

The word was unmistakable. The kale wasn’t declaring loyalty—it was summoning something.

Suddenly, the greenhouse lights flickered. The floor trembled. A portal, swirling with green luminescence, tore open in the center aisle. Out marched towering figures with stalky limbs, florets for heads, and eyes that glowed like radioactive emeralds. The Broccoli Overlords had arrived, and judging by their spiked crowns, they weren’t here for a salad bar.

The crowd shrieked. Donors tripped over folding chairs. One reporter fainted directly into a potted fern. But Trump, ever the showman, adjusted his tie and leaned into the nearest microphone.

“See? Exactly as planned. The kale has connections. Very powerful friends. Time-traveling broccoli—unbelievable, but true. And they love me. They really do.”

The Broccoli Overlords stomped closer, their voices booming in eerie harmony:
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