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​Prologue – The Exile of the Starchless
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Markus stood at the entrance of the underground chamber, staring at the shattered remains of what was once the most sacred artifact of the Potato Society. The First Fry was gone—crumbled, obliterated in the chaos of betrayal and war.

His hands still smelled like fryer oil.

Jeff stood beside him, panting. His trench coat was covered in mashed potato residue, and for some reason, there was a curly fry lodged in his hair. Clipboard Lady, usually so composed, was gripping the remnants of her clipboard like it was the only thing keeping her sane.

And then, there were the others.

Dozens of exiled society members—all those who had fought for the wrong fry philosophy, those who had chosen the losing side, and those who had simply been caught in the crossfire of absurd potato politics. Now, they were all excommunicated, labeled The Starchless, and cast out into the unknown.

A booming voice echoed through the cavernous halls of the secret potato lair.

"You are banished! You have no right to the starch. No right to the crisp. No right to the society!"

Markus clenched his fists. The new rulers of the Potato Society stood above them—smug, victorious, already rewriting history. The factions had turned against each other in the end, and Markus had found himself on the losing side.

"Take them away."

And just like that, the great doors of the Society were shut.

Markus and his group emerged into the streets above—once their home, now a world where they no longer belonged. The scent of fast food drifted through the air, the golden arches of a distant drive-thru mocking them.

Jeff dusted off his coat. "Well. That could have gone better."

Clipboard Lady exhaled sharply. "That’s an understatement. We just lost access to the entire starch network. Do you know what that means? No hashbrowns, no fries, no mashed—"

"I think we got that part," Markus muttered.

But there was something else. A presence. A feeling that someone was watching them.

A shadow moved in the alleyway. A hooded figure stepped forward.

"They think they cast you out," the figure said. "But the real game is just beginning."

Markus narrowed his eyes. "Who are you?"

The figure reached into their coat and tossed something at Markus’ feet.

A single, perfectly crispy hashbrown.

Markus looked down at it, then back at the figure.

"Come with me," they said. "There are others who still believe. The war isn’t over—it’s just evolving."

Jeff nudged Markus. "Not gonna lie, this is either the best opportunity we’ve got... or the start of an even bigger disaster."

Clipboard Lady crossed her arms. "That’s usually how these things go."

Markus took a deep breath, staring at the symbolic breakfast food before him.

War had divided the society. The factions had crumbled. The First Fry was lost.

But somewhere in the shadows, a new rebellion was rising.

And if Markus had learned anything by now, it was this: nothing in the world of potatoes was ever truly over.

With one final glance at the locked doors of his former home, Markus turned to the hooded figure and said, "Lead the way."

The Mashed Rebellion had begun.
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​Chapter 1 – The Hashbrown Underground
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The smell of sizzling grease filled the air as Markus, Jeff, and Clipboard Lady followed the hooded figure through a dimly lit alleyway. The world above bustled with normalcy—people ordering fries, dipping nuggets, sipping milkshakes—all unaware that beneath their feet, an underground rebellion was frying itself into existence.

The hooded figure finally stopped in front of an abandoned diner, its neon sign flickering weakly. The name had once read "Carl’s Crispy Cravings," but someone had scratched out letters so it now just said "Crispy Rebellion."

"Welcome," the figure said. "To the Hashbrown Underground."

Markus exchanged a look with Jeff, who nodded approvingly. "Not bad. Very dramatic. Love the ambiance."

The figure pulled down their hood, revealing a sharp-eyed woman with a scar running across her cheek and a golden potato pin on her lapel.

"The name’s Margo," she said. "Former Keeper of the Grease Ledger, now leader of the only faction that still believes in true potato justice."

Clipboard Lady frowned. "The Grease Ledger? That sounds made up."

"It’s not," Margo snapped. "Every fry transaction, every hashbrown distribution, every unauthorized tater tot—tracked, recorded, balanced. Until the Society turned against its own."

She pushed open the diner doors. Inside, potato rebels of all kinds sat in booths, whispering in hushed voices. A giant conspiracy board covered one wall, filled with fryer schematics, old Potato Society manifestos, and a blurry security cam photo of a mysterious figure holding what looked like... a sacred potato masher?

"We’ve been gathering those who were cast out," Margo explained. "The Cult of Curly Fries turned their backs on us, the Latke Resistance is too scattered, and the Fry Cartel is busy securing fast-food supply lines. But us? We believe in the original mission of the Potato Society."

Markus crossed his arms. "And that is?"

Margo’s eyes gleamed. "To restore balance to the starch."

There was a moment of silence.

Jeff leaned in. "Sooo... do we get free hashbrowns if we join?"

Margo sighed. "That’s not—" She stopped herself. "Yes. But it’s bigger than that. The Society thinks they’ve won. They think they control the starch network. But we’ve discovered something—something that changes everything."

She pulled out a worn parchment from her coat. Markus could barely make out the faded ink, but one phrase stood out:

Beware the Rooted Ones.

Clipboard Lady narrowed her eyes. "That sounds... ominous."

Margo nodded. "That’s because it is. We’re not just fighting the Society anymore. There’s another force at play. Something deeper. Something older."

She slid the parchment across the table. "We found this hidden in an old fryer vault. It suggests that the Potato Society was never the first starch-based order. There were others before us. And some of them..." She hesitated. "Some of them never truly disappeared."

Markus felt a chill run down his spine.

Jeff, however, was focused on something else. "Wait, did you say fryer vault? Like... a real vault filled with fries?"

Margo groaned. "That is not the point!"

Markus studied the parchment again. A new faction. A hidden history. A deeper conspiracy.

For a moment, he had hoped that being exiled would be the end of the madness.

Instead, it looked like things were just getting started.
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The scent of sizzling grease hung heavy in the air as Markus followed the hooded figure through a narrow alleyway. The streets above bustled with life—cars honked, people lined up for fries, and neon fast-food signs flickered against the night sky—but down here, in the city’s forgotten corners, something else was brewing. The war may have exiled them, but the fight was far from over.

They reached a rusted-out diner with a faded neon sign that had once read "Carl’s Crispy Cravings," though someone had scratched out most of the letters, leaving only "Crispy Rebellion." Markus raised an eyebrow. Whoever these people were, they had a flair for theatrics.

The hooded figure turned, pulling back their cloak to reveal a sharp-eyed woman with a scar running across her cheek. A golden potato pin gleamed on her lapel. She studied Markus, Jeff, and Clipboard Lady with the kind of gaze that could peel a spud with sheer intensity.

“The name’s Margo,” she said. “Former Keeper of the Grease Ledger, now leader of the only faction that still believes in true potato justice.”

Clipboard Lady scoffed. “The Grease Ledger? That sounds made up.”

“It’s not,” Margo shot back, unimpressed. “Every fry transaction, every hashbrown distribution, every unauthorized tater tot—tracked, recorded, balanced. Until the Society turned its back on the truth.” She shoved open the diner doors. “Come on in. We don’t bite.”

Inside, the scene was something out of a deep-fried fever dream. Rebels
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