




 While the muffin was delicious, Blake was thankful that it wasn’t extremely huge. 
 Considering how good the first treat was, he was giddy to sample a wide selection of sweets. 
 Scrolling through the menu, he began tapping on multiple different items, keeping the quantity 
 on each low so that he wouldn’t fill up too much. The last thing he needed was to ruin his 
 physique with too much junk food. 

 Much like an all-powerful King, Blake sat back and allowed the robotic hands to usher 
 over the food of his choosing. Having selected a couple dozen options to sample, the 
 mechanical arms were lining up to slide a bite into his mouth. He barely had enough time to 
 chew and swallow before a different dessert was placed in front of his pie hole. Every time a 
 new confection ran across his taste buds, it instantly became the single greatest bite of food 
 he’d ever had. 

 By the time Blake had managed to taste everything he had selected, his stomach was 
 pooching out, creating a small belly bump on the waist of his princess dress. “Woof, I don’t think 
 I could eat another-” he said, unable to finish his sentence before another hand swooped in and 
 placed a small, frosted cookie in between his lips. Rolling his eyes, he slowly chomped down on 
 the delectable dessert, stalling for time as he scrolled down to the bottom of the menu and 
 pressed the red release button. While his brain was buzzing a bit from all the sugary delights, he 
 was satisfied that his gut was no longer aching. However, that same gut was sent into 
 summersaults as a pop-up message appeared as soon as he tried to release himself: 

 Error: Meal incomplete. All selected food items must be consumed 
 before release is granted. 

 *GULP!* 
 Swallowing the doughy cookie, the terror that had a death grip on Blake’s soul ever since 

 he’d lost that stupid bet with Clara returned in full force. His eyes widened as he looked around 
 at the dozen or so hands that still held unfinished desserts. His tummy trembled, realizing that 
 unless he found a way out of the high chair on his own, he would soon be forced to consume 
 every last morsel of food he’d selected. Seeing his next bite incoming, he knew that he’d need 
 to act fast on whatever he came up with at a moment’s notice. 

 TO BE CONTINUED… 


