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​Dedication
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Dear Staring Champions, Pillow-Fort Architects, and Chaos Enthusiasts, 

This book is for YOU—the legendary blink-resisters, the giggle-powered fortress builders, the champions of ridiculous challenges, and, of course, the seekers of the ultimate unblinking victory. 

May your imagination be as boundless as a never-ending staring contest, and may your laughter be louder than a fort collapsing in a glorious explosion of pillows. 

Now, grab some snacks (but maybe secure your fort first—just in case), and let’s embark on an outrageously fun adventure together! 

Happy reading! 

—Your Biggest Fan, 

Flibber Starefort (and some grown-up who helped write this)
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The Pillow Fort That Wouldn’t Fall

[image: ]


Flibber Starefort was ready.

Armed with exactly twenty-two pillows, seven blankets, and a stack of couch cushions taller than Jorby, Flibber was about to build the greatest pillow fort in history.

“Flibber shall build a MEGA-FORT,” Flibber declared, striking a dramatic pose. “A fort so strong, so mighty, that NOTHING shall bring it down! Not even... THE FAN.”

Jorby, chewing on a granola bar, raised an eyebrow. “Dude, you say this every time.”

Flibber narrowed their no-blink, staring-contest-champion eyes. “THIS TIME, IT SHALL BE TRUE.”

And so, the building began.

​

​

​

STAGE ONE: THE BASE

Flibber strategically placed two couch cushions as walls. Then, carefully, expertly, they stacked pillows into an impenetrable fortress of fluff.

Jorby peeked inside. “Pretty good. But what if I—”

Before he could finish, Flibber fortified the entrance with an extra blanket.

“HA! None shall enter unless Flibber allows it!”

Jorby sighed. “I feel like this is gonna be a problem.”
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STAGE TWO: THE ROOF

Flibber draped a huge blanket across the top and secured it with a highly advanced support system (a lamp, a chair, and three stuffed animals).

Then, the finishing touch—a tiny flag made from a sock.

Flibber stepped back, arms crossed. “Behold! The MEGA-FORT is complete!”

Jorby gave a slow clap. “Congrats. Now what?”

Flibber grinned. “Now, Flibber shall conquer it!”

Flibber crawled inside and made themselves comfortable. It was perfect. Cozy, spacious, indestructible.

Jorby folded his arms. “You sure about that?”

Flibber stared. “Flibber is ALWAYS sure.”

But then—

RUMMMMBLE.

The walls shivered.

The roof wiggled.

A mysterious wind whooshed through the room.

Flibber gasped. “THE FAN HAS BEEN ACTIVATED!”
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STAGE THREE: THE WIND Test

Jorby smirked and turned up the fan. “Let’s see how ‘indestructible’ this fort really is.”

The wind BLASTED.

The blanket roof flapped wildly.

Flibber braced for disaster—but the fort stayed standing.

“HA!” Flibber shouted. “MEGA-FORT SURVIVES!”

Jorby frowned. “No way. How is it not falling?”

Flibber grinned. “Because it is the strongest fort in existence!”

But then—

RUMMMMMMBLE.

The fort shuddered.

Flibber gulped. “Uh-oh.”
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STAGE FOUR: THE UNBREAKABLE Trap

Without warning, the walls shifted.

The entrance collapsed.

The roof sagged down, down, down—

BOOF.

Flibber blinked.

They were trapped.

Jorby peered inside. “Uhhhh. You okay?”

Flibber wiggled. The walls wouldn’t budge. The blankets wouldn’t move.

“Flibber is... STUCK.”

Jorby burst out laughing. “Your ‘indestructible’ fort trapped YOU?”

Flibber dramatically flailed. “Flibber requires IMMEDIATE RESCUE!”

Jorby tapped his chin. “Hmmm. What’s the magic word?”

Flibber scowled. “Flibber shall NOT say it.”

Jorby smirked. “Guess you live in there now.”

Flibber sighed. “...Fine. PLEASE.”

Jorby grinned. “Much better.”

He yanked away the chair, sending the whole fort collapsing in a fluffy explosion.

POOF!

Pillows flew everywhere. Blankets whipped through the air. Flibber tumbled out of the rubble, dazed but victorious.

Flibber gasped. “Flibber... HAS ESCAPED!”

Jorby chuckled. “So, did the MEGA-FORT survive?”

Flibber flopped onto a pillow. “Flibber will rebuild.”

Jorby grabbed a blanket. “Need a co-architect?”

Flibber grinned. “Flibber accepts your offer.”

And just like that, the next legendary fort began.

THE END.
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​The Staring Contest Showdown
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Flibber Starefort did not blink.

Ever.

At least, not when it mattered. And today? It mattered.

“FLIBBER SHALL WIN!” Flibber declared, standing proudly onstage at the Ultimate Staring Contest Championship. The stadium was packed with creatures from across the galaxy—three-eyed jelly beasts, a floating eyeball with NO eyelids, and even a champion goldfish.

Jorby, munching on a bag of popcorn, nodded. “You’ve trained for this. You got this.”

Flibber cracked their knuckles. “Flibber has NEVER LOST.”

The referee, a grumpy, one-eyed blob, floated forward. “CONTESTANTS, TAKE YOUR POSITIONS!”

Flibber took a deep breath. This was it. The biggest tournament in staring contest history.

And Flibber was ready.
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ROUND ONE: THE BLINKY Bandit

Flibber’s first opponent was Grimbles the Blink Bandit.

Grimbles smirked. “I’ve never lost a staring contest—”

“START!” the referee shouted.

Grimbles blinked.

“...Oh.”

The crowd cheered.

Flibber barely moved. “NEXT.”
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ROUND TWO: THE FLOATING Eyeball

Flibber’s next challenger had no eyelids.

Jorby gasped. “That’s cheating!”

But Flibber didn’t flinch.

The eyeball wobbled. Then it shook. Then—SPLAT!

It rolled off the table.

The referee sighed. “DISQUALIFIED.”

Flibber cracked their knuckles. “WHO ELSE WISHES TO LOSE?”
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ROUND THREE: THE FINAL Opponent

Only one challenger remained.

The ultimate opponent.

The undefeated champion.

The referee revealed a giant mirror.

Flibber froze.

Jorby’s jaw dropped. “OH NO.”

Flibber stared.

The reflection stared back.

The crowd went silent.
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THE STARE OF DESTINY

Flibber locked eyes with... Flibber.

For the first time ever, Flibber faced an
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