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For my son, the strongest and bravest person that I know. You started this whole adventure with me, and look where we are now!


NOTE FROM AUTHOR

Well, here it is: my eighteenth Minecraft novel. Thinking back to the very first book, Invasion of the Overworld, I’m shocked that my characters have gone so far, and that all of you have really taken them into your lives. For that I will truly be forever grateful.

I can remember thinking up Erebus and his battle with Gameknight999 and old Crafter in the first book. I didn’t really expect that book to be a success, so getting the opportunity to create Malacoda was really exciting. And then having the battle on the steps of the Source in the third book was such a great treat, for I never really expected all of you to accept my books as warmly as you did—too bad we didn’t have the End Cities back then. I think my favorite villain, other than Herobrine, of course, was Xa-Tul. I really love Erebus, and there was always a spooky kind of feeling about him to me, but there was something about Xa-Tul that really resonated with me. My favorite moment with Xa-Tul was probably when Ba-Jin confronted the zombie king; that scene gave me chills, and I hope it did for all of you, too. I’m a little surprised when I say Xa-Tul was my favorite monster, because I thought all of the four horsemen (Xa-Tul, Reaper, Charybdis, and Feyd) were really cool, and at one time, I would have said they, collectively, were my favorites. I particularly love the imagery of them riding their monster horses, but still, I think Xa-Tul is my favorite of the monster kings; sorry, Erebus.

I had a ton of fun writing this series and diving into modded Minecraft. The Twilight Forest mod in Book One is fantastic, and I really enjoyed having Gameknight and his friends explore that world. Originally, I wasn’t going to use Mystcraft as the mod for Book Two, because I didn’t think it was a big enough change to the basic gameplay, but once I started messing around with it on my PC, I had a great time trying to build a stable Age. The different worlds Gameknight goes through in that book are the actual Ages I constructed when I was learning how to play that mod. I quickly realized there was much more to Mystcraft, and had to include it into the series.

But now, we bring ourselves to Book Three, Entity303, and outer space. If you haven’t seen the Galacticraft mod—which enables Gameknight999 to fly into outer space—you should really check out some of the videos listed at the end of the book in the Minecraft Seeds sections. Playing it is super fun, and going to the other planets, especially Fronos, is super cool. I wish the bosses on the planets were different, though; I would have loved to see a space-wither boss. That would have been cool, but the mod is great nonetheless, and I hope many of you get the chance to download it (with your parents’ permission, of course) and play it on your computers.

Through eighteen books, I’ve taken Gameknight999 through countless adventures, so after this one, I’m planning on giving him a little rest. In the next series, The Rise of the Warlords, I really want to bring you something new and exciting, and to do that, I think I need some new and exciting characters. There have been some new hero NPCs, with new skills and different characteristics, bouncing around in my head, and in Zombies Attack!, the first book of The Rise of the Warlords, you’ll meet a few of the new characters: Watcher, Planter, and Blaster. They all have some unique and surprising qualities that I think you will love as much as I do. (What’s happening between Watcher and Planter, for instance?) I’m looking forward to using them to explore some new areas of Minecraft, as you’ll see discussed at the end of this book.

I’ve been developing these new characters while writing the eighteen Gameknight novels, but they never seemed to fit into the existing storylines. I really have been thinking about these characters a lot, though, and have written a few short stories about them; for example, some of you have already met one of them, Watcher, on my website at www.gameknight999.com. But I think it’s just about time to let all of the new characters get a little sunlight, and for all of you to meet them finally. So, sadly, after this book, we must let Gameknight999 and his friends take a little break while some new characters come out into the sun. I still have some great ideas for Gameknight, but they’ll need to wait for a while as Watcher and his friends take the stage.

Thank you for taking Gameknight999, Crafter, Digger, Hunter, Stitcher, and now Weaver into your lives. The stories I’ve received from you on my website, www.markcheverton.com, have been fantastic. I love reading them all, and hope you keep sending them; it’s wonderful to see what you create and bring into the world. Some of you are becoming quite accomplished writers, and that warms my heart.

Keep reading, keep writing, and watch out for creepers.

Mark


The choices you make will determine the trajectory of your life and the consequences you must face. Give thought to your choices and don’t act rashly out of anger or jealousy. Instead, think carefully and make the choices that are necessary to get you to your goal. Sometimes, these choices will be extremely difficult and require hard work, but in the end, they will give you the life you seek.


CHAPTER 1

THE MOON

The cold vacuum of outer space wrapped around the rocket like a dark shroud. Stars sparkled in the distance, but they were so impossibly far away they seemed completely inaccessible. Gameknight999 couldn’t believe how vast—and empty—space was.

Squawk, Tux, his pet penguin, said softly.

“I know, Tux,” Gameknight replied. “I’m afraid too. I didn’t think it would be this scary when we blasted off in this rocket ship into outer space. But we had to follow Entity303 into space. He’s the only one that knows the location of the portal that’ll send Weaver back into the past.”

He leaned forward and peered through the window into the darkness. He was stunned by the immensity of it.

Squawk, squawk.

Gameknight patted the tiny animal on the head, but his gloved hand just slid across the penguin’s square space helmet, doing little to reassure her.

“Don’t worry, I’ve played this mod a hundred times and it—”

The rocket was suddenly buffeted back and forth for a moment, as if they’d gone through something like space-turbulence. Gameknight’s heart thumped in his chest like a drum. It was terrifying.

“Wow, that was … scary.”

Squawk. The penguin glanced up at Gameknight, a look of fear in her little eyes.

“Yeah, I’m afraid. Being inside the game, really inside, makes all this seem a little more dangerous than I thought. But if Entity303 can do it, then so can I.”

Squawk.

“I hope that means you have faith in me,” Gameknight said.

Squawk, squawk! Tux replied.

“If I remember correctly, soon the rocket should—“

Their rocket shuddered again, as if some great space-beast had grabbed hold of it and was shaking it around. The ship then broke apart, the top and bottom flying out into space, leaving Gameknight and his companion in a square box he now remembered was called the Eagle. It was named after the landing craft from the Apollo 11 mission that actually put two astronauts, Neil Armstrong and Buzz Aldrin, on the Moon’s surface for the first time. And now, he and Tux were in Galacticraft’s version of the famous spacecraft.

Squawk! Tux warned.

“I know, I can see the speed indicator,” Gameknight said. “We’re falling faster…. How do I slow down? When I played this before, I just hit the space bar, but now, the controls seem totally different.”

Tux jumped up, floating through the microgravity until she landed on the Eagle’s control panel. Waddling across the console, she started pecking randomly at buttons and lights. Her beak struck a large yellow button, and instantly a thruster fired, pushing upward on the craft.

“Ok, I see it.”

He pressed on the button as the little penguin floated back to the ground. With each touch, they slowed down just a little.

Squawk, squawk.

“I can’t just press it all the time,” Gameknight explained to the tiny penguin. “We have a limited amount of fuel. It needs to be used in spurts.”

Over and over, he pressed the button, slowing their descent, then released it, allowing the speed to increase a little, then repeated the process. They sped up, then slowed down, then sped up again as they drew closer to the lunar surface. Gameknight knew that if they hit the ground too hard, they would not survive, but if they ran out of fuel, then they would likely perish as well. It was a tricky balancing act. He watched the fuel indicator as he activated the thrusters, doing the delicate dance between accelerating and decelerating.

The ground was now visible. The surface of the moon was a gray expanse, devoid of any color. Nothing grew here, for there was no air, but he could see countless monsters moving about on the lunar surface. Craters covered the landscape, and although they seemed small and inconsequential from far away, Gameknight realized as the craft drew closer just how huge they actually were.

Soon the ground completely filled the view out the window of the craft, the horizon and space no longer visible. Monsters moved about on the lunar surface, their space helmets occasionally reflecting the light of the sun like shining mirrors. He hit the thruster again and again, slowing the craft’s descent. Their landing site was now in view; the base of a small hill. A group of zombies shuffled nearby, but were moving away. Maybe they wouldn’t see the ship landing.

Gameknight used the thruster again … and again … and … it stopped working. A red light indicating their fuel level was shining a bright warning; they’d run out. The Eagle drifted down, the gentle tugs of the one-sixth gravity pulling the lander closer and closer, its speed rising until … it landed with a rough jolt, kicking up a large puff of dust into the dark sky.

Glancing out the window, Gameknight couldn’t see any monsters nearby … yet. Opening the hatch, he stepped out of the spacecraft and floated gently to the ground, Tux following close behind. He yanked open a side compartment to access the lander’s inventory and pulled out the landing pad and his rocket for the return trip. They also had the oxygen generation equipment and blocks of leaves given to them by King Iago back on the floating island in Mystcraft.

“Come on, Tux,” Gameknight said, then stepped toward a small hill nearby. “We need to get our base set up.”

As he stepped, he was instantly propelled into the air, his legs churning as he soared across the landscape. Next to him, Tux floated gracefully, flapping her little wings to control her motion. Gameknight reached out and did the same, flapping his arms like an awkward, featherless bird, but of course it did nothing. They floated higher and higher, drifting over a group of black space spiders, each wearing a space helmet and carrying oxygen tanks, their eyes colored a bright, angry green. The fuzzy monsters stared hungrily up at them, and as they floated back to the ground, Gameknight drew his diamond sword with his right hand, the iron blade with his left. As they touched down, the monsters attacked.

Tux moved behind Gameknight, squawking in fear. A spider lunged at the little animal, but the User-that-is-not-a-user was there, ready. His diamond blade came down on the monster, tearing into its HP. The spider screamed in pain, its voice muffled by the space helmet. Spinning, the monster tried to face Gameknight, but it was too late—before it could turn to counterattack, he moved forward, slashing with both swords. The creature disappeared with a pop.

Pain exploded across Gameknight’s back. Rolling to the side, he turned and swung his iron sword, blocking the wicked, curved claw that was heading toward his head. Two spiders were trying to attack, one in the way of the other. Gameknight shifted to the side, keeping one spider in front of the other, then attacked the closest. The monster swung with two legs, one from the right and one from the left, dark claws shining in the harsh sunlight. Gameknight deflected both away, then brought his blades down upon the creature. She screeched in agony and backed up. He glanced around and found the second spider gone … good. Advancing, the User-that-is-not-a-user attacked with a flurry of strikes, and though the monster tried to deflect them, she was not fast enough. His blade found her flesh over and over again, causing the creature to flash red as she took damage. And then finally, with a look of despair on her hideous, green-eyed face, the spider disappeared, leaving behind three glowing balls of XP.

Tux screeched. Gameknight spun around. A spider was approaching from behind, ready to strike his exposed back, but Tux was attacking it with her little yellow beak. She pecked and pecked at the spider while she screeched and squawked. The spider stopped her advance and turned towards its irritant; that was its first mistake. Tux pecked at the monster’s leg again and again, but her beak did no harm to the fuzzy creature. Annoyed, the spider raised a curved claw and swung it at the penguin; that was its second mistake.

“Oh no, you don’t!” Gameknight screamed as loud as he could, then launched himself at the spider, barreling into the creature with his body. The spider was knocked aside, but quickly stood and attacked again. But the User-that-is-not-a-user was ready. He blocked an attack from the right, then two claws came at him from the left. Gameknight deflected the claws, his swords ringing with each impact. The creature tried to retreat, but he pressed the attack, his blades everywhere at once. He hit the beast on the side, then the head, then the legs, each time causing the monster to flash red and take damage. The spider looked around desperately, hoping for help from another monster, but there were none nearby.

Making a carefully controlled jump, Gameknight came down on the creature, driving both blades at the monster and taking the last of her HP, finally causing the fuzzy giant to disappear.

With a sigh of relief, Gameknight put away a sword and reached up to wipe his brow with a sleeve. His arm bumped up against his glass space helmet as beads of sweat trickled down his face, one of them tumbling to the edge of his mouth; it tasted salty.

He turned toward his companion. “I guess we need to remember that monsters on the moon are just as dangerous as in the Overworld, Tux.”

Squawk, squawk.

Gameknight glanced around, making sure there were no other monsters nearby. There were none. Good. He motioned Tux to follow, and moved to a large crater. Jumping from the rim, he floated to the bottom of the recession.

“This will be a perfect place for our base, Tux. Monsters won’t be able to see us from far away.”

Squawk, squawk!

The penguin moved to the rim of the crater and scanned the terrain while Gameknight pulled more equipment from his inventory. The oxygen collector was placed on a flat section of moon rock, followed by the coal generator. Around the collector, he started placing blocks of leaves, keeping them as close to the mechanical cubes as possible. Pulling a stack of coal from his inventory, he placed it in the generator. Small sparkles floated from the leaves to the collector as oxygen was collected from the leafy blocks.

“Okay, we’re making oxygen; now we need to make a large bubble so we can take off these space suits.”

He picked up a gray cube that looked like a furnace, but this one had multi-bladed fans on each side: an oxygen distributor. He placed it on the ground just a few blocks away, then ran glass pipes between it and the collector.

Nothing happened.

“Where’s the bubble?” Gameknight said to himself, confused. He checked to make sure the pipe was connected on the correct side of the distributor; it all seemed good.

Squawk, Tux called out. She had jumped off the hill of moon rock and was now standing on the coal generator.

“Oh, of course … we need power.”

Gameknight pulled a second coal generator out of his inventory and placed it next to the bubble distributor. Opening the top, he placed pieces of coal inside, then closed the lid. Instantly, a bubble of air formed around the distributor, slowly growing bigger and bigger.

“Now we’re talkin’,” the User-that-is-not-a-user said. “What do you think, Tux?”

Squawk, squawk, squawk.

“OK, come stand next to me. When I remove your helmet, you must stay inside the bubble…. You got it?”

The penguin jumped up and down in affirmation. Gameknight waited until the bubble grew to full size, then grabbed the glass cube on the creature’s head and removed her helmet. Then he did the same for himself.

Air never smelled so sweet. He took a deep slow breath and just enjoyed the oaky aroma and the freshness of the atmosphere; the leaves must have been from an oak tree. He glanced down and saw the penguin taking a deep breath and almost smiling with her yellow beak.

“OK, now we bring our friends.”

Gameknight pulled out the magical ring he’d been given by one of their allies in Mystcraft, a demon named Kahn. The ring sparkled in the light from the square sun that blazed overhead. A single blood-red gem sat in the center of the ring, ornate runes scrawled across the top. He put it on his finger.

“Okay, I hope this works.”

He reached for the ring, but paused. Gameknight struggled with the thought of bringing all of his friends to this incredibly inhospitable place. Being on the moon was dangerous, incredibly dangerous. Chasing their enemy, Entity303, had been a fatal mission for some of their friends already, and he knew the worst of it was yet to come. If he brought his friends on this pursuit through outer space, some of them might get hurt … or worse.

“I’m just a kid, and Entity303 always seems to be a step ahead of us. How could just the two of us be expected to stop him?”

He stared down at Tux. Her dark eyes seemed to agree with him, but there was also a shadow of confidence there as well that Gameknight didn’t share.

“I wish the Oracle were here. She’d tell me the right thing to do.”

The Oracle was an anti-virus program sent into Minecraft to defeat a virus, Herobrine. Her presence was always there in the game, noticeable by the music that floated through Minecraft. But since Entity303 had reprogrammed the game with mods, the Oracle had been strangely silent.

Suddenly, a bright, jagged gash appeared in the sky overhead. It wasn’t a lightning bolt or light from another spacecraft; no, it wasn’t an object at all. What it looked like, in fact, was a rip in the sky, as if someone had just tried to tear apart the universe. But as quickly as it had appeared, it sealed itself up, mending the rift and healing the Minecraft universe.

“You see that, Tux?”

Squawk! the penguin replied, sounding just as concerned.

“I think all the mods Entity303 loaded into Minecraft are starting to cause glitches in the servers. We need to hurry.” Gameknight turned and faced his penguin friend. “I have no choice, Tux. I know I can’t do this on my own. If I try, I’ll just mess it up, and then everything could be destroyed.” He glanced up at the spot where the tear in the fabric of Minecraft had been and shuddered. “My friends will help keep me from messing this up and failing. I need them here with me, regardless of the danger.”

He sighed, then pressed the crimson gem. A flash of light momentarily blinded him, but when his vision cleared, he found all of his friends clustered together in front of him. At the center was the stocky form of Digger, taller than the rest of the NPCs. Herder, his long black hair tucked under his helmet, quickly checked the helmets on each of his wolves, then sent them out to form a protective circle. The animals had a difficult time moving across the moon at first without flying up into the air, but they quickly adapted.

Crafter moved to his side and gazed up at the blue and green cube that hung high above them in the dark sky. It was the Overworld, their home. His blue eyes were bright with wonder.

“Being the oldest villager in Minecraft, I thought I’d seen it all,” Crafter said, his bright blue eyes glowing from behind his square space helmet. “But I never imagined I’d see something like this.”

“It’s beautiful,” Stitcher said, her red hair almost shining with a crimson halo in the bright sunlight.

The young girl already had her enchanted bow out and an arrow notched, ready for battle.

“Yeah, I’m not one to talk about things being pretty and all that,” her older sister, Hunter, said. Her curly red hair was just as magnificent as her younger sibling’s. “But that is pretty cool.”

“We must hurry, yes, yes,” Empech said. The gray skinned gnome adjusted the huge backpack that he always wore; it didn’t fit well over his oxygen tanks. “The enemy, Entity303, must be found.”

“Hmmm … Empech is correct,” Forpech, the other gnome in their party, and a new addition to the group, added. His dark eyes seemed filled with fear. “We must return Weaver to the past before it is too late.”

“I agree,” Crafter said. “Maybe we should go out and scout around until we find some sign of Entity303. He must have—”

“I can see his base from here,” a voice shouted.

They all turned to see Weaver standing atop a large hill of moon rocks about two dozen blocks away. The young boy pointed off into the distance.

“Let’s go!” Weaver yelled, then took off running.

“Wait!” Gameknight shouted, but the boy was already gone. “Herder, send your wolves with him. If Weaver is killed, we’ll never be able to send him back into the past and repair the timeline.”

Herder nodded, then whistled and pointed toward the hill. The wolves instantly responded, loping across the dusty landscape after the boy. Gameknight put on his helmet, then replaced the glass cube over Tux’s head. He glanced around at the makeshift base he’d constructed, then sighed.

“We can’t just leave this here,” Gameknight said. He pulled out his pickaxe. “Digger, can you help me?”

“I’ll do it,” the stocky NPC said. “You go, and I’ll be right behind you.” Not waiting for a response, he started shattering the blocks of leaves and oxygen generation equipment with his pickaxe, storing everything away in his inventory.

Gameknight turned and sprinted after Weaver and the wolves, the rest of the party following. They bounced across the gray landscape, everyone struggling to keep their feet on the ground, except the pechs—somehow, the small, gray-skinned gnomes were able to run across the dusty landscape without any problems; maybe it was because of the oversized backpacks that each wore, weighing them down.

Cresting the hill, they saw Weaver approaching a collection of leaves. The wolves were already within the bubble of air Entity303 had constructed around them. As he neared, Weaver entered the bubble and removed his helmet, then waved at the others, his blue eyes, identical to Crafter’s, shining in the bright light. It was no surprise his eyes were the same as Crafter’s, since they were related; Weaver was Crafter’s great uncle, taken from the past and brought into this time.

Finally, Gameknight reached Entity303’s base. A pile of tree leaves was positioned around his oxygen collector, the bubble distributor nearby. Inside the base, they found equipment: pieces of dark metal, nose cones, large rocket engines … all of the things necessary to build a rocket. But by the size of the parts, the new rocket would be much larger than the one that had brought Entity303 to the moon.

“Gameknight, look at this,” Crafter said.

Trying not to bounce, Gameknight moved to the young NPC’s side. On a wall of cobblestone was a map. It was almost entirely black, with concentric circles drawn around a yellow spot. Outside of the first rings was another spot, with smaller concentric circles.

“What is it?” Digger asked, his voice sounding weak and afraid, far from its normally booming volume and confident tone.

“It’s a map of Galacticraft,” Gameknight said. “This first set of circles is our solar system. The third planet is the Overworld, and the little dot next to it is the Moon; that’s where we are now.”

“What are those circles near the edge of the solar system?” Digger asked.

“It’s another solar system,” Gameknight explained. “If you have a large enough rocket, then you can go way out there and explore those planets.”

“There’s something written next to the moon,” Stitcher said. “What does it say?”

Crafter moved closer. He took off his helmet so he could get closer; the bubble of air around them allowed him to breathe. “It says, ‘Minecraft’s core, that is where the destruction will start.’ I wonder what that means.”

“I think there’s more writing near the other solar systems, but I can’t quite make it out,” Stitcher said, pulling out a torch and placing it on the ground. The flame cast a wide circle of flickering light. “I think it says, ‘The cake is a lie.’ What’s that mean?” She moved closer to the map, trying to read some even smaller letters. “It also says, ‘All paths through space go through the Moon boss. That’s where the destruction of Minecraft will begin.’ This is kinda creepy.”

Just then, the sorrowful moan of a zombie floated across the lunar surface. The wolves instantly growled, their proud voices muted inside their space helmets. The animals moved to one side of the base, their fur sticking out and eyes bright red. Gameknight drew his sword. At first, he’d planned to choose the yellow-glowing infused blade given to him by King Iago, but, after a second thought, he put away that weapon and instead drew his diamond blade.

Who knows how long the energy in the infused-sword will last? Gameknight thought. I’ll save it until it’s necessary.

He took a step toward the monster sounds. Far away, he could see a zombie shuffling aimlessly about. The creatures hadn’t noticed them … not yet.

“We need to catch Entity303 before all the moon monsters find us,” Weaver said.

“And before he escapes, yes, yes,” Empech added .

“But where do we search for him?” Stitcher asked. Her enchanted bow was in her hand, magical power flowing across the weapon, casting an iridescent blue glow on the surroundings. She glanced anxiously in the direction of the zombie moans, then looked back at Gameknignt999. “We could go off in any direction and completely miss him.”

“Then which way do we go?” Gameknight turned to Crafter. “What do you think?”

“Well, I …”

“Hmmm … we should go to the moon village,” Forpech said, his deep, scratchy voice sounding like distant thunder.

“Moon village?” Crafter asked, confused.

The pech pointed off into the distance with an enchanted wand, its tip capped with a dull green crystal. “Yes, Forpech senses a village. Hmmm … it is just over that hill.”

“Hunter, Stitcher … go check,” Gameknight commanded.

The sisters took off running, almost hopping through the faint gravitational field. When they reached the top of the hill, Hunter turned and waved her bow, signaling that the little gray gnome was correct.

“OK,” Gameknight said, glad to have a place to start their search. “Let’s get to that village and see if they can help. Entity303’s map says his path leads through the Moon boss, so let’s get there first and surprise him.”

“Alright!” Weaver exclaimed and took off running, the rest of them following close behind.

Gameknight checked Tux’s helmet, then lifted the penguin and held her under his arm.

“I hope it wasn’t a mistake bringing all my friends here, Tux,” he said in a soft voice.

Squawk, she replied, her squeaky reply almost a whisper.

“This might be too dangerous for us, and I may have sentenced at least one of them to death, maybe more,” Gameknight said.

Squawk, squawk.

He sighed, then took off running as needles of doubt pierced his every nerve.


CHAPTER 2

ENTITY303

Entity303 stepped into the Moon Boss chamber, his blue and white Alpha Yeti armor sparkling with magical enchantments. Instantly, the Moon Boss appeared at the center of the chamber, materializing out of the dark. The evil user knew what the huge skeleton would try to do, though, and he wasn’t going to give the monster the chance.

The Moon Boss reached down, trying to grab the intruder and toss him into the columns of lava that flowed from ceiling to floor in the corners, but Entity303 had used a potion of Swiftness before entering the room; the monster couldn’t touch him.

Streaking past the creature, he slashed at its bony legs, his yellow-glowing sword tearing into its HP. The Moon Boss bellowed in pain, then turned and fired a string of arrows. Entity303 leapt high, shooting his body toward the wall. Flipping around, the user landed with his feet against the gray brick wall, then pushed off hard, launching himself as if he were an armored missile. When he collided with the massive skeleton, Entity303 slashed repeatedly at the monster, scoring hit after hit. The giant creature flashed red as it took damage.

More arrows streaked through the lunar atmosphere, but Entity303 was too close for the creature to get a good shot.

“Ha ha … is that the best you got?” the user laughed cruelly.

“No one mocks the Moon Boss.” The skeleton tried again to reach out and grab Entity303, but missed. “I will make you pay.”

“We’ll see who pays.”

Entity303 pushed away from the monster. He slowly settled to the ground, slashing with his blade as he descended. The monster screamed again, agony filling its voice.

The Moon Boss fell to one knee. He dropped one of his bows, but still fired with the other one. Entity303 danced around the projectiles, moving in for another attack, and then struck the monster, his glowing blade digging in deep.

Dropping his remaining bow, the Moon Boss fell to the floor.

“You are defeated, skeleton,” Entity303 said. “All I want is the tier-two key. Give it to me, and you will live another day.” He moved close, his sword pointed at the creature’s pale head. “Don’t make me destroy you.”

The monster glared up at the user, an expression of fear on his bony face. With a sigh, he pulled out the key and tossed it onto the ground.

“You should remember my name, skeleton. It’s Entity303, and I’m going to destroy all of Minecraft.”

The Moon Boss mumbled something, but in his weakened state, he could barely speak.

“I’m gonna take what you have in your treasure room, and go to the farthest reaches of outer space,” Entity303 bent down and picked up the key. “No one will suspect what I’m going to do until it’s too late. Enjoy your last few hours of life, Moon Boss.”

The monster mumbled something again. Entity303 couldn’t understand him, so he just kicked him hard, causing the creature to groan in pain. The evil user laughed.

“Those fools who fired me from the Minecraft programming team will rue the day they messed with Entity303.” He moved to the passage opening that led to the treasure room, then turned and glared at the collapsed monster on the ground. “I will destroy their creation from within, then laugh as they try to salvage anything.”

He glanced one more time around the gray chamber. Columns of lava flowed down the corners of the room, with iron bars lining the edges of the boiling stone. They cast an orange glow across the room, making the chamber unusually bright compared to the rest of the dungeon. The boss lay crumpled on the ground, barely alive and whimpering … pathetic.

Turning, he strode out of the room and into the next passage. As soon as he left the chamber, the Moon Boss disappeared. He would respawn the next time someone entered.

“I hope the Moon Boss takes his vengeance on whomever comes next,” Entity303 said to the cold brick walls.

Entity303 walked majestically through the side passage that led to the treasure room. The narrow hallway turned once to the left, then to the right, blocking out any of the orange glow from the boss chamber. Now, cloaked in darkness, the passage seemed to have a hint of danger to it; was there something hiding just out of reach? Entity303 took out his blazing yellow sword. Instantly, the infused blade filled the corridor with light, showing the gray brick walls.

Normally, he wouldn’t be afraid of any monster in Minecraft, for the hostile mobs were insignificant compared to Entity303’s skill in the game. But, in this case, he wasn’t just playing the game; he was really in the game. After stealing Gameknight’s father’s invention, the Digitizer, from the company it had been sold to, Entity303 had used it to bring his entire being into the game, just like Gameknight999. He was a user, but he was also something more. He could call himself a User-that-is-not-a-user, but he knew that was the title his enemy, Gameknight999, used. It was a title for a pathetically weak player he’d left trapped in a previous mod, Mystcraft.

“Without Gameknight999 chasing me, I can do whatever I want,” he said to the cold walls.

The passage turned again, then opened to a bright room: the treasure room. Tall columns of glowstone stood in the corners of the chamber, bathing the small room in a golden-yellow light. With no monsters nearby, he put away his sword, then pulled out the key he’d taken from the Moon Boss. At the center of the room sat a wooden chest. It looked ancient, as if it hadn’t been opened in centuries. He knelt before the chest and inserted the gold key. Turning it, he heard a satisfying click. He knew he shouldn’t be able to hear the locking mechanism disengage, for there was no air to transmit the sound waves, but Minecraft didn’t necessarily follow the same rules of physics as the outside world.

Carefully, he opened the chest and peered inside. Before him lay what he was searching for: the designs for the next rocket. He breathed a sigh of relief.

“This rocket will let me get even deeper into the cosmos,” Entity303 said; he loved the sound of his own voice. “And the closer I get to the edge of Minecraft, the more destruction I can cause.”

He reached into the chest and withdrew the plans, the parchment crackling as if it were ancient. Stuffing it into his inventory, he slammed the lid shut, dust rising from the chest. He chuckled a maniacal laugh that echoed off the stone walls and reflected back to him from all sides. It made it seem almost as if he were at the center of a huge party, though only he was in attendance.

“Those programmers destroyed my reputation by firing me from the Minecraft development team,” Entity303 said. “I lost all my friends and associates. I lost everything. Now, I’m going to teach them what that feels like. Soon, those who fired me will feel my pain.”

Moving to a corner of the room, Entity303 put away his sword and pulled out a diamond pickaxe. It sparkled with enchantments, casting a glow on his yeti armor. He removed his chest plate and stuffed it into his inventory, then pulled out a jetpack and quickly put his arms through the straps.

“It’s time to get out of here,” he said.

Stuffing the piece of paper in his inventory, he activated his rocket pack. With tongues of flame shooting out behind him, he floated to the ceiling. Swinging the pickaxe with all his strength, he dug straight up. Normally, in Minecraft, that was a bad thing to do, digging straight up, but on the Moon there was no gravel or sand or lava, making it completely safe. He carved his way upward until he finally pierced the last layers of moon dirt and moon stone, and shot up into the star-speckled dark sky.

Turning off the jet pack, he slowly settled to the ground. As he descended, Entity303 gave himself the smallest of nudges with the jet pack, carrying him back toward his hastily constructed base. But as he approached, he could see footsteps leading to his base, then heading away toward the distant village of aliens.

“Huh … it seems that the pathetic User-that-is-not-a-user, Gameknight999, survived Iago and the monsters in Mystcraft after all,” Entity303 said to the empty landscape. “He must have followed me here into space. But where did he get his own rocket ship?” And then he realized who must have helped him. “Iago,” he said, then laughed it off. “So what? All the better. Let him watch the destruction of Minecraft from the cold emptiness of outer space.”

Turning off his jetpack, he landed on the ground and moved to his NASA workbench. Long, gangly arms stuck up out of the bench, apparently designed to hold the device being constructed. He placed the tier-two rocket schematic on the bench. Instantly, the space ship was unlocked, allowing him to begin crafting.

“Now I’m glad I didn’t destroy all the monster spawners down in that dungeon,” Entity303 said as he fitted the rocket fins and hull plating to the rocket. “When the Moon Boss respawns, I bet he’ll be especially angry after he realizes I looted his chest … good. Maybe he’ll take it out on Gameknight and his annoying friends.”

He put the last touches on the rocket, then moved his new ship from the workbench to the launch pad that sat outside his bubble of air. Quickly, he put his oxygen tanks in the compressor and topped them off, filling them to the brim with life-sustaining air. Putting the oxygen gear back on, he used his pickaxe on the compressor, bubble distributor, and oxygen collector, breaking them down so he could place them back into his inventory. He then took all the pipes and leaves, too.

“No sense leaving anything behind that’ll help my adversaries,” he said with a sneer. “Though, maybe I can leave behind one little present.”

Entity303 reached into his inventory and pulled out a spawner he’d been holding onto for a while. It was a creeper spawner: a dark cage able to bring the explosive creatures to life, complete with space helmets and oxygen gear.

He placed it on the ground, then backed away. Instantly, a tiny green figure began to spin within the spawner. The monster slowly grew in size, but would take a while before it was ready to come forth and wreak havoc. Moving to his ship, the evil user climbed in and closed the hatch.

“I hope you have enough air, Gameknight999,” Entity303 said with a laugh, then climbed into his ship. “See you on Mars, User-that-is-not-a-user. That is, if you manage to get off the moon … alive.”

And with that thought, he pressed the large red button on the control panel and blasted off into the inky black sky.


CHAPTER 3

ALIENS

They crossed the dull gray wasteland in leaps and bounds. With the reduced gravity, a jump into the air caused each of them to soar six times higher. It was fun at first, but Gameknight quickly became frustrated.

“I just want to sprint, not fly,” the User-that-is-not-a-user complained.

“When you had Elytra wings, all you wanted to do was fly,” Hunter chided. “Now you can fly anytime you want, and you want to stay on the ground. Sometimes, I think you like suffering.”

She cast him a sarcastic smile as she soared over his head. Gameknight watched as she did a few graceful flips, then landed delicately on the dusty ground. He moved up next to her, loping along in lock step.

“Did you see any monsters while you were up there?” he asked.

She nodded. “Yep, they’re all over the place, but fortunately, none are nearby … for now.”

“I hope it stays that way,” Gameknight replied .

“Not likely.” Hunter replied lightly as she leapt into the air again, her joyous giggles muffled slightly by her glass helmet.

Gameknight looked up at his friend and smiled. Her long, curly red hair was trapped inside the space helmet; the curls were pressed up against the transparent cube, piling up around her ears and the back of her head as if they were trying to break free. The crimson locks bounced about when she ran, but floated, weightless, as she soared through the air. It reminded him of the box of springs his dad kept in their basement, which at the moment was probably just a few feet from his unconscious body in the physical world.

“Gameknight, Weaver said something,” Herder said, glancing over his shoulder. “You listening? Are you awake?”
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