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Stuck Inside Minecraft
Book 1
By Write Blocked
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Join the Fan Club on discord: https://discord.gg/FAFWz7g  
Subscribe to my Newsletter: https://tinyletter.com/WriteBlocked
Join the group on Goodreads: https://www.goodreads.com/group/1173039





“An average 13-year-old boy, doing average things, with an average stay-at-home mom and an average life.”
- Michael





Chapter 1
Be Careful What You Wish For





Stream starts in 3.

2. 

1. 

“Hellooooo! It’s your boy Michael, and this is Minecraft Week 2. Last week you saw me craft, build and survive through my first night and fight the creepers that tried to break into my house and then I heroically saved—”

“Honey! Are you talking to yourself again?” a loud, piercing and all too familiar voice interrupted me from outside my bedroom door.

“No, mom!” I yelled out. “Don’t come in! I’m streaming on Twi—”

My mom, ignoring my very simple instructions, burst into the room, and quickly scanned the room to gauge its dirtiness level. Dirtiness level 3 is being grounded for a day. Dirtiness level 2 is a long and loud yelling session. Thankfully my room is currently at dirtiness level 1, which is act as usual, but display slight disappointment at me.

“Ohhhh. You’re making one of those internet videos.” She smiled brightly and strolled into the room. 

“Mom, wait, you’re getting in the video—” I tried to stop her. 

But she was already on it.

My mom grabbed my webcam, brought it up to her face, and looked right into it. I glanced at my stream and my mom looked like a fish staring out of a fishbowl. She took out a Windex bottle from her mom utility belt and sprayed the webcam. She then took out a clean towel hanging on the belt and wiped the cam clean.

“There, now you’ll look all handsome in your video,” She declared proudly. 

“Mooom….” I sighed as I ended my stream. 

I wasn’t too upset because there were only three viewers, and I think one of them was a bot. Hopefully, they come back when I start my stream again, even the bot. I mean as long as it’s boosting my view count, I don’t really care if my viewers are man or machine. 

“You know, all your internet friends watching you would really like it if you kept a clean room in the background,” she advised me as she set everything back in her belt and started to clean around the room. 

“I know, I was going to get to it.”

“Tsk tsk,” my mom shook her head as she found my green creeper hoodie wrapped around my lamp like a snake. I waited patiently as my mom finally finished.

“I trust that you can take care of the rest,” My mom pointed towards a pile of laundry that I hadn’t put in the closet yet.

“Yes, mom, I’ll make sure my room is clean for the three people watching my stream. Or were watching my stream,” I muttered. 

She looked around the room one last time to see if there were any other messes for her to clean up. 

“Love you, Michael,” she said as she walked back out of my room.

I quickly double-checked to see that the stream was definitely ended.

“Yeah, love you too, mom,” I replied. 

“Oh, and Michael?” she added as she began to close the door behind her.

“Yeah?”

“Good luck!”

So yeah, this is me. Michael. An average 13-year-old boy, doing average things, with an average stay-at-home mom and an average life. At least that used to be true. In fact, none of what I told you is true anymore. Everything has changed. 

Let’s start at the beginning. I used to be a pretty famous Twitch Streamer—people would even recognize me on the streets. Granted, I’m assuming I was famous based on me having three average viewers per stream. I also had one YouTube subscriber, and yeah, to be honest, only one person ever actually recognized me on the streets, and he was indeed my childhood best friend—Liam. 

Okay, I guess I was a pretty unknown Twitch streamer, but whatever, that doesn’t really matter.  Let’s just get to the part that matters. Let’s get to what happened that fateful night. 

So back to the past me, after my mom left, I cleaned my room completely lest I incur her wrath again and she ruins another stream. I folded all my clean clothes, tossed the undies in the laundry hamper, and sprayed enough Febreze to make myself gag. 

My mom has been known to attack a room with the mop and bucket sometimes. So, I made sure to spray the floors down while I had the chance. The final touch was arranging a few books on my desk so that they gave the illusion of me having read them.

When I was done, I went back to my computer and cracked my knuckles. It’s go time. 

“Okay, time to start it up again,” I said out loud as I went through the steps to start my stream up. Login to Twitch, make sure I’m archiving the footage so I can upload to YouTube later, start Minecraft, and send out a tweet to my dozen followers that the stream has begun—#BestMinecraftStream.

DING! My phoned beeped. 

I looked over at my smartphone as it weakly buzzed. It was a hand-me-down from my dad and it’s ancient. Like they probably made this back in the stone age. It definitely weighed like a rock. It’s so old that I think my dad used it back when he was a kid. But I’m not complaining, it’s better than nothing, and I can play Minecraft: Pocket Edition on it! 

I opened the phone to find a text from my best friend—Liam. 

LIAM: What happened to your stream? I was watching!


I sent him a reply:

MICHAEL: My mom…anyway I’m starting it up again. You should hop back on. Today’s stream is going to be sick!


I put the phone back down and saw that Minecraft had finally loaded up. I pressed the start streaming button and it was showtime. Little did I know that my life was about to change forever. 

Stream starts in 3

2. 

1. 

“Hellooooo! It’s your boy Michael, and this is Let’s Play Minecraft Week 2. Last week you saw me craft, build and survive through my first night and fight the creepers that tried to break into my house, and then I heroically saved the day by killing them all, but my house was damaged by some dumb creeper blowing up right in the middle of it. So, I guess we’ll start out today by fixing up my house,” I explained to my 2 viewers that joined my stream. I guess the bot didn’t come back. 

Hopefully, more people join as I keep playing. I’m glad Liam is here, at least. Otherwise, I would be playing for only one viewer, and that’s always awkward. 

I controlled my character to walk down to a nearby tree and started violently punching it to get wood out of it. If that sentence made no sense to you—you probably shouldn’t even be reading this. But as any Minecraft fan would know, punching trees is classic Minecraft.  

As I tediously punched the tree, I wondered if any of this was really worth it. No one is ever going to watch my stream. Well, except for some random person or two that usually show up and, of course, my best friend, Liam. 

What’s the point of doing anything when no one cares or even knows you’re doing it? 

Would basketball players still play basketball if no one was watching? Would movie stars still act in movies if no one showed up in the theaters? Would teachers still teach if no one was paying attention?

Well, I think that last one happens all the time, but still, it all felt so very pointless. 

I wish all of this was worth something or meant something. 

I wish it wasn’t all for nothing.

Just then, as I was having my Minecraft midlife crisis, I saw an odd villager just staring at me on the corner of my monitor. 

All villagers look odd, with their large chubby nose, but this one was odder than the rest. It was fat. It’s pretty hard to be fat in a game where everything is made out of equivalent sized blocks, but this guy was literally pushing the art style of the game to the limit.

“Wow, did you guys see that?” I asked my two-person audience as I walked over to the villager. “Wow, this is such a cool bug. There’s no village anywhere. Where did he spawn from?”

Villagers tend to only spawn in villages. Having a villager spawn in the middle of a forest out of nowhere is a very weird glitch. It’s not like I was using any mods. 

I circled the villager; it wasn’t moving at all. He just stood completely still. 

As I looked at it closer, I got spooked by a loud thunderous sound. It sounded like it came from both inside the game and outside my window at the same time.

“Woah,” I said as it started raining, in the game and outside together. “That was freaky.”

The clattering of rain drops on my window and the rain inside the game sounded so alike, the sounds seemed to merge together. 

“Well, what do you guys think? Should I shoot it with an arrow?” I asked as I opened my inventory and equipped my bow.

“No.” I heard a faint voice hidden in the thunders of the game and the ones raging outside my room. I quickly removed my headphones and looked around. No one was here, but I could have sworn someone said that. 

“Mom?” I said, wondering if she was the source of the voice. “I—I cleaned my room…”

There was no reply. My mom was probably still in the kitchen, making my lunch for tomorrow. But then, where did the voice come from?

Did that sound really come from inside the game? I wondered as I slowly put my headphones back on.

“Did you guys hear that too?” I asked into my mic, “Was that from the game?”

I remained really quiet to make sure no one replied this time. I probably just imagined the voice. I mean, it’s pretty loud with the rain and thunders.

I checked the chat on my stream, only Liam answered my question. 

LIAM: Hear what?


“Nevermind…” I sighed and went back to playing the game, “Where was I? Oh yeah, the glitchy villager.”

I looked back at the villager, but I wasn’t feeling right. Everything looked darker, like the lights in my room had turned off, but they hadn’t. I could hear loud thumping in my ears, they sounded like drums, but I realized it was my own heartbeat. 

I heard a voice from behind me, clear as day. It didn't sound like any voice I'd ever heard before, not even my mom or my dad’s. In fact, it didn’t seem to be coming from anywhere in particular, more of just being everywhere all at once. It was like a light humming that went along with the drums of my heartbeat. 

I could feel sweat dripping down my forehead. Was it sweat? 

It feels like rainwater. 

I shivered as a cold breeze went through me. 

Did I leave the window open?

I clicked the left mouse button to charge my bow right at the glitchy villager. Okay, let me just shoot it, and then I’ll end the stream and…

Wait a second. 

I didn’t click on the left mouse button. 

I pushed my arm back on the bowstring and felt the strain of the string demanding to be released on my fingers. 

I felt raindrops dripping on my face. 

The wind brushing my hair. 

A wet soggy feeling on my feet from standing on wet grass. 

I felt my eyes dilate to adjust to the darkness of the night.

I surrendered to the strain of the bowstring and shot the arrow out, but it missed its target as the villager was no longer there. 

I put the bow down and noticed that my hands were now rectangles. I looked around and confirmed my suspicions—this isn’t my bedroom. 

This is Minecraft and I’m in it. 

Worst of all, it’s night, and I can already hear the monsters growling around me. 




“Bad idea.”
- Michael








Chapter 2
Everyone Remembers Their First Night



I started running as fast as I could, hearing the crunchy sounds of my footsteps sound like the effects of the game. My heart beat so hard I thought it would explode out of my chest, and I knew I couldn’t hold on much longer without breathing.

I made it to a small clearing and took a couple deep breaths. I could feel my stamina returning. 

“Hello! Is anyone there?” I yelled out, hoping there was some kind of explanation waiting for me in a reply. No one replied, the plump villager was nowhere to be seen and the growling of zombies were the only voices I could hear. 

I closed my eyes and slapped myself.

Oof, that hurt!

I opened my eyes and I was still inside the world of Minecraft. My body was still made out of blocks. And the sounds of the zombies were still all around me.

They were getting pretty close now too, I had no choice but to fight them. Just then I realized that I already dropped my bow and I have no other weapons to defend myself with. I can already hear my mom yelling about how I should always put my things in my pockets and not place them anywhere else, like that time I lost my phone at the mall. 

The best part about being stuck inside Minecraft right now is that my mom’s not here to yell at me about it. 

Oh man, at least I hope she isn’t. 

The worst part about being stuck inside Minecraft, obviously, being the fact I’m about to be eaten by a zombie horde. 

Something rustled behind me, and I whirled around, ready to fight whatever was behind me, but instead, it was just the wind. 

My house! I remembered.

The house I already built, if I can find it, I’ll be safe for the night. I closed my eyes and tried to remember any landmarks I saw. I know my house was nearby a lake, but that doesn’t really help me here. All I see around me are trees, and more trees. 

Wait!

In the distance I spotted a giant tower of dirt that I made last week and consequently jumped off to test the fall damage. The tower is nowhere near my house, I built it in a completely random place. But looking at the tower does give me an idea. 

First, I’m going to need dirt. Lots and lots of dirt. 

Please work, I hoped as I got on my knees and got ready to punch the ground. I swung straight for the ground, but just before I hit it, I pulled back. 

What am I thinking? What if I break all my fingers? Wait a second. I looked closer at my hand and made a startling discovery. I don’t even have fingers. My arm and hand are just a single rectangular block. But for some reason I can still feel my fingers. 

The sounds of the zombies were now joined by the rattling sounds of skeletons. And they were all getting even closer. Okay, there’s no time to waste. I have to do this.

I pulled my hands back up and rushed down to punch the ground. I kept full speed all the way down and did not pull my fists back. I slammed straight into the blocky grass, causing it to pop up from the ground and absorb into my seemingly bottomless pockets. 

Woah. This is cool!

I kept punching as the sound of the zombie horde got closer and closer. Soon enough, the zombies came into view. I was surrounded, more zombies than I had ever seen before in the game. I didn’t even know this many zombies could spawn together in the game. There must have been almost fifty of them. I had to go now.

Time to execute my crazy plan.

I looked down at the block of dirt I was standing on and then jumped straight up, quickly reached into my pocket and threw a dirt block right below me. I was now one block higher up. 

It worked! 

I started jumping and placing the dirt blocks below me. I got three blocks high when a zombie rushed over to me and grabbed my feet as I was jumping and pulled me straight back to the bottom. 

I squirmed and tried to pull myself back from its monstrous grip. With my free leg, I kicked it in its face until it let go of me and rushed back to my three-block high tower. I quickly started jumping and placing the blocks again. 

The zombies surrounded the tower in the bottom, but I was high up enough that they couldn’t hurt me. I looked over at the giant square moon in the sky. As long as the moon is up there, the zombies will never stop trying to get to me. The only thing that can stop them is the sun. Looking at the position of the moon, I realized sunlight would take too long to arrive. I’ll have to stay on top of this tower for a while.

I took the time to take inventory of what was in my bottomless pockets. Some arrows, lots of dirt blocks I haven’t used yet, some sand blocks and some redstone I was playing around with earlier. Nothing to craft weapons with to fight the mobs—I have no choice, but to stay up here till the sun comes.

WOOSH! 

Something flew by my head, missing my ears by inches. I looked down to see what it was, there were a group of skeletons at the base of my pillar, but I noticed them too late. 

An arrow pierced into my feet.  

“AHHHHHHH!” I screamed in pain as two more arrows flew by me, barely missing my blocky body. 

Okay, staying up here—bad idea. I started using the remaining blocks to go up higher, to see if I can spot my cabin from up top. I built and I built, doing my best to avoid getting any new piercings from the arrows flying by me. Then I saw it, right by a small lake—my cabin! I quickly started building a bridge towards it using the rest of the dirt blocks. 

The zombie horde and the skeletons followed from the bottom as I dodged and weaved from the arrows they were shooting at me. Once my tower bridge reached the top of my house, I was stuck. There was no way to come down. Usually at this point in the game I would just jump off the tower and respawn, but I had a feeling that won’t work here. 

The sand blocks!

I remembered that unlike other blocks in the game the sand blocks are actually affected by gravity. If I place them down, they will drop, and I can create a staircase down.

The plan worked well, I got closer and closer down and I landed on the roof of the cabin. The zombies and skeletons that were following me began to surround the cabin looking for a way in. There was no way to safely get off the roof and use the door. I quickly started punching the wooden roof instead. I can still enter my house from the top.

HISS!

I recognized the sound immediately—it was the familiar hiss of a Minecraft spider as it jumped on to the top of the cabin.

Oh great, my day just keeps getting better and better. 

“Nice spidey, nice spidey, who’s a good boy…or girl…” I gently said as I held my hands up in the air harmlessly. “Nice spidey, no bitey.”

I quickly found out that there was no reasoning with monsters when the spider launched at me. 

“No!” I yelled.

I didn’t have time to react, as the spider quickly crawled onto my head and tried to bite me on the neck. I fell backwards, landing on my back, and rolled to the edge of my house. I pushed the spider off me, and it fell off the roof. The zombies and skeletons below grew louder, seemingly hungrier after seeing me almost dangle off the roof like it was feeding time at the zoo. 

“Oh no! Oh no! Oh no!”

I thought about how much I wanted to live as I went back to punching the wood to break into my house from the rooftop. There’s so much I haven’t experienced in life. I’ve never went on a roller coaster. I’ve never read a Stephen King book. I still haven’t gotten around to watching the new Avengers movie despite having the whole thing spoiled to me by Liam. Wait! I’ve never even had a girlfriend. 

Just as I was contemplating having possibly lived a life without finding true love, the spider jumped back onto the roof. 

“Really, you’re back?” I complained. The spider crawled closer and closer to me. “I’m still in the middle of accepting I’ve lived a life without love, you know?”

The spider did not know. It kept crawling towards me, and as soon as it got close enough, it lunged straight at me and just then the wooden block finally broke, and I fell into my cabin with a loud crash.

The spider hissed from the top of the roof trying to squeeze in through the one block hole, but thankfully it couldn’t fit through. 

“Should’ve skipped lunch,” I taunted the spider. 

Just when I thought I could finally calm down, I realized I forgot about one big thing. I never finished repairing my house after the creeper blew it open last week.  There was giant hole in the back of my cabin that the mobs could come in from. 

Fortunately, the mobs were now all gathered at the front, trying to break the front door—they hadn’t discovered the hole in the back yet. Unfortunately, it won’t be long till they do. 

Think Michael, think! 

There has to be a way out of this! I’m outnumbered and surrounded by more mobs than I’ve ever seen in the game. My life is at stake. It can’t be over! There has to be something…

Just then I remembered our family trip last summer to Rome. My dad was always talking about how he loved Italian food, and how he wanted us to try the authentic stuff. We ordered everything on the menu, and of course, I ordered pizza. The waiter brought out the most beautiful pizza I have ever seen in my life. At the sight out of it, my dad blurted out a “Mama mia!” and my mom facepalmed in embarrassment. My dad’s response— “When in Rome, do as the Romans do.”

When in Minecraft, do as the Minecrafters do…

There is a way out of this! It’s time to craft!

I sprinted over to my chest and crafting table. The chest was mostly empty, there was only some TNT and a single stone block. That’s all I had crafted last week. I grabbed all the TNT in the chest and used the crafting table to turn the wooden block I broke out of my roof into a stick. Then I used the stone block and the stick to craft out a lever. 

I equipped the TNT blocks and placed them all over my cabin. By using the redstone in my pockets I connected all the TNT blocks and created a line that went outside my house and to the lake and placed the lever at the end. 

Here goes nothing, I encouraged myself as I ran back inside the house and did the unthinkable. I opened the door. The mobs rushed in like water through a broken flood gate. I ran as fast as I could with the arrow from before still sticking out of my feet, ducking and evading any other arrows from hitting me. The mobs chased after me. Ignoring all the redstone and TNT around them.

I sprinted as fast as I could and finally reached the end of the redstone line and triggered the lever. I quickly jumped into the lake as the redstone activated and lighted up. 

BOOM!

The TNT inside the house exploded, and the moaning and hissing of the mobs finally stopped. I waited inside the lake and listened carefully to make sure no other mobs were alive outside. After waiting for as long as I could, I swam and crawled back out of the lake. I saw that my entire cabin was destroyed, and the countless mobs were dead around it. 

I finally got time to relax, I closed my eyes and rested onto the soft sand hoping I would wake up in my own room. I close my eyes and imagined the soft sand below me was my mattress. 

This was just one weird dream, I hoped. Once I wake up, I’ll be back in the real world. 

I was weary from all the running and the fighting. Not to mention the constant feeling of having my life on the line. It’s only been one night, but I’ve had enough Minecraft to last me a lifetime. 

Sadly, as we are all about to know, this was just the beginning. 




“I come from a different world.”
- Michael









Chapter 3
Michael? Steve!




I woke up to sweet sunlight hitting my face, and the calming sound of the lake behind me. I kept my eyes closed, worried about what I would see when I opened them. But my ears had already confirmed my suspicions—I’m still stuck inside Minecraft. 

I opened my eyes to see the blocky lake ahead that had saved my life last night. I struggled to stand back up, and my stomach immediately grumbled like a hungry puppy. I felt exhausted. 

My hunger meter is probably running low, I realized. 

I looked around to see what kind of options I had for a meal. There was a bunch of loot from the mobs that I destroyed last night, but rotten zombie flesh and skeleton bones aren’t exactly my idea of a balanced breakfast. 

Getting a meal in Minecraft was going to be harder than ordering a pizza from an Italian restaurant or asking my mom to make me pancakes. I was going to have to hunt. To become a hunter, I first needed a weapon. 

“I need sticks, and stones,” I muttered out loud. Thankfully after having blown up my wooden cabin, I had plenty of wood left. I grabbed a bunch of the wood lying around, and made myself a new crafting table. I put two blocks of wood inside, and out came four sticks. 

“Now onto the stones…” I looked below me and started punching down at the dirt. 

After last night, I had become somewhat of an expert at punching blocks. It just came naturally to me now, but I hoped it wouldn’t become a habit. I couldn’t imagine accidently punching the concrete walls of my classroom to avoid going out the crowded front door. Now that would be painful. 

After a few layers of dirt blocks, I reached stone. I mined two cobblestone blocks and headed back to the top. One stick and two cobblestone blocks went into the crafting table, and out came one stone sword. 

“How does that saying go? Sticks and stones may break my bones, but…a stone sword would do a lot worse…or something like that,” I swung the stone sword up and down and side to side, getting used to the weight of it. 

“Wait a second…” I realized. “I’m talking to myself…this is just like that movie with Tom Hanks who gets stuck on an island by himself, goes crazy with loneliness, and becomes best friends with a volleyball. What if that happens to me? What if I go crazy because I have no one to talk to expect monsters and inanimate objects?”

I looked over at a sand block next to me, the closer I looked at it, the more I could make out a face in its pixelated design— “Wilson?”

“Impressive work,” the block replied.

“Oh no, it’s too late for me! I’m hearing blocks talk!”

“I’m not a block, you blockhead.” I realized the voice wasn’t coming from a block, it was coming from behind me. 

I quickly turned to see two figures approaching me. One of them was a villager, and the other looked like she had a player skin. The villager looked a little familiar. I rubbed my eyes and got a better look at him. He was the glitch I had seen earlier, the fat villager. 

“You’re the bug I saw before,” I stated as I stepped forward and looked at him a little closer.

“Bug? No, I’m not a bug. That is a bug,” the portly villager said, slightly annoyed, as he pointed over to a dead spider. 

Then he looked over at the girl that was standing next to him. She didn’t look like a villager; she didn’t have the trademarked long nose—she looked more like me—a player. She had bright blue hair, and blue eyes. And a black ribbon in her hair. 

Cute, I thought.

“See, this is what I get for giving a compliment,” the portly villager continued. “I get called a block and then compared to a spider mob.”

“Oh, I’m sorry. I did not mean that kind of bug. I meant like you look different than other villagers’ kind of bug,” I explained as I brushed off the sand from my clothing to make myself look more presentable. 

“Different, how?” he curiously asked.

“Ummm…” I stalled as I thought of something inoffensive to say and tried hard not to stare at his almost round belly. 

“That doesn’t matter now. We have more important things to do,” The girl interrupted and saved the day. 

“Yes. Exactly,” I agreed. “Who are you guys anyway?”

“I am Emma, this is my partner, Jack. We were told to bring you to our leader,” Emma revealed.

“I’m Michael, and I’m not from here. I also have no idea how I got here,” I explained. “I come from a different world.”

“Nice to meet you, Steve. I know you are confused, but our leader Dionysus will explain everything you need to know,” Jack stated. 

“No, not Steve. Michael,” I corrected him.

“Yeah, that’s what I said. Steve.”

“Michael. Like M-I-C-H-A-E-L.” 

“Yeah, I know how to spell Steve. S-T-E-V-E.”

Emma looked back and forth over at me and Jack—confused. I looked over at her wondering whose side she was on. After questioning my sanity for a second, I decided to give up. 

“You know, never mind. Steve it is. Let’s get going,” I said as I began walking. A sharp pain went through my legs as I took my first step. The arrow that hit me last night was still sticking out of my feet, and it was throbbing with pain. 

“You guys wouldn’t happen to be doctors or have some kind of medication?” I hopefully asked the duo. 

“I’m a crafter, she’s a builder,” Jack replied as he went through his pockets and pulled out a piece of cooked porkchop. He tossed it over to me and I looked at it uncomfortably. “Oh, don’t worry. I keep my pockets clean. No lint on that porkchop guaranteed.” He unsuccessfully tried to reassure me. 

“I don’t think this is going to help,” I told him, looking at the porkchop. “I’m hungry, but I’m pretty sure I need medical attention.”

“Just eat it, trust me,” Emma encouraged.

I closed my eyes and tried not to breathe as I ate the pocket porkchop. I looked down at my feet as the arrow slowly disappeared and all the pain went away. 

Woah, now that’s insanely cool. 

Fighting monsters, no doctor appointments, living inside a game. You know what? I think I can get used to this.

The walk to the village was long and hard. Emma and Jack told me that they had to keep the village as hidden and the road to it as difficult as they could make it. It was all to make sure that the village could be as safe as possible. 

I didn’t know what the big deal about hiding a village was, monsters in Minecraft spawn anywhere, no matter where you are. But something told me what they were hiding from was much worse than regular old Minecraft mobs. That something definitely not being Jack and Emma who were quiet as a mouse the whole journey. 

I would much rather have been lying in bed watching cartoons, but instead, I was walking in a virtual world with two weirdos. I knew it wasn't going to be easy, but I was ready for anything. If I could survive my first night, then I could survive whatever is coming next. 

After climbing mountains and going through multiple smelly swamps, we finally arrived at the village. 




“Who exactly are you fighting here?” 
- Michael







Chapter 4
The Chosen One


Jack and Emma led me into their village. It was different than any village I had seen in the game before. It was in the middle of a forest hidden by its dense trees. There were many more villagers than in a normal Minecraft village. There were people everywhere. I was surprised by the size of it. This wasn’t just a few houses grouped together, it was a full-blown town.

Unlike a normal village where villagers wander aimlessly with the occasional ‘Hurrgh’, this village looked organized. The villagers inside were mostly practicing and training. They were using swords and shields. Some even had bows and arrows. As we walked by, they would stop briefly to glance at us before returning to their fights. 

“Welcome to our home,” Jack proudly said. “Resistance Village.”

“This is kinda epic,” I said as I looked around in awe. 

Jack went ahead of us to let Dionysus know of my arrival. Emma and I took the scenic route through the village. They wanted me to get a good tour of the entire village grounds, which kept shocking me with how big it was.

As we walked through the village to reach the center, there were more and more buildings. Entire full-sized inns and taverns, and massive armories and libraries. There was even a river that ran through the middle of the village. As Emma showed me around, I realized that the village was divided into various sections. There was one to train crafters, one to train builders, and then one to train warriors.

The crafters were learning to remember crafting recipes and craft items as quickly as possible for the builders and the warriors. The builders were learning to build various kinds of defenses, covers and other structures. The warriors were practicing their combat skills. They were learning to fight using various kinds of swords and bows.

“Warriors, Crafters, and Builders. Why is everyone split into three groups?” I asked Emma.

“To make squads of three. Each squad has one warrior, crafter, and builder. This way each individual is focused and highly skilled in their one expertise.”

“Why only three in each squad?” I asked. 

“Three members keeps each group small enough to perform stealth missions and if we do end up getting caught by our enemies or getting overwhelmed in a fight, our army doesn’t suffer too many losses,” Emma answered.

“Army? Who exactly are you fighting here?” I asked as we reached the middle of the village. There was large square building in the middle, a sign by the door revealed the building’s name: The Dojo. 

“This is where our leader Dionysus resides. I know you have many questions. He will answer all of them. Go inside,” Emma directed. 

I hesitated for a second. Is it really a good idea to go inside? What am I getting myself into? If there’s an army, is there a war?

“Come on, go inside,” Emma pushed me closer to the door. 

“Okay, okay, I’m going,” I said as I reluctantly walked toward the entrance.

I opened the door and walked inside the Dojo. It was a lot bigger inside than I expected.  Inside the Dojo, the floor and the walls were made from white sheep wool blocks. All the way in the end of the room stood a villager wearing white robes and holding a bronze sword. 

He had a presence about him, like he was a giant. I felt like he was looking directly at me. Despite him being a fairly regular sized villager, that was facing away from me. 

“So, you are Steve?” Dionysus asked, but I had a feeling he already knew the answer.

“How did you know?” I asked but received no answer. “Well, I guess that’s what my name is now. At least that’s what your people keep calling me.”

“What do you think, Michael? Are you Steve?” he questioned as he sharpened his blade.

“Thank you! At least someone knows my real name!” I exclaimed happily knowing I’m not the crazy one. “So what’s with this whole Steve thing?”

“There is a prophecy. A prophecy that states that the chosen one would arrive to save this world from the evil that plagues it. The prophecy states that this savior, this chosen one, he will be called Steve,” Dionysus explained as he finally turned to face me. His face was stern and serious. Old, but not too old. Weathered like he had seen way more of the world than I could possible imagine. 

I didn't know how to react to what he was trying to say. Was I supposed to feel honored or scared? Or maybe both?

“The Chosen One? Me? Well, like you said, my name is not Steve. So, I think you got the wrong guy. I’m just another struggling Minecraft streamer. I should probably head home, if you know the way there that would be really helpful because I’m not exactly from here,” I told him. 

“Ah yes, I know far too well that you have traveled from another world,” Dionysus replied. “Maybe you are not Steve—the chosen one. We have been wrong before. You can leave now if you are not Steve, although you can stay and fight for our cause too if you wish. The choice will be yours. But if you are Steve, your destiny will be to remain here.”

“Wrong before?” I thought about it and quickly realized, “Emma, she was the first, wasn’t she? She’s another person from my world? That’s why she doesn’t look like the other villagers, she doesn’t have that large…you know…nose. No offense.” 

“None taken. Our noses are…unfortunate. But yes, she was another I called to our world. But she wasn’t the first to come here,” Dionysus explained.

“Then who was the first?” I asked.

“The first person to come from your world and into ours is a monster. He is the one we fight, the one we are trying to defeat. An anomaly. He arrived in this world to create his own army. To take over this entire realm. We call him Herobrine,” Dionysus answered.

“Herobrine? That means all those YouTube sighting videos were real!” I exclaimed. 

“You…YouTube?” Dionysus asked, confused. 

“Never mind, you wouldn’t understand. I mean my mom still doesn’t get it and I’ve been trying to explain it to her for years,” I sighed. “So, all I have to do to get out of here is to say I’m not Steve?” 

I was starting to get impatient on going back home. Things here seem more complicated and dangerous than I expected. Armies, monsters, anomalies, saving the world—that’s way above my skill set. I mean if Dionysus wanted me to set up his computer and download some games, now that is something I can do. 

“You can’t just say you are not Steve. You must prove it,” Dionysus took a diamond sword out of a yellow chest and tossed it over to me. I dropped my stone sword and caught the diamond one. The sword was heavier than I expected.

“Prove it? How am I supposed to prove that I’m not Steve?” I was getting frustrated.

“If you are Steve, then you should be able to defeat me. If you are not, then you will fall.”

Dionysus raised his bronze sword and signaled me to come fight him. I swung my diamond sword around in the air. This was going to be easy. All I had to do was lose. If I lose, I prove that I am not the Chosen One ‘Steve’ and then I can go back home.

Easy, right?

But something tells me I shouldn’t do that, something tells me I should give it my all. Deep down, I think I want to be Steve. I always wished I could do something worthwhile, something that could make a difference. 

If this world is really struggling. If it is really under threat from someone from my world. This is my chance to make a difference. 

You know what, this is it, this is my moment and I’m not going to mess it up. 

“Fine, I accept your challenge!” I yelled.

“And so, begins the battle for the chosen one!” Dionysus said.

“You sure you want to do this?” I teased the old man. “Jack did tell you how many mobs I fought last night, right?”

“There is no TNT here. Only skill!” Dionysus taunted.

I charged at him with my sword behind me, ready to swing. As soon as I was close enough, I swung my sword at his chest, but he blocked the strike with his bronze sword. I staggered back from the force and quickly raised my own sword to block Dionysus’s counterattack. I was ready for his strike against me, but I wasn’t fast enough when Dionysus changed his direction mid swing. 

SMASH!

He caught me off-guard I went flying back to the Dojo wall from the hit. The soft sheep wool wall did not feel so soft after I slammed into it at that speed. 

I am going to need a whole lot of porkchops after this, I thought as I picked myself back up.

“Maybe we did make another mistake and brought another brash kid here,” Dionysus stated in disappointment. “I should’ve lowered my expectations.” 

“It’s not over yet old man,” I got back up on my feet and picked up my sword. 

“Go ahead, try again!” Dionysus challenged.

I charged at Dionysus again and he charged at me too. I was ready for him this time. He swung first, but I was able to swiftly block him. I struck back at him, but he recovered quickly and blocked me too.

He was too fast, and he was too strong, but I had no intention of giving up. We both took a couple steps back and circled each other—planning our next moves. I watched his every move and tried to anticipate his next attack.

“Not ready to give up yet, Michael? I thought you wanted to lose,” Dionysus panted as he caught his breath. 

“I’m actually starting to like the name Steve,” I taunted as I charged at him again. 

“Let us see what you can do, then!” Dionysus said.

This time I aimed high for his head, but Dionysus ducked and avoided my attack. Then he struck me again with his sword while he was crouched, sending me flying back into the wall. He hit me a lot harder this time than the last time. And that wall is still not as soft and fluffy as it looks.

Good news is that this means he is not holding back anymore, which means that I’m probably doing better. Bad news is that I am in a whole lot of pain right now. I tried to pick myself up, but I fell back down as my arms started to ache. 

“I think I broke something, do I even have bones right now in my blocky form?” I moaned as I tried to get up but just flopped back on the ground like a fish.

“I expected better, Michael,” Dionysus sighed as he put down his sword.

“Wait! Pick it back up! I’m not done yet!” I yelled as I finally got up with the help of adrenaline and anger coursing through me. How dare he drop his sword? “You started this fight, you don’t get to decide when it ends. I do!”

I started to slightly regret yelling that when Dionysus actually did pick his sword back up.

“Very well, Michael,” Dionysus said. “If you want to continue, go ahead.”

This time I decided to stay on the defensive and let the old man charge and tire himself out. Dionysus started walking up to me slowly and tactically.  

So much for tiring himself out, I thought. He knows what I’m trying to do and he’s conserving his stamina. 

As soon as Dionysus got in range of me, he wasted no time to start swinging. I blocked the first couple attacks, but he kept attacking faster and faster giving me no time to retaliate. Soon enough I was too weak to keep blocking his flurry of strikes and got hit again and again, falling back, but getting back up every time. 

I’m just a kid! What did I get myself into? I wanted to give up, to make all the attacks stop, and eat one of those magic porkchops so I could feel better again. But I kept getting back up. My body ached from all the hits, but my spirit refused to give up. I was determined to win even though I had no idea how to. 

I was getting tired, my limbs felt heavy, and my eyes grew blurry. How much more of this could I take?

I looked up at Dionysus standing above me.

Every part of my new blocky body was in pain. Everything hurt more than ever before. I didn’t even have the strength to hang onto my sword as my grip on it loosened and the sword slid out of hand.

“Done?” he asked.

“NO!” I yelled out in determination as I reached for my sword again. 

“Yes, yes you are done. I hit you even once more and you will die. I have beaten you down to the last bit of health you have.” He reached into his pockets and got out a cooked porkchop. “Take this…Steve.”

“No I’m not—wait, did you…call me Steve?”

“I lied to you before. The chosen one is not determined by their skills in defeating me. The chosen one, Steve, is determined by willpower. The determination to fight till their last heart, even when they can’t fight anymore. I didn’t make a mistake this time. You are Steve. You have proven that to me,” Dionysus smiled and helped me stand up.

“Thanks, Dionysus,” I thanked him as I took the porkchops and started eating it. My bruises started to disappear, and the pain went away too.

“You must train now, kid. Fighting me was nothing compared to our true enemy. Meet Jack and Emma outside, you will join their unit as a warrior. Keep the diamond sword too and also take this,” He reached back into his pockets and handed me a glowing Ender Pearl. 

“This is no ordinary stone. This Ender Pearl has magical properties in it, it is fueled by pure willpower, only you can use it. When you do use it, it will bring you back to your world. Forever. Use it carefully, as you can’t ever come back if you do,” Dionysus explained.

I took the pearl and placed it in my inventory along with my new sword. 

“Thanks, Dionysus, I won’t let you down!” I thanked Dionysus one more time as I headed out to look for my new unit. To my surprise, they were waiting right outside the door. 

“Did you do it, Michael? Are you Steve?” Jack quickly asked me, as Emma patiently awaited my answer. 

“Wait. So you do know my name?” I questioned him.

“I was just teasing you before. So, did you do it? Tell us!” Jack asked again impatiently.

“Yeah. I guess I’m Steve,” I finally answered showing them the glowing pearl. 

Jack was filled with excitement while it seemed Emma was a little disappointed. Before I could say anything else a large bell started ringing throughout the town.

“What’s that?” I asked my new unit.

“The alarm bells. They’re here!” Emma replied.

“Who’s here?”




“There’s too many!”
- Michael







Chapter 5
Herobrine’s Army


“I know you just joined this unit, so I’ll catch you up quick. Stay together and do everything Emma says. She has trained personally with Dionysus before he decided she wasn’t the Steve,” Jack explained to me as Emma glared at him. 

“You know I probably shouldn’t have said that last part. Anyway, just do as Emma says and you won’t end up like our last warrior,” Jack stated as I stared at Jack, terrified about what happened to the last warrior. 

“I shouldn’t have said that either. I should probably stop talking now,” Jack awkwardly stepped back. 

“Alright, let’s go to the front and see what’s going on. Gear up!” Emma ordered.

The two of us followed Emma as she started running towards the front of the village where we heard lots of screaming and explosions coming from. Normally I would be running the other way from a commotion like that, but normally I’m not Steve. You know, that doesn’t really sound as cool as it does in my head. Steve. What a weird name for the Chosen One. 

Oh man, what have I gotten myself into?

The village, that only moments ago had seemed so organized, had descended in chaos. Everyone was running in every direction. All the newer recruits that we saw training when we came into the village were running in the opposite direction to hide inside barns at the back of the village. 

“Uhh, everyone’s running away. Is that a bad sign? I feel like that’s a bad sign,” I said, trying to keep up with Emma.

Emma didn’t even look behind her to respond to me, “The recruits don’t fight!” 

“Only the experienced villagers who have already been placed in units are allowed to fight,” Jack explained. 

We arrived in the front to see giant Iron Golems, bigger than any I have seen in the game before, breaking through the village walls. The colossal mechanical monsters moved slowly, but their long iron arms had a large reach. They were picking up villagers and blocks and tossing them in the air. 

There must have been more than twenty warriors at the front lines. They were already in the front fighting the golems, but from a quick look it seemed like they were losing pretty badly. Emma and the rest of us were all stunned. I don’t know what we were expecting to see on the front lines, but giant iron golems was probably low in our lists. 

“What do we do now?! We can’t just stand around and watch!” I yelled out.

Emma snapped out of her shock and sprang into action. “Alright, Jack, I need you to craft me some TNT,” she ordered. 

Jack placed a crafting table next to us, and he quickly went to work. He took some gunpowder and sand blocks from his inventory and created a couple blocks of TNT. 

“Fresh TNT coming right up!” Jack announced as he handed Emma the blocks of TNT. 

“New kid. I need you to cover me, can you handle it?” Emma asked.

I nodded yes, even though I wasn’t really sure if I could handle it. I didn’t even know what it was. 

“Jack, craft the new kid a bow.”

Jack spun around to his crafting table and made a bow, and a decent number of arrows to go with it from the resources in his inventory. “Catch!” Jack said as he tossed them towards me. 

I had a bow and a quiver full of arrows, as soon as I equipped it into my hands, Emma ran into the battlefield. She sprinted towards a giant Iron Golem and circled around it, surrounding it with stone blocks. Once the giant was trapped, she started building a staircase up to the top of it while ducking and avoiding the golem’s long arms. 

Another Iron Golem noticed what was going on and rushed towards her. 

That’s my cue! I thought as I pulled my bow string as far back as I could and let go. The arrow completely missed. The iron golem got closer to Emma. If I want to help, I can’t miss again! 

I quickly adjusted my aim. 

I got this! 

I loaded another arrow and pulled back, I slowed down my breathing as much as I could and steadied my hands. It’s okay, there’s no need to rush.

The iron golem got within a few feet of Emma. It swung its arm to toss her aside, but she jumped over the swing.

Okay, maybe there is need to rush. 

I exhaled and then let go. I prayed as I watched the arrow fly straight towards the Iron Golem. The arrow hit the iron golem hard, it went right in its eyes as it staggered back and fell. 

“YES!” I shouted. 

“Nice shot, Steve!” Jack encouraged as he crafted more arrows for me. “But it’s not over yet!”

The golem that fell picked itself up, so I kept shooting at it to keep it away from Emma. It didn’t look like the arrows were doing too much damage to its iron armor, but as long as I can keep it from going after Emma, I should be fine.

“Look out!” Jack pointed. 

I looked over to see another Iron Golem had noticed Emma and had started going towards her, and a couple more behind it started to follow.

“There’s too many, I can’t hold them all back. COME BACK!” I yelled over at Emma as I quickly fired off a bunch of arrows at all the different Iron Golems that were coming towards her. 

She ignored me and kept building the staircases and finally reached the top of the golem. She took out the TNT blocks and placed them all around the trapped golem’s Jack o’lantern head.  

I tried to keep the other golems from reaching her, but one slipped through my volley of arrows. It went straight towards Emma as she was about to trigger the TNT and grabbed her, then tossed her into the air. She went flying ten feet straight into the sky and then fell hard back onto the ground. 

“I have to help her, cover me! Catch!” I threw my bow to Jack and ran towards Emma with my diamond sword. 

“You sure about this, man? I’m not a good shot” Jack asked. “I’m just a crafter!” 

I ignored him and ran straight to where the Iron Golems had crowded together next to Emma and the trapped golem. Emma was in the bottom, trying to hold them off with her iron sword while the trapped golem was trying to remove the TNT blocks that were put around it.

I can run to the top of the trapped golem where Emma has put down the TNT blocks and trigger the explosion or should I run to Emma and help her fend off the Iron Golems. I debated where I should go. 

If I go down to Emma, I will probably end up getting stuck down there with her and that won’t help anyone, I decided. 

I sprinted up the staircases she built and jumped onto the top of the stuck golem. I couldn’t trigger the TNT now, Emma was surrounded right underneath. Since the other golems were pretty close, if I could trigger it, I can take them all out. But Emma will get caught in the explosion.

Some of the golems stopped fighting Emma and started paying attention to me now, I used my sword to hold off their hands from grabbing me.

“I have an idea!” I yelled down to Emma. “I need you to enclose yourself with iron blocks and dig as far down as you can. I’ll hold the golems off you,” I said as I started swinging my sword at the golems to get their attention. 

One of golems got behind me and grabbed on to me before I could dodge. It squeezed and got ready to toss me up. Suddenly, an arrow hit it right in its face, forcing it to let go of me as it staggered back and fell. I looked over at Jack grinning ear to ear and gave him a thumbs up. 

He actually didn’t miss.

I looked down to see that Emma had finished placing the iron blocks all around her. 

That’s my cue! 

I took a deep breath and lit one of the TNT blocks up and quickly jumped off the golem. I sprinted down the staircase and continued running as the TNT sizzled and started to explode behind me. I quickly enclosed myself with whatever blocks I had left in my pockets. 

BOOM!

I was too close to the explosion, the blast knocked off the roof of the enclosure I had built. Thankfully the rest of the walls protected me from the worst of the blast. I stumbled out of the enclosure and felt the heat on my skin. 

Woah, I realized that I had just survived a huge explosion.

My ears were ringing hard, and I couldn’t hear anything except for the roaring noise inside my head. I looked back and saw that the force of the explosion knocked off the heads of all the golems that had surrounded us. The giants came crashing down to the ground with a loud thud, that I couldn’t hear as much as feel. 

Emma, hearing the Iron Golems crashing down, safely broke out of the enclosure she built and crawled out. 

“Not bad, new kid,” Emma said as she patted the dirt out of her clothes. 

“Got sad, pew lid?” I repeated as I rubbed my ears to get them working again. 

“No I said, not bad, new—you know what, never mind,” Emma laughed. 

“Not bad? That was awesome!” Jack yelled out, which I did hear. 

“Yeah! Yeah, it was!” I agreed. 

Before I could celebrate and start bragging, another unit approached me to inform me that Dionysus was waiting for me at The Dojo.  

I guess my victory dance must wait.




“Dionysus, wait—”
- Michael







Chapter 6
The Return


I walked back inside The Dojo where the old man was calmly meditating, waiting for me. There was not a single scratch on him, actually I did not even see him out there defending the village.

“Did you see what I did? I took out an entire pack of Iron Golems basically all by myself,” I bragged. 

What? A kids gotta brag to someone. 

“No, I did not see. I was here the whole time. But I did hear of your victory,” Dionysus answered. “Congratulations, you continue to prove yourself worthy.”

“What were you doing in here anyway? Why weren’t you out there fighting, you’re obviously better than all of us?” I curiously asked. “Certainly, better than me.”

“I can’t leave The Dojo,” Dionysus explained.

“Why?” I continued my questioning.

“Leave an old man to his secrets, kid,” Dionysus avoided the question. “I called you here to let you know I’m proud of what you did out there. You showed exceptional bravery and of course—willpower.”

“Thanks, Dionysus,” I said.

I didn’t want to press any further, but I was still wondering why Dionysus couldn’t leave the Dojo. I mean how could he have been meditating the whole time with us beating down the Iron Golems?

“That’s not the only thing I wanted to talk to you about. Although the Ender Pearl is the only way back home permanently. I can send you back myself, temporarily,” Dionysus revealed. “Right now, I think you deserve a break. Return back to your realm, Steve. But remember, you must come back. Your training is not yet finished and Herobrine still lives. We still need you.”

“Dionysus, wait, I have more questions and—” I started to say, but I realized I was talking to myself. I wasn’t in the game anymore; I was sitting on my computer desk. 

The rain was still pouring outside. Thunder still rumbled through the dark clouds outside. I looked over at the clock and it had only been an hour since I was gone. It felt like a whole day. 

I looked around my room, for some sort of sign that I didn’t daydream everything that just happened. I got up and looked outside the room, trees looked like trees and not like rectangles. 

I quickly ran back to my computer and started the game, but the save I was playing on no longer existed. I couldn’t load it. I started a new game, but it didn’t look anything like where I was. 

Was I really dreaming? I thought to myself. Then I saw it, right on my computer. I was still streaming. I rushed to Twitch and checked on my stream. I had over 300 viewers and they were all talking about my adventure. 

I scrolled through the comments.

“WOAH DUDE! WHAT VERSION OF MINECRAFT IS THIS!!!!!”

“Wow the voice acting is amazing. It’s like they’re really fighting.”

“How did you make this animation! Is this gameplay??!?!?!”

“Wow this is so fake, the animation quality is terrible. I could do better.”

“Bro, I don’t know how you’re making these Minecraft animations, but I’m subscribing for more. Don’t leave us hanging.”


No way! I realized. IT WAS ALL REAL AND IT WAS RECORDED!

I watched with my audience and then quickly went to my stream archive and downloaded the stream once it ended. I rushed to my YouTube account and clicked on the upload button and started uploading my stream. As the video uploaded, I stared at the title input box for a while. I needed a good title. Something that says exactly what I went through. 

I know!

STUCK INSIDE MINECRAFT!




EPILOGUE




“You are disappointed,” Dionysus deduced. “You don’t like him, do you?” 

Dionysus was sitting in The Dojo, talking to Emma. 

“He is overly confident, unskilled, impulsive, and…and…” Emma tried to think of more insults to describe Michael with. 

“And he did just save your life,” Dionysus added. “I have trained you better than to be jealous Emma.”

“I’m not jealous, I just… I’m better than him, I should be the chosen one!” Emma explained.

“I’m not going to discuss this matter any further. You should go train, Emma. I have made my decision. Michael is the chosen one,” Dionysus cemented. “We don’t have time to waste going over my choice. Herobrine has found Resistance Village, the danger he poses only grows. We have bigger things to worry about.”

Emma sighed in disappointment and walked out of The Dojo, slamming the door shut behind her—just to make sure Dionysus knew she was mad. Instead of going to the builder training grounds, she instead went to the forest that laid beside Resistance Village—Karkoa Forest. A place of solitude where she could calm down and take everything in. 

Emma sat down on a log, looking up at the darkening sky. It would be full night soon. Her face fell into her hands as she held back tears. Just one mistake, that’s all it took, and she was kicked out of the “chosen one club”. 

It was in a battle just days ago where Emma and Jack’s old warrior was killed. Thinking his death was her fault, Emma gave up. She surrendered and called a retreat, proving to Dionysus that she was not the chosen one. The one with unbreakable willpower. 

Sitting alone in Karkoa Forest, Emma felt a sudden chill as the birds stopped chirping and the winds stopped blowing. Everything got quiet, there were no sounds except for the rhythmic beating of her heart. She turned around as she heard footsteps behind her. 

“Disappointed in Dionysus?” a voice beckoned out from a nearby tree making her heart race faster. A man stood in its shadow—his face was difficult to see. But even in the darkness of the shadow she could make out his wicked smile. 

“Who are you? You shouldn’t be here,” Emma called out to the mysterious man under the tree as she stood and took a few difficult steps back—her legs trembled and refused to move with ease. 

“You know, there was once a time when I trained under Dionysus. He abandoned me, just like he is abandoning you, and just as he will abandon the new kid. How can a man like that be called a leader? I think it’s about time you reconsidered if you were fighting on the wrong side of this war.” The man stepped out of the shadow—his eyes began to glow.  

“Herobrine!” Emma barely whimpered, as she stood stunned in terror.




Bonus Chapter


Character Sheets!






Character Sheet: Michael 

Name: Michael 
Role: Warrior 
Story:
Michael is a Twitch streamer that was one day transported inside the world of Minecraft. Stuck inside, he had to survive his first night in this brand-new world. Using his cunning and Minecraft knowledge, he survived and met Emma and Jack. Emma and Jack led him to Dionysus who revealed to Michael that he is the Chosen One called Steve. Chosen for what exactly? Dionysus isn’t clear, but one thing is obvious, he has to beat Herobrine. 
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Character Sheet: Emma 
Name: Emma 
Role: Builder 
Story:
Before Michael, it was Emma who was called into the world of Minecraft by Dionysus. It was thought that she was the Chosen One known as Steve. But in a critical battle against Herobrine’s forces, Emma lost her friend and decided to retreat from the battle. Dionysus determined that by retreating, Emma had shown that her willpower was not unbreakable and thus she was not the Chosen One. Now she remains in the world of Minecraft to guide and train Michael—the new Chosen One. She is skeptical about Michael and maybe even a little bit jealous. 
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Character Sheet: Jack

Name: Jack 
Role: Crafter 
Story:
A goofball at heart, Jack loves joking around and messing with people, especially when they’re the Chosen One. As a crafter, Jack is an expert at crafting anything, anywhere, and carries plenty of materials in his pockets and plenty of recipes in his brain. 
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Character Sheet: Dionysus  
Name: Dionysus  
Role: Leader 
Story:
Dionysus is as wise as he is mysterious. Not much is known about him except he cannot leave The Dojo in the center of the village. Before Michael, Dionysus had brought Emma in the world of Minecraft to defeat Herobrine. After Emma’s willpower broke following the loss of her friend, Dionysus made the tough decision that Emma was not the chosen one. Now he calls on Michael to save his world. 
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The First Adventure of Stuck Inside Minecraft has ended, but there are more adventures to go on.

Michael yearns to return to the world of Minecraft so he can continue his adventure and fulfill his prophecy. When he is finally teleported back into the game, he gets more than he bargained for. 
With a village wide contest brewing and Herobrine making a play at the most powerful item in the world, things get hectic as soon as he arrives. 
Join Michael as he must train, survive, and choose his allegiances carefully in this action-packed sequel to Stuck Inside Minecraft.
Who do you trust?
FIND OUT IN
Stuck Inside Minecraft Book 2: The Contest of Champions






Q&A


My questions for you!

Answer one, answer two, or answer all! It’s up to you!


Who is your favorite character in the book? 

What was your favorite moment in the book? 

What do you think will happen between Emma and Dionysus?






Note from Write Blocked



Thanks for reading Stuck Inside Minecraft. I hope you had as much fun reading it as I had writing the book. 
As I sit here with a blank page on my computer to plan out the next adventure in the series, I can’t help but wonder what you thought of the book. Please leave your review, comment, or just general feedback via any of the social media options below. I cannot wait to hear your opinions!
Needless to say, Michael, Emma, and Jack will return very soon. 
To stay up to date on my most recent releases and so you don’t miss any adventures of Stuck Inside Minecraft, you can keep up with me here (don’t worry, we won’t teleport you away to another realm): 
Follow Me on Twitter: @writeblocked    
Follow Me on Instagram: @writeblocked
Join the Fan Club on discord: https://discord.gg/FAFWz7g  
Subscribe to my Newsletter: https://tinyletter.com/WriteBlocked
Join the group on Goodreads: https://www.goodreads.com/group/1173039
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Welcome to Monster Middle School! A Complete Series! 
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 Join Timmy and his pet parrot Penny in their globe trotting adventures! A Complete Series! 
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The Newest Series from Write Blocked: Diary of Nate the Minecraft Ninja!
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About The Author


Write Blocked is the bestselling author behind some of the biggest Minecraft books in the world. From being Stuck Inside Minecraft to becoming Minecraft's First Superhero: The Mob Hunter, there are no limits on adventures for kids to embark on. Write Blocked has been transforming reluctant readers into voracious readers since 2015. These are books kids put down video games to read! 
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Also By


The Mob Hunter Series


A deadly creeper attack left Steve for dead, but saved by Apollo Technologies, he was put back together using different parts of different mobs.
He has the strength of a zombie.
The aim of a skeleton.
The teleportation of an enderman.
And the ability to blow himself up of a creeper. Hey, you never know.
Follow the Mob Hunter is his various adventures around Minecraft City and beyond!

Stuck Inside Minecraft Series

Michael is an average struggling Twitch streamer, but things get un-average pretty quickly when he is teleported inside the world of Minecraft. Things only get crazier when he finds out that he is the prophesied savior of Minecraft. Follow Michael, Jack, and Emma in their adventures inside the world of Minecraft!

Timmy The Traveler Series 

Join famed adventurer Timmy The Traveler and his pet parrot Penny in their first epic adventure. Part adventure, and part mystery, this is the newest series from Write Blocked. In his adventures Timmy finds himself in London where he must team up with Sherblock Holmes and his pet pig Watson to solve a mystery!

Diary of a Minecraft Half Zombie Series

You've heard of Zombies, Skeletons, Creepers, Endermen, but you've never heard of the Half Zombie. This, totally real, diary was written by Chewy Walker. Chewy Walker has always been different. He's been a nerd, an outcast and of course a half zombie. But today, all of that is going to change. Chewy is going on a journey to become a full blown zombie. He'll meet wacky friends, and even wackier enemies. With mind blowing twists, and pants pooping hilarious moments, this is one Minecraft book you do NOT want to miss. This book features over a dozen fully colored original images!

Monster Middle School Diary Series

Follow the adventures of a group of zany kids in Monster Middle School as they learn about friendship and try their best to survive middle school! These books feature over 40 illustrations per book and have laugh out loud moments for the whole family. Start reading today!

Stuck Inside Minecraft: Pocket Edition

Pari Patel, Denzel Brown, and Aiden Smith are regular kids playing Minecraft: Pocket Edition on the school bus in one moment, and in the next, they are stuck inside Minecraft with no way out. Little do they know these young kids have been chosen as heroes in a conflict inside the world of Minecraft and only while working together can they hope to save themselves and the world. Spinning off the pages of Stuck Inside Minecraft comes a brand-new spin-off series with a new story and a new cast. You can read this new series without having read the original series!

Diary of Nate the Minecraft Ninja

Summer vacations are when kids go to theme parks or sunny beaches. For Nate Noonan, summer vacation was when he was recruited into a secret Ninja Order called The Ender Ninjas. With school starting up again, Nate must balance his duties as a ninja with his responsibilities as a student. But things get complicated when his best friend Katie adopts a chicken and he receives his first mission to stop a group of illagers! A brand-new series by bestselling Minecraft author Write Blocked, Diary of Nate the Minecraft Ninja is a hilarious action comedy that's entertaining for kids and parents alike.
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