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Prologue

IT’S ONLY FAIR TO TELL

YOU NOW: THE EVOKER KING

WINS IN THE END . . .

Five unlikely heroes stood shoulder to shoulder in the dark. They had travelled great distances and overcome many threats. Now they were deep underground – deeper than they’d ever been. And they needed to go deeper still.

The fate of the world depended on the success of their quest.

The alchemist held out a potion. “Does anyone need healing?” she asked.

The knight hefted his shield. “Not me. Between my shield and this diamond armour, nothing’s been able to touch me.”

The rogue twirled her sword. “I’d take
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another invisibility potion,” she said. “It makes my sneak attack unbeatable.”

The wizard stroked his beard. “I’m glad you’re on our side, you rascal,” he said, chuckling.

The ranger strung her bow. “If everyone is ready, we should push forward,” she said.

They were heroes. They were a team. And they were confident that they could handle anything this dungeon threw at them.

If only they knew what awaited them.

If only they knew they had played right into their enemy’s hands.

If only they knew that this time . . . they would lose.
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Chapter 1

“Step into My Parlour!”

It’s the Polite Way to

Say: “Come Here, I’m

Gonna Eat You Now.”

The nights weren’t as scary as they used to be.

Po Chen looked up at the full moon. It wasn’t like the moon back home. This moon was square and pixelated. Blocky.

Recently, Po and his friends had discovered that their science teacher’s virtual-reality headsets were special . . . really special. The headsets transported them here, to a world that looked and behaved almost exactly like Minecraft. As far as Po could tell, he and his friends were somehow inside the game. It was exhilarating and mysterious . . . and scary.

Because Po and his friends weren’t alone. This
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world was full of creatures – or mobs, as they were called in Minecraft. Not all of them were friendly. And many of the most dangerous mobs came out at night.

Po and his friends used to hide as soon as the sun went down. But that was before they’d found the materials to craft powerful weapons and armour. And more important, that was before they’d learned to work as a team.

Now, on this night, Po and his friends weren’t hiding. They were hunting.

“I hope we see a spider soon,” he whispered. “And that’s something I never imagined I’d say out loud.”
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“We’ll find one eventually,” Ash Kapoor said. Po still thought of her as the new girl at school, but she’d been with them for nearly all of their Minecraft adventures. “Spiders are fairly common in forests like this one.”
 
“And if we don’t have any luck here, we can start checking caves,” said Morgan Mercado. He was one of Po’s oldest friends. “It might be 
 
easier to find spiders in

a cave, actually. Their

beady little eyes

glow red in the dark.”
 
Morgan and Ash were like walking

encyclopaedias for Minecraft. That was helpful . . . except on the rare occasions when this place didn’t follow the rules.
 
“This is so typical,” Jodi Mercado complained. She was Morgan’s little sister and she loved most animals – just not the creepy-crawly ones. “The one time we want to see a spider, there aren’t any around!”
 
“We could split up,” suggested Harper Houston. “Then we could cover a larger area.”
 


[image: ]

Harper was one of the smartest people Po had ever met. But that didn’t sound like a particularly smart plan to him.
 
“Absolutely not,” he said. “Don’t split the party!”
 
“Don’t what the what?” asked Jodi.
 
“Don’t split the party,” Po repeated. “In other words: We need to stick together. It’s the first rule of surviving a cooperative game!”
 
Harper rolled her square eyes. “I’m sorry. Are we really supposed to take strategic advice from a guy dressed like an insect?”
 
Po looked down at his digital avatar skin. He was pretty sure his real body was back in the school computer lab.
 
When they were in this game world, Morgan looked like Morgan and Ash looked like Ash. Their avatars were just blocky versions of themselves. But they didn’t have to be.
 
Po liked changing up his look. He put a lot of thought into his appearance, choosing a different skin almost every time he slipped on his
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Harper was one of the smartest
people Po had ever met. But that didn't
sound like a particularly smart plan to him.
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“Don’t what the what?” asked Jodi.
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AMOTHER INVISIEBILITY FPOTION,™ she said.
“It makes my sneak attack unbeatable.”

The wizard stroked his beard. “I'm glad you’re
on our side, you rascal,” he said, chuckling.

The ranger strung her bow. “If everyone is
ready, we should push forward,” she said.

They were heroes. They were a team.
And they were confident that they could handle
anything this dungeon threw at them.

If only they knew what awaited them.

If only they knew they had played right into
their enemy’s hands.

If only they knew that this time . . . they

wovld lose.
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