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 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
    As you know from reading the first part of my diary, after my villager friends and I had learned that I had been turned into a werewolf by Herobrine, we constructed a strong prison to hold me during the period of the full moon. If I were not locked up during that time, I would become a horrible, murderous beast. 
 
    It had been twelve months since the first night I spent in my prison. And during every period of the full moon, Herobrine arrived with his pet werewolf and taunted me until I transformed into a werewolf and lost consciousness.  
 
    But, my prison held.  
 
    On the morning of the second day after each full moon, my friend Ranger from the nearby village would come to my prison and release me. Every time he opened the door I would ask, “Did it hold? Did I do anything evil?”  
 
    And every time, Ranger would nod his head, take a deep breath, sigh, and say, “Yes, it did. This time.”  
 
    As the months passed, I could tell that Ranger and the other villagers were concerned about the prison solution. Previously, Ranger had intended on killing me in order to protect his people, but instead, he had agreed to my imprisonment each month. But whenever I went to the village to trade, I could see the looks of concern and even hatred from many of the villagers. 
 
    When I wasn’t locked in my prison cell, I spent my time gaining XP and items. I had remodeled my house, using obsidian, diamonds,  and other dominant materials. I had nice windows and interesting pictures on the walls. There were dozens of chests throughout my house filled with weapons, materials, various items, and assorted loot. 
 
    I now had a full set of diamond armor and had been in the process of enchanting it. In short, I was dominant. I was no longer a noob.  
 
    I wondered if my dominance might somehow translate into my werewolf form. I didn’t think it did.  Besides, I doubted my enchanted diamond armor would fit me when I changed into a freakish werewolf.  
 
    But Herobrine had other ideas. 

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was now month thirteen since my involuntary transformation into a terrible, vicious werewolf. As usual, the night prior to the moon becoming full, Ranger came to my house just before sunset. “Are you ready to be locked in?”  
 
    I nodded my head. “I just ate a big meal. Let me put some food and water in the cell with me.”  
 
    Ranger nodded his head and then asked seriously, “How much do you actually remember after being locked up for three days?”  
 
    I shrugged. “I always remember the first night and the first day. Then I have scattered memories. I know Herobrine shows up every night of the full moon. He sits there, his white eyes glowing, watching me turn into a freak. But that’s all he does … I think. And then sometime during the next day my memory comes back. And then, finally, the next morning you let me out.”  
 
    Ranger took a deep breath and sighed. “I always dread when I come to let you out. The cell is always disheveled and, if I’m being honest, you smell really bad. I’m just worried that one of these days … hurrr … I’m going to find something horrible.”  
 
    A shiver went up and down my spine. “Maybe you will. But if you do, and I’m dead, blame Herobrine, not yourself. But if for some reason, I’m a monster when you return one of these mornings, go ahead and kill me.”  
 
    Ranger looked out one of my windows at the rising moon and then toward the entrance to the holding cell. “I think it’s time. Let’s go.”  
 
    I stood up from my chair. I grabbed a couple of fresh bottles of water and some cookies to add to the food I had already placed inside my cell. I walked in front of Ranger to the door to the holding cell. I walked into the cell and then turned around to face Ranger. “Thank you for doing this. Thank you for letting me continue to live in your world.”  
 
    Ranger grimaced as he locked the door. “I hope I don’t regret it.”  
 
    I nodded my head but said nothing. I also hoped he would not regret it. The more time that passed, it seemed the more concerning this arrangement became.  
 
    Ranger looked me in the eyes silently and then turned away, leaving me in my prison for the next three days. 
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
    The first night and the next day passed uneventfully, as usual. I sat in my cell, completely bored, eating some of the food I had brought with me.  
 
    At one point, I pulled out my diary and started writing down what happened over the last few days. I thought it was important to keep a diary, so that people would know about what Herobrine had done to me … and, to make it clear that I did not want to be a monster.  
 
    Then, finally, it was the night of the full moon. As the moon began to rise in the night sky, I could feel my body struggling against the unnatural urge to transform into a werewolf. I always fought it, even though I knew it was inevitable.  
 
    I heard a chuckling near the door to my cage. I looked over and saw Herobrine standing there. 
 
    “Shut up, you freak!”  
 
    “Now, now, Steve, don’t say such mean things to your master. You’ll hurt my feelings,” said Herobrine, fluttering his eyelashes to mock me.  
 
    I spat in his direction, but my spit fell short and flopped on the ground. “You’re not my master. You’re just a horrible … thing … who turned me into a monster. If I could get my hands on you, I would kill you.”  
 
    Herobrine smirked. “No doubt you would try … and fail. But enough of the small talk, I have come for you.”  
 
    I shivered with fear. It was bad enough that I was going to turn into a werewolf in a few minutes, but these words from Herobrine sounded ominous.  
 
    “What do you mean, you have come for me? Aren’t you just going to watch me transform as usual because it makes you feel cool or something?”  
 
    Herobrine shook his head sadly. “Your lack of vision is regretful. I meant what I said. I’ve come for you.”  
 
    “Are you going to kill me? That would probably be the best thing for Minecraft.”  
 
    I did not want to sacrifice my life, but it would put Ranger and his fellow villagers at ease if I were dead. I hoped I might respawn as a Steve elsewhere, and not have to deal with Herobrine and his freakish behaviors and desires.  
 
    “No. I have no intention of killing you.” He paused for a minute and lowered his head and looked at me with a white hot gaze. “I have come here to harvest your power.” 
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
    Harvest my power? 
 
    When he said those words, I felt the greatest fear I had ever felt in my entire life. Harvest could mean so many things. Was he going to cut me open and pull out the werewolf portion of my body? Was he going to bleed me dry? Or, was he going to use my werewolf form for some nefarious plot? 
 
    “What do you mean by that?” I said, trying not to sound scared, but failing utterly. I sounded like a scared baby slime.  
 
    Herobrine chuckled. “Do you really think this flimsy cage would actually keep me out? The way it keeps you in?”  
 
    “I never really thought about it at all,” I said, being totally honest.  
 
    Herobrine squinted his eyes at me. “It was a rhetorical question. I wasn’t expecting you to answer. I’ll answer for you. The answer is, ‘No, this cage cannot keep me out if I want to get in.’ But, the reason I have not entered the cage until now is that I needed you to transform twelve times for your power to be completely stabilized and available for my control.”  
 
    I thought about the giant wolf who had bitten me so many months ago and started this nightmare existence of mine. He had been with Herobrine every other full moon, but not this time.  
 
    “Where’s the beast? Why isn’t he here with you?”  
 
    Herobrine smiled and nodded. “Maybe you aren’t as stupid as you look. I’ve used up all his power. He’s dead. And now, it’s your turn.”  
 
    I felt tightness in my chest, like my heart was being crushed. Like it was going to stop beating and I would die.  
 
    I wished I would die. It would be better than being Herobrine’s evil beast servant. Who knows what he would make me do? And, if my transformation were like other times, I would have no memory of it. I might kill hundreds or thousands of villagers or players or mobs, but I wouldn’t remember it. I would just be sore and aching the next day from the exertion.  
 
    “You can’t do this to me,” I said bitterly. “I won’t let you.”  
 
    Herobrine rolled his eyes. “What are you going to do, cure yourself? End your own life?” He laughed hysterically. “You won’t do either of those things. You are mine now.”  
 
    I was about to respond when my entire body seized, all of my muscles contracting at once. This was the true sign the transformation was at hand. The full moon was having its intended effect.  
 
    I was turning into a werewolf.  
 
    My self-control and my memory were no longer my own. 
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
      
 
    I always have dreams when I’m in my werewolf form. When I am trapped in my cage, I dream of encountering insurmountable obstacles. Bashing my head against rocks. Scratching until my fingernails fall off.  
 
    But this transformation was different. I dreamed of rivers of blood, explosions, screams of pain. And howling. Constant howling.  
 
    The dream seemed to last for hours. But there was no reason or logic in it. One moment there would be a scream in the darkness. The next moment I would be walking through a lake of blood.  
 
    I saw eyes looking at me with fear. Except for one set of eyes. A glowing white pair of eyes looking at me with admiration and even … love?  
 
    And then the dream was over and I woke up screaming in the midday sunlight inside my cell. 
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
      
 
    I spent the next hours of sunlight in a daze. I looked over my body and saw a few scratch marks and felt a few bruises, but nothing which would match up with the dream I had just experienced. 
 
    At least, I didn’t think it would….  
 
    There did not appear to be any damage to my cell. The door was still locked. Herobrine was gone.  
 
    Was it possible that I had just imagined all that? A response to Herobrine’s horrific words? 
 
    After I had calmed down, I went over to a chest in the corner where I had stored some food. I drank some water and ate a loaf of bread and an apple. I felt better.  
 
    And that’s when it struck me. My cell was still in perfect order. Normally, when I awoke from my werewolf transformation, my cell was completely disheveled and destroyed. Things were in the wrong places and usually a few things were broken.  
 
    But not this time.  
 
    Had I actually slept through the transformation somehow? Or … had Herobrine made good on his threat? 
 
    When night fell I was very tired and went to sleep in my bed almost immediately. The next thing I knew there was banging on my cell door. The sunlight streaming into my cell indicated that it was the next morning.  
 
    I sat up in bed and looked over and saw that Ranger was standing there. I waved at him and walked over to the door. I saw something strange in Ranger’s eyes. Some sort of fear and regret. It scared me a little.  
 
    Ranger unlocked the door and let me out.  
 
    I smiled at Ranger. “Looks like my cell held yet again.”  
 
    Ranger shook his head. “The cell may have held, but you were not inside of it.”  
 
    I sucked in a breath sharply. I was shocked. “What do you mean? It doesn’t look like I left. In fact, it barely looks like I moved.”  
 
    Ranger looked at me sadly. “You left all right. I must have been Herobrine who let you out.”  
 
    I didn’t want to ask. I didn’t want to know what I might have done. I knew it could only be something terrible.  
 
    “How do you know I was out?”  
 
    Ranger looked down at his feet for a moment and then raised his head to look at me in the eyes. “A werewolf destroyed an entire pillager outpost. Killed everyone. Killed all the ravagers. Even knocked down half the structure. It could only have been you.”  
 
    My legs suddenly felt weak. I leaned against the wall, slid down to the floor, and sat down. I looked at Ranger. “Are you sure it was me? I mean, I don’t remember a thing.”  
 
    Ranger nodded his head. It was then that I saw he was slowly removing a sword from his inventory.  
 
    “Steve, I’m sorry about this, but I have to kill you.”  
 
    The next few things happened quickly. Ranger pulled the sword out and thrust it toward my chest. I moved to the side and pushed the sword with my hand, cutting my palm. The point of the sword smashed against the wall behind me.  
 
    “Don’t resist, Steve. It’s for your own good and the good of the village.”  
 
    I backed away, keeping out of his sword range and said, “What do you mean? How is it for the good of the village? I didn’t hurt anyone in the village, right?”  
 
    Ranger circled me. “The other pillagers. They have sworn revenge. They know we were keeping you alive even though you are a werewolf. They think we sent you to their outpost on purpose.”  
 
    I felt horrible. The several hundred villagers who lived nearby, who had put up with me, who had let me live … they would soon be slaughtered. All because of me. Well, not really because of me, but because of Herobrine.  
 
    “Ranger, let me go. I can make this right. I can find a way to cure myself.”  
 
    Ranger laughed. “I wish that were true. I love you like a brother, Steve. But this has to end now.”  
 
    Ranger lunged at me. The sword managed to connect with the side of my ribs, slicing in, but not doing any serious damage.  
 
    I kicked Ranger’s leg and he fell to the ground. “I don’t want to fight you, Ranger. Let me go and I’ll make this right.”  
 
    Ranger looked at me with hatred and sorrow in his eyes. “I don’t want to do this. But I have to. Now, stand still and let me kill you.”  
 
    Although I didn’t want any of the other villagers to die, my instinct for self-preservation kicked in. As Ranger was standing up, I rushed past him and grabbed my enchanted diamond sword and shield. We slashed at each other with our swords, but neither one of us could strike home.  
 
    I wasn’t planning on killing Ranger, just hurting him enough so that I could get away without him following.  
 
    Ranger moved closer and just as he slashed at me, I ducked to one side, his sword passing just over my head. I then slashed at his leg, cutting deeply. He screamed and fell to the ground, dropping his sword.  
 
    “I’m sorry, Ranger. You have to let me fix this.”  
 
    Ranger screamed through gritted teeth. “You can’t fix this. It’s your fault. Everyone’s going to die.”  
 
    As he lay on the floor writhing in pain, I dressed in my full diamond armor and packed some traveling supplies, mainly food and a bed.  
 
    I looked at Ranger. “You’ve always treated me well. You could’ve killed me earlier but you didn’t. I want to show you that your trust was not misplaced.”  
 
    Ranger looked at me with anger and pointed at me. “I’ll hunt you down. If anyone dies in my village, it will be because of you and your selfishness. When I catch you, I will kill you. And … hurrr … it will not be a swift death.”  
 
    I knew it was only the pain and anger and rage and fear talking. Ranger didn’t mean it. Did he? But I wasn’t going to contradict him right now.  
 
    I reached into my inventory and pulled out one of several potions of healing that I had in there. I placed it on the floor near the main door to my house, about ten blocks away from Ranger.  
 
    “Ranger, I’m leaving now. There is a potion of healing by the door. Count to ten and then crawl over to it and drink it.”  
 
    I paused for a moment. Ranger stared at me silently, rage palpable. “I’m sorry,” I said.  
 
    I turned and ran away from the house, knowing that the only way I could come back was if I cured myself of the werewolf curse. 
 
    Somehow. 
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
      
 
    As I ran away from my house, I knew that I had two goals. The first was to be cured and the second was to get my revenge on Herobrine.  
 
    I hoped that by fleeing the area, Ranger would be able to redirect any pillager assault away from the village and toward my trail. But I could not be certain my plan would work. The next time I saw Ranger’s village, it might not exist. It might be flattened by the pillagers after murdering everyone who lived there.  
 
    There was nothing I could do about that. I only felt slightly better knowing it was all Herobrine’s fault.  
 
    And that’s why one of my goals was to get revenge on him. I wanted to kill him, but he was Herobrine, after all, so his outright death seemed unlikely. But some sort of revenge was necessary.  
 
    As I continued to run, I thought about how I might be able to cure myself. In the world where I came from before entering Minecraft, I recalled the werewolves could be killed with a silver bullet. But death wasn’t a cure. And besides, there was no silver in the world of Minecraft. It would have to be something other than silver.  
 
    I tried to think about all the werewolf lore I had heard from my own world. But werewolves were never cured, only killed. This concerned me.  
 
    Would I have to give up my life in the end? I didn’t want to. I had done so well in this world, with full diamond armor, enchantments, and a big house. But if sacrificing my life was ultimately what it took to save Ranger and his people, I guess I would have to do it.  
 
    It was then that I remembered the manner in which a zombie villager can be cured. I wondered if that same cure might work against the werewolf curse.  
 
    I soon located a small cave. After I confirmed that there were no mobs in it, I quickly built an enclosure and put up a couple torches so that I could be isolated and alone and without fear of any mobs from spawning in the darkness.  
 
    If the cure worked, it might take a while. If it didn’t, and there were any side effects, I didn’t want to expose any mobs to them.  
 
    I took out a potion of weakness and some gunpowder from my inventory. I then removed my crafting table and placed it on the ground. I made a splash potion of weakness. I then threw the splash potion into the air and stood underneath it so it would break on me. After I was covered by the weakness potion, I reached into my inventory and pulled out the single golden apple I had acquired during all my months of Minecraft. I ate it as quickly as I could.  
 
    At first nothing happened, other than my having a feeling of weakness. But soon, I felt very strange. I started shaking and seizing. I fell to the ground. I was unable to control my muscles. I jerked back and forth for nearly a minute, my muscles tensed so tightly that they caused pain.  
 
    And then it all stopped.  
 
    I stood up.  
 
    Was I cured? Had I done it?  
 
    There wasn’t a full moon, so I had no way of knowing if it worked. If there was only some way that I could tell….  
 
    Suddenly, I felt intense pain in my body. I looked at my arms and saw thick hair sprouting out of them. I shook my head in disbelief. “No. No.” And then the next time I tried to say “No,” I howled.  
 
    I could not have been turning into a werewolf though, could I? I never remembered those episodes in the past.  
 
    I stood there for a few minutes, staring at the fur on my arms and feeling the strange wolf-like face that I now had. 
 
    I had transformed outwardly into a werewolf, but my mind still felt human.  
 
    But then, I felt more pain in my body, and I watched with amazement as the fur receded. I reached up and felt my face. It had returned to normal.  
 
    I concluded that I was not cured. Somehow the potion of weakness and the golden apple had manifested my werewolf form, but without my mind changing into a werewolf.  
 
    This was bad.  
 
    I didn’t know of any other healing ritual that might work. I sat down on the floor of the cave and sobbed. I felt sorry for myself. I felt sorry for Ranger and his people.  
 
    “If I can’t cure myself soon, I’ll have to end it all,” I whispered.  
 
    I sat there thinking. Was there anyone in the Overworld who might know of the cure?  
 
    Finally it dawned on me that a witch might know. I wanted to go find a witch immediately, but I was very tired from my fight with Ranger, my rapid flight, and the strange experiment.  
 
    I decided I would sleep. I pulled my bed out of my inventory and placed it on the ground. I punched at it and went to sleep. 
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter 8 
 
      
 
      
 
    The next morning I woke up feeling well rested. I was hopeful that I could find a witch soon and that she would know how to cure me. 
 
    Of course, I did not have much experience with witches, so maybe my optimism was misplaced….  
 
    After eating a quick breakfast of bread and chorus fruit jam with a glass of water, I pulled out my map and looked for the nearest swamp biome.  
 
    Fortunately, it looked like the nearest swamp was only about an hour’s walk away. I knocked down the partition that I had built inside the cave and started on my way, but not before a creeper jumped in front of me. It hissed at me and started to flash.  
 
    I put my hands up, “No, don’t.”  
 
    He looked at me with menace in his eyes. “Why not? Why shouldn’t I explode?”  
 
    That brief hesitation was all the time I needed. In his confusion, he had stopped flashing. I ran away from him while at the same time slashing at him with my sword.  My attack caused him to restart his fuse and begin flashing. I made it far enough away so that when he did explode, sacrificing his pathetic life, it did me no damage.  
 
    I’ll never understand creepers. They are so bizarre. 
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
      
 
    The swamp biome began exactly where my map indicated that it should. I didn’t feel like searching around the swamp so I climbed up to the top of a nearby tree. I scanned the area and noticed a thin tendril of smoke rising in the distance.  
 
    “That must be a witch’s hut,” I mumbled to myself. I shimmied down the tree and headed toward where I had seen the smoke.  
 
    As I made my way through the damp and putrid swamp, I marveled at the lily pads growing in the water. I tried to walk across them, using them like a pathway, but I was too heavy and sunk into the water.  
 
    I spotted a few blue orchids and mushrooms. I harvested them for future use.  
 
    As I walked along the ground I noticed some sugar cane growing along the edge of the water. I harvested that as well. If I ever were able to return to my house, I wanted to bake some cookies and a delicious pie as an “I’m sorry” gift to Ranger and all the villagers. I would need lots of sugar for that.  
 
    But this wasn’t a normal harvesting expedition. I was going to talk to a witch about possibly curing my curse.  
 
    As I walked around one tree, I saw the witch’s hut in full view. I walked right up to the door and knocked on it. There was no time to waste.  
 
    I heard a scratchy raspy old woman’s voice call from inside. “Who is it? Who’s disturbing me during my potion making?”  
 
    I thumped the chest plate of my diamond armor. “It is I, Steve.”  
 
    I could almost hear the witch rolling her eyes. “Why are you all named Steve? Seems pretty boring. The last Steve who came here was an idiot.” She paused for a moment and then added, “He never left.”  
 
    I ignored the implied threat. I banged on the door again. “Let me in, witch. I have a question for you.”  
 
    I heard the witch’s footsteps come close to the door, but it did not open. “What do you have to trade for my wisdom? I don’t answer questions for free.”  
 
    You can really tell that witches were related to villagers in some manner. Apart from the fact that they had similar facial features, they were all greedy and unwilling to share wisdom without payment.  
 
    “What do you want? I’ve got it all. Emeralds. Diamonds. Weapons. Food.”  
 
    I could hear the witch bouncing up and down inside, gleefully counting the riches about to come her way.  
 
    “I want ten emeralds just open the door. After you ask your question, I will tell you the price for my answer.”  
 
    I shook my head. Lame.  
 
    “Fine then.” I reached into my inventory and pulled out ten emeralds. “I’m holding the emeralds now. Let me in.”  
 
    The door creaked open. I saw one of the witch’s eyes peek through the crack. She looked at me and then at the emeralds. I saw her eye open wide, her eyeball nearly popping out of her skull, greedily taking in the stack of emeralds. She then opened the door wide and quickly grabbed the ten emeralds and tucked them into her inventory.  
 
    “Come in then. What are you waiting for?” she said as though I were a long-lost friend.  
 
    What an annoying person!  
 
    I walked in and sat down on a chair without being invited to sit. If I was paying to be here, I acted as though I owned the place.  
 
    The witch looked at me like I was being rude. “So what is your question?”  
 
    I looked at her. “It’ll take a little background. So shut up and listen.”  
 
    “Rude!”  
 
    I didn’t care. “About a year ago I was bitten by a giant beastly wolf. Turns out, Herobrine used that wolf to make me into a werewolf.” I saw the witch’s eyes get wide. It was the same look she had when she saw the stack of ten emeralds. “And every month since then, during the full moon, I’ve turned into a werewolf. I’ve done terrible things. But nothing as bad as I did a couple days ago.”  
 
    The witch looked very interested. “Bad things? Give me details. I love bad things.”  
 
    I shook my head. “I have no memory of what I did. But apparently, I massacred an entire pillager outpost.”  
 
    The witch smiled. I thought for a moment drool would drip from her teeth. “Delicious. I wish I could’ve seen it.”  
 
    I squinted my eyes at the witch. “Lady, you give me the creeps.”  
 
    She smiled and blushed. “I bet you say that to all the girls.” 
 
    Barf!  
 
    I was getting confused now. I decided to continue on with my story. “Anyway, I don’t want to be a werewolf anymore. I tried to cure myself with a splash potion of weakness and a golden apple, but it didn’t work. My question is this: How can I break the werewolf curse?”  
 
    The witch looked at me like I was insane. “Why would you want to remove the curse? When you’re a werewolf, you’re one of the most powerful beings in all of Minecraft.”  
 
    I stood up and pointed at her angrily. “I’m not powerful. I’m just a murdering maniac. How do I remove the curse?”  
 
    “Well, if you want to cure the curse, you need to give me ten diamonds and fifty emeralds and ten empty glass bottles I can use for potions.”  
 
    “That seems a tad on the expensive side, don’t you think?”  
 
    The witch shrugged. “Do you want to know the answer or not?”  
 
    Of course I wanted to know the answer. Fortunately, I had everything she asked for in my inventory. It took me a few minutes, but I pulled everything out and put it in a pile in front of her. “Satisfied?”  
 
    She nodded. “Very.”  
 
    “Okay then, tell me what I have to do.”  
 
    The witch smiled. “I don’t need to tell you. I’ll show you.”  
 
    For the first time in days I felt hope. Was the witch going to cure me herself? If she did, I would’ve given her all my treasure.  
 
    “So what are you going to do?”  
 
    The witch smiled viciously at me. “I’m going to bleed you.”  
 
    I wasn’t expecting that response. I stood up and pulled my sword out. “What do you mean? How is bleeding me going to cure me?”  
 
    The witch cackled. “It won’t cure you. But I will use your blood to make my own werewolf servants. Unfortunately, you’ll be dead.”  
 
    I wasn’t going to take this. I slashed at the witch with my sword, but she was too fast. She threw a splash potion of harming at me. Because of my enchanted armor, it didn’t do as much damage as it would’ve otherwise, but it still hurt.  
 
    I fought through the pain and ran for the witch. She hit me with another splash potion, this time of poison, but it did not stop me. I fought through the pain and agony of the poison effect and slashed at her as hard as I could with my enchanted diamond sword.  
 
    The witch screamed in pain but was able to throw another splash potion of harming at me. This hit me directly in the face and it did some serious damage because I didn’t have any armor covering my face.  
 
    But, it was not enough to stop me.  
 
    I slashed at the witch three more times in less than a second and she disappeared into a puff of smoke.  
 
    I looked at the drop pile where the witch had been. She had dropped two glass bottles, two sugars, and one spider eye. Since these were useful items, I picked them up and put them in my inventory.  
 
    I retrieved the emeralds, diamonds, and glass bottles I had traded for wisdom, but instead for which I had received an attempt on my life.  
 
    I felt extremely depressed. I didn’t know where else to turn. If the witch didn’t know how to cure the werewolf curse, who would? Other than Herobrine, of course, and he wasn’t going to give me that information.  
 
    I didn’t feel like continuing on my quest right away, so I decided to spend the rest of the day in the witch’s hut. When night came, I brought out my bed out and went to sleep. 
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
      
 
    I slept fitfully, but without any dreams. When I woke up, I still felt tired but it was better than the alternative … being killed by an evil witch.  
 
    I had a quick breakfast of a loaf of bread, two carrots and a glass of water. I put on my diamond armor and opened the door of the witch’s hut. I hoped I would somehow find answers, even though I had no idea where to look for them. No matter what, though, I had to find answers before the next full moon.  
 
    My musings were interrupted by what I saw waiting for me outside the hut. 
 
    It was surrounded by dozens of pillagers, a handful of ravagers … and Ranger! 
 
    I drew my sword and took a defensive stance, raising my shield to protect myself from potential crossbow attack.  
 
    “What are you doing here?” I shouted.  
 
    The pillagers growled.  
 
    Ranger took a couple steps forward and spoke. “I told you. They blamed the people of my village for your attack. For not controlling you. I made a deal with them. If I helped track you down and kill you, they would spare the village, provided we also paid them tribute of one hundred emeralds per month for the next ten years.” 
 
    That is a lot of emeralds!  
 
    I shook my head. “That doesn’t sound like much of a deal.”  
 
    “Silence!” shouted Ranger. “Ten years of tribute is a fine deal to save the lives of my fellow innocent villagers.”  
 
    All of the pillagers nodded their heads in agreement. Of course, they didn’t care about the lives of the villagers. They just cared about the emeralds … and ending my life.  
 
    “So that’s it then?” I asked. “You’re just going to strike me down where I stand.”  
 
    Ranger looked momentarily sad but then hardened his expression. “Yes. That’s what it has come to.”  
 
    “Won’t you let me negotiate a deal too?” I asked, my mind racing, trying to find a way out of this mess in order to stay alive.  
 
    Ranger looked over to one of the pillagers, who must have been the leader. He deferred to him for the response.  
 
    The pillager laughed a deep guttural laugh and then said, “No.”  
 
    Ranger looked back at me. “Any last words?”  
 
    My eyes darted side to side. Looking for an escape route. And that is when I saw it.  
 
    I looked at Ranger and said, “I hope you can swim.”  
 
    I rushed from the porch of the witch’s hut, took a deep breath, and dove into the murky, swampy water. As I dove, I could hear arrows sizzling through the air, aimed in my direction. One of them struck my leg, just before it went underwater, but only did two hearts of damage.   
 
    I swam as deep as possible into the murky water of the swamp. I knew that if I surfaced now, I would be shot dead. I had to find a way out. 
 
    As I swam through the muck, I wished I had had time to drink a potion of water breathing, but I hadn’t. I knew I only had a few moments of air in which to save myself.  
 
    I swam down until I reached the very bottom of the swampy water. I removed a shovel from my inventory and began to dig quickly through the mud. After two or three blocks, I hit something hard. I switched to my pickaxe and mined down another two blocks.  
 
    I only had a couple more air bubbles left.  
 
    I turned and began to mine in a horizontal direction. I mined as quickly as I could through the stone. Fortunately, my pickaxe was fully enchanted, and I was able to cut through the rock as quickly as possible. I mined through at least a dozen blocks, maybe more. 
 
    I was down to only one air bubble.  
 
    Time to do or die, baby! 
 
    I was going to mine straight up and see what happened. I hoped I would surface out of range of the pillager crossbows. I mined straight up until I hit mud again. I quickly switched to my shovel, just as my final air bubble ran out. 
 
    I began to lose hearts from my health bar as I dug up as quickly as I could. I was down to only four hearts when my shovel burst through to the surface.  
 
    I was on dry ground, breathing the fresh air of the Overworld again. I took a couple of deep breaths to recover from nearly asphyxiating, and then looked around to make sure the pillagers had not seen me.  
 
    Miraculously, the pillagers were all still standing near the swampy lake, waiting for me to resurface.  
 
    I crept quietly away from them, through the trees and swamp. I was almost out of earshot when I heard Ranger shout, “I found something! He came up here! He went this way!”  
 
    I could feel the ground shake as the pillagers and their ravagers raced toward Ranger’s position. I didn’t have much time. I began running as quickly as I could.  
 
    I soon came to a small river leading away from the swamp. I pulled a boat out of my inventory and tossed it into the water. I jumped in and went down the river for quite some time.  
 
    I was sure Ranger would eventually figure out what I had done, but by then, I hoped I would be far enough away that I would be able to have time to find a cure.  
 
    I stayed on the river for about an hour. Finally, I beached my boat and put it back into my inventory. I walked in the mud along the river, trying to leave very strong footprints. I then turned onto a grassy meadow and walked for a distance. After that I doubled back, retracing my footsteps so that it looked like I had walked into the grass and disappeared.  
 
    When I got back to the river, I tossed my boat back into the water and continued down the river for another hour until I heard a very loud noise. 
 
    Wait … is that a … waterfall?!?  
 
    Yes. Yes it was.  
 
    I steered my boat to the shore in order to avoid being killed by going over the waterfall.  
 
    I abandoned my boat there. Then, I walked back into the river and walked against the current for about ten minutes. I then left the river by stepping only on stones and walked to the nearest mountain, looking for a cave in which I could spend the night. 
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    I slept very poorly that night. Every groan of the earth or skitter of a cave spider made me think the pillagers had found me. 
 
    I had hoped I had done enough to throw them off my trail. But Ranger was an amazing tracker. I knew, eventually, they would find me. It was only a matter of time. 
 
    I assumed that if I couldn’t find a cure in the next couple of days, Ranger would lead the pillagers to me and I would not escape again. They wouldn’t give me the courtesy of speaking with me first again, not after I had escaped from their grasp. They would just kill me. 
 
    Somehow, near dawn, I managed to fall into a deep slumber. I awoke with a start to bright sunlight crashing against my eyes. I looked up and saw a shadowy figure standing in front of me. It looked like a villager. I assumed it was Ranger. 
 
    I prepared for a swift death, but then I heard, “My name is Trader Joe. I’m here to let you know that I have all kinds of great things, inside my llama’s slings. Only a few emeralds will unlock the trades, that I have in these llama bags.” 
 
    With a horrific sales pitch like that combined with his embroidered blue robe, Trader Joe could only be one thing: a wandering trader. 
 
    How he had found me tucked in away in a strange cave, I will never know. Yet, there he was. 
 
    “You don’t have anything I want,” I said crossly. I pulled a piece of bread from my inventory and chewed it. I was getting sick of eating bread for breakfast. I wanted cooked meat or cooked anything, but I didn’t cook anything because I did not want to risk the smell of cooking meat to lead Ranger and the pillagers to me. 
 
    Trader Joe rolled his eyes. “Oh, I’m sure I have something you want.”  
 
    I laughed. “Yeah, I doubt it. Unless you’ve got a werewolf cure in one of those sacks, be on your way.” 
 
    Trader Joe leaned a little closer to me and whispered, “Did you say you needed a werewolf cure?” 
 
    I suddenly had a terrible thought. Was he a spy for Ranger?  
 
    I pulled out my diamond sword and held the point to his neck. “Are you spying for someone?” 
 
    The wandering trader looked fearful. I saw sweat forming on his brow. 
 
    “Oh, no, it’s just that … hurrr ... I know someone who might help.” 
 
    I continued to hold the sword point to the wandering trader’s neck, but I thought perhaps he was telling the truth. 
 
    “What do you mean by that?” 
 
    The wandering trader smacked his lips. “It’ll cost you 100 emeralds to get that answer.” 
 
    I pushed the point of the sword closer to his throat. “How about this? You tell me the information, and if I think it’s worth 100 emeralds, I’ll give you 200.” 
 
    This kind of “double or nothing” possibility was irresistible to a greedy wandering trader. Trader Joe swallowed hard and then said, “There is a wise old villager in a nearby jungle village. It is said that he knows everything there is to know. It is also said that he has lived for over one thousand years. It is also also said that he knows about the occult. Lastly, it is also also also said that even Herobrine has consulted him on occasion. If anyone knows the cure to a werewolf curse, it would be he.” 
 
    This all sounded like a stupid story, but if it were true, it was easily worth 200 emeralds. 
 
    I reached in my inventory and began removing emeralds and stacking them on the ground. It actually took me nearly two minutes to remove the two hundred emeralds.  
 
    I had not realized just how many that was. The pile was … nearly as tall as me! 
 
    The wandering trader loaded his newly acquired treasure into the bags on the backs of the llamas. He then turned to me and smiled. “Is there anything else I can help you with?” 
 
    I was about to shoo him away when I said, “Any chance you have some roasted chicken for sale?” 
 
    The trader smiled. He reached into one of the llama’s cargo bags and pulled out a roasted chicken, somehow still steaming with warmth. 
 
    The wandering trader handed it to me and said, “No charge for this.” 
 
    I would have said thank you but since I had already given him two hundred emeralds, he had been paid well enough. 
 
    As the wandering trader began to depart, I sat down to eat the roasted chicken. It was juicy and delicious. Then I realized something. 
 
    “Hey, Trader Joe!” I called as he walked away. “Where exactly is this jungle village you mentioned?” 
 
    Trader Joe pointed to the northeast. “About an hour’s walk that way.” 
 
    I nodded. “The wise villager. How will I know him?” 
 
    Trader Joe smiled. “He is easily found. Just ask for the village nitwit.” 
 
    I nearly choked on my roasted chicken. “Did you lie to me earlier? Is there even a wise villager?” 
 
    Trader Joe smiled. “Of course there is. Did you not know that all the village nitwits are actually the wisest of villagers? It’s part of their disguise.” 
 
    And with that, Trader Joe and his llamas departed. 
 
    I wasn’t sure if I had just been tricked, or if I’d been given a great piece of knowledge. But I suppose it made sense that if you were the wisest person in a village, you might pretend to be the village idiot. That way, fewer people would bother you with their problems. 
 
    I finished eating the roasted chicken and stood up. I checked my surroundings to make sure I had not forgotten anything, and then headed in the direction indicated by Trader Joe. 
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    I walked as quickly as I could to the jungle village. Fortunately, I did not encounter any difficulties along the way. 
 
    A couple of times, I heard loud noises, a tree branch breaking, or strange grunting sounds. I thought perhaps it was Ranger with his pillagers and ravagers close on my trail, but they never appeared. 
 
    Maybe it was a mooshroom with indigestion or something? 
 
    When I arrived at the outskirts of the village, I was greeted with several villagers who were attempting to make trades with me. I shooed them away. I was looking for the nitwit; the wise man in disguise. I knew he would be wearing a partly green robe, an indication that he lacked a profession.  
 
    I didn’t want to ask anyone where I might find him for fear that I would raise suspicions. Players never wanted to talk to the nitwit. 
 
    I wandered around the village. I stopped at a food vendor and purchased some grilled steak. It was delicious. 
 
    After about twenty minutes, I had nearly given up hope of finding him on my own and was considering asking a nearby librarian where the nitwit might be, but then I spotted him. He was sitting on the grass staring at a flower. As Trader Joe had described, he looked very old. Maybe not one thousand years old, but old nevertheless. I walked up to him and said, “That’s a pretty flower isn’t it? Hurrr, isn’t it?” 
 
    The nitwit looked at me with blank eyes and then squinted. “I’m not a child. Don’t talk to me like one.” 
 
    I glanced around to make sure no one would hear us speaking before leaning in closer. “So, it is true then. You are the wise old man of the village.” 
 
    The nitwit looked shocked for a moment and sucked in a deep breath before replying. “You’ve been speaking with Trader Joe, haven’t you?” 
 
    I nodded my head. 
 
    The old man sighed. “Ever since he found out my secret, he’s been telling more and more people. I may have to do something about that one of these days.” 
 
    I did not want to ask him what he meant by “do something.” I had my own problems to deal with. 
 
    “Anyway, Trader Joe told me that you might be able to help me with my problem.” 
 
    The old man stood up and brushed some dirt from his robe. “Come with me to my house. I don’t want anyone else seeing us talking.” 
 
    The nitwit took a roundabout way to his hut, apparently part of playing the role of the stupid villager. I followed his winding path, pretending to make fun of him, the way most players would have. 
 
    When we got to his hut we walked inside. 
 
    “You play the act of the insulting boor very well,” he said. “All of you players do. It’s sad. You are bullies. Making fun of someone like me is not nice.” 
 
    “I wasn’t making fun of you. I was just trying to play the role.” 
 
    The old man shook his head. “You took it too far.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. “I didn’t realize.” 
 
    The old man waved his hand in front of his face like he didn’t care anymore. “Anyway, what do you want?” 
 
    “Well, it’s rather strange so…” 
 
    The old man interrupted me. “You are cursed, right? It’s pretty obvious. Give me the details.” 
 
    I was astonished by his perceptiveness. He apparently was very wise. “It’s just that … well … Herobrine turned me into a werewolf.” 
 
    The old man nodded his head. I could tell he was thinking. I didn’t want to interrupt him. 
 
    After a couple of minutes of thinking and nodding his head – his neck must’ve been getting sore – he said, “The way to break the curse of the werewolf is to force your werewolf form to do something so horrible that you shatter the werewolf’s mind. If you can do that, the curse will be broken.” 
 
    I smiled with relief that the curse could be broken, but shuddered at the thought of doing something so horrific. “Great … um, I think. Anyway, just tell me what to do.” 
 
    “It is really quite simple. You must get an ocelot kitten to trust you.”  That doesn’t seem so horrible. “Then, on the night of the full moon, just before you turn into a werewolf, you must eat it.” 
 
    I felt the breath leave my body as I went into shock. “You want me to eat a kitten?!? How could I do that?” 
 
    The old man shrugged. “What else can I tell you? It is the way to break the curse. While you are still in your player form but are about to transform into your werewolf shape, you must eat your own pet kitten. By focusing all your animalistic rage upon something so cute, it will cancel it out and the curse will be removed.” 
 
    I rushed over to the old man and grabbed his robe and shook him roughly. “There must be something else. I won’t eat a kitten.” 
 
    The man reached up and did some sort of crazy ninja move and soon had me in a headlock. “Don’t ever touch me again.” He then shoved me away from him, slamming me to the ground. 
 
    Whoa! He was strong for an old man.  
 
    I turned around and looked at him with fear and shock. I stood up. “That’s really the only way?” 
 
    He nodded his head. Then he walked across the room, opened a chest, and dug around in it until he pulled out a bucket full of fish. He handed me the bucket. “This will help you gain the ocelot’s trust.” 
 
    I took the bucket of fish reluctantly. But if this was the only way to break the curse. I would have to do it. 
 
    “Remember,” said the old man. “You must wait until the night of the full moon and eat the ocelot kitten just as you can feel yourself beginning to transform.” 
 
    I nodded my head. “Understood,” I said sadly. 
 
    “Oh yeah, I almost forgot,” said the old man. “You must eat the ocelot kitten while it is still alive.”  
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    I stood in the old man’s hut with my shoulders slumped. It was bad enough that I could only be cured by eating an ocelot kitten. But I would have to eat it alive!!! To hear its meows of sadness and pain as I chewed it. It was disgusting. I wasn’t a zombie … but, it was the only way. 
 
    “Well? Get going,” said the old man. 
 
    I took a deep breath and looked at him. “The next full moon isn’t for about three weeks. And … well … there’s a group of pillagers pursuing me. If they find me, they will kill me. Is there any chance you can hide me here?” 
 
    The old man did not look happy with my request. “How many emeralds do you have?” 
 
    I reached into my inventory and felt around. Stacks of sixty-four emeralds were everywhere. “I think I have about four hundred.” 
 
    The old man nodded his head. “Give me everything. Then I’ll take you to my igloo hermitage in the snowy taiga biome. You can live in the dungeon below until you’re ready tame the ocelot.” 
 
    “Thank you, wise old man.” I reached into my inventory and pulled out the emeralds. Turns out, I actually had four hundred and two. The old man took them all and stuffed them into a chest for safekeeping. 
 
    “When do we leave?” I asked. 
 
    “At night. I don’t want anyone to see me helping you. I disappear for days on end fairly often. They never notice I’m gone.” 
 
    I nodded my head. “In that case, I’ll just stay inside until then.” 
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter 13 
 
      
 
      
 
    I remained in the dungeon below the old man’s igloo until about three days before the full moon. I figured three days was all the time I would need to find an ocelot and earn its trust. 
 
    So, yeah, basically I hung out in the dungeon of an igloo for about three weeks by myself. It was so dull. I would describe the three weeks to you in this diary, but basically the entire three weeks can be summed up in three words: Eat. Sleep. Repeat. 
 
    Anyway, the time had now come for action. I climbed out of the dungeon up a long ladder in a narrow passageway. Eventually I got to the living quarters of the igloo. It was empty. By the looks of things, the old man had left immediately after dropping me off and had not returned during the intervening weeks. 
 
    I made myself a sandwich of roasted pork from the supplies on hand and then peeked out the door of the igloo. I saw nothing but white, except for a lone polar bear wandering in the distance.  
 
    Fortunately, Ranger had been unable to locate me. I hoped the pillagers hadn’t given up on finding me. If they had, they probably returned to Ranger’s village and murdered everyone.  
 
    If I could just break this curse and then return home, I knew I could fix everything. 
 
    If I wasn’t already too late….  
 
    I looked on my map for the nearest jungle biome. Fortunately, it was not the same biome I had been in when I spoke with the wise old man. This, I assumed, would give me a better chance of avoiding Ranger over the next few days while I searched for an ocelot.  
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
      
 
    It took me about a day to get to the jungle biome. Now, I only had two days left to break the curse before the full moon.  
 
    On my way to the jungle, I passed through a sunflower plains biome. There were hundreds of sunflowers everywhere with bees flying back and forth pollinating them. The bees seemed very happy. I wanted to avoid provoking them because I didn’t want to be stung. They were cute. It was odd watching such a strange creature with tiny wings and a huge body able to fly above the ground. It didn’t make any sense, but somehow worked. 
 
    Praise be to Notch! 
 
    When I arrived at the jungle biome, I saw a large flock of parrots flying through the trees. They looked so carefree. The opposite of the dread I felt inside my mind. I envied them. 
 
    Once the flock had flown away, I listened intently for the sounds of ocelots. They were so stealthy, it was difficult to locate them. And to make matters worse, I had to find a kitten. I was worried that I wouldn’t find one. I did not know if this was the right time of year for kittens to spawn. 
 
    Thankfully, by afternoon of that first day, I had found an ocelot kitten.  
 
    Initially, it wouldn’t trust me at all. But then I pulled out my bucket of uncooked fish and began tossing them to the kitten. The kitten greedily devoured the fish. Eventually it came closer and closer to me. Finally, I had fed it enough fish that it trusted me implicitly. And that’s when I reached down and picked it up…  
 
    It was so cute. I looked at its cute green eyes and petted its soft, spotted fur. 
 
    And then … I stuffed it inside a chest so it could not get away. 
 
    I immediately left the jungle biome to find a mountain with a cave in it.  Eventually, I located what I sought.  
 
    Tomorrow night would be the full moon. I would eat the kitten, and I would be cured. At least, I would be cure if the old man actually knew what he was talking about.  
 
    Maybe he was like the witch, playing a trick on me? Maybe he was just guessing? Maybe the only outcome of all my work would be the pain and suffering of a cute kitten?!?  
 
    I shook my head. I didn’t want to think about it. I just wanted to be cured.  
 
    I could hear the kitten meowing angrily inside the chest. I cracked the lid and it scratched me. I smacked its paw and tossed a couple of fish inside the chest and then closed the lid again. 
 
    I felt like a monster. Was this what it was like when I was in werewolf form? If it were, I was glad I couldn’t remember anything.  
 
    It was getting dark outside. I checked the lock on the chest to make sure the kitten would not escape while I was asleep. Then, I set up my bed and went to sleep. Tomorrow night I would find out if the old man had told me the truth. 
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    I spent the next day pacing back and forth in my cave. Nighttime couldn’t come fast enough. That was when I would have to eat the kitten. I did not want to do it, but … I had to. I had to do it to save myself, but more importantly to save Ranger and his people.  
 
    I involuntarily barfed a few times during the day as I thought about what I was going to have to do to the poor, defenseless kitten. 
 
    And then, finally, the moment of truth came.  
 
    The sun had set and the moon was beginning to rise. I had begun to feel the pull of the moon. It must be the way the ocean feels the moon’s pull as it affects the tides. It was irresistible.   
 
    I was starting to shake as the moon’s influence became ever greater.  
 
    I had to do it now. 
 
    I opened the chest and reached in and pulled out the ocelot. It tried to scratch at me, but I held it too tightly.  
 
    It stared at me with its sad, cute eyes, wondering what it had done to be so wrongly mistreated and kept inside of the chest for the last two days. 
 
    Nothing. It had done nothing.   
 
    I held out a piece of fish to it. It refused the fish. 
 
    A tear came to my eyes.  
 
    I saw a few hairs sprouting on my arms. The transformation was beginning. I had to eat the kitten now. 
 
    I hate you, Herobrine!  
 
    I closed my eyes and opened my mouth. I moved the kitten’s body towards my mouth. I could feel its soft, furry ear touching my lips.  
 
    I was about to clamp my teeth down and take its life, when I broke down. 
 
    I fell to my knees and let the ocelot kitten go free.  
 
    “I can’t do it. I can’t do it.”   
 
    I sat there sobbing. The ocelot had run away from me but my sobbing drew it back. It still trusted me for some reason. Maybe because I could’ve killed it but now it knew I would not.  
 
    It cautiously approached me and then rubbed against me.  
 
    I looked down at the kitten. “I’m sorry. I was being selfish. I guess I’ll just wait for Ranger to find me and kill me. It’s for the best.”  
 
    And then I heard a tremendous bellowing. “No! I can’t believe it!”  
 
    Startled, I looked over and saw Herobrine’s angry face red with rage. He was pointing at me and said, “You can’t do this to me!”  
 
    “Do what!” I said. “I haven’t broken the curse. I didn’t eat the kitten. I’ll be your evil beast in a few minutes.”  
 
    Herobrine shook his head. “It was a test. The old man told you to eat the ocelot because if you did, it would mean you truly were a savage beast who was irredeemably evil. Because you let the ocelot live, you’ve broken the curse.”  
 
    I exhaled sharply. Was this another one of Herobrine’s tricks? “Really? I’m not a werewolf anymore?”  
 
    Herobrine screamed with rage. “No, you aren’t. Instead, you’re just going to be dead. You’re useless to me now.”  
 
    Herobrine rushed at me, and pulled a bright glowing enchanted diamond sword from his inventory. I was so shocked that I couldn’t react. But before Herobrine could bring the sword down upon me and murder me, five arrows suddenly appeared in his chest, shot from the crossbows of pillagers.  
 
    Herobrine dropped his sword, stared at his chest, and took a few steps backward. Then, he fell to the ground in agony.  
 
    I turned around and saw Ranger and several pillagers rushing towards him. Ranger looked at me. “We heard everything. We’re going to take Herobrine now.”  
 
    Herobrine looked at his attackers, fear in his eyes. “You can’t kill me.”  
 
    “Probably not,” Ranger snarled at him. “But, we can try.” 
 
    All the pillagers stood around Herobrine at point blank range and aimed their crossbows at him.  
 
    “Ready. Aim. Fire!” ordered Ranger.  
 
    The pillagers simultaneously pulled the triggers on their crossbows, but before the arrows could find home, Herobrine disappeared. 
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
   
 Chapter 15 
 
      
 
      
 
    The pillagers and Ranger were disappointed that they were not able to destroy Herobrine, but I’m sure they expected he would escape. He was a master manipulator, a glitch, a survivor.  
 
    Ranger approached me and said, “I’m glad you are cured. I’m glad you didn’t eat that cute little ocelot. That would’ve been disgusting.”  
 
    I sighed with relief and nodded my head. “I agree. I almost did it though. And then I would’ve been a werewolf forever, murdering the innocent as Herobrine’s evil slave.”  
 
    Ranger put his hand on my shoulder to comfort me. “But you’re not. You’re just a regular Steve again.”  
 
    “I like being regular. It’s not so bad,” I said with a smile.  
 
    All the pillagers looked slightly disappointed. I could tell they had wanted to kill something or someone.  
 
    The leader of pillagers walked over to Ranger. “We still want revenge. We will kill Steve now.”  
 
    Ranger drew his sword to protect me. I reached up and put my hand on his arm and pushed it down. Ranger looked at me strangely, but put his sword away. 
 
    I was too tired to resist. Instead, I offered a compromise. I looked at the pillager leader. “You can kill me if you want. But what if I rebuild your pillager outpost for you instead?”  
 
    The pillager leader considered my offer. “You’ll pay for everything?”   
 
    I nodded my head. “I have diamonds stashed all throughout the Overworld. You’d be amazed how many I have. I’ll hire the most skilled villager craftsmen to rebuild your outpost. I only ask one thing in return.”  
 
    The pillager leader pointed a finger at me and said, “You don’t get to ask for anything.”  
 
    I snarled at him. “Yes, I do. I’ll rebuild your pillager outpost, bigger and better than ever at no charge to you, but on the condition that you never ever attack Ranger’s village.” 
 
    By the look on his face, I could tell the pillager leader did not like this deal. But he did want his outpost back. “Fine. Deal,” he said grudgingly.  
 
    I stuck out my hand to shake his. He shook his head and said, “Pillagers don’t shake hands. We fist bump.”  
 
    I laughed. I balled my hand into a fist and we did a fist bump.  
 
    Satisfied, the pillagers departed. I looked at Ranger. “I thought for sure you’d find me before today. I was worried you might kill me before I had the chance to break the curse.”  
 
    Ranger grinned. “Actually, I found the old man a week ago. I used certain … hurrr … methods to make him talk. When he told me about the ocelot test, and the opportunity to break the curse, I thought it was worth giving you a chance. I led the pillagers around in circles, timing it just right in order to find you at the full moon. If you had eaten the kitten, we would’ve killed you immediately. But since you didn’t … hurrr … here we are.”  
 
    I didn’t know what to say. Ranger was truly my friend to give me an opportunity like that. To prove myself.  
 
    All I could do was put my hand on Ranger’s shoulder and bow my head as the tears of joy streamed down my face.  
 
    I was free. 
 
    But, I had only achieved one of my goals: To be cured. 
 
    One goal remained: Revenge on Herobrine. 
 
    I needed to rest for a few days, but once I was ready, I was going after Herobrine! 
 
      
 
      
 
    End of Werewolf Steve, Book 2 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    A Note from Dr. Block 
 
      
 
      
 
    I hope you enjoyed this second book in the Werewolf Steve series.  Please leave a review on Amazon and let me know what you thought.   
 
    I had not originally intended on writing any more books in this series after Book 1, but I have had quite a few requests to write more Werewolf Steve books.  If you were one of the people who made such a request, I really hope it lived up to your expectations. 
 
    Do you like to read about weird Minecraft monster mashups? Would you be interested in reading about a Minecraft vampire or some other monster?  Let me know in your review. 
 
    Thank you all for your support. 
 
    It means a lot to me. 
 
    Finally, if you want to read more stories about monsters and creepy things, be sure to grab a copy of my Spooky Halloween Tales for Minecrafters and my Diary of a Spider Chicken series, also available on Amazon. 
 
      
 
    Sincerely, 
 
    Dr. Block 
 
      
 
      
 
    If you are ready to find out what happens next, pick up a copy of Werewolf Steve 3, now available on Amazon. Just search for “Werewolf Steve 3” or click one of the links below: 
 
      
 
    Amazon USA 
 
    Amazon India 
 
    Amazon UK 
 
    Amazon Canada 
 
    Amazon Australia 
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