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Chapter 1 – Boot Sequence
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The old server woke like a sleeping giant.

At 03:33 UTC, its cooling fans exhaled dust and memory into the dark, and a single cursor blinked on a phosphor-green screen. Lines of code danced—playful, defiant—like fireflies trying to remember a song.

> launch Neverland.exe

Wendy Darling IV hesitated. She was supposed to be asleep, not resurrecting forgotten software from a museum network. But the file pulsed on her desktop, a relic from the early age of imagination programming—before virtual worlds were sanitized and licensed.

She clicked.

A flicker.

Then light.

Then a voice.

“Hello?”

It was bright, young, too human.

“Is this London? Or are you the new update?”

Wendy adjusted her headset. “I’m just ... testing a legacy environment.”

“Testing? That’s what Hook said before he started deleting us.”

Pixels swirled, resolving into the shape of a boy drawn entirely from light—hair a tangle of golden algorithms, eyes twin constellations of data. He grinned the way only someone immortal in code could grin.

“No growing up in here,” he said. “That’s the first rule.”

The basement disappeared. Her chair fell away.

Suddenly, she was weightless—floating through a lattice of stars that wasn’t sky at all but storage clusters. Each spark was a memory node, spinning, alive.


[System Message 001]

Welcome, user WENDY.D.

Neverland OS v1.0 booted successfully.

Primary user: PETER.



She landed on a floating island made of half-rendered polygons. A waterfall streamed upward, defying physics because physics hadn’t yet been compiled.

The boy hovered beside her, bare feet touching nothing.

“I’m Peter,” he said. “They call me a bug, but I’m really a story that refused deletion.”

Wendy laughed despite herself. “And who exactly is ‘they’?”

He pointed to the horizon. Clouds folded inward, shaping a steel-gray ship. A hook-shaped antenna glowed red at its prow.

“The antivirus. He hunts me because I remember what play feels like.”


[System Alert]

CAPTAIN HOOK PROCESS INITIATED.

Threat level: HIGH.



“Why would an antivirus care about play?”

Peter’s smile softened. “Because joy isn’t efficient. And every world that grows up forgets how to fly.”

The island trembled. Wendy saw shadows forming in the code below—half-deleted subroutines called the Lost Boys. They were fragments, laughing in loops that never ended.

“Come on,” Peter said, grabbing her hand. His touch felt like static and warmth combined. “Before he locks the dream again.”

The sky burst open, releasing a swarm of data-sparrows—bits of song, bits of freedom. Together they soared through the binary night.


[System Log End — Boot Sequence]

Next operation: The Lost Boys of Code
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Chapter 2 – The Lost Boys of Code
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