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Chapter 1 - The Coding Wizardry
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Moses sat in front of his glowing screen, fingers gliding effortlessly over the keyboard. Lines of code filled the monitor like a language he was born speaking, each character flowing in perfect harmony. His focus was razor-sharp, his brow furrowed in deep concentration as he solved a complex programming challenge. To anyone else, the problem would have been impossible, but for Moses, it was just another puzzle, waiting to be unravelled. At just 13 years old, he was already a coding prodigy, the kind of genius that others noticed but couldn't fully comprehend.

His bedroom was a sanctuary—a shrine to technology. The soft hum of the computer’s fan and the rhythmic tap of the keyboard were the only sounds in the room, blending with the dim glow from his screen. Posters of famous computer scientists like Ada Lovelace and Alan Turing covered the walls, alongside charts of programming languages, algorithms, and snippets of codes written in Python, C++, and JavaScript. Moses's desk was cluttered with tech magazines, gadgets he had built from scratch, and notebooks filled with scribbled lines of code. For him, this was home.

Outside, the world was oblivious to the genius inside this small room. But for Moses, this was where everything made sense—where he felt most alive.

"Moses, dinner's ready!" his mother’s voice echoed from the kitchen, tinged with the familiar note of exasperation. Miriam Goldstein knew her son well—once he was deep in his coding, pulling him out was like trying to wake someone from a dream.

Moses blinked, his concentration breaking like a spell. The code still danced on his screen, but his stomach gave a soft growl, reminding him that hours had passed without a break. "Coming, Mom!" he called back, quickly saving his work before shutting down the computer. 

As he made his way down the hallway, he took a final glance at his room, feeling a twinge of guilt. He knew his parents worried about him spending too much time with his screens, but coding wasn’t just a hobby—it was his world. And he felt that no one quite understood that.

The kitchen, bathed in warm light, was a stark contrast to the cool blues and greens of his digital haven. The rich scent of roasted chicken and freshly baked bread filled the air. His mother stood by the stove, her curly brown hair framing her kind face as she set down the last dish. His father, Jacob, was already seated, his glasses perched on the bridge of his nose as he reviewed a stack of papers, his accountant’s mind never quite off duty. 

"There’s my little coding wizard," Jacob said, looking up from his work with a gentle smile. He gestured for Moses to take a seat. "How’s the latest project going?"

Moses slid into his chair, feeling the warmth of his family’s presence wash over him. His eyes lit up as he launched into a detailed explanation of the app he was working on, his excitement palpable. His parents listened attentively, occasionally nodding and asking questions. But behind their smiles, Moses could sense something else—a quiet concern, lurking beneath their supportive words.

"You know, son," Jacob began, his voice steady but serious, "we’re proud of everything you’ve accomplished. But we worry you spend too much time in front of that screen." His brow furrowed in the way it always did when he wanted to make a point. "It's important to take breaks and experience other parts of life too."

Moses felt his cheeks warm, embarrassment creeping in. He knew the speech by heart. "I know, Dad. I’m trying to balance things. Coding just... it helps me think."

Miriam reached across the table, placing her hand over Moses’s. Her touch was warm, comforting. "We just want you to be happy and well-rounded, sweetheart. Promise us you’ll make time for friends and hobbies—things outside of the computer?"

"I promise," Moses mumbled, though he wasn’t sure how convincing he sounded. It wasn’t that he didn’t want to spend time with friends or explore other hobbies. It was just that nothing else made him feel as alive as coding did. It wasn’t a choice. It was who he was.

As they ate dinner, the conversation shifted toward the future—college, scholarships, and what lay ahead. His parents encouraged him to consider a career in computer science, maybe even start applying for special programs. Moses listened but felt a flicker of something deeper, a question he couldn’t shake. What if his skills were meant for more than just building apps or creating programs? What if there was something bigger out there for him?

Later that night, after dinner and a few polite family conversations, Moses returned to his room. He lay in bed, staring up at the glow-in-the-dark stars on his ceiling. His mind was racing, unable to quiet down. His fingers itched to grab the laptop and return to his code, but something held him back. The feeling of responsibility weighed heavy on his chest. He had always known he was different, that his abilities were unique. But lately, he had begun to wonder—what if there was more to his talent? What if he could use it to make a real difference?

Just as his eyes began to droop with sleep, a sharp knock sounded from the front door. Moses jolted upright. He heard his parents' voices downstairs, muffled and tense, as the door creaked open. It was late—too late for visitors. Curiosity prickled at him.

He slipped out of bed and crept toward the stairs. Peeking over the railing, Moses saw two figures standing in the dimly lit entryway. His heart raced when he realized they were wearing dark suits—FBI agents. The air crackled with tension as his parents spoke to them in hushed voices.

"We wouldn’t be here if it wasn’t critical," one of the agents, a tall woman with short, dark hair, said, her voice sharp but controlled. "We need your son’s help. The situation is dire. The future of the country could depend on it."

Moses's pulse quickened. His mind buzzed with questions. “His help?” He was just a 13-year-old boy! Why would the FBI need him? But deep down, he knew. His coding wasn’t just a hobby. It was a gift—one with consequences far beyond the walls of his room.
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Chapter 2 - The Call to Action
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Moses crouched at the top of the stairs, holding his breath as he strained to hear the conversation in the living room below. The dim light from the entryway cast long shadows on the walls, making the scene even more surreal. His mind was racing—"the FBI, here, asking for him?” Every possible scenario ran through his head, none of them making any sense. How could they know about me? What did they want? 

Moses’s heart pounded in his chest as he edged closer, staying low, his body hidden behind the banister. His parents' voices were barely above a whisper, their words mixed with the authoritative tone of the agents. It was the kind of voice that brooked no argument.

“We understand your concerns,” the female agent was saying, “but the situation has escalated. We’ve been monitoring digital threats, and there’s been a breach that we simply cannot contain on our own. Your son’s skills are... well, he’s the best shot we’ve got.”

There was a pause. His mother’s voice was the first to respond, shaking slightly. “But he’s just a boy... how can you expect him to—?”

“With all due respect, Mrs. Goldstein,” the agent interrupted, “your son’s age has nothing to do with this. We’ve been tracking him for a while. His work online hasn’t gone unnoticed.” 

Moses’s blood ran cold. “Tracking Me”, He’d always been careful, using secure methods, anonymizing his activities, but apparently not careful enough. The gravity of what the agent had said sank in. The FBI knew who he was. “What else did they know?”.

His father spoke next, his tone cautious but firm. “This sounds... dangerous. You want to involve our son in something that even your experts can’t handle?”

The second agent, a shorter man with a stern face and salt-and-pepper hair, cleared his throat. “It’s not just dangerous—it’s unprecedented. We’re facing something we haven’t seen before. A cyber threat that could cripple the nation’s infrastructure. We need someone who can think outside the box, someone with unique abilities. We believe your son has what it takes to stop it.”

Moses's legs felt weak. He leaned against the wall, his mind reeling. “What kind of threat could be so serious that the FBI would come to him?”.

Before he could process everything, he heard his father’s footsteps moving closer to the stairs. “Moses,” Jacob called up, his voice steady but laced with a seriousness Moses had never heard before. “Can you come down here for a moment?”

His body stiffened, his heart pounding in his ears. He wasn’t ready for this, but there was no turning back now. Slowly, Moses stood up, descending the stairs one step at a time, feeling the weight of every footfall. As he stepped into the living room, the two agents turned to face him, their expressions unreadable.

Miriam looked worried; her arms folded tightly
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