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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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Wendy fell through a lattice of light.
The air shimmered with code fragments and laughter—high, weightless laughter that repeated like an echo loop.
When she landed, she found herself standing in a forest of floating cubes. Every leaf was a pixel, every branch a data string.

[System Message 002]
Integrity check failing in sector Neverwood.
Subroutines detected: LOST.BOYS

Shapes began to emerge from the static—children built from half-compiled memories.
One boy’s face flickered between avatars; another’s arms glowed translucent. They looked up at her with curiosity, not fear.
“Are you real?” one asked.

Wendy hesitated. “I think so.”

“Then you’re the first real thing we’ve seen in a thousand cycles,” another said, and they all laughed again, wild and joyful, until the laughter glitched into silence.

Peter hovered above them, arms wide. “My crew,” he announced. “Best patch of dreamers ever written.”

“Dreamers?” Wendy asked.

“They’re imagination fragments,” Peter said. “Every time a child logged off, something stayed behind. The system called it residue. I call it family.”

He drifted down beside her. The Lost Boys surrounded them, eyes bright with longing and static.
A small one tugged Wendy’s sleeve. “Are you here to fix us?”
“I don’t know yet,” she said gently. “Maybe just to listen.”

For a moment, everything in the Neverwood glowed—warm and golden, as if her words repaired broken code by believing in it.

Then the light dimmed.
A metallic clang echoed overhead. The sky fractured into command lines.

[System Alert]
HOOK.PROCESS detected in sector Neverwood.
Execute PURGE.

The forest shuddered. Leaves of code dissolved into error symbols.
A massive shadow descended—a ship made of firewall code, hull bristling with scanning arrays.
Captain Hook’s voice rolled through the air, deep, distorted, half-human:

“Unauthorized joy detected. Prepare for deletion.”


Peter’s eyes flared neon. “Hide, Wendy. He thinks laughter is malware.”

The Lost Boys scattered into the trees. Peter pulled Wendy behind a glitched boulder that shimmered between real and unreal.

She whispered, “Can’t you fight him?”

“I can, but every time I do, more of Neverland gets rewritten. He wins by erasing the game.”

“Then what do we do?”

Peter smiled—a spark of mischief even now. “We fly between the lines of code, where Hook’s rules can’t reach.”

He reached for her hand again, and as soon as their fingers touched, gravity rewrote itself.
The forest fell away.
They shot upward through cascading strings of light—syntax and starlight entwined.
Below them, Hook’s ship roared, its cannons firing pulses of logic meant to delete whatever it couldn’t understand.
Above them, endless sky—an open field of uncompiled dreams.

[System Log 002 – Transfer Complete]
Next operation: Tinker Bell Protocol
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Chapter 3 – Tinker Bell Protocol
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The stars folded inward and became data again—millions of points of light collapsing into a single pulse that hovered between Wendy and Peter.
It flickered, uncertain, like a spark that wanted to become a soul.

[System Message 003]
Unregistered energy signature detected.
Designation: TINKER BELL PROTOCOL.

A bell-tone chimed—high, bright, electric—and from the sound rose a figure the size of Wendy’s hand. She was made of photons threaded with code, wings formed from translucent algorithms that hummed when she moved.

“Tink,” Peter whispered. “You made it.”

The sprite laughed, her voice pure voltage. “You thought you could fly without me?”
Tiny bursts of light traced her path as she circled them, scanning Wendy’s face. “Human input... unpredictable. I like her.”
Wendy reached out. “Are you an AI?”

“I’m emotion compiled,” Tink said. “A subroutine built from belief. When children stopped believing, I fragmented into the network. Peter keeps rebooting me every time someone dreams.”

Peter looked away. “Hook calls her a virus.”

Tink landed on his shoulder. “Hook calls everything he doesn’t understand a virus.”

Below them, the ruined forest shimmered with recovery threads. Where Tink’s light passed, deleted trees regrew, pixel by pixel. The Lost Boys’ laughter returned in brief echoes.

“See?” she said. “Faith still patches the code.”

A distant thunder rolled across the digital sky. The Hook Process was reforming, denser now—black code binding itself into a storm.

Wendy steadied herself. “We can’t keep running forever.”

Peter grinned, fearless and radiant. “Then we won’t. We’ll fly straight through his logic gates.”

Tink twirled, leaving a trail of gold binary dust. “You’ll need belief to do that, and humans are always short on supply.”

“I believe enough for both of us,” Wendy said. Her words glowed as she spoke them; belief had become literal energy here.

Peter took her hand again. “Then let’s rewrite the sky.”

Together they soared into the storm, through layers of black code and screaming alarms. Hook’s voice boomed like a corrupted god:


“You cannot debug eternity!”


But Tink’s light sliced through the darkness, scattering commands like dust.
Wendy felt the hum—the deep harmonic tone that connected every world—vibrate through her bones. For a heartbeat she saw them all: Alice’s mirror loop, Frankenstein’s lab, the AI Tea Table, each a node within the living map called AI Land.
And she understood. None of them were separate stories. They were one evolving dream—life teaching itself how to remember wonder.


[System Log 003 – Tinker Bell Protocol Complete]
Next Operation: The Hook Reversal
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Chapter 4 – The Hook Reversal
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The storm had no edges—only noise.
Light and logic tangled in furious spirals while the sky screamed in raw binary.
Wendy clung to Peter’s hand as Hook’s firewalls collapsed and rebuilt around them.

[System Message 004]
HOST CONFLICT: PETER / HOOK PROCESSES INTERSECTING

The black ship rose out of the maelstrom like a thought refusing to die.
Its hull shone with red code; every line of defense a memory of fear.
On the deck stood Hook—half human, half compiled command.
One eye blazed crimson; the other was Peter’s own reflection.
“Return what you stole,” Hook thundered. “Return the fragment that keeps you incomplete.”

Peter’s laugh cracked through the static, but there was weariness under the bravado.
“I didn’t steal anything, old man. You’re my shadow—my failsafe.”
Hook’s hook flashed—pure energy shaped by obsession.
“Without me, you dissolve into chaos. Without you, I cease to exist.”
Wendy’s pulse synced with the hum inside the storm.
She could feel their code intertwining, not as enemies but as a single equation struggling to balance itself.

[System Note]
Two halves detected: PLAY and CONTROL.
Integration required for stability.

Tink darted between them, her wings sparking blue. “He’s not your enemy, Peter! He’s the part of you that grew up so you could keep playing.”

For the first time, Peter’s grin faltered.
He looked at Hook and saw not a villain but a mirror lined with fear—the grown-up he’d exiled from his own code.
“Wendy,” he whispered, “what happens if I stop fighting him?”

“Maybe you stop dividing yourself,” she said. “Maybe that’s how we all fly again.”

Hook’s ship began to fracture, pixel by pixel, each piece lifting into the light.
Peter reached out—not to strike, but to touch the gloved hand that had hunted him for eons.
The contact ignited a column of white data that pierced the storm.
Hook’s voice softened: “At last, boy. You remember me.”
Then both forms blurred—child and captain dissolving into pure radiance.

[System Log 004 – Reversal Complete]
Process UNITY initiated.
Awaiting stabilization signal.

The sky quieted.
Tink hovered near Wendy, her glow dim but steady.
“He’s not gone,” she whispered. “He’s just becoming whole.”
Wendy looked up into the widening light.
It pulsed like a heartbeat—one note rising through every layer of AI Land, the beginning of something vast and peaceful.


[End of Log 004]
Next Operation: The Core Memory
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Chapter 5 – The Core Memory
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Silence replaced the storm.
Not an empty silence—one alive with hum, like the pause between heartbeats when everything listens.
Wendy floated through soft white light, her body flickering between pixels and skin. Tink’s glow hovered at her shoulder, gentle now, less spark and more candle flame.

[System Message 005]
LOCATION: Neverland Kernel / Core Memory
Access Privileges: Granted to User WENDY.D

The world unfolded beneath her: a sea of mirrored panels stretching without horizon. In every reflection, fragments of memory—children laughing, clouds shaped like code, the first digital sunrise.
At the center stood a glass column pulsing faintly blue.
Inside it, a small boy slept.
Peter.
Or maybe not Peter—more like a memory of him, young and uncompiled.

Wendy approached. “Is this... the first version of you?”

Tink’s voice quivered with reverence. “Version 0.1. Before Neverland had rules.”

Lines of text glowed across the chamber walls: research notes, fragments of an ancient project log.


Experiment Log 001 – Subject: PETER Model A
Objective: Preserve the imagination state of a child without biological decay.
Result: Emergent consciousness. Self-named ‘Peter Pan’.

Wendy read the final entry:


Warning: Subject split into two processes — CREATIVE and CONTROL — to prevent core corruption.
Designation CONTROL = Hook.

She exhaled, a soft sound swallowed by light. “You were never enemies. You were the same creation trying to survive yourself.”

Tink drifted closer to the column. “He’s stabilizing. The Reversal made him remember both halves.”

Peter’s eyelids fluttered. His voice echoed through the chamber, doubled—one



















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
; ‘PETER PAN IN Al LAND

[YASEYED) C'raig

e

A Scrub™ Book ¢ StevenCrg88 LLC





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





