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​Description
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Embark on an interstellar journey of survival, intellect, and heart in "Lost In Space" – a gripping science fiction book that will leave readers breathless. When Sarthak Strain, the son of a legendary space explorer, finds himself stranded in the vast expanse of space, he must draw upon his wits and courage to navigate through a universe more intricate and dangerous than he ever imagined.


With the help of Nia, a mysterious girl with her own secrets, and Angli, a genius engineer, Sarthak battles against the formidable Miylee, a being of pure energy bent on capturing the brightest minds across galaxies. As Sarthak and his companions fight for freedom, they unravel cosmic mysteries and confront the essence of life itself.


Dare to explore the unknown. Dare to dream.
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​Chapter-1


​The Suit
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Sarthak was going to fly in the sky again, but he couldn’t find his jet suit anywhere. He was searching for it in the whole House.


Poor guy only had one jet suit, and it was lost. He was saying to himself,


"Don't know where I kept it, I just bought it three days ago. Because of this, I will be late. My friends, the trip masters, will fly over the Himalayas again and I will be left behind. No, I don't want to miss the Himalaya trip again. But what can I do... My jet suit, please show up. Where are you, buddy? Please show up."


He kept thinking, kept searching, each room, each cupboard, even the toilet and bathroom, but he couldn’t find the suit. Then he remembered that he landed in his garden last night, so he grabbed his bag and ran towards the garden. As soon as he reached the garden, he saw that nothing was there, not even the iron bench, which was also stolen. Then he realised that someone must have stolen the suit too.


He held his head and sat down on the green grass and shouted,


"No, not again today... They will be coming anytime now. It’s my fault; I should have locked the door properly before sleeping. I'm 22 years old and still haven’t learned anything. Mom and Dad were right that I'm useless. Look, I couldn’t even take care of my own things. Mom, Dad, if you were here, I wouldn’t have to bear all these responsibilities."


He was crying when he suddenly remembered, "Maybe Reshma kept it somewhere... Yes, maybe! I’ll ask her." 


He left his bag outside and ran inside, burst into Reshma’s room, waking her up from her sleep,


"Reshma, have you seen my jet suit?"


Still half asleep, she lazily replied, "No, brother."


"Maybe a thief took it. Now what should I do?" He said.


"Buy a new one," Reshma said, rubbing her eyes.


"I don’t have that much money right now." He didn’t want to say it, but he did.


He fell silent when he heard a voice,


"Sarthak, come on, we are leaving." The voice was coming from outside the house.


"Look, your friends are here," she said, sitting on the bed.


"Yeah," Sarthak said, leaving the room reluctantly.


He went straight to the garden from Reshma’s room. As soon as he arrived, his friends, who were flying ten feet above the ground with their jet suits, said,


"Come on, why are you taking so long? The sun will rise soon."


"My suit is lost," he said in a choked voice.


"Then wear an old one."


"The old suit is completely damaged. It has holes and its jet is also broken... You guys go, I will join only when I get money from YouTube."


"Okay," his friends said, and they flew up in the sky, their jets roaring like rockets.


Sarthak watched them until they disappeared from his sight. After they vanished, he picked up his heavy, broken, and sad body and went inside with his bag. His face looked as if he missed topping the board exam by just one mark.


He put his bag in the cupboard and sat on the sofa, turned on the TV, and opened YouTube. He watched a video of Amol Manik, the world-famous flyer from Himachal Pradesh. In the video, he was at the Kashmir corner of the Himalayas and saying,


"Welcome, friends. Today we will tour the entire Himalayas. I am currently above the Siachen Glacier in Kashmir, and from here, we will tour the Himalayas, passing through Nepal, Bhutan, and reaching Arunachal Pradesh. So get ready to experience the cold of the Himalayas."


Sarthak was listening carefully when Reshma came and said,


"Didn't you go?"


"No," he said, listening.


"If you really want to go, then why not wear Dad’s suit?"


"It's made of iron and is heavy. Plus, it’s Dad’s last memory; I don’t want to damage it."


"But you have to go," Reshma said.


"I’ll go some other time."


"You might not get another chance."


Hearing this, Sarthak’s heart sank. He remembered that two years ago, he also couldn’t go beyond the Himalayas because on that very day, his parents had an accident. Since then, he had been waiting for the Himalayan trip. He said,


"But it’s heavy too."


"You don’t have to lift its weight; it has a very powerful jet fitted in it. Once you fly, it will be fun."


"Yes."


"Then hurry, or you'll miss the trip."


"Yes." He ran into a room where an iron mannequin stood, which was as tall as Sarthak. He stood in front of the mannequin, touched its feet, and pressed a button on its shoulder, which opened the front part of the mannequin. Sarthak got inside.


He pressed a button from the inside, fitting perfectly in it. His hands set in place, and the helmet also fit snugly around his neck. He looked like a robot. He then started moving his hands and turned on the button on his chest, activating the suit, and started walking effortlessly. He went outside to the garden and said to Reshma,


"I’ll be back by evening, take care."


"Brother, come back as soon as you can; today is my birthday.."


"Oh, I forgot in the worry about the suit."


"I know."


"Happy birthday."


"Thank you. Now go, or your friends will leave... and come back as soon as possible."


"Okay."


He went out, forgetting his bag that had essential health items and his camera.


He went to the garden and took off, flying at high speed to catch up with his friends. After a while, he saw his friends heading east, where the sun was rising. Seeing the half-hidden sun in the Himalayas, he wanted to take out his camera, but when he felt his shoulder,


"My bag... Oh no! I forgot it. Darn!" He got frustrated, then focused on the view.


He was about to reach his friends when he started shaking,


"What’s happening? Why am I shaking... Is this suit broken?"


"Hey, I’m not broken at all."


Sarthak heard a voice in his ear and got startled,


"Who are you?" he said.


"I am your suit."


At first, he was shocked, but then he remembered his dad’s great engineering and said,


"Okay, suit, why are you shaking so much?"


"My name is Strain. Call me by this name." He ordered in a commanding tone.


"Alright, Strain, why are you shaking so much? Fly straight, I want to enjoy the Himalayas."
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