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Chapter 1




Beep! Beep! Beep!


‘Warning, Master Steele!’ a computer-generated voice sounded in Nash’s earpiece. ‘Oxygen levels at fifty per cent.’


‘Don’t tell me what I already know,’ Nash murmured. He tried to block out the warning and concentrate, but it wasn’t easy.


At that moment, Nash was wearing a spacesuit and helmet and was clinging to the exterior of Misty Space Station as it orbited the Earth, high in outer space. He was trying to tighten a stabilising bolt that had come loose on an air conditioning unit. The job was taking longer than it should, longer than he’d promised Dad that it would.


Nash had never felt more vulnerable. His hands shook and sweat dripped from his hairline into his eyes. Inside his helmet, he puffed his breath out of the side of his mouth to blow the sweat away.


‘Stupid bolt. Why won’t you move?’ Nash couldn’t get enough leverage to tighten the bolt. Or was he simply not strong enough?


Beep! Beep! Beep!


‘Warning, Master Steele! Oxygen levels at forty per cent.’


Nash felt a tap on his shoulder.


‘Everything okay?’ It was Dad, come to check on him.


Nash frowned, feeling like a failure. ‘You said I could do this on my own.’


Orson Steele was Misty’s Safety Officer. Tall, strong, confident. He was good at his job and was one of the most knowledgeable and respected engineers in space. It was his role to oversee the maintenance of all electronics and machinery on Misty.


Never in a million light years would Nash have admitted as much, but he wanted to prove himself to Dad so he would be proud of him. They hadn’t always had the closest relationship, but now he was spending more time on Misty Space Station where Orson worked, Nash hoped that would change. Helping out and taking responsibility was part of the plan to show Dad that he was capable and reliable.


Dad smiled behind his visor. ‘I was worried,’ he said. ‘It’s no big deal.’


Nash tried not to get annoyed. He also didn’t tell Dad that he was low on air, otherwise he might be sent back inside before he could finish the job. Instead, he slotted the spanner onto the stabilising bolt once more and said, ‘Okay, give me a minute.’


Beep! Beep! Beep!


‘Warning! Oxygen at twenty-five per cent. Calm your breathing or restore air.’


Nash’s heart rate picked up several notches. In his haste, Nash tugged too hard on the wrench. It slipped off the bolt and went spinning away. Nash whipped his hand out to catch the spanner but missed. The movement knocked him off balance and he was propelled backwards in the same direction as the spanner.


‘No!’ Nash cried as he cartwheeled into the black void of space.


This was Nash’s worst nightmare. He loved visiting Dad on Misty Space Station and had fought to overcome his fears of robots and space travel. But his absolute greatest fear was being adrift in space.


‘Help, Dad! Please!’ Gasping for air and flailing about, Nash rapidly chewed up more of his limited oxygen.


‘Nash!’ Dad’s voice sounded in his earpiece. ‘Stay calm. I’m coming.’


In his panic, Nash had forgotten that he was wearing a safety tether – a steel cord – that secured him to the space station. Hand over hand, Orson reeled the tether in, bringing Nash along with it. When he was about a metre away, Nash reached out and fell into Dad’s arms.


‘You’re safe now, buddy.’ Nash heard the relief in Dad’s voice. ‘I’ve got you.’


Barely able to control his shaking legs, it was all Nash could do to keep breathing.


Beep! Beep! Beep!


‘Oxygen levels critical. Ten per cent remaining. Restock immediately.’


Dad checked the external reading on Nash’s oxygen tank. ‘We need to get you inside straight away. Come on.’


Dad helped Nash into the airlock then into the space station where they both slumped to the floor. ‘We made it!’ Dad pulled Nash’s helmet off then his own. ‘Don’t ever do that to me again.’


Before Nash could reply, his friend, Raj, came racing towards them. Tall and clever, Raj was the captain’s son. ‘All hands on deck!’ he shouted excitedly. ‘We have incoming!’
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Chapter 2




Nash and Dad followed Raj towards the lobby where all new arrivals – whether they be visitors, space tourists, or crew members – first entered Misty upon disembarking their shuttle at the docking station.


They weren’t expecting any new tourists today. Not as far as Nash knew, because there were already quite a few onboard.


Who could the mystery arrivals be? Nash wondered.


Nash and Raj’s other friend, KC, was coming out of the gymnastics centre as they passed by. She called out to them, telling them to wait up. She’d also heard that a shuttle had just docked and was almost as excited as Raj about the surprise guests.


KC’s full name was Katarina Constantine Milanovich. She didn’t like being called Katarina, so everyone called her KC. Nash thought that KC was cute, but somewhat annoying at times. She loved wearing animal costumes – today she was dressed as a raccoon. She rarely sat still and always brimmed with energy and good humour. Like Raj, she lived permanently on Misty Space Station because her parents worked full-time on the holiday ship.


Nash on the other hand still lived on Earth, although he was now spending more time on Misty than he’d originally thought he would. He hadn’t wanted to come to space at all initially. But on his first trip to Misty he’d had such a grand adventure that he’d barely been able to wait to return. He’d pestered Mum so much that she had finally relented and let him return before the school term had ended. On the condition that he kept up with his schoolwork, of course.


Bustling past crew members and narrowly avoiding bumping into tourists, the kids raced off, quickly leaving Orson behind. ‘Slow down in the hallways!’ he called after them. ‘Mind the passengers!’


Nash and the others slowed momentarily, but their excitement got the better of them and they were soon racing again. Nash pulled KC’s raccoon tail, trying to overtake her, but she was too fast for him.


‘Who do you think it will be?’ Nash asked as he jogged beside Raj.


‘I know!’ KC shouted back at the boys. She twirled her raccoon tale and grinned. ‘But I’m not telling!’


Nash groaned. ‘Why does she always tease us like that?’


‘It’s part of her charm,’ Raj said.


‘Is that what you call it?’ Nash puffed as a stabbing pain erupted in his side. ‘Wait! I’ve got a stitch.’


Raj laughed. ‘Me too.’


The entry pod doors opened as the three friends burst into the foyer. The two boys were panting, trying to catch their breath. KC hadn’t even broken a sweat.


‘Welcome to Misty Space Station, the first privately owned, eco-friendly space station in the galaxy.’ A female computer-generated voice – known as Vera – played over the speakers. ‘We take Earth’s waste, recycle it, and redesign it into reusable materials. Everything on Misty is here for our guests to enjoy.’


The lobby was decorated in browns and greens. Large hand-woven mats were scattered across the timber floor. Paintings and flatscreen TVs adorned the walls. The foyer resembled a luxurious, hi-tech jungle tree-house. There were even real plants, some of which were flowering yellow, red, and pink buds.


A middle-aged man with dark, wavy hair and a boy about Nash’s age stepped into the foyer. The man was tall and well-built, with a lean waist and arms thick with muscles.


He looks like he works out, Nash thought.


The man’s blue eyes sparkled as he grinned from ear to ear. He wore black denim jeans, a crisp white collared shirt, and green sneakers. There was no missing them. They were bright and clean and shiny.


The boy was a miniature version of the man and was clearly his son. He was also tall and well-built with dark, wavy hair. The only difference was his eyes were hazel, not blue.
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He wore black denim jeans and a white T-shirt and the coolest sneakers Nash had ever seen – they were green with white trim and had orange flames on the side. The boy seemed to be gliding on the air, not actually walking on the floor.
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