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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.

Nash did a double take. Are they hover shoes? Nash had always wanted hover shoes, but his parents hadn’t been able to afford them.

Captain Malik, Raj’s dad, rushed forward to meet the new arrivals, shaking hands with them. ‘Mr Borgstein. Finn. Welcome to Misty. It’s been a while since we’ve seen you up here, sir.’

Raj nudged Nash. ‘That’s Cooper Borgstein, the owner of Misty.’

‘He’s a billionaire!’ KC hissed loudly.

Nash glared at her. ‘I know that! Be cool, would you?’

The adults chatted for a while then Cooper turned to address Nash and the others. ‘Hey, guys. This is my son, Finn. He heard about you Space Kids and the adventures you’ve been having up here and wanted to meet you.’

Nash was about to reply when a high-pitched chattering filled the air.

‘Yikes! What is that?’ Raj drew back in fear. He pointed in horror as a furry animal scurried up Finn’s arm. ‘You’ve got a rat on you. A great big dirty rat!’


Chapter 3


‘It’s a rat!’ Raj shouted, totally freaked out. ‘That thing needs to go into quarantine. It’s probably full of diseases!’

‘Raj,’ Captain Malik said calmly. ‘Please be mindful of your manners. I’m sure Mr Borgstein wouldn’t have a brought a diseased rat into space.’

Raj had lived most of his life in space so had never had much to do with real animals. This had clearly made him hypervigilant about them ... and more than a little scared now he’d come face to face with one. For the first time, Nash realised how lucky he was to have been able to experience living both on Earth and in space.

‘That’s not a rat.’ Nash patted his friend’s arm. ‘It’s a possum.’

KC clicked her tongue. ‘It’s not rat or a possum. It’s a marmoset.’

‘A marmoset?’ Raj said. ‘Phew! That’s way cuter than a rat. I’ve heard of them. They’re New World monkeys and they eat insects and fruit.’

Nash smiled at Finn. ‘And so, I introduce you to Misty Space Station’s own Walking Encyclopedia.’ He waved his hand with a flourish at Raj.

Finn laughed. ‘And this is Pluto.’ He held the creature out towards them on the palm of his hand. ‘He won’t hurt you. And he doesn’t have any diseases. I promise.’

The marmoset was tiny. He had short black fur on his head, fluffy white grandad whiskers above each ear, and a thin tail with black-and-white bands all the way along. The marmoset’s brown eyes shone as he held his paws in front of him looking like the sweetest, cutest, most innocent thing in the world.

‘He’s adorable!’ KC cooed, reaching out for a pat.

Pluto bared his teeth and hissed angrily. KC squealed and drew her hand back.

‘No, Pluto!’ Finn gently scolded the marmoset. ‘I’m so sorry. It’s his first time in space and he’s still learning to be his best self.’

‘That’s okay,’ KC said warily.

‘Pluto’s actually just made history by being the first marmoset in space,’ Cooper said.

‘Wow!’ Nash said. ‘That’s really cool.’

‘I have loads of animal costumes if you’re interested in dressing up,’ KC told Finn, motioning to her racoon suit. ‘You can borrow one if you like?’

Before Finn could reply, in raced Rex, Raj’s 
ferrog, which was half-ferret and half-dog 
… and all robot. When he saw Pluto, Rex 
barked and wagged his robot tail excitedly. 
The marmoset screeched and jumped off
Finn’s hand and onto KC’s head. KC shrieked 
and ran around in circles trying to shake 
the marmoset off. Rex made chase, running 
behind KC and Pluto until the marmoset leapt 
off KC and onto to Raj then onto Captain 
Malik then Orson. The little guy leapt from 
head to shoulder to head again, screeching 
the entire time. 

Raj yelled at Rex to calm down, but the ferrog ignored him. The marmoset eventually ended up on Rex’s back, riding him like a miniature furry cowboy on a horse. Shrieking, barking, and shouting filled the air. It was pandemonium!
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‘Silence!’ Captain Malik roared above the din.

The room fell silent. Everyone froze, even the marmoset and the ferrog. ‘Okay, children,’ the captain said. ‘Why don’t you head off and show Finn around? And take those noisy animals with you.’

‘That would be great,’ Cooper said, flashing his brilliant smile at the Space Kids. ‘It’s Finn’s first time up here, so look after him, will you?’

What? Nash thought. He’s a billionaire’s son and he’s never been to space before? That’s weird.

Raj saluted dutifully. ‘Sure thing, Mr Borgstein. You can count on us.’

Nash groaned inwardly, but Cooper didn’t seem to mind. ‘That’s the way.’ The billionaire’s eyes twinkled as he rewarded Raj with another flashy smile. ‘And call me Cooper. Or Super Cooper. Whatever you prefer.’

Raj stared at Nash. ‘He said I can call him Cooper!’

Nash snorted. ‘I have ears, you know.’

As they turned to leave, Nash heard Captain Malik say, ‘I’m so glad you’re here, Mr Borgstein. I have important matters about the other stations to discuss with you. We’re seeing more space junk from Worldlink than ever before.’

Over twenty space stations were dotted throughout the Milky Way. Some were owned by governments. Others were owned by multinational corporations like Worldlink and Starcorp. Misty was the only privately owned station.

‘That’s disappointing to hear,’ Cooper replied. ‘I would have hoped the International Space Conventions would have kept a lid on that.’

‘I’m afraid not,’ Captain Malik murmured.

Nash caught Raj’s eye. ‘That doesn’t sound good.’

‘It sure doesn’t,’ Raj replied.


Chapter 4


‘I thought you would have been to space heaps of times with your dad,’ Nash said to Finn as they left the foyer.

‘He’s the best dad ever,’ Finn said, ‘but he does work away a lot. Sometimes I don’t see him for months. I guess I’ve just not had the chance to come up before.’ Then, as if to change the subject, he said, ‘Hey, do you like my hover shoes?’

‘They’re totally rad, bro,’ Raj said.

Nash lifted an eyebrow at his friend. ‘Why are you talking like that?’

Raj shrugged. ‘I don’t know.’

Shaking his head in exasperation, Nash led the way through Misty Space Station, pointing out all the fun and important places to Finn. The billionaire’s son was as excited as Nash had been when he’d first come to Misty.

They showed Finn the swimming pools and water slides, the indoor grass skiing slopes, the tennis courts, the 4D virtual games arcades, the grand ballrooms and cinemas, the gymnasium, and the domed rainforest with fake butterflies and birds.

As they wandered through the rainforest, KC asked Finn, ‘So, why are you guys here anyway?’

Finn lifted Pluto off his shoulder and let him scamper up a nearby tree. ‘Dad’s running the Inaugural Milky Way Space Race,’ Finn said. ‘Dad loves being first at everything. Second is never good enough.’

Nash thought he detected a note of annoyance in Finn’s voice, but he didn’t know him well enough to dig deeper. ‘The Space Race sounds like fun,’ he said.

‘If Dad’s organising it, I’m sure it will be,’ Finn said. ‘I’m actually looking forward to it. Several billionaires, company leaders, and government agencies are coming to race. Dad has invited them all. And he’s taking me with him.’

Nash could feel his excitement building. Before today, he’d never spoken to a billionaire, or a billionaire’s kid. He stole a glance at Finn. He really was good-looking and tall and strong ... He had everything going for him, including an ambitious dad and stacks of money.

So why does he seem a little sad? Nash wondered.

Despite his obvious wealth and privilege, Finn seemed like a nice boy. A normal boy who Nash was already warming to. And, if Nash had read it correctly, Finn had a few problems with his dad, just like Nash did.

‘How will the space race work?’ Raj asked.

‘It’s something Dad wanted to have so the crews on the other space stations could join in and have fun,’ Finn explained. ‘It helps promote Misty too. We’re the only eco-friendly station so we have to set a good example. We want to show that Misty’s renewable energy blaster is the best. It might get others thinking the same way. Our blaster technology could change the future of space travel.’

‘What exactly is a blaster?’ KC asked.

‘They’re small, specially designed, high-speed, high-power spaceships. Dad’s development team has spent months perfecting the technology. Ventura’s super cool. If you take me to the docking station, I’ll show you.’
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The docking station was like an airport terminal, with a long corridor where passengers waited to board various flights and shuttles. Along the corridor were gates connected to enclosed walkways – all with airlocks to ensure oxygen levels were maintained – where shuttles attached for passengers to board or disembark. Anchored to one walkway was a sleek, green-and-white shuttle with the name ‘Ventura’ printed on it in large green, cursive letters.

‘She’s beautiful,’ KC said. ‘I like the name Ventura.’

‘Thanks,’ Finn replied. ‘Dad let me choose the name. It means ‘good fortune’. We need some of the Misty crew to race with us. I can ask if you guys can come along.’ He glanced at the others uncertainly. ‘Only if you want to, of course.’

‘Are you kidding?’ Raj said. ‘I’d love to!’

‘Me too!’ KC said.

Nash felt torn. He wanted to go with the others, but what if something bad happened? His earlier incident had scared him, and he didn’t want to let anyone down.

‘Um, sure,’ he said, trying to sound enthusiastic.

Relief flooded Finn’s face. ‘Great! This may sound weird, but I don’t have many friends. I don’t go to normal school, so I don’t often meet new people.’

‘We get it,’ KC said. ‘It’s the same for us up here in space and we’d love to be your friends.’


Chapter 5


Nash noticed flashing lights in the distance. ‘We have more incoming!’ He pointed outside where several spaceships were approaching the docking station gates.

‘Everyone’s arriving for the race,’ Finn said. ‘Let’s watch who’s coming in.’

The first blaster to dock was shaped like a cat and was called Kitty-Kat. Another looked like a squid with an elongated cockpit and long, silver ‘tentacles’ floating behind it. One blaster was shaped like a Viking ship, and another was a glowing neon purple orb captained by the GLOW Space Station crew, which stood for Galaxy Leisure Orbit Wheel. There was even a blaster in the shape of a wolf. Yet another resembled a pair of scissors. It was red and had the name ‘Slasher’ scrawled in white writing on the side.

‘They’re all so unusual,’ KC said.

‘That’s the new technologies being tested,’ Finn said. ‘See the scissor-shaped blaster? It’s owned by Wordlink.’

‘They’re responsible for the space junk.’ Raj’s eyes narrowed. ‘They’re always up to no good.’

The door to Gate 21 where Slasher was docked opened and a hulking man with buzz cut grey hair, piercing blue eyes, and a scowl strode in. He wore a red spacesuit and was followed by a group of shorter, but no less scowly team members, also dressed in red.

‘That’s Miles Sergeant,’ Finn said.

Nash knew the name. Miles had been the first man to walk on Mars. Worldlink must have hired him to pilot Slasher for the Space Race.

‘They’re pushing the race rules in a blaster that big,’ Finn said.

Raj agreed. ‘That thing’s huge!’

The team that exited the wolf blaster weren’t human. They were robo-wolves! Nash liked wolves, but he didn’t like robots one bit. It had been hard enough getting used to Raj’s ferrog, but Nash had eventually learned that Rex was harmless. The same couldn’t be said for other robots.
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For the most part, the robo-wolves resembled humans. They talked and walked upright on two legs, but they had wolf heads that were covered in fur. One of the robo-wolves caught Nash staring. He threw his head back and howled. The other robo-wolves joined in.

Nash shuddered. Dumb robots. I’ll be steering clear of them.

Footsteps sounded along the corridor. Nash turned to see Cooper Borgstein, Captain Malik, and Dad approaching.

‘Isn’t it great seeing all the teams arrive?’ Cooper rubbed his hands together excitedly. ‘Captain, can you check the racing teams in while I chat to the kids?’

‘Certainly,’ Captain Malik said before marching off.

‘So, kids,’ Cooper said, ‘we need a race team, and I was hoping you’d be it.’

‘I was going to ask you if they could come!’ Finn said.

‘We’ll also need you, Orson,’ Cooper said. ‘You’re a fantastic Safety Officer and the best engineer in space.’

Dad coughed. ‘Well, I don’t know about that.’

‘It’s true,’ Cooper said. ‘You wouldn’t be employed on Misty Space Station if it wasn’t. That’s why we need you on Ventura with us.’

‘I’m happy to come along,’ Dad said, ‘but the race won’t be without its risks. I’m a bit concerned about the kids going.’

Cooper argued that there wasn’t anything to worry about. Like Finn had told the Space Kids earlier, he explained that his team had been testing Ventura for months and that every safety precaution had been followed. ‘I wouldn’t take Finn if I wasn’t completely satisfied.’

‘Nothing’s perfect,’ Orson said. ‘I’d still like some time to consider it.’

Cooper gave an easy grin. ‘Of course,’ he said with a wave of his hand. ‘But I do hope you’ll want to be part of my winning team.’

Nash realised that Cooper was charming and generous and handed out compliments easily. But that was likely because as a billionaire he was used to getting his own way. It was easy being happy and friendly when no one ever told you ‘no’.

‘I want to be part of your winning team,’ Raj said.

‘So do I,’ KC said.

‘What about you, Nash?’ Cooper asked.

Nash didn’t want to miss out on the fun, but his experience earlier in the day had shaken his confidence. ‘Maybe, but I do have homework to do. My teacher back on Earth will get annoyed if I’m late handing in my assignments.’

‘Homework is important,’ Cooper agreed. ‘But don’t forget, if you join me on Ventura and we win, you’ll go down in history. Doesn’t that sound awesome?’

‘Dad,’ Finn said, ‘not everyone wants to be first like you.’

Cooper chuckled. ‘Son, I don’t want to be first. I need to be first. You don’t become a billionaire by finishing in second place.’ He smiled at Nash. ‘But we’re all motivated by different things. I understand if you don’t want to come, but I’d be honoured if you do. Shall I leave it with you to discuss with your dad?’

‘Sure,’ Nash said.

‘Great!’ Cooper said. ‘Now, I’m going to chat to the other teams. Those robo-wolves are fascinating! Come on, Orson.’

Dad shot Nash an apologetic look before hurrying off.

‘Sorry about that,’ Finn said. ‘Dad can be rather full on.’

Not wanting to say anything negative about Cooper, Nash glanced at his watch. ‘I’ve got to go. I really do have homework and I’d better check in with Mum. Catch you later.’


Chapter 6


Nash made a hasty exit then found his way back to the quarters he shared with Dad. When he got there, he didn’t feel like doing homework or speaking to Mum. Instead, he threw himself on his bed and tried not to think about the horror he’d felt earlier that morning when he was drifting in space.

A knock sounded at the door.

‘Vera,’ he asked the ship’s computer. ‘Who is it?’

A screen displaying the footage from the CCTV camera outside the apartment turned on and showed Finn standing there.

What does he want? Nash wondered grumpily.

Nash thought about ignoring Finn, but when the other boy knocked again, he decided to let him in.

‘Hey,’ Finn said, as he strolled into the apartment. ‘Nice place you have here.’

Nash couldn’t help laughing. ‘Thanks, although I bet it’s not as nice as your place ... es?’

‘Yes, places,’ Finn said. ‘Dad has plenty of houses.’ He perched on a stool at the kitchen bench. ‘Although, he never spends much time in any of them.’

‘Before I started coming to space, I didn’t see my dad much either,’ Nash said.

‘Don’t tell anyone,’ Finn said, ‘but I was terrified of coming to space.’

‘Really?’ Nash said. He was shocked that someone as big and strong as Finn, someone with a father who could make anything happen, ever felt afraid.

‘Uh-huh,’ Finn replied. ‘Why do you think I’ve never been here before? Dad’s been trying to get me into space for years, but I was too scared to come. When I heard about you and Raj and KC, though, I wanted to meet you guys.’

‘I hope you’re not disappointed,’ Nash said. ‘You probably think I’m a scaredy-cat not wanting to go on the blaster race.’

‘So, homework was just an excuse?’ Finn said.

Nash blushed. ‘Yes.’

‘I’d heard you were a bit of a gun in space,’ Finn said. ‘All the things you did when the ship was sabotaged, that took real guts.’

‘I guess I didn’t think about it at the time.’

‘Dad wants you on the blaster and so do I,’ Finn said. ‘It won’t be the same without you. I know I’d feel much better if you came along.’

‘What if I make a mistake?’ Nash said. ‘Your dad might get angry if he loses the race because of me.’

‘I doubt it,’ Finn said. ‘Besides, Dad never gets angry.’

‘Even if he loses?’

‘Well, that is a rare event, but even if he loses, he finds a way to turn it into a positive. Don’t worry about him. Just worry about coming along so we can have fun.’

Nash mulled over what Finn had said. ‘Is it weird being Super Cooper’s son?’

‘Sometimes.’ Finn shrugged. ‘Dad is a good guy though. He gives a lot back to the community and to his employees. You know, he started with nothing. He’s completely self-made.’

‘He must have worked hard to get where he is,’ Nash said.

‘He sure has,’ Finn agreed. ‘He never stops working!’
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There was another knock at the door. Finn checked the CCTV camera. Raj and KC were outside. Rex was with them and so was Pluto, who was sitting on KC’s shoulder. It seemed the two had now become firm friends. Nash let them in and the kids, the marmoset, and Raj’s ferrog hung out for a while. For now, any thoughts of homework were forgotten.

While they played their favourite VR game, Thunderforce, KC said, ‘You know, Nash, I would have been scared if I were you earlier today too. I mean, what if your tether had snapped? It’s natural to be afraid some of the time.’

Nash lifted an eyebrow suspiciously. ‘What exactly are you saying?’

‘She means,’ Raj said, nudging KC, ‘that it won’t be the same without you on the blaster race.’

KC nodded. ‘He’s a thousand per cent right.’

Nash crashed out of the game and tossed his controller to Finn for a turn. ‘Okay, I get it. I’ll come on the race with you. I’d never live it down if you won and I wasn’t there.’

‘Yee-haw!’ Raj shouted as he danced around the lounge room. ‘It’s going to be the best day ever!’

Everyone turned to stare at Raj, even Pluto. 

‘What?’ Raj said. ‘I’m excited.’

That’s when everyone burst out laughing.


Chapter 7


Things moved quickly on Misty as preparations were made for the space race. By lunchtime the next day, all the racing teams had arrived. Journalists and news crews – both those based on Earth and those in space – had also arrived to cover the event. Misty was always a fun, busy station, but with the upcoming race, there was an extra buzz in the air.

Most of the teams were friendly and likeable. However, three in particular worried Nash: the Robo-wolves, the Worldlink Slasher team headed by Miles Sergeant, and the Viking team, which was headed by Sven Nordisk. None of those teams spent time talking to tourists or mingling with other teams. Nash tried to push any misgivings from his mind. A launch party was planned for that evening and the following morning was Race Day. There was little time to focus on anything besides the race itself.

‘Not long to go now!’ KC said excitedly when she found Nash in the gym riding his exercise bike. ‘How many k’s are you up to?’

‘Just started,’ Nash replied. ‘Are you going to the launch party tonight?’

‘Of course.’ KC hopped on the bike beside Nash and started peddling. ‘Mum’s making me a marmoset costume.’

The two friends slipped on their virtual reality goggles and chose a setting. Today, it was the Californian redwood forests. They settled into their riding, peddling away as they listened to music, wondered at the trees, and chatted. After an hour, Nash and KC packed up their goggles and headed back to their quarters to get changed for the party. When Nash arrived at his apartment, Dad was already dressed. He looked handsome in a black suit, white collared shirt, and a green satin bow tie.

Nash had never seen Dad so dressed up, except in his wedding photo when he had been marrying Nash’s mum. Nash felt sad that his dad and mum weren’t together anymore, although he knew Mum was happy with her new husband, Mike.

Mike took Nash to soccer training after school and to the game on Saturdays. His life on Earth was a world without Dad, though, and Nash ached to spend time with him. Part of the reason he loved visiting Misty was because he got to see Dad.

Lost in his thoughts, Nash didn’t realise he was staring until Dad spoke, ‘Cooper’s orders,’ he said, waving a hand at his suit. ‘He wants us all in black tie.’

Dad pointed to a plastic sleeve with another suit in it right about Nash’s size. Nash groaned. Once again, Cooper was getting what he wanted. ‘Do I have to?’

‘Afraid so,’ Dad said. ‘Penguin suits for men. Evening dresses for women.’

‘I don’t know how that’ll go down with KC,’ Nash said. ‘She had her heart set on a marmoset suit.’ He showered then dressed in his suit and came out to show Dad. ‘It’s a bit old fashioned, don’t you think?’

‘You look very grown up,’ Dad said. ‘I can’t believe how tall you’re getting. Here, come and let’s measure you.’

While Nash grumbled about tight pants and time running out before the launch party, Dad positioned Nash against the wall and used a pencil to mark his height.

‘Step away now,’ Dad said. He got his measuring tape out. ‘You’ve grown two centimetres since last time I measured you. I think you’ve hit a growth spurt.’

‘Finally!’ Nash said. ‘Have you seen Finn? He’s enormous.’

‘It doesn’t matter how tall someone is,’ Dad said. ‘Or rich. It’s what’s inside that counts. Don’t ever forget that.’

On an impulse, Nash threw himself at Dad for a hug. Strong arms wrapped around him, taking Nash back to when he was little. Long before his parents had broken up. Long before Dad had put space and distance between them by moving to Misty. Long before Nash had been afraid of anything.

‘It’s been ages since you’ve hugged me like this,’ Dad said.

Embarrassed, Nash broke away from Dad’s embrace. ‘Sorry. I know I’m too old for hugs.’

Dad put his hands on Nash’s shoulder and gazed into his eyes. ‘You’re never too old for a hug, buddy. It means the world to me that you’re spending more time with me. I miss you when I’m up here.’

Not enough to give up your job and come back to Earth, Nash thought unhappily. There was no easy answer to the problem. Dad had to earn a living and his job was on a space station. Nash decided to push his sad thoughts aside and focus on the night’s festivities.

At least I can enjoy the best of both worlds for now, he told himself. He held up the green satin band that was meant to be his bow tie. ‘Can you help me with this?’

‘Sure,’ Dad said. ‘Then we’d better go or they’ll start the party without us!’


Chapter 8


Nash couldn’t believe his eyes when he saw the Grand Ballroom decked out with shiny silver and gold decorations, balloons, streamers, and LED lights. It was like a magical fairy land.

‘Isn’t this fantastic?’ Raj said, hurrying over when he saw Nash arrive. Like Nash, Raj was dressed in a black tuxedo and green bow tie and looked as stiff as a board. ‘I spent the afternoon helping decorate the place.’

‘No expense spared I take it?’ Nash tried not to sound like a spoilsport. The place did look incredible, after all.

‘It’s all recycled materials, believe it or not,’ Raj said. ‘Cooper insisted on it. And once we’re done, everything gets packed up and sent to Earth where it will be donated to families in need. Nothing will be wasted. It’s all in keeping with Cooper’s motto of ‘Keeping Space Green’.’ Raj grinned. ‘How do you like my monkey suit?’

‘You look as uncomfortable as me,’ Nash said, tugging at his collar.

‘Hi, boys!’ Nash and Raj turned to see KC and Finn.

KC had her arm linked with Finn’s as he escorted her into the room. Like Nash and Raj, Finn wore a tux and bow tie. Unlike them, however, he appeared completely at home in the formal outfit. He’d even changed out of his hover shoes and was wearing shiny leather shoes that Nash was sure must have cost a fortune. Finn’s dark hair was gelled back, giving him the illusion of being even taller, and Pluto was perched on his shoulder dressed in a miniature green tuxedo.

Nash was surprised to see that KC wasn’t wearing a marmoset suit – or any other animal suit for that matter. Instead, she wore a glittery gold dress that made her look at least two years older. She was even wearing gold hoop earrings and high heels! A funny feeling gripped Nash in the pit of his stomach.

Am I jealous? he wondered.

Before Nash could question his thoughts any further, a bell tinkled on the overhead speakers. Vera’s voice sounded, ‘Welcome to the Launch Party of the Inaugural Milky Way Space Race! Cooper Borgstein, owner of Misty Space Station, and his crew welcome all competitors tonight as we celebrate the beginning of an incredible new tradition never seen before in our galaxy.’

Trumpets sounded and a red carpet unfurled from the stage to the middle of the room. As strident, upbeat music played, the teams were announced, each group making their way along the carpet to the stage. Cameras flashed while live footage was zoomed to Earth and the other space stations.

The Ventura team was last to be called. Nash, KC, Raj, and Finn assembled behind Cooper and Orson. Cooper, who wore a green tuxedo to match his green hover shoes, floated over to the microphone for his welcome speech. He thanked everyone for coming and announced that the winner of the Milky Way Space Race would not only go down in history but would also win $250 million.

Man, that’s a huge amount of money! Nash thought.

‘And if Ventura wins, then I pledge to donate the prize as funds to help clean up space junk,’ Cooper said. ‘Our aim at Misty is to always keep space green!’

As Cooper spoke these final words, a banner rolled down from the ceiling that read: MISTY SPACE STATION: KEEPING SPACE GREEN.
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A cheer rang out from the crowd and Misty crew members chanted, ‘Su-per Coo-per! Super Coo-per!’

Grinning from ear to ear, Cooper fist pumped with excitement. Some of the other racing teams also cheered. Nash was surprised to see the robo-wolves join in with howling and breakdancing. It seemed that Cooper had even charmed them.

Miles Sergeant, however, refused to clap. Scowling and shaking his head, he muttered, ‘What a show-off!’ before storming off stage.

‘I guess you can’t please all of the people all of the time,’ Finn said.

‘He seemed pretty angry,’ KC said.

‘Miles is even more competitive than my dad. He hates losing,’ Finn said. ‘Plus, he’s got a lot at stake in this race. He stands to win $250 million for Worldlink and he’d be getting a big cut of that. Money and winning are all Miles cares about.’

‘But our job is to stop him from winning,’ Raj said.

‘Precisely,’ Finn agreed. ‘Which is why he’ll do anything to eliminate us.’

‘Should we be worried?’ Nash said.

Finn thought for a moment. ‘I hope not,’ he said. ‘Everyone has rules to follow, even Miles, to ensure the race is safe.’

‘Let’s hope he plays by the rules then,’ Nash said.


Chapter 9


‘Enough race talk,’ Raj said. ‘Let’s grab some food. I’m starving!’

While KC and Finn went in search of drinks, Nash and Raj pushed through to the tables laden with seafood, cold cuts, salads, vegetables, and desserts. Nash grabbed a plate and started loading it up with finger food and cakes.

‘I like your suit,’ Nash heard a voice behind him. He turned and saw a young Kitty-Kat crew member standing behind him. She wore a black dress with silver sparkles woven through it. Her copper-coloured hair was long and curly, and she wore black eyeliner to accentuate her green, cat-like eyes.

Nash glanced around self-consciously. ‘Are you talking to me?’ The idea of an older girl talking to him was totally foreign.

‘Yes.’ The girl laughed. ‘I’m Zara Felicity. My mum’s the captain of Grimalkin Space Station – which, by the way, is an old-fashioned word for cat – and she’s captaining the Kitty-Kat blaster. It’s only the two of us and we’re a bit obsessed with cats,’ she finished with a giggle.

‘Nice to meet you,’ Nash said. He went to shake hands then realised he was holding a chicken drumstick. Blushing, he dropped the drumstick onto his plate and wiped his hand on his suit trouser, hoping Zara didn’t notice.
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‘What’s your name?’

‘My name is Steele. Nash Steele.’

‘Oooh, like in that old movie series where the spy goes, ‘My name is Bond, James Bond.’ You know the one?’

Nash nodded. ‘I do, but I’m definitely not a spy.’

‘Really?’ Zara lifted an eyebrow. ‘You could be in that suit.’
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Nash glanced down at his outfit. ‘I suppose I look ridiculous.’

‘Not at all,’ Zara said. She picked up an olive from the food table and popped it into her mouth. ‘I think you look great. Do you want to dance?’

Nash gulped. He was the worst dancer ever, but he wasn’t going to tell Zara that. ‘Sure.’ He put the plate down and headed off with Zara, his heart pounding in his chest because he had no idea what he was going to do or say once they reached the dance floor.

‘Hey!’ Raj called after him. ‘What about the food?’

Nash glanced back at Raj holding two plates laden with so much food it spilled over the edge. ‘Save me some,’ he said.

In the end, Nash didn’t do a bad job of dancing. He enjoyed himself and Zara showed him some dances moves. Zara told Nash that Grimalkin Space Station was entirely devoted to cat lovers and that there were many cat-themed activities onboard. Both Zara and her mum, Ali, adored cats and had dedicated their lives to helping space tourists experience cats in an entirely new way.

‘We have two-hundred felines on Grimalkin,’ Zara said. ‘Ours were the first in space and our station is one of the most popular space tourist destinations ever.’

Zara talked a lot about her cats. It was clear that she and her mum cared about their animals.

‘I love cats,’ Nash said. ‘I don’t have two-hundred of them, but I do have one at home called Leo. Hey, I’ve got a joke for you. What does a cat eat for dessert?’

Zara shrugged.

‘Mice cream!’ Nash said.

Zara’s face lit up as she smiled. ‘You’re funny, Nash Steele.’

Nash and Zara had so much fun together that Nash invited her back to their table so she could meet Raj and the others. But Nash was disappointed when his friends weren’t as welcoming as he’d hoped they would be.

Seeming to sense the cold reception, Zara made an excuse to leave. ‘I might catch you later,’ she said. ‘It was nice getting to know someone who didn’t mind me talking about cats all the time.’ She wandered off, leaving Nash staring after her.

‘Nash!’ KC hissed. ‘What are you doing?’

‘What do you mean?’

‘You were talking to the enemy,’ KC explained.

‘Enemy?’ Nash looked around. ‘What enemy?’

‘Everyone knows you can’t trust the Grimalkins,’ Raj said. ‘Zara’s mum is well-known for her ambition and her single-minded tactics to further their station. Now she’s turned up for the blaster race, you never know what antics she’s going to get up to. She probably sent Zara over here to spy on us. Find our weaknesses.’

‘I think she’s found it,’ KC muttered, glaring meaningfully at Nash.

‘That’s not fair,’ Finn said. ‘Nash didn’t know what the Grimalkins are like.’

‘She seemed totally fine to me.’ Nash slumped into a chair and crossed his arms in front of him. Why has this race become so competitive? he wondered. Isn’t it meant to be fun?

He didn’t dare mention that Zara had said that he looked like a spy. Was that just a coincidence? he wondered. Or had spying really been on her mind?

Pluto, who had been sitting in his usual perch on Finn’s shoulder, reached out and tugged KC’s earring. It came out and the delighted marmoset set off, racing through the ballroom.

‘Hey!’ KC cried. ‘Give that back.’

Still carrying KC’s earring, Pluto scampered over to Miles Sergeant’s table where he climbed up the astronaut’s chair and jumped onto his head. 
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‘Get this thing off me!’ Miles screeched.

The marmoset ran off, leaping from table to table.

‘I’ll get your earring back,’ Finn told KC as he dashed after the marmoset. Some adults joined in the chase, which Pluto seemed to think was all a huge game.

‘See,’ KC said, ‘that’s how a gentleman behaves.’

Nash lifted his eyebrows. ‘What, they chase after monkeys?’

KC shot Nash a disdainful look.

Their spat was interrupted by Captain Malik as he sprinted over to the table. ‘Kids, go and help Finn catch that nuisance and get him out of here. Now!’


Chapter 10


Nash was dead to the world, deep in sleep and having a terrible dream about flying cats and howling wolves chasing him through the endless vortex of space. He moaned in his sleep as he tossed and turned, becoming increasingly tangled in his sheets.

Boom! Boom! Boom!

Was that thunder? Was that the sound a black hole made before it swallowed you forever?

Boom! Boom! Boom!

‘Go away Mum,’ Nash mumbled. ‘School doesn’t start for another week.’

‘Master Steele,’ Vera said. ‘Wake up! You have visitors.’

Nash sat up in bed, pushing his tousled hair out of his eyes. He shook his head, trying to rid himself of the feeling of dread the nightmare had given him.

Boom! Boom! Boom!

The banging – loud, insistent knocking – continued.

‘Who is it, Vera?’ Nash said.

The CCTV screen turned on. Raj, KC, and Finn were at the door, staring up at the camera as they shouted and waved their hands in the air.

Nash glanced at the clock.

8:49am.

The race started in eleven minutes!

‘No!’ Nash groaned as he leapt out of bed. ‘The stupid alarm clock didn’t go off and I’ve overslept!’

He bolted around the room, pulling on hhis green racing overalls with 'Ventura' printed on the front and the name 'STEELE' printed on the back in large letters. When Nash opened the front door, his friends spilled into the apartment. All wore their green racing uniforms. Finn carried the marmoset troublemaker – also dressed in a green space suit – in a backpack slung over his shoulder.

‘Nash! What are you doing?’ KC demanded.

‘I was sleeping,’ Nash said as he hopped on his left foot and pulled his shoe on, then hopped on his right foot and pulled his other shoe on. He lost his balance, fell backwards, rolled onto his side, tugged his shoe on, tied the lace, and jumped up. ‘Ready!’

Finn plucked a banana from the fruit bowl and tossed it to Nash, who caught it. ‘You might need this,’ he said. ‘It’s going to be a big day.’

The friends sped down to the docking station where Ventura and the other blasters were firing up ready for the race.

‘Just in time!’ Cooper said as the children clambered into the ship.

Dad was in the cockpit beside Cooper.

‘Dad!’ Nash said. ‘Why didn’t you wake me up?’

‘I didn’t realise I had to,’ Dad said. ‘I’ve been flat out down here since six am performing safety checks. I thought you were old enough to get yourself out of bed.’

‘Sorry,’ Nash said. ‘My alarm didn’t go off for some reason.’

‘Never mind,’ Cooper said. ‘We’re all here, let’s get these doors closed.’

The crew took their seats along the sides of the blaster, their backs to the windows as they faced inwards towards one another. From his spot in the backpack on Finn’s lap, Pluto twittered and chirped, obviously sensing the pre-race buzz.

‘First stop, the moon,’ Raj said, rubbing his hands together excitedly. ‘Let’s go, Super Cooper!’

Nash munched on his banana, trying to calm his nerves. Pluto spotted the banana and put his hand out for some, so Nash broke off a piece and gave it to him.

‘Blaster captains, take your places at the starting line please,’ the race commentator’s voice sounded on Ventura’s speakers, at the same time sounding on the other blaster speakers. ‘First leg commencing in two minutes.’

The Space Race was broken into three parts. The first leg was the race to the moon. The second leg was the flag race, on foot, on the surface of the moon. The final leg was the Velodrome Loop – seven times around the imaginary belt, or flight path, that connected the seven closest space stations, including Misty, before returning to Misty to dock.

Cooper pressed the CLOSE DOOR button on the cockpit dashboard.

‘Doors closing,’ a female computergenerated voice said. Nash realised that it was the blaster’s operating system, Ventura, speaking. ‘Stand clear.’

With a whoosh, the doors started to close. Before they could fully seal, however, an alarm sounded.

Beep! Beep! Beep!

‘Alert! Alert!’ Ventura warned. ‘Door safety compromised.’


Chapter 11


‘What’s going on?’ Dad said, swivelling around to study the doors. ‘I checked them earlier and everything was fine.’

‘Take another look,’ Cooper said. ‘We have to get the doors shut so we don’t lose valuable race time.’

Dad undid his seatbelt and hurried over to the doors while Cooper checked the instrument panel. ‘All fine up here,’ he said.

Dad ran his hands along the door, studying the frame and the casing to see if something was jamming it. Nash unclipped his seatbelt and rushed over to help. As he did, his eye snagged on something glinting in the light.

He bent down and picked up the shiny object then held it up.

‘That’s my earring!’ KC said.

‘But how did it get there?’ Finn asked.

‘That pesky little pal of yours probably dropped it,’ Nash said, pointing at Pluto. An expression of pure innocence came over the marmoset’s face. Nash ignored it. ‘He’s nothing but a nuisance.’

‘It’s okay, buddy,’ Dad said. ‘No harm done. Sit down so we can get started.’

Nash glared at Pluto, growling at him under his breath. He threw himself into his seat while Dad took his place in the cockpit once more.

‘Honestly, Nash,’ Finn said, ‘you’ve got to believe me. Pluto didn’t have that earring. I don’t know where it came from.’

‘He stole it from KC last night,’ Nash said.

‘Yes, but when we chased after him, he’d dropped it,’ KC said. ‘We never did find it. I thought it must have been lost.’

‘Last time I saw it was when he was at Miles Sargeant’s table,’ Finn said. ‘Then it disappeared.’

‘Pluto was probably hiding it,’ Nash said.

‘Maybe,’ Finn said. ‘Or maybe someone took it then dropped it in the door runner to block it and make it look like an accident.’

‘Why would anyone do that?’ Nash said.

‘To slow us down or put us out of the race,’ Raj said. ‘We told you before, the Grimalkin crew will do anything to win.’

‘Not to mention Miles Sargeant and the Worldlink team,’ KC added.

Nash realised that the others might be right. Either way, he couldn’t prove anything so he decided to give Pluto the benefit of the doubt.

That doesn’t mean I won’t be keeping my eye on Pluto, he thought.

This time, when Cooper pressed the CLOSE DOOR button, the doors shut perfectly. A cheer went up from Orson and the kids.

‘Countdown commencing ...’ the race commentator’s voice sounded on Ventura’s speakers.

‘We’re going to miss the start,’ Dad said.

‘It’s okay,’ Cooper said as he reversed Ventura from the docking station and swung her around towards the starting line. ‘We’ll catch up.’ He patted Ventura’s dashboard and smiled. ‘I have faith in V.’

‘Thank you, Cooper,’ Ventura said.

The team laughed.

‘Five, four, three …’ the commentator said.

Ventura zoomed towards the starting line.

‘Two, one ... BLAST OFF!’ the commentator completed the countdown. ‘Captains, you are free to blast all the way to the moon. Good luck and please abide by the race rules!’
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Everyone craned their necks, gazing out the windows as they watched the other blasters taking off in front of them. As expected, Slasher put on a huge burst of speed, its burning fuel lighting up the dark sky of space. The neon orb blaster carrying the GLOW team was surprisingly fast and a close second to Slasher while the Kitty-Kat, Starthorn, and Robo-Wolf teams weren’t far behind. The Squid team had stalled and wasn’t going anywhere.

Ventura zoomed past the Squid team, rocking from side to side.

‘We’re getting jet stream turbulence,’ Cooper said. ‘Kids, stay in your seats!’

Ventura continued to rock violently from side to side, the jet stream from the large fleet of blasters playing havoc with the smaller craft’s stability. Cooper struggled to keep the blaster upright and at one point the spaceship flipped upside down. Nash felt his stomach swirl and hoped he wouldn’t be sick. Beside him, Finn looked as green as his suit.

As they were jostled against one another, Nash smiled, trying to put the other boy at ease. ‘I’m glad you made me come,’ he said. ‘I’d rather be here than anywhere else in the world. Wouldn’t you?’

‘I guess.’ Finn gave a tight smile. His knuckles were white as he gripped his seat. Pluto had disappeared into the backpack, but Nash could hear him whimpering.

‘You’ll be fine once you get used to travelling so fast,’ Nash said. ‘Deep breaths. That always helps me.’

‘Ventura, get us out of here!’ Cooper said.

‘Certainly, sir,’ Ventura replied.

With a shot of fuel from the thrusters, Ventura burst up and out of the jet stream to where it was easier going.

‘We’ll need to fly wider of the pack for a while,’ Dad said, ‘to ensure we stay out of those those jet streams. It’s a slightly longer trip for us, but it will be safer.’ He showed Cooper how to chart a new course to the moon.

Now the going was smoother, everyone breathed a sigh of relief, even Finn. They gazed out at the stars and began to enjoy the ride. They soon overtook the Viking and Starthorn teams, although Nash noticed the Squid crew had been able to get their blaster racing and weren’t far behind them. Up ahead, the Kitty-Kats were in the lead followed by Slasher, then the Robo-Wolves, and the GLOW team.

‘Come on, V, you can do it!’ Cooper said.
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Chapter 12


‘Want to go up the front?’ Finn asked Nash.

‘We can go see what our dads are doing.’

‘Do you think we should?’ Nash said. ‘I wouldn’t want to get in the way.’

Finn shook his head ‘We won’t be in the way. I want to see what’s happening.’

Finn left Pluto with KC then Nash followed him up to the front of the blaster. ‘How are things going?’ Finn asked his dad.

‘Great now,’ Cooper said. He pointed out the cockpit window at GLOW’s neon purple orb, which they were passing right at that moment. They were so close they could see the GLOW captain waving at them. Nash and Finn waved back.

‘Does Ventura fly herself? Nash asked, studying all the lights and buttons on the instrument panel.

‘She does,’ Cooper said, ‘but I like to stay in control, so I rarely put her into autopilot.’ He turned to Dad. ‘How are we going with fuel?’

‘All good.’ Dad gave the thumbs up. ‘We’re ten minutes out from the moon.’

‘Wow! That was quick,’ Finn said.

‘Actually, I wanted to talk to you boys,’ Cooper said. ‘How would you two like to be the chosen ones?’

‘The what?’ Finn asked.

‘The chosen ones,’ Cooper said. ‘Orson and I were talking, and we thought you two might like to do the flag race on the moon.’

‘Don’t you want to do that yourselves?’ Nash said.

Cooper laughed. ‘I do take pride in looking after myself and keeping fit, but you two boys are much fitter and healthier than us oldies.’

‘Dad, I don’t think of you as old,’ Finn protested.

‘Glad to hear it,' Cooper said. 'I've got a few good years left in me yet.’ He winked at Nash and Finn. ‘But I expect you and Nash will give the foot race a red hot go. It’s part of the reason I wanted you guys to come on the race.’

Nash glanced at Dad, searching his face for any sign of hesitation or doubt. ‘Are you sure? You trust me to do that?’

‘Sure, as long as you’re okay with it,’ Dad said.

Nash couldn’t help feeling proud at being chosen, being trusted. And the foot race would be fun ...

I only hope I don’t freeze again, he thought. No! Think positively. You don’t want to miss out on this because of self-doubt.

‘All right,’ he said out aloud. ‘I’ll do it. As long as Finn is coming too?’

‘Sure,’ Finn said. ‘It will be my first time on the moon, so you’ll have to show me the ropes, but I’m in if you are.’

‘Brilliant!’ Cooper cheered. He held his hand up for a high five from each of the boys, then finished with one for Dad.

Nash peered out the cockpit window and saw that they were nearing the Slasher blaster. ‘It looks to be moving pretty slowly,’ Nash said. ‘I wonder why?’

‘It’s too heavy,’ Dad replied. ‘The reason it creates such a strong jet stream is because it burns tonnes of fuel. Which it needs to do because it’s so heavy.’

‘They definitely should have made it more streamlined,’ Cooper said.

‘Hey!’ Finn pointed ahead in the distance. ‘What’s that?’

‘Is it an asteroid?’ Nash murmured. ‘Surely there aren’t any here?’

‘Woah!’ Dad said. ‘That’s not an asteroid. That thing is man-made. It’s a hunk of metal. Cooper! Veer left.’

‘It’s headed straight for us!’ Finn shouted.

There wasn’t time for the Nash and Finn to go back to their seats, so the boys dropped to the floor, bracing for impact. Luckily, Cooper swerved. Ventura flipped left, barely escaping being hit. The boys jumped up and stared out the window.

The hunk of silver metal had the name ‘WORLDLINK’ printed on its side.

‘Slasher must have jettisoned that off behind them,’ Nash said. ‘They’re dropping excess weight so they can go faster.’

‘Right on top of us!’ Dad growled angrily.

‘Do you think they’re intentionally trying to hit us?’ Finn said.

‘Maybe,’ Cooper said. ‘Miles sure wants to win that prize money and have the kudos of winning. I wouldn’t put it past him.’

Nash couldn’t believe that Miles Sergeant would be so reckless, endangering their lives like that. But why else would he be hurling space junk behind him?

‘That prize money means everyone is out to get us,’ Dad said.

‘Miles wouldn’t mind seeing me fail either,’ Cooper said. ‘Worldlink have a lot more than money to gain by winning. Better hold onto your hats, fellas, there’s more junk heading this way.’ Cooper tightened his grip on the steering wheel. He tapped a button on his mouthpiece to speak to the entire crew, ‘Seats everyone and buckle up.’


Chapter 13


As if the jet stream hadn’t been bad enough, the ducking and weaving around the space junk was even worse. Nash likened the zipping, zooming motion of Ventura to being strapped to a huge kite on a windy day. This time, the constant changing of direction had the entire crew turning green, not just Finn.

Eventually, Cooper navigated them through the space junk and landed on the spot marked for Ventura within the Sea of Tranquility on the moon. Nash and the others breathed a huge sigh of relief.

The Sea of Tranquility wasn’t a sea at all as there weren’t any seas or lakes or water on the moon. Rather, it was a mare: a large, dark, basaltic plain formed by volcanic eruptions many eons ago. It was where Neil Armstrong and his companions on Apollo 11 had landed in 1969. Nash always got a sense of nostalgia when he visited the mare.

The Ventura team had finished the first leg of the race four minutes behind the top three teams. Robo-Wolves were now in first place, with the Kitty-Kats and the Slasher teams behind them.

Despite his obvious disappointment, Cooper tried to stay positive. Nash admired that, especially when he knew how much the billionaire wanted to win.

I’m going to do the best I can, he thought to himself, to make Dad, Cooper, and everyone on Misty proud.

Crowds of onlookers had gathered on the moon – some were space tourists and others were station crew members or news teams – to watch the blasters come in for landing and for the foot race to begin. Temporary stadiums with transparent, sealed, inflatable domes had been set up along with seating and big screen TVs to relay footage of the race that would be transmitted by drones carrying cameras. The domed stadiums were piped with air so people could breathe and special gravity magnets in the flooring meant that everyone could walk about normally. There were even traditional popcorn and hot dog vendors inside the stadiums, like you’d see at a baseball or football game back home on Earth!

Nash and Finn quickly put on their breathing apparatus. They only had ten minutes to get to the starting line for the second leg of the race. Their oxygen tanks were light and sturdy, and they wore special gravity shoes so they wouldn’t be so bouncy. The course was mapped out across the moon and recharge stations were positioned throughout with food, refreshments, and oxygen.

In the second leg of the race, each team was given different coordinates that would lead them to coloured flags located throughout 
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the Sea of Tranquility. When they arrived at the correct spot where their flag was, they would find a trivia question about space travel that they had to answer. Once they got that right, they would receive a flag and a set of coordinates that would take them to the next spot. 
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They had to visit three locations and answer three trivia questions to receive all three flags. Once they had their flags, they then had to race back to the finish line. First back to the finish line with all three flags was the winner of this leg. Nash and Finn could ask for help from the Ventura crew with the trivia questions, but the physical aspect of the race was up to the boys.

As they made their way to the starting line, Cooper and Dad came by to offer encouragement. ‘It would be great to win this leg,’ Cooper told them. ‘More importantly, I want you both back safely. Don’t take risks. Don’t do anything silly.’

‘And try to steer clear of the other teams,’ Dad added. ‘There are drones everywhere, but they can miss things and the other teams might employ underhand tactics if they think they can get away with it.’

Cooper gave Finn’s shoulder a playful punch. ‘This is your big day, so give it all you’ve got!’ He waved to someone in the distance. ‘I’ve got to go. That news reporter wants an interview, but I’ll be watching from Ventura once it’s done.’

‘Good luck.’ Orson gave Nash a quick hug.

‘Have fun.’

‘Foot race competitors, please assemble at the starting line,’ the race commentator’s voice sounded over the stadium speakers. ‘All other personnel off the racetrack. Second leg commencing in two minutes.’

Nash ignored the trembling in his legs as he lined up beside Finn, who looked almost as nervous as Nash. Glancing at the other competitors, Nash spotted Zara. He gave her a shy wave and Zara smiled and waved back. She was racing with her mum and seemed happy and excited. Miles Sergeant was on the other side with a rather muscular man in his twenties called Gregor. The other teams, including the Robo-wolves who tossed their wolfy heads and howled every so often, were also assembled. Everyone was ready.

Nash glanced at the TV screen and saw Cooper in his green space uniform, helmet under this arm as he gushed about Misty Space Station, the Space Race, and how he hoped to keep space green. Pluto sat on his shoulder chirping away to the delight of the crowd as Cooper spoke and flashed his signature smile. The interview finished with Cooper raising his arms in the air and the crowd chanting, ‘Super Cooper! Super Cooper!’

‘There are other competitors in the race!’ Miles Sergeant growled. ‘I’ll be making sure we get an interview for Worldlink after we win this leg. Yeah!’

Map and flag coordinates were handed out to each team in sealed envelopes then the race commentator gave the countdown. ‘Runners, on your marks, get set, open your envelopes!’


Chapter 14


While the crowd cheered and screamed from their seats, Nash tore open his envelope. He read out the coordinates then he and Finn studied the map. The first flag was located one kilometre away. The boys set out at a jog, making sure to pace themselves for the long distance they would have to cover.

Meanwhile, Miles Sergeant and his companion set out at a run heading in a similar direction. Zara and Ali were quick off the mark, heading in the opposite direction. The Robo-wolves were already some distance away while the Vikings, Squid, and GLOW teams set off to the left and right of Nash and Finn.

‘Make sure you check in with me when you get the first trivia question.’ Nash heard Raj’s voice in his earpiece. ‘I’m great at knowing useless information.’

‘And I’m good at all the important information,’ KC said.

Nash smiled and kept running, making sure he kept pace with Finn. Which wasn’t easy when his friend was a foot taller and considerably fitter.

Finn grinned as he loped along. ‘All those years I’ve been dreaming of coming to the moon, I didn’t think I’d be running in a race. I thought I’d be a normal tourist bouncing around a bit and doing the ‘one small step for mankind’ jokes.’

Nash laughed. He scanned the terrain ahead. The two robo-wolves were off to the right and looked to be in trouble. Nash hated robots, but he knew it was unsportsmanlike to ignore anyone – even robots – if they needed assistance. ‘Maybe we should go over and help them,’ he said.

As they watched, one of the robo-wolves slipped to the ground. Blue lights and loud whirring sounds erupted from it as its companion watched on helplessly.

‘Why don’t they send a distress signal back to their blaster?’ Finn said.

‘I’m not sure,’ Nash said, ‘but we’re right here so we should help.’

‘Dad won’t like it if we stop,’ Finn said. ‘It might put us behind.’

‘True,’ Nash agreed. ‘I’m no fan of robots, but we should do the right thing.’

Finn nodded. ‘Karma, right?’

‘Exactly!’ Nash said.

The boys jogged over to the robo-wolves.

‘What’s happening?’ Nash said.

The robo-wolf that was standing – his name tag read ‘Paws’ – shrugged as he tugged his tail. ‘I don’t know. Howl’s system crashed, and I can’t reboot him. He might have moon dust in his electrics.’

Nash knelt beside Howl. Blue sparks continued to flash behind the robot’s eyes and along his arms and his body twitched every few seconds.

‘Careful, Nash!’ Finn warned. ‘It might be dangerous.’

Nash flicked open the panel door on the robot’s arm to check for an error code.

‘It might be the battery,’ Nash said. He’d seen this problem before on one of Misty’s robots. ‘Dad showed me how to fix it, temporarily at least. If I can bypass the error code and rewire the power system, I’ll have him up and running again.’

‘How long will that take?’ Finn asked, glancing at his watch.

Nash pressed the communication system on the side of his helmet. ‘Dad, can you help me with error code 51L274?’

‘Sure thing,’ Dad replied. 
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‘What’s holding them up?’ Cooper’s voice could be heard in the background.

‘They’re helping another team,’ Nash heard Dad say.

As Dad gave instructions over the comms system, Nash worked to fix Howl. The blue lights stopped zapping and the robo-wolf was motionless for a moment before it rebooted and sat up. 

‘Thank you, human,’ Howl said. ‘I feel better now.’

‘Come on, Nash,’ Finn said, tugging his arm. ‘We have to keep going.’

‘We won’t forget this,’ Paws promised.

Nash and Finn headed off, following the map to the position where they found a green box with a green flag secured to it by a lock. A sign on the box read:

BEFORE YOU CAN RELEASE THIS
FLAG AND TAKE IT WITH YOU ON YOUR
JOURNEY, ANSWER THIS QUESTION:

WHO WAS THE FIRST HUMAN TO
JOURNEY INTO OUTER SPACE?

Space Exploration was a major subject that all children across Earth studied, so the answer to this question was taught in every school. But Nash wanted to include Raj back on Ventura in the contest, so he asked him to answer the question.

‘That would be Yuri Gagarin,’ Raj said. ‘Do you need to know the date of his flight into space? Because it was 12 April 1961. I know loads more about Yuri too if you need more information.’

Nash laughed. ‘No, that should be enough.’ He motioned for Finn to type the answer into the box using the keypad.

A hologram of a green, 3D virtual fireworks display beamed out of the box and into the sky. Everyone on Ventura clapped and cheered while a drone passed overhead and beamed images back to the stadium and to Earth.

‘You’re the first ones to get your first flag,’ KC said.

The flag was released, and Finn waved it in the air. ‘One down, two to go!’

Fireworks from several other teams exploded into the sky. First, was the Robo-wolves’ blue, then Miles Sergeant’s red, then the Kitty-Kats’ silver.

Nash stashed the first flag in his backpack then retrieved the next map coordinates from the box. ‘Let’s keep moving.’


Chapter 15


The boys set off once more. This time, they had a two-kilometre run ahead of them. They soon came across a recharge station – a small, domed marquee resembling a transparent, plastic igloo. The boys entered the marque, swapped over their oxygen tanks, and helped themselves to snacks and water. While there, they saw four other teams’ hologram fireworks go off for their first flag – the Vikings, the GLOW team, the Squids, and the Starthorns.

They continued on, maintaining a rapid pace until they reached the coordinates where the second flag was meant to be. But there was no box, no flag, nothing.

Nash checked the map. He pulled the note with the coordinates out of his pocket and studied it, wondering if he’d read it wrong in haste.

Finn read the note over his shoulder. He pointed to one of the numbers. ‘Is that a 1 or a 7?’

‘I thought it was a 1,’ Nash said. ‘Now I think it’s a 7.’

‘They do look similar,’ Finn said. ‘It looks more like a 7 to me, which means we’ve come the wrong way.’

Nash ran his hands through his hair. ‘I’m such an idiot!’

‘It’s an easy mistake to make,’ Finn said. ‘And you’re definitely not an idiot.’

Heavy footsteps sounded nearby. Nash turned and saw Miles Sergeant and his offsider, Gregor, running towards them. ‘What are you two doing here?’ Miles demanded. ‘You’d better not have touched our flag.’

‘We’d never do that,’ Nash said.

‘Humph!’ Miles grunted. ‘I wouldn’t be surprised if you cheated. How else do you expect to win?’ He pushed past Nash, almost knocking him to the ground.

Gregor apologised for Miles and grabbed hold of Nash’s arm to steady him. Then the two men strode off, whispering together.

‘Come on,’ Finn said. ‘Let’s go.’

The boys headed back the way they had come. Nash kept checking over his shoulder to make sure they weren’t being followed, but Miles and Gregor were nowhere to be seen. Moments later, a virtual fireworks of red burst into the sky.

‘No!’ Nash gasped. ‘They’ve found their second flag.’

‘That’s okay.’ Finn pointed up ahead. ‘We’ve found our flag too. Look!’

Nash put on a burst of speed. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw a dark, hulking shape racing towards him. Nash sprinted faster. He couldn’t risk having someone steal the flag before he got a chance to nab it.

Nash reached out to grab the box with the flag on top. Finn shouted and a hand pushed Nash to the ground, sending him sprawling face-first into the moon’s surface. Nash rolled over, waving dust out of the way, to face his attacker. ‘Sven?’ he said.

The huge Viking stood over him, waving the green box and flag at him. ‘Sorry. Not sorry.’

Sven’s companion, Arica Leflin, stood nearby, smirking.

Nash scrambled to his feet. ‘You can’t do that. You’ll get disqualified!’

The Viking snorted. ‘How?’

‘In case you don’t realise,’ Finn said, ‘there are drones with cameras out here. Everything you do is being televised back to the stadium and down to Earth.’

‘Not everything,’ Sven said. ‘I don’t see any drones right now, do you?’ He waved a hand at Arica.

‘I don’t see anything but two grubby boys,’ she sneered.

‘That means whatever happens on the race stays on the race,’ Sven said. ‘I can get away with anything and you kiddies are powerless to stop me. No one would believe you if you dobbed anyway.’

‘I can patch into Ventura comms so they can hear us,’ Nash said defiantly.

Sven scowled, picking Nash up by his collar and holding him off the ground so his feet dangled in the air. ‘Not if you have an accident and break all the teeny tiny bones in your teeny tiny body!’

Nash flailed about helplessly. Finn ran in to help, but Sven batted him away. 
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‘Put him down!’ Finn shouted. ‘You’ll regret it if you hurt him!’

The Viking appeared genuinely surprised. ‘I think two hundred and fifty million dollars might help me get over it,’ he chuckled.

‘How about you pick on someone your own size?’ a voice sounded behind Sven. Still holding Nash, the Viking turned to see who was speaking.

‘We have inbuilt camera systems, so we captured everything you did on camera,’ Howl said.

Paws grabbed Arica while Howl karatechopped the Viking in the stomach, causing him to drop Nash.

‘That’s instant disqualification for the Viking team!’ the race commentator announced via the robo-wolf comms system. ‘You’re out!’

The words ‘VIKING TEAM: GAME OVER’ were beamed in a yellow holographic banner in the sky. Sven clenched his fists and fumed.

‘Cheaters never prosper,’ Howl said.

A moon rover pulled up and several race officials jumped out. ‘We’re here to escort you back to the stadium,’ one of them said.

Sven threw his hands up. ‘Fine!’ he said. ‘I know when I’m beaten.’ Both he and Arica were escorted into the rover and taken away.

Pink, purple, and silver fireworks sprouted into the sky, signifying that second flags had been secured by the Squid, GLOW, and Kitty-Kat teams.

‘Let’s keep going,’ Nash told Finn before turning to Paws and Howl. ‘Thanks for helping us out, we really appreciate it.’

‘No problem, human,’ Howl said. ‘Good luck with your second flag.’


Chapter 16


Finn scooped up the second green box and read out the question. ‘There are one-hundred-and-seventy-one moons orbiting planets in our solar system. How many moons can be found on the human body and where are they?’

Finn shook his head. ‘This doesn’t make sense. Humans don’t have moons.’

Nash rubbed his chin, thinking. ‘Let’s ask Raj.’ He pressed his comms button to patch through to Ventura. ‘Raj, we need your trivia expertise again.’

‘Fire away!’ Raj replied.

‘How many moons are on the human body and where are they?’ Nash said.

‘Moons?’ Raj said. ‘Oh, I know! They’re at the base of your fingernails and toenails so there are twenty.’

Nash clicked his fingers. ‘Of course!’

Finn typed in the answer. Green fireworks sprung into the sky and the team’s flag came loose. Finn smiled. ‘That makes us fourth place.’

Nash collected the last set of coordinates and checked them on the map. ‘Right. This final section is three kilometres, our longest yet.’

‘Come on!’ Finn said.

The boys headed out at double quick pace, knowing they had a lot of time to make up with three teams in front. They were going so fast Finn tripped on the rocky, uneven ground and went flying, hitting his head hard inside his helmet.

Nash leaned over his friend, concern etched on his face. ‘Are you okay?’ He checked Finn’s helmet for cracks or breaks. Luckily, it was still intact.

Finn eyes rolled as he held his stomach. ‘I-I feel sick.’

Cooper’s voice sounded in the boys’ earpiece, ‘Finn, are you okay?’

‘I’m n-not sure,’ Finn said.

‘Can you stand up?’ Nash said.

Once Finn stood up, Nash realised that he’d also hurt his ankle and couldn’t put weight on it.

‘Maybe I can piggyback you,’ Nash said.

‘All the way to the finish line?’ Behind the clear dome of his helmet, Finn was pale. ‘It’s too far.’

‘We have to try.’ Nash picked up his backpack. He noticed the pouch was open and the first flag was missing. ‘The zip is open. I’m sure I did it up. The flag’s fallen out.’

‘You don’t think Miles or Gregor stole it when they bumped into you, do you?’ Finn said.

‘Maybe,’ Nash said. ‘But how do we prove it?’

‘We don’t have time to prove anything right now,’ Dad said. ‘There weren’t any drones in the area, so we’ll have to access a Misty satellite to see if there’s any footage of the incident. Until then, you’ll have to go back and find the flag.’

‘But that might take ages!’ Nash said.

‘We need it to win the race,’ Raj reminded him.

‘Right, got it!’ Nash said.

Leaving Finn with the backpack, Nash set off. His legs ached and he was overheating in his suit, but he knew he had to press on. 
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‘Heart rate increasing,’ the monitor in his helmet said.

Nash ignored the warning.

Today has been a total disaster, he thought. I wanted to prove to everyone that I was strong and capable. All I’ve ended up doing is making mistakes.

‘Nash, come in,’ KC said over the comms. ‘We’ve accessed a nearby Misty satellite and have scanned the area. We’ve spotted the flag!’

Nash’s hopes lifted slightly. ‘Where?’

‘Twenty metres ahead,’ KC said. She guided Nash to the flag and when he spotted it, he scooped it up. A light twinkled in the sky overhead and Nash realised it was the satellite.

‘We see you, Nash!’ KC said. ‘Well done!’

‘I couldn’t have done it without you,’ Nash said.

‘Think nothing of it,’ KC replied. ‘Us Space Kids have to stick together.’

The monitor in Nash’s helmet sounded another warning, ‘Oxygen critical. Restock.’ Nash checked his wrist monitor. His oxygen was down to twelve per cent.

‘You need to get yourself to a recharge station pronto,’ KC said.

‘I haven’t seen any around here,’ Nash said.

‘I’ll check the satellite again,’ KC said.

Nash struggled to get his breathing under control as panic gripped him. ‘Dad! Are you there?’

‘Right here, buddy,’ Dad’s voice was calm in Nash’s ear. ‘KC has located a station two hundred metres away. Turn forty-five degrees to the right then go.’

‘I don’t think I can do it,’ Nash said. ‘I’ve let everyone down.’

‘Get yourself together, son,’ Dad said. ‘No one expects you to be a superhero.’

‘What about Super Cooper?’ Nash said.

‘Not even me,’ Cooper said over the comms. ‘That’s a silly marketing slogan. If I was ‘super’ in any way, shape, or form, I’d be down there instead of you.’

‘You must think I’m weak,’ Nash said.

‘I think you’re one of the bravest kids I know,’ Cooper said. ‘Now, don’t be so hard on yourself. I wanted you boys to have fun and for Finn to make a new friend. I know it’s not easy for him to be Super Cooper’s son. I’d hoped this would be a great experience for you both.’

‘It’s been the best day ever,’ Finn’s voice sounded in Nash’s earpiece. ‘But ... we have had some bad luck.’

Cooper chuckled. ‘I’ll say, but we can’t worry about that. Let’s focus on getting Nash to the recharge station then back to you. The other teams have had their own challenges, so you’re still in with a chance.’

‘And, Nash,’ Dad said.

‘Yes?’ Nash replied.

‘Stay safe.’

‘I will,’ Nash said as he marched along, flag held tightly in his hand so he wouldn’t lose it again.


Chapter 17


When Nash arrived back where he’d left Finn, he found his friend on his feet and talking to Zara.

‘Have you still got both flags?’ Finn asked expectantly.

‘I sure have,’ Nash said. He turned to Zara. ‘What are you doing here?’

‘Mum and I spotted Finn and came over to check on him.’

‘They fixed my ankle,’ Finn said.

‘Well, ‘fixed’ is a bit of an exaggeration,’ Ali said. ‘I had some medi-heal strips in my kit, so I applied one and it’s numbed the pain. For now.’

‘Is your third flag near here?’ Nash asked Zara.

Zara nodded. ‘We suspect that all the final flags will be close to each other.’

‘I hope you’ve steered clear of Miles Sergeant,’ Ali said. ‘He tried to hide one of our flags. It was only that we spied him near our coordinates and caught him before he could, otherwise we'd still be searching for it.’

‘We’d better keep moving,’ Nash said. ‘We can’t let Miles win.’

The competitors continued their search. Up ahead, they spotted all the coloured flags on boxes. None of them had been taken yet.

Finn ran over and grabbed the last green box.

‘You do the honours,’ Nash said, handing him the trivia question.

‘It’s an animal question,’ Finn said. ‘KC, can you hear me?’

‘Loud and clear,’ she replied.

‘Great, okay, here we go,’ Finn said. ‘What were the first animals in space?’

‘I know this!’ KC whooped. The boys waited expectantly, but static drowned out her answer.

‘Sorry?’ Nash said. ‘What did you say?’

‘I said-’ More static sounded in Nash’s earpiece. He wondered if one of the other teams was causing interference over Ventura’s comms system. After everything else that had happened today, he wouldn’t have been surprised.

‘Too much static,’ Nash said. ‘Try again.’

‘Fruit flies!’ KC said.

Nash and Finn glanced at each other, both wearing confused expressions.

‘Fruit flies?’ Finn said. ‘Are you sure?’

‘A thousand per cent!’ KC replied with a laugh.

Nash shrugged. ‘All right, type it in, Finn.’

Finn typed ‘FRUIT FLIES’ into the keypad on the box. A lightshow of green fireworks erupted, shooting high into the sky.

‘It’s correct!’ Nash shouted into his microphone.

‘I know!’ KC shouted back. ‘And you don’t have to shout. I can hear you.’

The boys took off towards the finish line, Nash holding all three green flags.

The Kitty-Kats had also answered their last question and were racing towards the finish line as were the Robo-wolves and the GLOW team. Miles Sergeant’s Slasher team was nowhere to be seen and the Squid and Starthorn team still hadn’t reached their final flag.

Zara and her mum were super-fast and the Robo-wolves were flying, but when they saw Nash and Finn, they slowed their pace and let the boys overtake them. The boys put on a burst of speed and managed to cross the finish line a milli-second before the Kitty-Kats.

‘The second leg goes to the Ventura team!’ the commentator said. ‘What an astounding turnaround from where those boys were at the start of this leg. They sure have grit!’ 
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The remaining teams finished within moments of each other. The only team that hadn’t crossed the finish line was the Slasher team. The crowd and the other competitors craned their necks as movement was detected outside the stadium. On the TV screen, the figures of Miles and Gregor could be seen. They were being carted along on a moon buggy. Both men seemed angry and ashamed as they hung their heads.

‘It looks like the Slasher team have had to withdraw from the race!’ the commentator announced. ‘Early word is there may have been an issue with other teams flags, but I’ll need to confirm that.’

Footage of Miles and Gregor interfering with various flags showed on the screen. The crowd booed and jeered the Slasher team.

‘Hey, KC! You and your satellite wouldn’t have anything to do with that, would it?’ Nash asked.

KC laughed. ‘I cannot confirm or deny that our satellite footage was instrumental in catching those two.’

Finn nudged Nash and smiled. ‘Now that’s karma.’


Chapter 18


Although Miles Sergeant protested about his disqualification, there was no denying the video footage that had been captured by the satellite.

Miles was furious. ‘Don’t you know who I am?’ he screamed, gesticulating wildly. ‘I was the first man on Mars, and I have the backing of Worldlink. How dare you say I cheated?’

The judges, however, refused to let Miles back into the race and ignored his shouting. The Starthorn crew also had to pull out due to problems with their fuelling system that had been discovered while their blaster was docked on the moon.

‘If they used my fuel they wouldn’t have any problems,’ Cooper said. He also took the opportunity to mention this to one of the reporters in an interview with Nash and Finn after the race.

That left only five teams to race in the final leg who hadn’t retired or been disqualified: Ventura, Robo-wolves, Kitty-Kats, the GLOW team, and the Squid team.

The Ventura team boarded the blaster. Everyone took their seats, Nash and Finn collapsing into theirs with relief. Finn was reunited with Pluto who chirped and twittered excitedly to see his owner. KC retrieved the first-aid kit and strapped Finn’s ankle. She didn’t trust the quick-fix technology the Kitty-Kats had used and thought it better to be safe than sorry.

‘You should probably see a doctor,’ she said.

‘No way,’ Finn said. ‘I don’t want to miss the last leg of the race. I’ll worry about a doctor later.’

Cooper hugged Finn. ‘I like how you think. You’re resilient and strong and you just get on with it. I know whose son you are!’

Cooper winked and everyone laughed.

The last leg of the race involved the completion of seven high-speed circuits on the Velodrome Loop that connected seven space stations, including Misty, before heading back to Misty Space Station to dock.

‘This is the real test for the eco-friendly fuel system,’ Dad said, as he checked the instrument panel and fine-tuned the settings. ‘High speed and long distance. We might see a few other blasters drop out.’

‘That’s what I’m hoping,’ Cooper said. He patted Ventura’s dashboard affectionately. ‘We have technology on our side. Come on, Ventura, you can do it!’

‘I’ll certainly try my best,’ Ventura replied.

‘Wait a minute,’ Cooper said. ‘Where’s the ignition key?’

‘Where did you leave it?’ Dad said.

‘Where I always put it.’ Cooper pointed at the dashboard. ‘Right there.’

‘I saw Pluto grab it earlier,’ Raj said. ‘I thought he was giving it to you.’

Cooper frowned. ‘Pluto doesn’t give shiny things away. He takes them.’

All eyes turned to Pluto who sat on Finn’s lap, looking as innocent as a baby.

‘Pluto,’ Finn said. ‘Do you have the key?’

The cheeky marmoset pulled the key out from his uniform pocket, dangling it in front of Finn’s face.

‘Nobody move,’ Finn whispered. ‘We don’t want to spook him.’ He held his hand out, palm up towards the marmoset. ‘Okay, boy. Give.’

The monkey shrieked and took off.

‘Don’t let him out of the blaster!’ Cooper said. He pressed the button to shut the door, which Pluto was heading straight for.

‘Stop, Pluto!’ Nash lunged towards the marmoset.

Pluto paused.

The door slammed ... right in the monkey’s face. Pluto shrieked and took off, scrambling to the highest point in the blaster and refusing to be coaxed down. 
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The commentator announced that the race was commencing. The other crews had assembled, their blaster doors were sealed shut, and their engines were revving. It was thirty seconds to blast off and Ventura wasn’t even fired up.


Chapter 19


Outside in the stadium, the atmosphere was electric. Tension filled the air. The crowd held their breath, waiting for the race to start.

Inside Ventura, it was an entirely different matter. Pluto shrieked and hissed as he jumped from corner to corner. Nash, Finn, Raj, and KC darted around the blaster begging, pleading, and threatening Pluto to get him to hand over the key.

‘I know!’ KC reached into her pocket and pulled out a lollipop. ‘Do you want this?’ she asked Pluto. ‘It’s yummy.’

The moment the marmoset laid eyes on the lollipop, he dropped the key then jumped onto KC’s shoulder and snatched the lollipop from her. Nash collected the key and tossed it to Cooper.

Within seconds, Cooper had started Ventura and everyone was strapped into their seats. Finn made sure that Pluto was snug and secure and unable to steal anything else important while he sucked his lollipop.

Ventura launched only a minute behind the others, blasting off the moon and up into space. By midway through the race, the Squid team and the GLOW team were out in front. The Robo-wolves came next then the Kitty-Kat team followed by Ventura who held last place.

‘That’s odd,’ Cooper said. He pointed up ahead at the Kitty-Kat blaster, which seemed to be losing speed. ‘Why have they stopped?’

‘Can we take a closer look?’ Nash asked. ‘Zara and Ali might be in trouble.’

‘What if it’s a trap?’ KC said. ‘Maybe they’re playing a trick on us.’

Nash shook his head. ‘I don’t think Zara is like that at all. They’ve been nothing but nice to us. It’s just Zara and her mum, too. They don’t have a crew to rely on. I think we should check on them.’

Cooper glanced at his instrument panel. ‘How about I put a call out for assistance and get someone sent over here?’

‘You know how dangerous it is in space,’ Nash said. ‘A few minutes can make a huge difference. The International Space Convention states that we should help anyone in distress.’

‘Even if we’re in the middle of a space race,’ Finn said.

Cooper sighed. ‘You’re right, of course. As you wish, boys!’ He patched into the other blaster’s comms. ‘Attention, Kitty-Kats, permission to come aboard.’

Cooper pulled Ventura up beside the other blaster. The lights were out and no response came from the other ship.

‘Something is definitely wrong,’ Nash said.

‘I’ll take a look,’ Orson said.

Nash unbuckled his seatbelt. ‘I’ll come with you.’

Cooper pressed a button and a bridge rolled out from Ventura to connect the two blasters. ‘They have their airlock on, so I’ll have to manually override their system to open the doors,’ he said.

Dad and Nash put their helmets and oxygen tanks on. They stepped cautiously across the bridge, made their way through the airlock, and into the other blaster. Inside, it was dark and deathly quiet.

I hope we’re not too late, Nash thought.

Nash and Dad flicked on their torches. Dad held up his monitor. ‘The power’s gone and there’s no oxygen.’

Nash ran into the cockpit and found Zara and Ali unconscious in their seats. ‘Dad!’ he cried. ‘Come quick.’

Within moments, Nash and Dad had Zara and Ali on Ventura where they were given oxygen. Zara came around first. ‘What happened?’ she asked, rubbing her forehead. ‘I’ve got the worst headache ever.’

Dad leaned over Ali. Her eyelids fluttered and when she opened them, she gazed up at Dad.

‘Wh-who are you?’ Ali said, sitting up. Dad explained what had happened. Ali listened quietly, then hung her head, cradling it in her hands. ‘All that time and research down the tubes,’ she said. ‘All that money wasted.’

‘The important thing is that you’re safe and alive,’ Dad said.

Ali smiled as she touched Dad’s arm. ‘You’re right. I can’t put Zara in any further danger, though. We’ll have to withdraw from the race.’ 
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She asked Cooper to call a tow-ship, deciding that it would be best to wait on the Kitty-Kat so she could steer it back to Misty. Dad soon had the power running at a decent level to allow for oxygen flow, and he also left extra oxygen tanks in case. The Misty team waved goodbye to Ali and Zara then set off once more.

‘We’ve only got a few loops left so we have some catching up to do,’ Cooper said. ‘Seatbelts everyone. I’ve been waiting for the right moment to use Ventura’s enviro-tech capabilities and it looks like now’s our time to shine.’ Cooper flicked a few buttons. ‘Hold onto your hats, people, we’re going into hyper-drive!’

With the flick of a green button on the dashboard, Ventura blasted off. The spacecraft sped around the Velodrome Loop once, twice, three times, all the while closing the gap between her and the lead teams.

But when they rounded the first bend in the final loop, Cooper steered too close to one of the Squid blaster’s tentacles. Ventura’s wing bumped hard against the other spacecraft and was sent spinning off course.

‘Warning! Warning!’ Ventura said. ‘Damage detected on left wing.’


Chapter 20


Nash was the first one to regain his senses when the blaster stopped spinning. He glanced towards the cockpit. Cooper groaned as he held his head between his hands while Dad was positioned awkwardly in his seat, unmoving.

Nash undid his seatbelt and raced to the front of the blaster. He lifted Dad’s head and saw that he had a deep gash on his temple, which blood was pouring out of. Cooper took one look at Dad and fainted, slumping over the steering wheel.

‘Help!’ Nash called behind him.

Finn, Raj, and KC ran into the cockpit.

‘What happened?’ Finn said.

‘My dad hit his head and your dad fainted when he saw the blood,’ Nash explained.

‘Finally, we discover Super Cooper’s kryptonite,’ Raj said.

Finn blushed. ‘Yeah, he’s never been great with blood. Or needles.’

‘Your poor dad,’ KC said. ‘And your poor dad, too!’ she told Nash. ‘I’ll get the first-aid kit.’

Cooper revived briefly, but when he caught sight of the blood again, he promptly fainted once more.

‘We need to move them out of the cockpit,’ Raj said. ‘Maybe lie them down.’

‘I’m fine,’ Dad mumbled. He tried to stand, then collapsed. Nash, Raj, and Finn caught him and carried him to the cabin area where they laid him on the floor. They did the same with Cooper, who was still unconscious.

‘Maybe we should pull out of the race,’ KC said when she returned with bandages for Nash's dad.

‘Or we could fix the wing and pilot Ventura home ourselves,’ Nash said. ‘After all, we’ve come this far so why give up now?’

‘Even after all the danger we’ve faced?’ Finn said.

‘We’ve faced danger before,’ Nash said.

Raj agreed. ‘We’re Space Kids, so adventure – and occasionally danger – are our middle names. Let’s finish the job.’

‘I bags flying Ventura home,’ KC said.

‘And I bags fixing the wing,’ Nash said. He glanced out the window. ‘But I’ll have to be quick. There’s not much time left in the race.’

‘Are you sure?’ KC said.

‘A thousand per cent,’ Nash replied with a wink.

Dad was sitting up now, but he was still pale and cradling his head. It obviously hurt a lot. ‘Be careful out there,’ he told Nash. ‘I’m so proud of you.’

‘Thanks, Dad,’ Nash said as he hugged his father, not caring that his friends were watching. ‘I love you.’

Nash suited up to go out onto the wing. His nightmare of drifting endlessly through space rolled through his head like a haunting spectre, but he pushed the thoughts aside and took a deep, calming breath. ‘You can do this. You’ve helped Dad fix things before. This will be a piece of cake. Time to face your fears, Nash Steele!’

While Raj, KC, and Finn watched nervously, Nash stepped through the airlock then outside the blaster. He turned to stare behind him at the wild black yonder. His breathing spiked and his heart raced. Although he’d insisted that he could do this, he was still terrified. Unlike Misty, the much smaller Ventura blaster didn’t have a tether. Nash was on his own.

‘It’s okay to be scared,’ he told himself. ‘As long as you still try.’

He clambered across the outside of the ship towards the wing. Immediately, he saw what the problem was. The metal wing flap had suffered damage, which had caused a fuel cable to detach.

Nash reached out to reconnect the cable. His hands shook as a million scary thoughts rushed through his mind. What if I fall? What if I let go? What if Ventura gets hit by an asteroid? It all became too much and he froze.

Here we go again ...

‘Nash?’ Raj’s voice sounded in Nash’s earpiece. He felt a tap on his shoulder and turned to see his friend beside him. ‘Space Kids face danger together, so I thought I’d come out and help you.’

Relief flooded through Nash. He’d never been happier to see anyone in his whole life. He gave Raj the thumbs up. With his friend beside him, his head cleared and Dad’s training came back to him so Nash soon had the fuel 
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line reattached. As they scrambled back inside, Ventura announced, ‘Fuel line repaired.’

KC and Finn greeted the boys, throwing their arms around them. ‘Thank goodness you’re back!’ KC said.

‘You two are awesome,’ Finn said. ‘Well done!’

‘I couldn’t have done it without Raj,’ Nash said, and he knew it was true. Gazing around at his three friends, Nash realised how lucky he was to have them. He also realised that if they had any chance of winning the race, they needed to get a move on. ‘So, are you taking the driver’s seat?’ he asked KC.

‘I sure am!’ she said, before dashing into the cockpit.

Nash and the others made sure that Dad and Cooper – who was still unconscious – were safe and secure then KC set out. Ventura soon caught up with the other blasters, all four rounding the final bend together. The Robo-wolves were in first place, then the GLOW team, the Squid team, and finally Ventura.

‘Go, KC!’ Finn said. ‘If we finish first in this leg, we win the race.’ 
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Determination was etched on KC’s face. The commentator’s voice shouted in the speakers. ‘It’s the Robo-wolves, now the GLOW team in first place, and Squid in third, but wait, wait, it’s Ventura! Ventura is now third. GLOW and Robo-wolves are neck and neck, now it’s Ventura. Ventura! VEN- TURA!’ the commentator screamed with excitement. 
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‘The Ventura blaster has crossed the line in first place. Yes, you heard it right, the Ventura team from Misty Space Station have won the inaugural Milky Way Space Race! Space really is green, folks!’

‘We won!’ the Space Kids cheered, jumping up and down, and high-fiving each other excitedly. Pluto got in on the action too and Dad cheered, although somewhat gingerly.

The commotion woke Cooper. Groggy and disoriented, he sat up, looking all around. ‘What happened? Did I miss anything?’

Nash grinned. ‘Don’t worry, you’ll be the first to hear all about it once we dock at Misty!’
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