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SPACE LIVES






DESCRIPTION SPACE LIVES





Do you want to experience life in space?





Explore the Descansar Universe. Join Danka when she’s called to a bizarre crime scene aboard space station Descansar, pulling her into the biggest arson investigation of her career. Experience Maya’s first date in a spaceship. Solve the mystery of an old Earth style bottle of wine together with Carla. Make a chilling discovery aboard the spaceship Torotoro. And listen to space station Descansar’s story about when it discovered a plot to destroy it and everybody aboard.





Descansar, the largest space station in this part of the galaxy. Home to ordinary people trying to make a living, smugglers and other criminals taking what they thought were the easy route, and security personnel always in pursuit of the truth or at least what they believe to be the truth. A hub for trade, travel, and shady dealings.


On Descansar everything can happen, and given enough time it will…





The stories in the Descansar Universe range from the humorous to the thrilling, but all of them centers around humans’ fears, hopes, and adventures.





Space Lives includes the five first short stories in the Descansar Universe; Arson, Date in a Spaceship, A Bottle of Wine, The Story of Descansar and Whispers.











ARSON
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DESCRIPTION ARSON





Life at Descansar - Heart-warming science fiction! 





Descansar, the largest space station in this part of the galaxy. Home to ordinary people trying to make a living, smugglers and other criminals taking what they thought were the easy route, and security personnel always in pursuit of the truth or at least what they believe to be the truth. A hub for trade, travel, and shady dealings.


On Descansar everything can happen, and given enough time it will…





The stories in the Descansar Universe range from the humorous to the thrilling, but all of them centers around humans’ fears, hopes, and adventures.





Obnoxious smell. Thick, acrid, and kind of sweet. Interior burned to a crisp. 


But shiny, new-looking walls?


Worse. It isn’t the first arson crime scene. It is the third…


A call to a bizarre crime scene pulls Danka into the biggest arson investigation of her career.


Can she solve the mystery before the next attack threatens everything she holds dear?





Arson is the first story in the Descansar Universe.












ARSON





It was the strangest crime scene Danka had ever seen, and she’d seen more bizarre ones than should be possible on a measly space station. She’d always get the call at the last minute before her shift ended, making it impossible to get home in time for supper. According to Jela, her wife, it was important to eat supper together, but as the space station’s most experienced security investigator, Danka almost never made it home in time. This time was no different. She’d got the call 15 minutes before her shift ended.


She’d stopped right at the threshold of the tiny quarters, normally rented out for travelers staying for just a few days and needing somewhere to sleep. She knew these quarters well because they were common crime scenes, their temporary nature inviting shady dealings. This one, fortunately, had been unoccupied.


The standard set of bed, table with two chairs, and a minuscule kitchenette were burned to a crisp. She’d seen nothing so devastatingly destroyed by fire. The smell was obnoxious. Thick, acrid, and kind of sweet. Her throat felt rough, even though she hadn’t set foot inside yet. It smelled like burned plastic. Her thoughts spun round in her head, never landing, her questions unanswered. If everything was so completely burned, why did the walls look shiny new, as if they’d just been repainted? Why hadn’t the fire spread beyond the quarters? Thank goodness it hadn’t. The space station was filled with flammables. An uncontrolled fire would be devastating. This scene made no sense.


When she put her fingers on the wall, the surface was surprisingly smooth. With the thin gloves, she’d feel every roughness. The gloves’ sensor readings also made no sense. The composition of the surface didn’t match any known material on the space station. She ordered a cross-reference once again to make sure, but the result came up blank.


She turned her boots on and stepped inside. The boots gathered every tiny particle she stepped on and had sensors as well. No way was she going to contaminate a crime scene by neglecting to turn them on. Far too many security investigators just didn’t give a damn. No matter how fed-up she felt about her work, she’d never fall that low. In her opinion, experienced shouldn’t be a synonym for neglect.


Something was nagging her, and she stopped in the middle of the room right beside the heap of black debris that was all that was left of the table with the two chairs. She’d never have guessed what it was if she hadn’t known it. She held her breath for ten seconds. It was silent. Way too silent. She couldn’t hear the air conditioning. Impossible!


There was no way to turn the air conditioning off. It should be audible everywhere. She looked out into the hallway. Nobody but her had entered the tiny quarters, so both concierges stood in the doorway peering in.


“Shut the door for 10 seconds,” Danka said, “and don’t forget to open it in exactly 10 seconds.”


“But…,” the tall lanky one said.


The shorter one, with a potbelly, nodded and shut the door. Danka almost didn’t have time to hold her breath. She strained her hearing. Nothing. No whooshing air conditioning. Not a single sound. Strange.


The temporary quarters were not soundproofed. It was a source of conflict and usually led to violent altercations between neighbors. But in here, she couldn’t hear anything. A chill traveled down her spine. Danka shuddered. Somebody walked across her grave, as Grandma used to say. She didn’t like this crime scene.



* * *


The door opened with a whoosh. Danka took a shallow breath and hurried out of the room. The sensor data from the boots informed her that underneath the debris, the same unknown material covered the floor. It seemed somebody had covered all the available surfaces with it, put the furniture back in place, and then torched the place. But she couldn’t understand why, and if she was honest, not how either.


The concierges moved out of her way. If it weren’t for the wrecked room behind her, the hallway would have looked exactly the same as always. White ceiling, walls painted in a light gray, and a darker gray floor. The outlines of doors leading into the temporary quarters, all with the same layout, and a number beside each door. When the door into the crime scene closed behind her, she couldn’t see anything out of the ordinary. Not even a smudge of soot.


“Strange”, she said, frowning.


“Yes”, said the potbelly concierge who summoned her. His name had escaped her, and she didn’t want to ask again.


“I couldn’t believe my eyes,” said the lanky one, “when I saw the first one.”


Danka startled in surprise. Potbelly waved as if he wanted his colleague to remain silent.


“The first one?” Danka said. “Has this happened before?”


The lanky one nodded.


“We thought it was a simple prank,” potbelly said. His face was turning red, and he avoided her gaze.


“I started wondering at the second one,” said the lanky man quickly.


Danka’s pulse quickened. She clenched her fists so hard that her nails cut into her palms. Idiots!


“How many instances has there been?” she asked.


“Three.”


Potbelly hunched and took a couple of steps backward.


“And this is the first one you’ve reported?”


Her voice was too loud, but she didn’t care. How many people could have died just because they hadn’t cared enough to report it? An arsonist, and she was pretty confident this was one, raised the stakes with every occurrence. Even if the first attempt had injured no one, the second one could. Or the third one, as in this case.


Potbelly retreated a bit more and nodded.


“What have you done with the other crime scenes?”


“Nothing. We just closed them up. They need to be completely renovated before being used again.”


Danka stared at him, and he crumbled even more. The only reason they had finally called it in was because of the loss of temporary quarters. One didn’t matter, but with three the rent revenue was falling and suddenly it became a matter for security investigation. Incompetent idiots! Sometimes, she hated her job. 


This was turning out to be an all-nighter. She’d better let Jela know, and call in a crime scene investigation unit. With three crime scenes, there was no way she could handle it all alone with only the laboratory to help.


“I need the locations of the two other affected quarters,” she said. “Lock all three with security personnel access only. I want a full account of everything you’ve done concerning all three from the moment you discovered they’d been burned, and a list of everybody with any form of access.”


Potbelly bowed so deep she could see the blank spot on the back of his head. A moment later, a buzzing sound signaled the information requested had arrived. After she checked the quarters were locked, she’d let them go. They were no use to her, anyway. Danka sighed. A headache was coming on, and it was putting pressure on her temples. She could still smell the smoke, even though the sensors told her there wasn’t any in the hallway. She pressed her fingers to her forehead and closed her eyes for a moment. First call Jela, then start the biggest arson investigation she’d been involved in. 



* * *


Danka bit her lip so hard that the taste of sweet metallic blood filled her mouth. A lump weighed in her stomach. Around her, sensor data holograms hovered, blocking off all views. They confirmed her initial guesses, but contained too little new information. It had already been one hour, and they had done a lot, but accomplished little. Too bad the temporary quarters had no security surveillance. She’d been trying to fix that since she first came aboard, but had been blocked at every attempt. All they had to work with was what they’d found at the crime scenes. The only difference between them was the residual amount of incendiary. For the first attempt, they’d been able to ascertain what kind had been used. In the second, the arsonist used the same type. There was no trace of incendiary at the third crime scene.


She sighed and removed the holograms so she could look out at the buzzing night life of the space station below her. The walls were transparent unless she chose otherwise. Jela had nagged her about it, deeming it a security risk. But the walls were, of course, bulletproof all over the space station, and if somebody bombed the area, it wouldn’t matter. Everybody would perish. She liked to see the colorful lights, the market stalls, and the night-owl residents. Sometimes she even opened the windows at the top to hear the music playing below.


A faint scratching sound startled her.


“Hi, I’ve brought supper.” 


Jela stood in the door, carrying a green steaming saucepan, and with a radiant smile on her face. Her long black hair flowed freely down her back. The outfit was an after-work dress, covered in glittering beads. She looked stunning. An enticing smell of green chicken curry filled the small room. The lump in her stomach disappeared. Danka smiled and called up a simple round table and two chairs in wood-like material. 


“Thanks,” she said.


Jela shrugged, putting the saucepan on the table.


“If you can’t come home for supper,” she said, and lifted the lid off, revealing two pairs of chopsticks, “we can at least spend some time together.”


Danka’s stomach grumbled, and Jela laughed. 


“Let’s eat,” she said.


Danka sat down on the too-hard chairs. She was always planning to change them for something more comfortable but promptly forgot as soon as she wasn’t using them. Closer to the curry, the smell was impossible to resist. It tasted as good as it smelled. The spicy curry fired up her senses. The chicken was tender. Pistachio nuts and lemon grass lent a crunchy texture to the course. Jela had outdone herself again. She was a marvelous cook and enjoyed cooking from a wide range of cultures. 


“Tell me about it,” Jela said.


Danka sighed.


“It makes little sense,” she said. “Somebody has burned one of the temporary quarters to a crisp. Not just once, but three times. Nobody has been hurt, and the fire hasn’t spread. I understand how it was done, but not why. Why do something this elaborate, for no reason? The quarters were unoccupied and there wasn’t anything in them except standard furniture. Nobody was killed. Nothing was gained.”


She took some more curry. Even if she couldn’t solve the case, at least she had a splendid meal to drown the failure. Jela frowned and put down her chopsticks.


“Are you sure?”


Danka shrugged. 


“As sure as I can be.” 


“What if the arsonist gained something? Something non-tangible? Maybe it was a practice run.”


The chicken turned to dust in Danka’s mouth. The memory of the sweet, acrid smoke buried everything that was good. Her heartbeat increased, and her palms started sweating. She felt faint. A practice run. For once, let Jela be wrong. The space station wasn’t equipped to handle the catastrophe a determined arsonist could cause.



* * *


The narrow passageways leading to the crime investigation laboratory were brightly lit even at this hour. The shining white made Danka’s eyes hurt. It felt like a steel band was tightening around her head, giving her a pounding headache. The smell of detergent made her want to sneeze. She hoped the long walk to the laboratory would clear her head. It had been a long night, and she should go home to get some sleep, but Adanna, head of the crime scene investigation unit, had summoned her. She never did that unless she’d found something important. Sleep had to wait.


The interminable white walls ended in a gray steel door. The entire space station had bullet-proof walls, but the laboratory’s protection was even greater. According to Adanna, this was necessary for the experiments required to uncover the truth.


The door swooshed open as she approached. Adanna was expecting her. The air conditioning felt like a chilly breeze. It had to be set to maximum. Adanna stood in front of a hologram, frowning. Her skin was brown-grayish, instead of the usually vibrant color. It had been an all-nighter for her as well. Her black hair, short and curly, was speckled with steel gray strands. Danka hadn’t noticed it before. They were all getting older. Too old to work as hard as they did. But neither she nor Adanna could shrug off the responsibilities as easily as the younger generation seemed to.


Adanna turned, smiles wrinkling her face. Her white shirt and trousers had splashes of purple stains on the front.


“I’ve got something,” she said.


Danka hurried toward her, heart rate quickening. This was what she’d hoped for. A lead.


“I’ve been able to reproduce the fire repellent.”


“That’s great,” Danka said, and squinted at the hologram of a complex molecule. “Is it hard to make?”


“No, but some ingredients are rare. It’s basically a gel of superabsorbent polymer similar to fire retardant gels but includes other molecules, giving it other more complex characteristics.”


“It sounds complicated.”


“It is,” Adanna said, frowning at the molecule in front of them, “but easy to make once you know how. We’re looking for someone with specific knowledge, and a creative mind. This is an innovation, and I have heard no whispers about it. If a team was developing it, I’d have known.”


“Do you know how it was deployed?”


Adanna nodded.


“It’s ingenious, really. I won’t bore you with why it works like it does, but the gel spreads along any surface even if there is something leaning against it. When it’s been deployed, it covers the floor, walls, and ceilings, forming a layer across any ventilations. Nothing enters the room, not even oxygen. Therefore, the fire continues until it runs out of fuel.”


“But I was able to open the door.”


“Yes, but as soon as you closed it, the gel would seal the room again. We were lucky nobody lived in those quarters. They’d die.”


Danka shivered. This was diabolic. She didn’t like the thought of somebody aboard planning something this elaborate. It was fortunate they discovered it now. She’d a hunch that it would’ve been too late otherwise.


“I’ve sent you a list of the knowledge required, and personality quirks necessary to pull this off. It’s not as good as a profile, but should help narrow down
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