

    
        
          Static

        

        
        
          The Spirit Series, Volume 5

        

        
        
          Blake Rowan

        

        
          Published by Blake Rowan, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      STATIC

    

    
      First edition. July 28, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Blake Rowan.

    

    
    
      Written by Blake Rowan.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Static

Sign up for Blake Rowan's Mailing List

Further Reading: Heartwood

Also By Blake Rowan

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Static


[image: ]


The world was entirely too loud, too bright, and far too prone to sparking.

For Yasmin, the sensory assault of modern life wasn’t merely an annoyance, it was a constant, crackling physical weight. Where others heard the ambient hum of a city, Yasmin felt the subtle, prickling discharge of static electricity and electromagnetic interference originating from synthetic materials, power lines, mobile phone masts and even wi-fi routers. She suffered from a rare form of tactile and electrical synaesthesia, which translated every ambient charge into a sharp flash of unwelcome colour against her eyelids and a cold, needle-like prickle along her skin.

Her sanctuary had always been her craft. Inheriting a long, careful line of Persian textile traditions from her grandmother, Yasmin was a weaver who understood silk not just as a fabric, but as a language of tension, weight, and conductivity.

Over years of quiet hyperfocus, she had designed her own defence against a hyper-connected world. Her everyday garments were marvels of covert engineering: her clothes consisted not just of the raw fabric, they were intertwined with microscopic, hand-spun threads of pure silver and copper. To the naked eye, the metallic weave looked like nothing more than exquisite Zardozi embroidery... sweeping, geometric vine patterns tracing her cuffs, collar, and hem. In reality, her clothing formed a flexible, wearable Faraday cage. The metallic grid caught the chaotic electrostatic chatter of the world and safely bled it away down her legs, insulating her nervous system from the constant, invisible storm of human civilisation.

Yet even her custom garments could only soften the edges of a crowded city. She needed space. She needed air that hadn't been filtered through air conditioning units or saturated with radio waves.

Which was how she found herself three thousand metres above sea level, trudging up a narrow, scree-covered trail toward the High Ridge.

Yasmin had travelled to this remote, granite-ribbed mountain range in search of two things: absolute, pristine silence, and the rare, high-altitude lichens that clung to the sheer northern rock faces. When processed with old family recipes using pomegranate rinds and iron-rich spring water, these alpine lichens yielded a deep, luminous violet dye that no synthetic process could ever replicate.

Slung across her back was a heavy canvas pack. Inside, carefully wrapped in oiled leather, were two precious bolts of undyed, hand-woven silk that she had prepared in advance in case she needed to test anything. The fabric was so light and fluid it felt almost weightless, yet dense enough to hold a static charge like a capacitor.

As the sun began to dip behind the jagged western peaks, the temperature plummeted. The lower valley, with its sparse pine forests and distant herding hamlets, swallowed itself in blue shadows. Ahead of her lay the infamous notch in the mountain skyline: The Screaming Saddle. She had come too far, focussing so hard on getting to the altitude she needed, that she had not been paying attention to the time it had taken her.

It wasn’t as if she had not been forewarned. Down in the last mountain hamlet, the village elders had offered her tea, looked at her heavy pack, and flatly told her she’d be foolish to attempt the pass late in the afternoon.

"The wind in the Saddle isn't just weather," a woman with weathered, walnut-brown skin had told her, gripping Yasmin’s wrist with surprising strength. "It’s a violent, malicious thing. It doesn't blow, it strikes. It tears the packs from mules and drives men over the lip. If the storm catches you up there, there is no negotiating with it."

At the time, Yasmin had nodded politely, attributing the warning to local mountain folklore, the typical superstitious dread reserved for narrow cols where air pressure naturally compressed and accelerated. She had her insulated gear, her topographical maps, and her quiet, methodical determination.

Now, standing at the threshold of the Saddle, the air changed.

It didn't just grow colder; the barometric pressure dropped so fast that Yasmin felt a sharp, hollow ache expand inside her chest. The ambient noise of the mountainside slopes, the trickling meltwater, the crunch of gravel and rubble under her boots, was instantly erased by a low, sub-audible vibration that vibrated directly through the soles of her feet.

Against her skin, beneath her heavy outer coat, the fine silver and copper threads of her inner tunic began to hum. She could feel her skin responding to the build up around her

It wasn't a subtle prickle anymore. The air around the pass was rapidly ionising. Across her vision, bright violet and electric-blue sparks flashed like phantom lightning, her synaesthesia reacting to a massive, unnatural static charge building in the air around her.

A sudden, sharp gust of wind didn't sweep past her; it slammed into her chest like a solid slab of timber, forcing the breath from her lungs and knocking her back a step. The wind didn't whistle through the rocks, but shrieked with a targeted, chaotic fury that sounded eerily, terrifyingly intentional.

As the first heavy, needle-sharp flakes of a sudden high-altitude blizzard began to streak horizontally across the pass, erasing the trail both in front and behind her, Yasmin pulled her hood low and braced her boots against the granite.

The elders hadn't been exaggerating. Something lived in this pass, and it was rapidly closing in. Weather moved fast in the mountains, but this was changing as quickly as the sun disappearing behind a cloud.

The blizzard detonated around her. The world compressed into a blinding, horizontal vortex of ice and granite. The wind moved with a frantic, punishing velocity, but Yasmin was used to the mountains, and her immediate focus wasn't terror, it was processing the raw, unfiltered data flooding her nervous system.

To anyone else, the air would feel like freezing chaos, but to Yasmin it was a precise physical map. Her synaesthesia translated the ambient static into vivid, pulsing ribbons of cadmium red and pulsating violet that mapped the flows of the storm in real time.

Her neurodivergent brain had spent a lifetime observing patterns that others ignored. So she didn't try to explain away the unnatural pressure shifts or convince herself her mind was playing tricks on her. She simply accepted what her senses reported as absolute fact: This wind was not random.

It possessed an intent, an orientation, and a focal point that was tracking her.

Spotting a dark, jagged fissure in the sheer cliff face to her left, Yasmin moved with deliberate, careful mass. She pressed her side against the rock, sliding through a narrow throat of granite into the mountain’s interior.

Instantly, the blinding whiteout vanished.

She found herself in a reasonably spacious natural cavern. The cavern was solid, ancient granite, a deep, frost-wedged fracture in the mountain’s spine where the air smelled clean, cold, and dry. The cavern echoed with a deep, subterranean acoustic resonance. The floor was smooth enough to lie on if she needed to. It was a perfect, natural sanctuary... or it should have been.

Outside the narrow entrance, the storm didn't blow past the cave mouth. It stopped.

The screaming gale collapsed into a sudden, eerie silence, but the atmospheric pressure inside the cavern dropped so violently that Yasmin’s ears popped. The silver and copper threads of her inner clothing began to vibrate once more with a high-pitched, metallic hum that vibrated straight through her ribs.

Then, the storm entered the cave.

It didn't drift in as a breeze. It squeezed through the narrow entrance as a dense, hyper-concentrated vortex of cold air and intense electrostatic potential. The air in the cavern ionised instantly, smelling heavily of sharp ozone and flash-scorched stone.

Yasmin stood perfectly still in the centre of the cavern, watching. She didn't scream, and she didn't shrink away. Others might have explained it away as ball lightning, but she knew it wasn’t. The signature was not like natural static build up.

The atmospheric entity coiled and condensed across the dark floor. It was invisible in a traditional sense, yet completely tangible in its mass and charge. To Yasmin’s synaesthetic vision, the entity was a blinding, jagged lattice of electric-blue kinetic energy, thrashing with a furious, ancient impotence, a creature burdened by an unknown number of years of ungrounded voltage and sensory starvation.

The entity had clearly entered the cave to crush whatever fragile, soft intruder had dared enter its domain. But as it expanded toward her, it hesitated.

Its atmospheric field hit Yasmin... and met the precise, engineered grid of her Faraday clothing.

With a deafening, crackling crack, a massive arc of blue static discharged straight from the air into Yasmin's torso.

Any other human would have been thrown off their feet, their heart stopped by the voltage. But Yasmin’s custom silver-and-copper weave caught the strike instantly. The metallic grid absorbed the brunt of the kinetic energy, channelling the massive voltage down her legs and dispersing it harmlessly into the granite floor beneath her boots.

The cave fell dead silent, save for the faint, lingering smell of ozone.

The spirit was stunned. For the first time in its ancient, violent existence, a creature of flesh had not broken, had not died, and had not fled. The blast had drained the spirit's immediate, explosive rage, leaving its atmospheric form hovering in the dark air... fragile, diffuse, and utterly baffled.

Yasmin slowly unbuttoned her heavy outer coat, letting it drop to the stone floor. She looked straight into the centre of the swirling, air-pressure anomaly. She didn't fear it; she recognised its agony. She knew what it felt like to carry a sensory overload so intense that you wanted to tear the world apart just to make it stop.

"You're overflowing," Yasmin said softly into the quiet cavern, her voice steady and grounded. "It hurts, doesn't it?"

Reaching into her canvas pack, Yasmin pulled out a bolt of silk. She unrolled a long, luminous length of the soft fabric, holding it out between her hands like an offering... a weightless bridge between the physical world and the sky.

The entity surged forward in a sudden, defensive draft, intent on tangling itself in this strange, pale leaf the human held up.

When the unseen atmosphere struck the raw silk, the fabric didn't rip or blow away. It bloomed.

The static charge riding the outer edges of the spirit’s form caught the smooth, un-dyed fibres. The raw silk, rich in protein structure and held
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