
  
    [image: Touches Electricity]
  


  
    
      TOUCHES ELECTRICITY

    

    
      
        SEAN MONAGHAN

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Triple V Publishing]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ALSO BY SEAN MONAGHAN

          

        

      

    

    
      SHORT STANDALONE SCIENCE FICTION

      The Molenstraat Music Festival

      Barrens

      Aelonee

      Little Voices

      Designated Driver

      Cami, Metta and The Cube

      Dangerous Machines

      Fubrelli’s Ghost

      Lydia’s Mollusk

      Load Bearing Member

      A Cultural Exchange

      Life Span

      The Film Adjuster

      Problem Landing

      The Chule

      Sail Man

      

      Visit seanmonaghan.com for more.

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2018/2025 Sean Monaghan

      All rights reserved.

      Published by Triple V Publishing

      

      Cover art by © Silvae1 | Dreamstime.com

      

      Paperback isbn: 9798277256206

      

      Discover other titles by this author at:

      www.seanmonaghan.com

      

      This is a work of fiction. All characters, places and incidents described in this publication are used fictitiously, or are entirely fictional.

      

      No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, except for fair use by reviewers or with written permission from the publisher. www.triplevpublishing.com

      

      Originally published in The Colored Lens, Autumn 2013

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

    

    
      
        Afterword

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Other Books By Sean Monaghan

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      The kitchen lights flickered as sixteen-year-old Damian used a knife in an attempt to retrieve jammed wholegrain toast from the stainless steel toaster.

      He saw sparks. Felt a tingle. Maybe more than a tingle. Maybe closer to a jolt.

      Damian couldn’t quite be sure, because he heard Carina’s strong voice. As if she stood right there in the kitchen with him.

      “Is someone there?” she said.

      He looked around.

      No one.

      Damian’s parents had remodeled He wasn’t used to the new sounds yet. The tall, silvery double-doored refrigerator made a different kind of hum. The separate underfloor water heater had another sound.

      The builders took weeks to push the back wall out into the yard. The kitchen’s size doubled. Now it boasted an island, a breakfast bar, a television over the benchtop. Who did that? It wasn’t even as if either of his parents cooked that much.

      “Carina?” Damian said. He could picture her face. Pretty, slightly too-big nose, slightly crooked teeth. Hazel eyes and dark bangs.

      Out in the yard a starling twittered. Damian looked through the French doors and across the wooden deck. It seemed as if every sound caught his attention.

      The bird bounced. It pecked at a worm or insect in the over-manicured grass. The wind threw a few more autumn leaves from the shedding plum tree.

      Damian’s toast stayed in the toaster. The knife too. It crackled. The toasting handle stayed down. Twin tendrils of smoke rose from a corner of the toaster, curling as if trying to mimic DNA.

      The other appliances stood mute. Coffee maker, blender, George Foreman Grill. Neatly arrayed.

      Footsteps. For a second Damian thought it was another hallucination, like hearing Carina’s voice. As if he’d fallen into one of those half-fantasy worlds.

      “Too many movies,” he whispered to himself.

      “Damian!” his mother said from behind. Sharp-voiced. Annoyed. Fresh back from tennis. Smelling as if she’d spent a week cracking rocks at Penn State.

      “Mom.” Damian turned.

      She came through one of the kitchen’s side doors.

      “What are you doing?” she shouted. She ran to the bench. Flicked off the toaster’s switch. Yanked the plug from the socket. The smoke faded.

      Turning, plug still in her hand, she stared at him. She wore new white canvas shoes, a short pleated skirt and lemon-yellow polo shirt. The outfit didn’t suit her. Especially with all that make-up.

      “Are you trying to burn the place to the ground?” she said.

      “I–”

      “You know we just got done fixing the house up.” She lifted her hands in wonder. Stared at the plug as if surprised she still held it. She let it go and it clunked against the bench cupboards.

      “Yeah, I know.” Damian’s fingers still sizzled.

      “Really? Because you’re not acting like it. Three-year-olds stick knives in toasters. Not adults.”

      Damian sighed. Now she was going to lecture him about showing some adult responsibility.

      Turning, his mother grabbed the knife from the neutralized toaster. The blade had a tiny divot halfway along. Scorch marks stretched across the face.

      “I thought I heard someone,” he said. Carina’s voice had been clear. As if she’d been standing in the room with him.

      “This is from a set,” his mother said, staring at the knife. “Eighty-nine dollars. Should I take that from your allowance?”

      Damian knew he could pick up a new knife at a thrift store for thirty cents. If that. Maybe not matching exactly, but near enough. He smiled to himself, thinking he should go get one and use that as his special toast-retrieval tool.

      “Something funny?”

      “No Mom. I’m sorry. I just...”

      “Didn’t think?” His mother put the knife on the bench. She wiped her forehead with her wrist. “I need a shower. We can... talk about this when I’ve cooled down.” She walked to the door that led to the back stairs. With a flick of her head she gave him a half-smile. “In more ways than one.”

      She vanished. He heard her quietly padding up the stairs.

      Damian smiled himself. Maybe he was off the hook. At least a little.
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      “You’re hearing voices now?” Ken said. He opened his eyes wide and wriggled his fingers up by his head. Made a cooing, ghostly sound.

      They’d ditched track and come up back of the school. Pushing through the scraggy old brush of regrowth elms and oaks with low bracken and blackberry the pair made their way toward the old station. Before Ohio Coal and Gas had built the new ultra-megawatt plant south of Logan, all of Stonewall’s power had come from here.

      Leaves crunched underfoot. Ahead, a blackbird flew from the ground, startled. Tracking the bird’s trajectory, Damian saw a ratty nest. Too late in the year for laying eggs, he thought.

      “I should never have told you,” Damian said. That moment with the toaster seemed stark. His mother not even knowing what he’d heard.

      “Ow,” Ken said. “This blackberry grows faster than my dad’s beard.”

      Damian gave him a half-laugh. It wasn’t that funny.

      Soon they reached the wire fence. Its faded signs warned Danger. Keep Out.

      Damian had been a kid when the station closed. Or been abandoned. It surprised him how quickly it decayed. He wanted the tall concrete pillars and missing windows to remind him of Greek ruins, but it felt more like those pictures of Detroit.

      The wire fencing rattled as Ken lifted and scuttled through. Damian followed. Small lakes lay flat and broad in the cracked parking lot.

      “Whose voices?” Ken said. He slid down the small bank to the bitumen edge.

      Damian continued along a ways. Some rocks formed an almost-stairway. “Carina.” He stepped quickly down to the to Ken.

      “Ha. I knew it. You’ve so got a–”

      “Go on. Say it. Give me chance to remind you about Petra.” Back in May, lovesick Ken had tried everything to get Petra’s attention. She’d returned home to Finland before anything happened. Damian wasn’t convinced that she’d even known Ken existed.

      “All right,” Ken said. “Subject closed.”

      “Thank you.”

      “Come on,” Ken said. “Fifteen minutes exploring, then we have to get back.”

      Damian followed. Too old to go exploring now, he thought. A couple of years ago coming here and pushing through dark spaces, around the decommissioned generators and boilers, into underground tunnels had been fun. Now it felt more kidsy.

      “Carina wasn’t in school today,” Ken said as they came to the building’s entrance.

      “So?” So much for closing the subject.

      “Thought you would have noticed.” With a twist on the door, Ken pushed through. The door creaked.

      “We should get back,” Damian said. He looked over the expanse of the parking lot. Even from here he could hear Coach Jackson shouting at the slow kids.

      “You coming?” Ken’s voice echoed.

      Damian turned to the door. The vague scent of rot drifted at him. Water lay in pools inside. Leaves gathered and caught. Rats made nests. The place should have been pulled down.

      As soon as Damian stepped through he knew something was different. Some kind of tension in the air.

      He couldn’t see Ken.

      This part of the building admitted plenty of light. A wide foyer with a delaminating reception desk. Glue spots on the wall in the shape of letters. Ohio Coal And Gas. The letters themselves long-since fallen.

      “Ken,” Damian called.

      A hallway led through administrative offices and into the plant proper. Damian found Ken out on the floor.

      Six generators loomed, like ancient pyramids. Conical, though, and stepped. Rust crept down their steely sides. Missing skylights admitted beams. The contrast between light and dark like an Ansel Adams photograph.

      “Let’s get back,” Damian said.

      “We should pull one of these apart,” Ken said. “See what’s inside.”

      “Yeah.” Not even worth hauling away for scrap.

      Ken rapped his knuckles against the generator’s side. It gave off a dull, deep, metallic echo. Damian traipsed across. His own footfalls echoed around the space.

      “I guess we’re kind of growing out of this, huh?” Ken said.

      “Yeah.” Damian felt surprised. Ken seemed less mature. The comment was leftfield.

      “Not kids anymore.” Ken put both hands on the generator. Leaned right into it. Listened.

      “Yeah.” Damian moved closer.

      “It’s humming.”

      “Really?” Damian looked at the water around their feet. Perhaps a quarter inch deep. “Maybe you shouldn’t touch it.”

      “I’m kidding.” Ken looked at him, grinning. He rolled his eyes. Thumped the generator with the side of his fist. Boom. “Nothing.”

      Damian stared. Ken laughed.

      There was something there, though. Damian stood within reach. He lifted his hand a fraction.

      Ken saw the movement. Darted out. Grabbed Damian’s hand.

      “Stop,” Damian said.

      Ken shoved Damian’s hand against the generator’s metal face.

      “Bzzzt!” Ken said.

      “Who is that?” Carina said. “Who’s there?”

      “Carina?” Damian said.

      “Hooo, boy,” Ken said. “You’re a wreck.” He let go and stepped away, laughing.

      Damian’s hand fell. He reached again. Touched the generator.

      Nothing. No tingle. No voices.

      “Come on,” Ken said. “Let’s get out of here. I’m bored.”
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