
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Neon Necromancer

        

        
        
          HIMA CHER

        

        
          Published by HIMA CHER, 2026.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      THE NEON NECROMANCER

    

    
      First edition. February 8, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 HIMA CHER.

    

    
    
      Written by HIMA CHER.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1: The Silicon Pulse of the Departed
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[image: ]he rain in District 9 didn’t smell like water; it smelled like ozone and cheap copper. Elias sat in the shadow of a flickering “Re-Soul” billboard, his fingers twitching



against the cold hilt of his pulse-blade.  He wasn’t just a technician; he was a bridge between the living and the data- ghosts trapped in the city’s crumbling infrastructure.

The air hung heavy with the humidity of a thousand cooling fans humming in unison. Every breath Elias took felt like swallowing static, a reminder that the natural world had been paved over by layers of glowing glass. He checked his wrist- comm, watching the green lifeline of his client flatline into a jagged, rhythmic sequence of encrypted code.

Fear wasn’t a stranger to him, but tonight it felt heavier, like a physical weight pressing against his ribs. He knew the risks of unauthorized retrieval, especially when the soul in question belonged to a Corporate defector. If the Enforcers caught him, he wouldn’t just face prison; they would wipe his own consciousness into a blank slate.

He stepped into the alleyway, the neon purple light reflecting off the puddles like spilled ink. His heart hammered a frantic rhythm against his chest, a stark contrast to the cold, mechan-
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ical precision required for the job. He needed this payout to fix his sister’s failing cybernetics, but the cost of failure was starting to feel far too high.

A flicker of movement caught his eye, a shadow that moved faster than any human should. Elias froze, his hand tightening on the blade as a wave of anxiety washed over him, chilling his blood. This wasn’t a standard haunting or a simple data glitch; something was waiting for him in the darkness, something that hungered for the light.

He forced himself to move forward, his boots clicking softly on the wet metal grating. The silence of the alley was deceptive, masked by the distant roar of the mag-lev trains screaming overhead. Every shadow seemed to stretch toward him, whis- pering secrets of a digital afterlife that no living soul was ever meant to witness or understand.

“I know you’re there,” he whispered, his voice cracking with a mixture of bravado and raw terror. The code on his wrist-comm began to turn a violent, bleeding red, signaling a breach in the local mesh-net. He wasn’t just tracking a ghost anymore; he was being hunted by the very ghost he had come to save from the machine.

The shadow didn’t retreat; it coalesced, taking the shape of a jagged silhouette against the glowing advertisements above. Elias felt a cold sweat prickle his neck, the kind of primal dread that tech-augments could never truly suppress. He realized then that the “soul” he was sent to fetch was not a passive string of data, but a jagged, screaming consciousness.

His fingers danced over the interface on his forearm, des- perately trying to stabilize the containment field before the Enforcer drones picked up the surge. The anxiety was a physical knot in his stomach, twisting tighter with every second the
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extraction failed to initiate. He couldn’t afford a mistake; the flickering neon above seemed to mock his desperation with its steady, uncaring rhythm.

“Please, just cooperate,” he hissed into the comms, his voice trembling with a desperate longing for the simplicity of his old life. The ghost surged, sending a feedback loop through his neural link that tasted like burnt copper and old memories. He gasped, falling to one knee as a flash of the ghost’s final moments burned through his own mind.

The pain was a sharp, jagged needle behind his eyes, a reminder of the fragility of the human ego when faced with the infinite. He saw a laboratory, a betrayal, and a face he recognized from the evening news—the CEO of Synth-Corp himself. The joy of a potential massive payday vanished, replaced by the suffocating realization that he now carried a death sentence in his head.

He scrambled backward as the silhouette lunged, its edges blurring into pixels that tore through the physical reality of the damp alley. He barely rolled out of the way, his pulse- blade humming to life with a low, vibrating growl that vibrated through his bones. The weapon felt light and useless against a nightmare crafted from corrupted light and vengeful, digital sorrow.

Elias knew he had to bridge the gap manually, a move that risked total neural collapse if the ghost decided to fight back. He reached out, his hand shaking as he touched the cold, vibrating core of the entity, feeling a surge of pure, unadulterated grief. It wasn’t just data; it was a man who had lost everything to the very machines Elias serviced.

The connection snapped into place with a violent jolt, pulling Elias’s consciousness toward the edge of a digital abyss that
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threatened to swallow him. He fought the urge to scream, his lungs seizing as the transfer began to crawl at an agonizingly slow pace. He watched the progress bar on his HUD, each per- centage point feeling like an eternity in this neon-lit purgatory. Above, the distant wail of a siren cut through the rain, signal-

ing that his window of anonymity had finally slammed shut. He looked up at the towering skyscrapers, their lights blurring into a smear of uncaring gold and silver against the black sky. He was a small man in a very large machine, and the machine was finally starting to notice his presence.

The sirens grew louder, a mechanical howl that vibrated in the marrow of Elias’s bones and set his teeth on edge. He could see the red and blue strobes reflecting off the high-rise windows, casting long, rhythmic shadows that danced like predators. His heart felt like a trapped bird, frantic and heavy, as he watched the transfer hit a grueling forty percent.

He squeezed his eyes shut, trying to tune out the sensory overload of the city and focus on the tether. The ghost’s consciousness was a chaotic whirlpool of static, filled with the sharp, bitter tang of a life cut short by corporate greed. He felt the entity’s confusion, a swirling vortex of digital amnesia that threatened to pull his own mind into the vacuum.

A sudden flash of light illuminated the alley, accompanied by the high-pitched whine of a hovering surveillance drone’s repulsors. Elias held his breath, pressing his back against the damp, vibrating brick of a server housing unit, praying the shadows were deep enough. The drone paused, its searchlight sweeping the ground just inches from his boots, a cold eye looking for a glitch in the system.
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