He was dying.

One of the disadvantages of Sterling’s talent was that he knew what it felt like to be dead or dying.  Manipulating corpses, stealing energy from the dead and dying – He had sensed what they felt in their last moments.  From the tinge of panic as someone realized that death was slowly coming to the moment of acceptance and finally, the dead calm of passing, he had experienced it all vicariously through necromancy.   This wouldn’t have been a disadvantage if he wasn’t dying.   
He had factored in how it would affect his own death.  He believed understanding the process of death would make it easier to accept when it was his turn, but he was wrong.  

Black warmth welcomed his first awareness.  There was no other perception to this warmth even if it was familiar.  Death was beckoning.  It offered an emotionless, painless passing.  A familiar tinge of panic filled his body.   It began in the hollow of his throat.  His pulse throbbed there, desperate and quick.  The noise filled his ears, drowning out everything but his own heartbeat.  He felt his blood race through his body, pumping blood faster to each vital organ, even if it was useless.  His heart thumped harder in his chest.    Energy surged through him.  He had studied enough of dying to know it was merely a physiological response to the adrenalin now pumping through his body.   He also knew enough of dying to understand that in many cases, it was a useless response.  His body was telling him that he was dying.  His mind was telling him that he wanted to live.

The dichotomy was enough to make him open his eyes.  He could have kept them closed.  He could have given into the black warmth of dying, instead of stepping back into the cold chill of reality.  He gasped and coughed, tasting the iron of his own blood in his mouth.  A harsh, bitter aroma filled his nostrils.  There was no scent so familiar and alarming as ones own blood.  The scent stuck in his nostrils and dried there, crusting over as he breathed in deeper despite the confusion that greeted his eyes.
Shit.

The ship was still creaking.  It moaned and spat, then creaked again, making unhappy sounds like a child who’d fallen from a swing. 
Pick me up mommy and make it better!

Sterling closed his eyes again and breathed in the blood tinged vapor.  

The ship had long since buried itself into the soft earth of the nearest M type planetoid.  He opened his eyes once again.  Before him was a white silky mass against the deep blue of the seat in front of him.  Airbags had gone off.  He couldn’t remember that.  He had put the O^2 breather over his face just before he clamped his hand on the woman’s arm beside him and blacked out.  The mask was gone now.  It hardly mattered.  It wouldn’t save him if the planet was too hot, too cold, if he couldn’t find food or shelter; there were a million factors that would end his survival, most of them within his own mind and body.
He turned his head to look over at the body next to him.  He already sensed she was dead.  It had been a she when he put his hand over her arm.  Now that he looked over, she was gone.  Her arm was still there, resting safely under his hand. A large piece of metal debris had torn through the cabin and his neighbor.  When he turned his head a little more to the left, he could see where the debris had finally rested.  Somewhere beneath that, was the owner of the arm.  
He let go.  The arm flopped like a lifeless fish to the empty gashed space beside him.  He turned his body to follow, but was stopped by a sharp pain, the first pain he had felt since opening his eyes.  Something had him pinned to his seat.   He looked down, expecting to see his seatbelt, ripping through his clothes and perhaps his body.  He was already moving his hands to unbuckle it when he saw the shrapnel lodged in his middle.  

So that’s why I’m dying…

Does a necromancer die the same as everyone else? The voice in his mind seemed amused at the irony of the question.   It was strange indeed to know precisely what stage of death he was at and know his response was the same as everyone else’s.

He wanted to live, just like everyone else at this stage.  There was so little hope. Looking at his wound he could tell exactly what his body was going through.  He would bleed to death.   Internally or externally hardly mattered, in the end, he’d be just as dead.

He couldn’t afford to panic.  His mind produced a hundred scenarios.  Each one began with him pulling out the shrapnel and most of them ended with him dying.  He pushed the later scenarios from his mind.  He was going to live.  He knew it was a promise that some of the dying made themselves.  He knew most times, they could not keep that promise.   
Once he pulled out the metal, he would have only minutes before he lost too much blood to function.  Then he would pass out and die.

He looked around again.  There were enough of the dead and dying here to suck sufficient energy from them to heal himself, regenerate, if he could focus.  He needed to decide who had the most energy.  He would go to them first.  He couldn’t force his talent to reach out into the cabin; he hadn’t the capacity at the moment.  His body was saving its energy for survival.   The one talent that could help him live his body did not want to spare the energy for.  That was irony.
His eye caught movement.  His head turned and he watched as someone pulled themselves along the aisle, clawing and crawling as best they could with missing legs.
Her hands were still beautiful and petite.  He could still see the manicure on them as she grabbed a hold of the floor and pulled herself a little further along.  Twenty-something, he guessed.  The luster of her blonde hair still shone brightly through the red stains that threatened to blot it out.  Her determination and will to live struck him hard.  He had seen it before.  He had even felt it before.  Why was it so striking now?

Her face was too covered in blood for him to tell much of anything else.  She was dying.  He could sense it and he could see it.  She was wasting her energy.  
She was wasting her energy and he needed it.

His decision made, he started to pull the shrapnel from his middle.

