The wave crashed upon her like a tidal wave.  Exploding against her skin and washing over her before building to a crescendo and slamming into her once again. A rancorous smile spread across her full lips as power dripped from her.  She seethed with the energy from the Rite as it crackled and danced along her skin.  She had never felt power like this before. 

The Force crackled along her skin as she let out a cry and jumped into the frenzy of battle.  Tearing into any and all that had the misfortune to cross her visage. She reached out with the Force ripping one after another asunder until nothing but puddles of blood and carnage covered the area. Yet she kept going. 
-----------------------------------

She tried to open her eyes but she couldn’t see; couldn’t tell up from down; couldn’t make sense out of anything.

‘You’ve got blood in your eyes.’

The voice... Like a distant memory of something familiar. She couldn’t…

Ashia pushed through the haze and tried to focus.  The world was slow to align, but her other senses weren’t as gradual. 

The miasma hit her hard, knocking her back like a punch to the throat. She wiped her hand across her eyes removing…what?
Blood and gore hung from her like seaweed. She coughed and sputtered for a moment before the smell was too much. She retched violently falling to her knees.
She looked around and found no one…alive. 

Her mind raced trying to remember. 
‘Disconnected but not alone.’ That voice again.  So familiar…

Then it came flooding back to her.  The Rite, the battle, everything. 

The Keibatsu collapsed in a heap among the carnage and shook. A cold sweat covered her from head to toe as she sat with her arms wrapped around her legs…rocking.
-----------------------------------

Ashia stood before him again. Another battle, another call to glory, for honor, but whose? To what end?
Did it matter?

The words rang out and she felt the air around her start to crackle again.  The wave of power slowly caressing her skin like a lost lover.  Warmth folded in upon her as the Rite took hold and the power filled her. 
-------------------------------
This time was different. This time she didn’t loose herself completely. She held on, rode the wave and didn’t crash with it.

Not until well after the battle was fought and won.  Not until she was safely aboard the Spear.

Ashia sat huddled in on herself once again.  Water from the shower cascaded down over her in rivulets. Her long hair stuck to her, swaddling her in an auburn cocoon.  Her arms wrapped around her legs as she sat rocking once again.
‘Endless thoughts of what is wrong arrive at no conclusion’
The voice rang thorough her head. She screamed a silent scream. A wave of her hand and music started streaming through speakers somewhere above her.

‘When does enough become enough?’
She screamed out loud, the background noise of the music matching her. She felt disconnected from the world, from everything. Lost even to herself.
-----------------------------------------

She saw him watching her. Watching as the power took hold of her. She shook it off and turned to him, meeting his dark eyes.  A silent thought passed between them, she nodded to her husband before turning back to the task at hand.

She watched as he dropped out of the ship, like he had a million times before. Manji and Shikyo followed suit. She turned to look behind her for a moment.
 ‘Cry havoc, little sister.’
She thought she saw…
She allowed the shudder to pass through her as she took a deep breath and followed her family out of the Spear.  Succumbing to the power once again; letting it have her.
-----------------------------------------

Ashia sat in a tree watching the sunset. She tried to quiet her mind; quiet the voice that was now haunting her.
Two Veekas flew into the tree and settled near her. One hopped up on her arm and nuzzled her check affectionately before moving to a branch to preen its feathers.
A shudder ran through her body and she wrapped her arms around herself though the air was warm. 
‘Broken bruised forgotten sore’ The voice of her brother-in-law, Shinichi echoed in her mind again. 

“I want more.” She said out loud.  The birds looked up at her momentarily before going back to their roosting. 

‘Why are you here, little sister?’
She had made the choice to go away.  To try to get a handle on what she’d become. Nothing matter now. Her loyalties lay with the family. With Muz’s own quest. The destruction of Antei was only the beginning. There would be more. More anger, more rage. More…death.

She knew she’d be in the middle of it too and with it more power. She would drink from the fountain again. Decay and destruction.

Ashia’s comlink chirped, the sudden noise unsettling the birds again. Muz was calling her back to Tarthos. He was reassembling the Nighthawks to track down and destroy the last of the One Sith.  

She closed her comlink and let out a deep sigh as shell looked to the horizon. Then the words fell from her lips quietly but the lump in her throat remained.
“You swore things wouldn’t change, that we’d make it through, that we’d never fall apart but…where the frell are you?”

