Addiction

A discarded helmet. A gauntlet, its joints seized up with clotted blood, laying palm down on the frozen stone. A massive slab of inches thick ceramic and toughened metal, blackened the pitted with the trials of war, fallen by the wayside. His breastplate, she knew, though the paint had been stripped by near-misses, and a few hits, which left blackened, ruddy craters. It would take the armorer a week to get that piece into a functional state, she knew, but she stepped over it gingerly, her footsteps light on the stone floor.

The floor shook. The echoing sound of a sharp intake of breath surrounded her, and she realized it had come from her lips. Her brow furrowed, as the floor shook again, this time with a dull, aching residue of Force energies. They writhed through the slabs of stone, permeating the air with a metallic twang. She picked up her pace, her footsteps as quiet as speed allowed.

The roar took her off-guard, despite the care she took to shield herself from the excessive Force energy  surrounding her. It rolled up the corridor, echoing violently against the stone. She could almost see the wake ahead of the Force Scream, but she had little time to stop it. She dropped to a crouch, and wrapped her cloak around her, for what little protection it could provide.

The scream buffeted her, sending her sprawling to the ground, her head ringing with the violent rage of the attack. She cowered, holding her cloak against her with as much strength as she could muster. And just as quickly as the scream had come, it disappeared, continuing up the corridor with remarkable speed. Her head lolled for a moment. 

She rose a few moments later, breathing heavily, her scowl deepening. She gave up all semblance of stealth, and strode down the hallway, her heeled boots clipping against the stonework. Her anger had sparked into a blaze now. He had some explaining to do. The hallway curved to the left and ended just ahead, a door locked and a trio of individuals.

Two of them, wearing Expeditionary Force fatigues, lay slumped against the wall, their ears, noses and eyes bleeding. The third, dressed in simple robes, was the Consul, Xen'Mordin Vismorsus. She nodded her head to the leader of the Clan, and allowed her eyes to rest on the fallen troopers.

“Victims of your husband's rage, my dear,” Xen said, his eyes looking on the men. They appeared to be alive, at the least. Rayne looked up at Xen, her eyes burning with a fury borne not of insult or injustice, but of a defensiveness only a wife could have for her husband.

“My husband's rage has been a weapon for you to wield of years, Xen,” she spat, her words solid with frost, “You've allowed this to happen to him,”

“My dear,” Xen started, and backtracked slightly, as Rayne's glare intensified at the pejorative tone, “That is to say, your husband was never forced to do anything he wasn't already predisposed to doing. All we did was aim him in the right direction.”

The door shook on it's hinges, unleashing a plume of dust, which sifted down slowly through the air between the two Dark Jedi. Rayne's expression was as stony as the corridor around them, and Xen, hidden behind his everpresent mask, glowered at her.

“You need to get out of my way, Consul,” Rayne said quietly, her voice deathly calm, “I need to see to my husband.”

-

A thousand names. A thousand thousand names, written in tiny scratches and hash marks, decorated the stone walls of the chamber. The air smelled of dust, sweat and blood. A pile of discarded armor and clothing had been forgotten in the corner, a shrine to a week of warfare and close quarters combat.

A man sat in the center of the chamber, his massive form slumped over as if he'd simply collapsed in that spot. His shoulders quivered slightly, and with a series of breaths, Rayne realized what was happening. He was crying.

She ran to him immediately, kneeling in front of her husband, pulling his face to hers and holding him with very ounce of power in her being. He resisted, momentarily, before pressing against her, his sobs pouring out of him in long, silent waves. He shook with the excess emotion, racks with coughs and stilted breaths. She had weathered this storm before, and it would pass. It always did.

“So many...” he mumbled, finally, as his fit lessened. His words were slurred, cumbersome, as if his tongue were unfamiliar with speech. She cupped his face with her hands, lifting it so she could look him in the eyes.

“You are safe now,” she whispered, her thumbs trying to wipe some of the tears from his face, but only managing to smear the soot and grim across his cheek.

“I know,” he replied, closing his eyes, his brow crinkling with renewed sorrow, “But so many are not.”

“War is not a safe place, Brodo,” Rayne replied, her own eyes brimming with tears, “You are safe now, you are here with me. We are safe,”

Archangel opened his eyes, and attempted a smile.

“The rage is consuming me... I can't control it anymore”

Rayne pressed her forehead against his, and slipped her arms around his massive neck.

“We can fight it. We can win,”

“We cannot, dear. Go. Leave this place. Leave me to my turmoil. I will be the feral beast if they need me, but I will not drag you down with me.”

Rayne leaned back, aghast at his statement. She would never leave his side, not for all the gems on Coruscant. She looked into his sad, lonely eyes, searching for the strong and powerful Sith Warlord she knew, and loved. She pressed her lips against his forehead and sighed, a sad twinge hidden in the gesture.

“I will keep you from descending into chaos,” she said, and with a gently press of the Force, she pushed her presence into him, caressing his soul, coaxing it from the brink of terror and rage and propelling it to a place of calm. She held him close, her very soul infusing him with her love, her wisdom, her fortitude, her determination. She held him close, for as long as her body could stand it. She smiled, finally, feeling his shoulder release their tension, and slacken. She fell backwards, out cold.

-

“She can't do that again, Xen,” Archangel said, his wife dwarfed by the massive arms holding her against his chest. He'd gathered her up and stepped gingerly through the doorway, as only a very large person can. The Consul had been standing there, as he always did when the rage took hold and wouldn't relinquish him.

“She is a powerful being, Warlord,” Xen replied, his mask the perfect poker face, “She will calm your soul again, if need be.”

Archangel turned away from the Consul, starting to stride down the corridor, but stopping short. He turned his head slightly, looking over his shoulder to Xen.

“There will not be a next time. If I am lost again, you will kill me. Or Dante. Or Blade. I don't care who does it. Just make it clean. Make it easy on her. She deserves more than warding over a feral monster who resembles her husband.”

Xen nodded simply. Archangel strode away, his wife cradled in his arms.
