The swell of darkness engulfed her.  She soaked it in like a hot bath, warm and soothing even though it was cold and damp.  The Nightsister had trained for situations like this.  

She let out a slow breath and opened her eyes.  An apparition floated past seeking out those who had invaded its home.  It did not sense her.
Ashia could feel the power dripping from her fingers as she basked in the effulgence that the Rite of Exaltation provided her.  This is what she craved. This…power of the Elders. The power her husband wielded.
A smiled creased her visage as she slipped down the corridor on muted footsteps. Folding the shadows around her, she moved past the apparitions effortlessly as she sought the temple’s artifacts room that had been previously discovered.
She turned a corner and found the doorway leading to the center of the temple. Stepping gingerly over fallen soldiers, she entered a large room. 
More bodies littered the chamber floor as a few apparitions floated around a large dais in the center of the chamber that held several artifacts.  The one she needed would be there.  It would be the one controlling the apparitions, holding them hostage as guard dogs to the temple.
Wrapping the Force around herself like a snug blanket, she moved in.  The ghosts did not respond.  Ashia slipped past them and up on to the platform.

She found the artifact she needed and sat down in front of it. The Nightsister studied the item carefully, all the while keeping a carefully eye on the specters as they floated about the room. Once she dropped her shielding, they’d come for her.  She’d have to be quick.

The Keibatsu quieted her mind and took a deep breath.  Summoning the Force from the artifact in front of her and dipping deep into Nightsister magick, she dropped her shield and began the chant.

The ghostly apparitions rose up and started screaming.  Others echoed their disquiet from other parts of the temple.  

Ashia had also clicked on her body camera.  The chant echoed throughout the temple. It resonated from all the cameras still occupying the dead Warhost soldiders that had fallen in combat and reached out to all the specters and those that had been possessed.  Jax had amplified the system so that she would be able to use all the cameras as a loudspeaker of sorts.  

The Nightsister reached into the artifact and pulled on the Force sending it out over the whole temple.  Those that had been possessed by the spirits fell to their knees screaming in torment as the spirits moved out of their bodies.
Ashia’s chanting grew louder. The Force ripped through her body and moved out entering the ghosts and sending them into frenzy as they tried to resist her control.  She let the power from the Rite wash over and around her.  The efficacy of it tore into her as her voice rose louder.
The apparitions started to violently shake and shudder.  Their cries became louder, almost deafening as they started to implode one by one, leaving little clouds of ether in their wake. 

When all had been destroyed, the Nightsister ceased her chanting and slumped over. Exhaustion entered her mind and body as the Rite started to dissipate.
Large arms wrapped themselves around her and lifted her lithe form.  Cradling his queen in his arms, Lord Keibatsu exited the temple.
