CHAPTER 36.0
A few long hours later, Angelleia emerged from her bedroom and found the quaint house in a better state. The furniture coverings were all removed and everything smelled cleaned. The environmental recyclers were working properly now, and the place was noticeably warmer. And it occurred to her that the place suddenly seemed much fuller with items; a few things here and there that did not belong in the house, and were not there hours ago, now occupied spaces.
During her meditations and her thinking, Angelleia had felt several disturbances in the Force nearby but did not chance to find out what they were. Juna was hard to detect during that time, and sometimes it just seemed as if she wasn’t in the house. As far as Angelleia could tell she was dealing with one of those dark side ghosts that she had confronted on Alderaan.

Juna came from one of the other rooms Angelleia had not explored with a hard weapon’s case occupying her hands. The case, gray and sleek with a power inlet terminal on the outside, was such that it could not be anything else. She smiled at Angelleia and said, “Oh good, you’re up and around. How do you feel? Do your clothes fit?”

“Yes, thank you,” said Angelleia, looking down on herself. She fiddled with her utility belt. Of course the prudent question would have been for her to ask where Juna went to get the clothes. Instead she said, “But I think I lost my Life.”

Juna craned her head and noted, “Your lightsaber, of course. I don’t know what had happened to it. I know Rose would have brought it back with you to me.” She gestured towards the seats. “Please, let’s sit and talk. This is a bit of handful I have here.”
The two females found their chairs and sat. Juna took the rocking chair and placed the weapons case down. Angelleia took the love chair across the way. Both were positioned in front of the fire place, and the heat from the fire was just as intense as both felt. Each had their own reasons to feel such tension.

“So,” began Juna as she rocked in her chair, “are you not going to ask me how I knew you were trouble on Zonloki?”

Angelleia smirked, which caused Juna to blush a little. The blushing made Angelleia frown a little. She asked, “Well, that’s one question I should ask. How did you know?”

Juna just folded her hands in front of her and said plainly, “The same way I know you were in my room a few hours ago.”

Pausing for a moment, Angelleia thought of a lie to tell. Juna just waved her hand and said, “It doesn’t matter why you were in there, looking for me. That’s unimportant now in the conversation, and I don’t want you to lie to me either. So let’s pretend things are what they are.”
Juna gestured towards the wall behind her and the wall retracted, and a locked cabinet appeared. Angelleia felt the complicated locking mechanisms, many of them, unlock simultaneously upon her casual gesture. Juna knew those combinations by heart the first time Enothchild had accessed the weapons cache, and knew Angelleia would remember them as well. But this was not a test of memory; it was a pure demonstration of Juna’s point; the answer Angelleia already knew.
“The Force,” said Angelleia with little wonder. She had measured the weapons and the distance between herself and the wall. She determined she would not have made it.

Juna got up and went to the weapons. She pulled off a bowcaster and clearly, since the power had been off at the house for around twenty-five years, the power pack was useless. Without further tangents, Juna simply said, “I saw you in my meditations, in pain and suffering. I had to act quickly as possible, but I was on Naboo at the time and felt by the time I got to Zonloki it would be too late. I had my ward, Rose Faith, come from Coruscant to try and save you. Thankfully, she got there in plenty of time.”
Juna put the bowcaster back on the wall and returned to her seat. She said to Angelleia, “It was clearly a Sith ploy, to use you to get to me.”

Curious about such a claim, Angelleia leaned in and asked, “Why?”

“Well, its how you look at it, either the whole or the sum of the parts,” said Juna. “Lately, I have been getting too close to the Sith’s affairs. Since the invasion of Naboo by the Trade Federation I have been keeping my eyes open for any irregularities, for the Sith are not going to be content with just what they had done. The irregularities began to show up in the last four years worth of election cycles.” She wondered if she was losing Angelleia a little, and so she said, “I better explain some of the background here, but first I must ask what do you know about me?”

Angelleia shrugged her shoulders and said, “Little really. Father talked about how charitable and kind you were, and that you and him had adventured a few times, and that was why I was named after you. You’re rich and powerful. You were royalty once.”
Juna smiled a little and said, “Once a Royal, always a Royal, Angelleia.”
“Some folks don’t like you so much,” continued Angelleia. “I remember….someone wondering why you were not at Naboo during the occupation.” She shook her head. “I think….no, I know my Father wanted to go to Naboo during the occupation but Master Plo Koon had told him no many times.”
Nodding, Juna said, “Oh yes, Master Plo Koon. There’s a man you could emulate, Angelleia. Fierce fighter, savvy general, and a good Jedi to have in any situation.” Sighing, she continued, “Just has I saw your future and went to your aide, I too saw the invasion coming and left. I…warned everyone I could about the coming invasion but some just did not listen. Some called the act cowardice.” Her brown eyes looked deep into Angelleia’s brown eyes. “What say you, learning Padawan?”

Angelleia did not hesitate. “Master Zesha always told me that fighting cannot be the only option. Besides that, from what I know, the Trade Federation brought a lot of fire power in the initial assault; so much so the queen had to surrender.” She shrugged her shoulders. “If Naboo’s leader could not win that fight, and she surrendered, and that is called wise, then how is it then you are the coward?”
“I did some things in my past as Queen that were the exact opposite of what Queen Amidala had done initially,” said Juna. “Some people expected me to rush right in and rescue everyone, or single handedly fight the Trade Federation right from the start. Others have feared my growing influence in politics again and just take every opportunity given to them to spin it against me. I run away, they say I’m a coward. I offer to rebuild Naboo, they call it profiteering. I help create a political party, they call it a coup.” She shook her head. “I can lose from winning sometimes. I try and not let it get to me though.”
“You are not the queen,” said Angelleia firmly. “And you were not in the military. And you are not a Jedi for that matter, even if you do use the Force it’s not your responsibility for what had happened.”

“I wish people had your kind of understanding.”

“As you said, those that hate you will not. Self-interests guide their thoughts. That is the nature of politics, or the gathering of power, itself.”

Juna nodded and smiled. She then continued. “Anyways, many did know of my past exploits, most of them with Enothchild Sarch.” She could tell Angelleia’s interest picked up. “He saved me a lot of times, and he was my mentor. And I dare say he was also my Jedi Master.” She nodded again as Angelleia showed genuine surprise. “I was…tortured by the fallen Jedi Jurivicious Pern on Vhanba….and Enothchild had to rebuild my will. The only way to do it was to show me the ways of the Force. It did get him in trouble but the Council never held it against him for very long. I could go on and on, but that gets away from what I was trying to explain before.

“Anyways, before Enothchild had died a computer program my Mother had created to slice into Rapier products was used to turn off much of the Republic-.”

“The Shut Down,” said Angelleia, interrupting.

“That’s what they called it. It works given what had happened.” Juna crossed her arms in front of her chest. “Anyways, flash forward to the last four years. I began to notice some close results in certain elections that did not make any sense. It was similar to the outcome of the Royal Nubian elections four years ago, prior to the invasion. The Thorn Party protested the results but we gave up after the occupation in order to heal Naboo.” 
Juna shook her head and continued, “But I kept my eyes open. Sure enough an election for Ithor’s senate seat ended up being a lot closer than expected with the lesser known challenger winning the seat. On the surface it looked like a genuine upset. Upon further review from some valuable resources, I discovered my Mother’s slicer code in the voting program. Borrowing the program I ran a simulation and the results were so off it was patently horrendous. What made it even more unnerving was that the machine was not a Rapier product, and I had personally removed such a code from Rapier products. And when a few more systems turned up with surprising election results, I kept looking.

“The program code is called Sherwood, and to date my investigations had turned up over four hundred and eighty known instances of Sherwood well hidden in different program files and in all sorts of different machines and networks. Same protocol language and mathematics, the results of the elections would favor whoever put the Sherwood in the machines.”
“Oh my,” said a worried Angelleia, very curious now. “Do…do you think the Sith have something to do with it?”

Sighing, Juna said, “I do know they have something to do with it. Did you hear about the hostage situation on Breslin?” Angelleia only heard so much about it so she shook her head. “My employees on Geintaude were kidnapped by armed thugs; I saw it happened but I was too late in stopping it. But with the Force I was able to locate them on Breslin, and I freed them.” She nodded as Angelleia got wide eyed and believed her. “But I felt someone was watching me the whole time. I left without investigating because of the people; I had to take care of them. Upon further review of the situation, I know now that was the Sith both testing me and warning me. They tested my strength and skill because they missed me years ago on Naboo, and it was a warning to me to back off. I refused and kept pressing.
“Recently one of my sources was jumped by a mystery man, but she was able to fight him off. His friends had been tailing her to an election office, one she was investigating for, and yes she found, a Sherwood code in the program matrix. Clearly they were sending a message once more. Again, I refused.

Juna stopped and composed herself because she was nearly going to start tearing up. She said, “The Sith know about my relationship with Enothchild. They knew if…” Juna looked at Angelleia in a way that made the young Vhinphyc concerned. “The Sith knew if they got to Enothchild’s daughter, they could hurt me.”

Angelleia turned her head in confusion. As the silent seconds ticked passed, it dawned on her that Juna was only looking at her the way she did for one reason. She half smiled and said, “Oh no, I-I’m not Enothchild Sarch’s daughter. I can’t be!”

When Juna said nothing right away Angelleia stood up and denounced the fact. “I was found on a wrecked vessel in the Annoat System. My father found me there, and he adopted me. I….” She could see Juna mournfully looking at her. “I…I have a condition, a bizarre metabolic condition that’s aging me progressively like a Human. No one has ever explained it….I mean, he cannot be my father, he was without a mate!”
“Angelleia,” began Juna, pleading slightly, “why do you think you were lured into a trap, and why do you think I saw it happen beforehand?”

This put Angelleia right against an imagery wall. She could had said Juna was the one who had set the trap, and therefore that was how she could see it happen beforehand. Yet she could not get her lips to say those words. Juna’s words were…Angelleia was not sure what they were. It was the truth, but….

Trust, do not.

Upon her inhales and mixed thoughts, Angelleia said, “I don’t know.”

“Because I swore to your father Enothchild that I would never let anything happen to you,” said Juna to the point. “In fact, Angelleia….” Pain etched across her face and she took a moment to collect herself again. With an exhale, she said, “In fact he sacrificed himself in order to save your life, and mine. I owe him for that, for all the times he saved me and for that last time that took his life.”

Angelleia shook her head, only because she could barely accept it, not because it was not true. If this was some elaborate lie Juna was weaving, some trick, Angelleia could not see for what purpose. All she could say was, “But that cannot be true. It just cannot be.”

Juna looked at Angelleia with sympathy and said, “After believing a lie for so long the truth is hard to accept. I was the same way once. It took much to convince me otherwise because I was too stubborn to know the truth.” She reached down and picked up the weapons case. She opened it, and she could not help to smile as she looked down in it. “Hopefully such stubbornness does not run in the family.”

Angelleia was not sure what Juna had meant by it. Juna just kept the joke private for now and turned the case around to present it to the young girl. Angelleia leaned in to look over the two lightsabers that were in it. The lightsaber on the top was a gigantic version of a standard lightsaber design, but purposely longer; going outside the perimeters of the standard length proportion. The bottom lightsaber was very customized, with a krayt dragon head for an emitter; definitely something a Jedi would never design, such a vain, terror-inducing design.
“Please,” said Juna, “take the top one. It was Enothchild’s lightsaber. Jabberwocky is its name, and it deserves to be in the hands of a Vhinphyc, and the hands of his daughter.”

Angelleia was struck so dumb it hurt. On one hand, if any of what Juna said was true, she was about to touch the weapon of her greatest idol, of the very Jedi she had hoped to inspire to. On the other hand, if again it was true, then she was taking into possession the weapon of her real father, which for now was unheard of and unbelievable and yet, yet, Juna made it sound so true. But on her foot – since she did not have a third hand – her possible incarcerator was giving her the very means to set her free. It was obvious the bottom lightsaber was Juna’s. If she called upon Enothchild’s very large weapon, and in one motion, she could strike Juna down and escape. If she believed her life was in danger, if she feared that Juna was the Sith, then she would do it.

Trust, do not.

However, there was just something about the weapon dubbed Jabberwocky that mesmerized Angelleia. In her mind, somehow, she was meant to take it. She knew the lightsaber was hers, and it was for her. She knew it would have a white light for an energy blade. She knew, just knew, she could handle it in her small hands, and that she would grow into it.
Trust, do not….

Trust, do…..

Trust……

That warning voice in her head seemed to fade from her mind as Angelleia contemplated that significance of the weapon being presented to her. There were quiet murmurs in her mind, drowning out the wizened voice of reason. She blinked and looked at Juna and asked, “Do you….” She didn’t go on because at first she thought Juna was playing mind tricks with her.

Juna squinted her eyes a bit and asked “Do you what?”
“Do you hear that?” asked Angelleia. It occurred to her that she heard such murmuring before, in her past, during various times, but she never pursued them. Such murmurs had come from book cases, data cards, other various objects, and yes from those shadows she called Friends she both feared and desired to know more about. She gambled a guess. “Is it the lightsaber??? Is that possible????”

“In the Force, nothing is impossible,” said Juna strongly, pointedly. “Often it is the Jedi that creates the weapon. This time, the weapon creates the Jedi.” She said stoically, with command, “Take the weapon, and it will show you what you want to know.”

At first, Angelleia reached out and stopped. All other ideas gone from her head, she reached with both hands and snatched the weapon from the case. Just as she sat back, Angelleia suddenly was deluged with incredible insight and a great amount of detail. It felt like it was penetrating her skin! Running through her veins! Convulsing her muscles!

She asked shockingly, “What is happening to me!”

“Your destiny,” said Juna before her voice and her face and the environment around Angelleia seemed to phase out.

In place, a million images from one long lifetime filled Angelleia’s young mind. The time he had finished creating the lightsaber….the choice of the clear crystal….saying goodbye to Anka Dee Sura…..training under Nadja Moranna…..getting humiliated by Nadja…..chatting with Master Yoda…..chatting more with Nue Cadabel….fighting off Hutt minions……freeing Twi’lek slaves…..pulling a prank on Nadja…..marrying Nadja……he and Nadja fighting along side each other…….he training Ros Ofcheck…….his friendship with Jurivicious Pern……the Headbangers……Nadja making him read her written book…..holding Nadja in his arms when she died…….wandering the Alderaanian wilderness…..going to Vhanba…..saving a little girl there…..having to kill a misdirected Magus Parable…..fighting Pern…..fighting Magus Prophet…..fighting Prophet more than once…..meeting Dizzy Arnes…..arguing with Muriel Thahada….confronting Naressa Rapier with what he knew about her…..searching for Vhinech…..battling the Jedi Master Qualeggoes….fighting and fighting and fighting……begging some dark creature to spare her……begging some dark side creature to spare her…….begging some dark side creature to spare her……
The torrent stopped, and Angelleia was just breathless. Juna once again had her finger on her forehead. As Angelleia looked at Juna, at first she saw the little girl Enothchild had saved from Vhanba, and then the woman named Naressa, and finally the Juna she had thought she knew so well. And then, as she breathed again, she realized what Juna had told her was the truth, because by the weapon she held in her hands she knew it was true.
She tried not to cry.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 36.1

Juna tempered her own memories as she could see the turmoil that graced across her Gessa’s beautiful face. All those times when her asilamorphic abilities had overwhelmed her; all those times she had no control over them, over what she saw; the time Jurivicious Pern forced his presence through her natural ability to touch things and through the Force read them. This had to be done in order for Angelleia to accept the truth.
Juna had stopped it when she felt that point that validated everything she had said had been reached. Interestingly enough, it took more of herself than she had first thought, so some things slipped by that she didn’t want Angelleia to know; at least not yet. At that moment, knowing her idol was more than that was a crushing weight that held Angelleia’s strong body down. Juna felt the same way when she was told she was evil.
“Easy,” urged Juna calmly, quietly. Angelleia did not do anything, but it got her to really look at Juna for the first time in a good long minute. “It’s not everyday one relives over seventy years of history in one second of their natural life.”

“W-What happened?” whimpered Angelleia, trembling, honestly frightened. “What just h-happened?”

“Shhhhh, it’s going to be okay,” assured Juna. She squatted down in front of Angelleia and caressed her head and face. “First time is always terrible, especially when you don’t realize what is going on.”

“What first time?” asked Angelleia, still with a death hold on the lightsaber.

Juna wiped the tear from her face and looked her in the eyes. “Like me, you are what the ancient Jedi texts would consider an assimilating metaphor, a very rare creature of the Force. Fundamentally speaking, we absorb Force energy into our being from any variety of sources, but unlike those who simply conduit the energy we have a degree of control over it. We can even add it to our being.”
“But…I don’t,” began Angelleia, who then fell very silent.

“I know, I will try to explain it better,” assured Juna again. “You….heard the lightsaber ‘speaking’ to you before you had touched it. That has happened to you before, the murmurs you hear from afar.” Angelleia slowly nodded. “It is of the Force, Angelleia: the energy of life left behind for beings like you and I to find. Such energy a mere Jedi can only sense, which would normally lead them to, say, a book. We can feel the life of that book, every instance it had been touched, who read it, where it has been, and sometimes we learn where it is going. We can read that book without opening it. We can learn a new language without having spoken it before, or hearing of it. We can get a better read on people through such touch than any level of telepathy or empathy. It is the Force that binds everything and everyone. And you, as well as I, know this well better than others.”
Juna placed her hands on her Gessa’s shoulders, and again she wanted to draw her close to her body and hug the terror out of her. The next best thing was just to rub her shoulders and sooth her fears away. “I’m sorry you had to experience that, but it is for the best that you did now.” She did not want to go down this explanation, but she had to for Angelleia’s sake. “This ability, like anything in the Force, has its Dark Side caveat. Force energy is not the same and not created equal in how you feel it, or absorb it. You have learned abilities to control this, and I strongly advise you to use them. Such an ability can leave you susceptible to the Dark Side of the Force.”
“And you showed me why?” cried Angelleia.

“Because what if this had happened in a den of evil,” questioned Juna. “What would happen then, when everyone is counting on you to help them, but instead it becomes you they fear? There are evils out there, so terrifyingly powerful it can corrupt, even take over, your soul. Such wickedness is immune to friendship and even love, and we can easily be swayed by it if we are reckless.” She sighed as she felt Angelleia’s shoulder slump. “I do not know why your foster father had kept this from you. Such a thing cannot be left unchecked.”

“My father?” Angelleia seemed less confused suddenly as Juna could see she was sifting through the Force impressions of Enothchild’s lightsaber. She looked shocked again and stared hard at Juna. “Enothchild Sarch IS my father!” Juna nodded. “He’s my father! My father!”

Juna watched Angelleia cradle the weapon in her hands as if she had just given birth to it. She had to force the tears back again; it was just so touching and yet so troubling to watch. Angelleia’s eyes bore so much emotion that she was having a hard time deciding how to feel.

“I-I know Casper is not my fath-father,” stuttered Angelleia. “I-I was doing my best to not refer to him as that. But lately I….” She drew the lightsaber to her body and hugged it. “Enothchild is my father!” She looked at Juna. “Why was I lied to?”

In that moment, Juna could see herself: when she was eight years old and realized her Father Bendian had tricked her into going to Vhanba, and then the subsequent feeling that Enothchild was using her to get to Naressa, and Naressa using her to get to Enothchild: when she was seventeen and had kissed Enothchild after swearing to him for the first time how much she had loved him, and learning through the same touch that her Mother had done more than kiss his lips. In every one of those instances, Juna sought and got some measure of revenge that had always turned out for the worst.
Very carefully, Juna put a stop to history once again repeating itself. “Angelleia, I don’t think you were viciously lied to. I know for a fact a Jedi’s origins are hidden from them until they reach Knighthood.” That did not seem to ease Angelleia’s disbelief. “The truth is kept in the Blue Seed, Angelleia. When one becomes a Jedi, they are asked once, and only once, whether they want to see where they had come from. Most Jedi would never look, for they know why that truth is held from them. It is their past life, the one they gave up in order to become the creature they have always known.”

“So he’s my father,” said Angelleia quietly, still hugging the lightsaber as if it were a plush toy.
“He is.” After forgoing the common response of ‘was’ for proper context, Juna then enforced, “But that does not make Casper Knightshade any less of the father you have always known. Enothchild trusted him to take care of you, and raise you.” She smiled. “Enothchild always knew people best, and he chose the right man to be your father in his absence.” She let her smile drop. “And I would always some how help you, if it had ever came to that moment where I was needed. As I said, the Sith knew this and they got to you in order to get to me. They knew I wouldn’t let Enothchild’s daughter die, not by their hands.”
Angelleia snuggled the weapon closer to herself, but she dared asked, “Then….who was my Mother?”

Juna felt her stomach tighten and her heart slam it down into her feet. She squeezed her Gessa’s shoulders tightly, repeatedly, and said, “Your mother…was an ally of your father before she turned to evil. She was pregnant with you when she helped an evil spirit called Darth Rune trick us all into a trap on Nal Hutta.”
She stood up and walked away from Angelleia because she couldn’t bear to look her in the eyes and say the lie that came from her lips. Somehow, though, she even convinced herself that the lie was the truth. “She betrayed and murdered your father.”

Juna turned back around to find Angelleia standing up. For that moment she was not sure what was going to happen next. So Juna said, “I did not let her leave Nal Hutta alive. Though murdered, Enothchild made the choice to allow himself to be, for his sacrifice lead to the demise of evil and it saved the rest of us.”
Shaking her head in order to convince herself of this, Juna said, “I removed you from you mother shortly after her death. She cared not for you, Angelleia. She only wanted to use you as a means to stay Enothchild’s hand.” She patted Angelleia’s head and said, “Basically, you were a womb hostage.”

Angelleia’s disbelieving face fell several meters below sea level figuratively. Juna said, “I know, I know, that was awful what I said. I shouldn’t have made light of it. But it’s all I can do to keep myself sane about having done it.” She gave Angelleia’s face a caress. “It is not easy doing what must be done. I pray you are never forced to face that very problem yourself one day.”
Juna stood up and urged Angelleia to stand up as well. To her happiness, the girl did stand; it showed both trust and eagerness, not obedience. “Well, I’ve told you more and shown you more than that.”
“But it’s not enough,” said Angelleia pleadingly. “I mean, I want to know so much more about my real father. Did he have the same condition as me? Why did he leave the Jedi Order? Was it over my mother?”

“Yes,” said Juna quietly, answering the last question. She did not mean to, so she said to cover it up, “Yes, I’m sure you have so many questions. But you should really focus on controlling your newly discovered ability, since whatever the reason the Order had refused to do so.”
With an idea, Juna weighed the risks of it. In hindsight she should had read Angelleia when she was still unconscious. It would have been easier, and in the end there would not be any need for explanation, in particular anything too risky to reveal now. Unfortunately Angelleia had no hint, not even a clue, to what she was, which was just as important as who she was. The Jedi Council had apparently taken steps to secure certain knowledge and experience and the ability to access them from Angelleia. Since Casper had not responded yet, and since he was not available to ask important questions, Juna figured the answers outweighed the risks. Besides, the whole arrangement to allow Angelleia to become a Jedi seemed to stink on the surface; further down Juna wanted to know how bad it really stunk.
“Come over here, please,” asked Juna politely, taking Angelleia’s hand and escorting her to the larger couch. They sat down mutual, across from one another, legs crossed. “I want to make sure you are doing your basic focus right. If not, whatever I show you to control your asilamorphic abilities will just go to waste.”
“I understand,” said Angelleia thoughtfully. “But…I’m sure I am not allowed to take instruction from an outsider.”

“That is correct,” said Juna with a head nod. “Under normal circumstances it would be wrong even for another Jedi to show you something, or train you, without the permission of your master or the Council. But I did get involved in your training anyways by giving you this weapon” she tapped Enothchild’s lightsaber “and by doing so pretty much I tainted your training. I am sorry for that, and I hope it doesn’t affect you when I return you to the Jedi Order. I knew such interference was wrong. However, I felt I had to.”

She could see Angelleia give it a little thought. She asked, “Was it because you felt you needed me to trust you?”

Juna crossed her eyes on that one; she was Enothchild’s daughter, no question! She then noted Angelleia’s glare at her; one of those looks Enothchild used to show when something curious caught his amber eyes. The Vhinphyc had learned to read entities from Nadja Moranna, and having been raised by Anka Dee Sura he read Humans the best.
However, Angelleia did not have that ‘it’ yet; that tell, for lack of a better word the card game world worked the best, which would have gave away the fact she was on to Juna. All Angelleia had been something of note that was curious, but she had no context to put it in. It would not be long, on the other hand, for Angelleia to truly understand it. Access to Enothchild’s weapon was only going to provide her with more answers. That was fine with Juna, but those answers could not be answered right yet.
Calmly, Juna said, “Yes, and also prepare you for the Sith.” Angelleia’s sleuth face vanished. “As I said before us asilamorphs can be susceptible to the Dark Side of the Force. Once the Sith learn this about you, they will exploit it as your weakness. As terrible as it would be if they killed you, turning you into one of them would be the only fate I can think of that is worse than death. That kind of failure on my behalf would just destroy me. It would ruin me. Just ruin me.”
Juna had rambled and she knew it. She could not stop herself. When she had given Angelleia to Casper, it had never dawned on her that a real Sith threat would emerge in their life times. Everything else had potential danger, lethal even, but in Juna’s heart she knew anything related to the Dark Side, in its purest form, was something that redefined the meaning of seriousness. There was that small part of her again, telling her to tell Angelleia everything, and whether Angelleia liked it or not Juna was going to take her and run away. The galaxy was vast, and there was the Great Beyond past the furthest reaches of the known cosmos; the Sith would not bother them, for they only desired rule not two mere Sith Maidens.
And yet in Juna’s heart she knew running was out of the question; she knew it was the moment she looked at Angelleia again and thought of her as a Sith Maiden; like her, and like her mother, and like their ancestors before them. A term that entered her conscious, source from the Darkest depths of the Force; the term felt more than heard, just as it was when she heard Korriban for the very first time; a knowing deep within her very own soul. Juna knew if she knew this, the Sith Lords did also. She was a creature of potentially great power, horrifying power, and history had shown the Sith could never pass such power up. The Sith would have such power, or the Sith would destroy it.

And Juna began to wonder, indeed, if the Sith knew Angelleia was her Daughter. Even they could not believe in mere coincidences. Juna believed the Sith had infiltrated the bureaucratic structure of the Republic; even with the Blue Seed protection, the Sith would find a way to discover who Angelleia’s parents truly were. A guess would be good; Enothchild Sarch was virtually the last Vhinphyc in the known galaxy, and he did spend a lot of time with Juna. The Jedi Order she had learned when she had interviewed to become a Jedi in her late teens was not infallible; when Jedi Master Qualeggoes was so convinced of Juna’s evil he had quit the religion entirely in order to soon after kill her.
The brought to mind Jedi Master Coy Madex; Juna set aside her thoughts on that one. As it stood, running was not an option, and having to fight both the Jedi and the Sith was not one either. She would indeed have to discover the Jedi Order’s motivation on using Coy Madex against her. For now, it was the present.

“Okay,” said Angelleia finally after ten long seconds of thought.

Juna stressed in her sigh, “I will only show you this. There are some layers to it which I will prepare you for. But nothing more than that, I swear it.” She reached out and put her hand on Angelleia’s chest, right over that magnificent heart. “I swear it, nothing else.”

She could see Angelleia trusting her. Juna had her put Enothchild’s lightsaber – correction, Angelleia’s lightsaber – down and she said, “Take my hands and relax yourself as we begin the progression. This will take time, but you’ll thank me for it.”
Angelleia nodded and took Juna’s hands. The connection was made and Juna let herself slip in little by little. She began to instruct her in methods, all the while gaining information though her passive examination. 
The lightsaber had broken that voice that was repetitive in a part of Angelleia’s brain where it should not had existed.
Proceeding with even greater caution, Juna had to wonder what other tricks were ‘installed’ in her Gessa.

