CHAPTER 73.0

Bespin.
Like any other gas giant planet to be found in the galaxy it was large and unassuming. If not for the tibana gas that was in huge abundance there, its distant location from the galactic center and from other civilized, space-faring worlds it would have remained unassuming. Tibana gas, a marvelously efficient compound used to heat homes, cool hyperdrives and enhance the firepower of ship mounted blasters, was the planet’s only drawing card. Whereas it was normally manufactured at a high cost elsewhere, the tibana here was naturally occurring and replenishing: one of only three planets in the known universe to do so. To really make a killing, the independence running the platforms controlled from the central, floating cities, solicited unregulated traffickers in order to maintain no notice from the Republic; although not part of the Republic, they did business with member worlds and thus were, in theory, suppose to obey the laws that did not govern and – critical of all – tax them.
The Flora Noir broke through the upper tangerine clouds that were much lighter, less violate, still dangerous gases and disappeared into the dark skies of Bespin’s night side. Next to the tibana gas, Bespin Motors produced and sold very reliable cloud car security vehicles, which normally patrolled the ‘civilian zones’ around the floating cities, so Juna wanted to avoid detection. Her plan was already too complex with plenty of doubt in her mind that it could be pulled off, so there was no need to add something else like overanxious patrols to it that she would have no control over. This was by and far the riskiest gamble she was ever going to make to date, and perhaps her last.
The automatic transfer from ion engines to repulsolift generators made Juna realize she was in the habitat zone of the planet, where oxygen, gravity, pressure, and temperature were at levels suited for life forms. Her destination was in this zone, and she assumed the possibility that either a battle or a trap would be commenced one of the floating prospecting platforms far and away from any of the major cities. Such sights are lonely areas, large, with very few places to hide; it should be a wide open arena. It did occur to her, however, that a mind-twisted Angelleia would tell Coy Madex a thing or two about her teleportation abilities; if so, the confrontation would be within the guts of the structure. Given how she did not have Yhon, Juna was not going to be able to draw them out in an open arena to do battle if it got to that point.
Then again, this was all about freeing Angelleia. If Juna could not get to her, then there was no point in fighting, let alone living. It was better to die than, Force forbid, have her own Gessa hunt her down by Madex’s side. It had to end here, one way or the other.
Juna felt where to go long before she saw the platform in question, and indeed it was a no nonsense rigging designed to test air quality. Someone had a flair for childhood for it was designed like it was an airship from some children’s game. Vanes whipped and turbines spun eagerly on tall masts, all of it supported by a rather large bottom; each end of the ‘airship’ possessed landing platforms, and one ship resided on one side. The Flora Noir landed on the other side. As soon as she landed, she felt the scant few forms of life on the platform vanish; all save for one familiar one.
“Old tricks,” mused Juna, shaking her head. She patted the counsel of her ship and said, “Fly well with whoever takes possession of you.” She stood up, ignoring her lightsaber still on the dash board, and making sure the larger lightsaber in her left hand sleeve was still tucked in there. Another inhale, another long exhale, and she left the ship.
The wind whipped around her with just a hint of coolness, a faint odor of trace gases mixed with the nitrogen-oxygen environment. Juna could sense Angelleia’s presence only in one sense; the Sith Hunters through the whispers of the blowing wind. The latter held positions that suggested they were totally focused on her entry into the lower complex, surrounding Angelleia tightly, with Coy Madex at her side. There were not too many Sith Hunters left.
Juna never broke stride, exiting the ship, progressed right for the open-ended lift that was about a hundred meters in front of her. It was ready for her entry, assuming anyone that landed on the platform needed a ride. Already Juna knew she had to take the lift; even if she could chance teleporting herself into the place Angelleia was, she could not count on Madex’s set up to be simple; he could still kill Angelleia; Juna did not want that. With her death she could not count on Madex upholding his end of the bargain, but that was where Casper would come in. But she was thinking too far ahead.
Entering the lift, Juna just pressed the down button. As it went down, Posh Piv’s voice came from the intercom. “You’re being monitored, Sith. Take your cloak off, slowly.”
Juna said nothing, sensing the sensor responsible for the audio and video monitoring just behind her. With care, she pulled off her fedarok cloak. Her left arm was the last to come out, taking care to keep Angelleia’s lightsaber in its sleeve. She bundled the robe up and placed it in the corner of the lift. She stood up, spread her arms out, and turned all the way around and did another half circle to face the sensor.

“Where’s your weapon?” asked Piv.

“On my ship, if you have a mind to search it,” instructed Juna. “Unlike your leader I am a Sith of my word.” She then pulled up her kilt to expose her under trousers, turning around again until she faced the sensor. “As you can clearly see, I am unarmed.”
“A Sith is never unarmed,” said Piv.
“Too true,” noted Juna. She turned her attention away from the sensor, her cloak, and from Angelleia’s weapon, and just stared straight ahead as the lift finished with its descent. The doors opened, and she sensed the retreat of the Sith Hunters from their guarding positions towards Angelleia. She noted, just outside the door attached to the wall, there was a medical pneumonic injector modified with a sensor-motion device. She glared at it, her instincts warning her about its contents.
Behind her, the speaker boomed with the voice of Coy Madex. “I thought, with Yhon with you, I would have him inject you with a sedative to relax you, make you just a tad more manageable and submissive. But since I already knew you weren’t going to bring my pal with you, you will have to do the honors yourself. That is, if you are a Sith of your word.”

Juna smirked and fingered the injector; she wished she had not; sensing that it was Angelleia that had handled it last, had prepared the sedative. Such things momentarily distracted her, bothered her, but she remembered this was the risks of her plan. 
She mused to keep it interesting, “And suppose I don’t, and just lift Angelleia from your Jedi hands? Have you thought about that; me just willing her to my side?”
“I know,” began Madex, “that you need her consent to do that. She can block you with the Force if she is unwilling to go.”

Juna just smirked again; of course, if it were just that easy, she would have done it by now. Angelleia clearly had revealed what Juna had revealed, but it was not everything she could do; especially not tactically. Juna could just imagine hearing those dice shaking, see the cards shuffling, the randomizer in the sabbac field in her head: gambles of chance, high stakes, did make her heart race just a little. There was a very unhealthy rush here.
“Rapier,” said Madex, “you have until three to inject yourself with that sedative, or it’s off.”

Not a bluff, but something she expected, she just casually grabbed the injector. It went off before she had even applied it properly to the bare skin of her hand or on her neck, followed by an incredible jolt of electricity that made her fall flat on her face. The heavy energy discharge was totally unsuspected, and in her dazed mind she could smell the hint of mustard-like scent of tibana dioxidine: spent tibana gas.
Madex’s voice from the lift sounded very funny in Juna’s ears. Before she lost the capability of thinking very straight, she felt sedatives did not do this to her senses. He said, “That had to hurt, really hurt. It’s a little trick I picked up from back home; something in the works, and it just got its first field test.”

It was hard for her to decide whether he was talking about Bothawui or the Jedi Temple, and it was tough for Juna to guess. She stood up, but her brain tilted in her skull – it felt like it did – before the world had tilted. She shook her right hand, noting how red it was from the discharge, to get the feeling back in it. Unfortunately, it felt like significant parts of her body were equally as numb, to the point of being nearly non-existent.

“Just think, a trap within the trap,” noted Madex. “You could sense the danger, but not decipher which was which. That means you could, potentially, control the drug entering your bloodstream. Like your mother was able to control her alcohol consumption when she tried to drink Enothchild under the table all those years ago; Enothchild put that in a report, admiring her Spatial Control. But I figured an innocent twenty-volt source, ran through a canister of tibana gas, would give your body an unexpected shock and an even bigger problem to overcome when you inhaled the vapor.”
Juna shook her head, but all that did was cause her brain to shake. It was that profound, which made her wince; this felt a bit like sedation, but there was something else to it. In either event, she couldn’t concentrate, not when every sound her shuffling feet made just made her brain throb. She stumbled forward, somehow remembering she had to go forward, ignoring her throbbing head. She barely realized her thinking to move saved her from another round of pain as Madex’s voice from the lift just echoed in her head; closer to the lift, it might had figuratively made her head split.
“Rare is anyone prepared to handle two complex tasks in the Force; not even a Sith can do it,” mocked Madex. “Could you stop the electric shock and the drug at the same time? One or the other was going to weaken you. But as an added bonus, you were given an Ortolan anti-psychotic along with the sedative. In non-Ortolans, it causes migraines.”

Juna gritted her teeth as the very center of her brain just squeezed itself tight, or so it seemed, when the front of her head raged with migraine symptoms. Tearing up, she tried to tap the Force for relief, but she saw zigzag lines before her eyes and thought she was going to pass out. She did have the presence in mind to force herself to look around; it was the perfect time to perhaps attack her. 
There was no one coming to end her.
Madex’s natural voice echoed against the walls of the chamber. “Just a little further, Sithling, before either the sedative or the headaches make you pass out.”

Growling, Juna forced herself to move forward, one falling foot after another. Since she could no longer sense anyone beyond her rattling head, she did not see Enfungo Nul emerge from a service access from above and behind her quietly a full fifty meters behind her. He took another look twenty meters behind him, noted the lift, and chose to ignore it to watch her forward progress, and follow behind her eventually. The others were moving briskly through the superstructure towards her, and yet around her. There sole purpose was to prevent her escape, or perhaps any other tricks she had up her black dress sleeves.
The tunnel, long and just an adventure to navigate for Juna even though it was straight, ended and before her was a relatively flat, open area surrounded by cannon walls of durasteel and sensor packages; one of the mast towers was centralized in the artificial plain, and she could see Madex walking towards it having left the exit of the tunnel. The throbbing noise from the large wind foil above played on every last, headache-damaged nerve in her head. She could barely think. Madex wanted her to walk towards him; the incentive was Angelleia, who just stood very still by the base of the wind tower, arms folded, showing a strong bravado of calm.
Juna took a knee; she needed one, but not just to collect herself. She was not certain how the Sith Hunters were going to take her down, but it had to be soon, and soon after that she was dead. Whether she lived or died, she needed to delay the inevitable moment of truth to allow Casper to catch up with them, to save Angelleia in her absence. She doubted very much Yhon’s ship was faster than the Millennium Falcon; and in reserve, under the circumstances, the Falcon was going to be late no mater what.

When she noted Madex turning around, Juna felt she needed to not look at him, and instead concentrated and really felt her pain. This only magnified the power of the headache, but in this state it was impossible to shield her thoughts from the powerful telepath. However, any telepath, especially Madex, always had that problem with reading minds, or as he did relate his thoughts into those who were suffering physical trauma. Anything, from mind reading to control, had the caveat of linking one mind to the other, thus sharing thoughts and feelings from the target to get a read on them. Madex had to anticipate some trick by her, but in order for him to find out he was going to have to suffer the same pain she was in, and at the very least force her to look at him; his mind reading power worked with line of sight, making and maintaining eye contact. He could not afford such pain have an affect on his influence over the others anymore than Juna could afford to give a hint in what she wanted to do.
To buy time and sell the pain she was in – which under the circumstances was not hard to do – Juna crawled. It was a rather long way to crawl, and the deck metal was rather unforgiving on her knees. At least the wind turbine above, with its bass-humming playing a tune in her head with migraine pulses, made her ignore the impacts on her hands and knees.

At the mast, Madex made a hand signal, and from all around the vast area’s surroundings the Sith Hunters began to emerge, keeping their eyes on their target. He took note of Juna’s lack of raised head and worked his mouth around. She was smart, just too damn smart. He doubted, though, that he could make her crack mentally, and it meant he had to fight against the pain she was intentionally putting out.

The Sith Hunters, what was left that was able to fight, made their presences known in one form or another to the three in the flat area. Enfungo Nul stopped at the entrance of the tunnel and just waited. Posh Piv appeared from a duct system from the east; Novee Cet from a lane to a catwalk a level above and west. Yars Meek also came from the west, but level with Cet and with Juna. The Sith Hunters were not concerned for Juna’s turmoil; she was too dangerous to be given compassion.

Madex, though, took a look back at Angelleia. Angelleia was putting up a good face, watching Juna crawl, and not feeling any pleasure in this. Her hands were in on this concoction, and she knew it had to be done to stop the Sith. She was telling herself this was the right thing to do, and much of what the Sith was doing was ploy. But when she applied her training, fell back on her Jedi calm, she found herself fighting against an instinct she could not describe. Madex could sense it, and then he could feel it telepathically.
“She killed your father,” Madex reminded Angelleia, flushing her with his thoughts on that. Her face frowned as the thought sunk in far deeper than it should; that, of course, was his intention. “She lied to you. She lied to all of us. She used us. She used you. Pity this creature only because she is consumed by evil, not because she is suffering by our hands.”

Angelleia’s response was a conflicting one. “We shouldn’t let her go on like this.” She looked even deeper into Madex’s eyes. “If you’re right, this could be ploy, delay for the arrival of cavalry. Those drugs will wear off as soon as her adrenaline begins to surge from heavy breathing.”

Madex read her intentions and nodded in agreement. He turned towards Juna and yelled, “That’s far enough!”

Juna stopped, complying because that was fine with her. She sat up, sitting on the backs of her folded legs and clinched her eyes shut to try and push the pain back. She gulped air and said, “Send Angelleia away! Send her to my ship!”

“And why should I honor such a request?” questioned Madex.

Angelleia blinked at that response, looking at him. She answered for Juna, “Because that was the bargain.”

Madex quickly turned around and focused on Angelleia; the girl appeared to be too willing to question the matter; he didn’t anticipate that. He found himself having to make a quick decision, appreciating the irony he had courted the Sith, that he could not do two critical things at once. He said, “Then do as I asked of you.”

Angelleia nodded in understanding, and with an exhale she slowly walked towards Juna. As this occurred, Madex signaled for the others to draw closer and be ready for anything. More to the point, it was to be ready to apprehend Juna, subdue her, and then dispense justice. They were in agreement with no reluctance, whether Madex had influenced them or not: the Sith was too much of a threat, she had to be executed immediately. Madex, on the other hand, assured them all that something had to happen first, something that would assure, even if the drugs wore off, Juna Rapier would be in no condition to fight them.
As the time ticked by, Juna afforded herself to get back on her hands and knees again as Angelleia approached her. This was it; Madex’s plan; she had to brace herself for it, regardless of the headaches or drowsy feelings that overwhelmed her. They were years apart, but Juna had briefly caught a look in Angelleia’s young, brown eyes that reminded of her, and it told a brutal story of those times she had felt betrayed. That first time, when she had learned Naressa had caused all her Dark Side nightmares to prevent her use of the Force, and Bendian’s eager need of her to defy the Queen and go to Vhanba, Juna deliberately sabotaged her political career, and in the immediate aftermath she physically struggled with her Mother to prevent her from killing her Father; unintended consequences, born out of the deceit against her. 
The second time, that time when she had kissed Enothchild, discovering through that lustful first-time kiss after she had admitted her love for him that he had sex with Naressa, she had cursed Enothchild to inevitable doom by her offending hands, and she allowed her rage for vengeance to get her captured by Magus Prophet, which allowed for many more unintended consequences. All of these reactions were born from one of Juna’s most sacred of principals she had learned on her own more than she had learned from her parents, from Muriel, or even from Enothchild: to live, and die, by the truth, and nothing but the truth. Such a child-like pledge it may have been, but she took it seriously for people expected her to be honest with them. By her Mother’s urgings, Juna had always held herself up to that high standard. As she got older, she did her best to maintain that, but from the moment Belladonna was conceived and saved, Juna had kept that secret from so many others. Since then, the lying was easy.
Angelleia had that same look in her eyes Juna had when she was betrayed. This was going to hurt worse than the headaches. When she saw the small Vhinphyc’s Jedi booted feet, she sighed, and with all the strength in her heart she forced to look at her. In her mind at this moment being on her hands and knees before her Gessa was appropriate.

“Hi,” Juna managed to get out before her eyes crossed from the not-pleasant feeling that caused to occur in her brain.

“Hi,” said Angelleia, keeping her face, and her body, very neutral. Those eyes told a different story.

“The migraine your idea? If so, brilliant.” Juna chuckled and winced. “You’re improvising to defeat a superior enemy.”
“You’re only superior in your own mind,” said Angelleia. She would say nothing to Madex’s idea; because even if it was the Bothan’s idea, it had nothing to do with the conversation they were going to have on his insistence. She just said, “I want to pity you.” Juna looked up at her again. “I want to say so much to you. I’m having difficulty.”

“I know.”

“Do you?”

Juna smirked and pointed out, “I watched Magus Prophet crucify my Father with his horns, and then ripped him apart, right before my eyes, with his bare hands.” She sat up, which did not give Angelleia any worry, and she looked at her own bare hands and wiggled her fingers. “I knew he was dead, when I saw those horns through him, but I tried one last time to touch him. But Prophet took him away from me.” She looked up at Angelleia, and tears dribbled from her own brown eyes. “So I know what you can’t say. I’ve lived it. I didn’t learn from it.” She shook her head. “I never learned from that, my Gessa, never.”

“Don’t call me that,” said Angelleia softly. She closed her eyes. “You have called me gessa more than once, and I should have known why I felt attracted to that phrase. It’s because of who I really am to you, to the Sith.” She opened her eyes and accused, “To the Sith!” And she showed an anger that gave Juna pause even when she had surmised that it was possible that it was coming. “Do you have any idea about what you have done to me!”
Juna only said, “I cannot change the reality of who I am. I’ve tried to do that, it doesn’t work.”

“So that let’s you use me? That gives you the right to use me against my Father? That gives you the right to lie to me to gain my trust?” Angelleia shook her head no. “We all have choices to make!”

“And I chose to let you live!” cried Juna. More out of pain emotionally than physically, she sobbed. “I could have been selfish and died a hero, but I didn’t, Bella, I didn’t!”

“My name is Angelleia!”

“And you ARE MY DAUGHTER!”

Juna’s scream made Angelleia flinch; she wanted to hear that, yet she did not want to hear it. Madex had to signal to the others to hold steady, not run; he could sense Juna had not gathered any strength for an attack. If this continued, mentally, he knew she was not going to fight. Angelleia was unable to see it, given her Jedi sensibilities, how much Juna loved her when she said that. Madex was not above using his religion’s own take against attachment to achieve victory here.
Casting her eyes downward, unable to look into Angelleia’s eyes, Juna said, “You are my daughter, Angelleia, whatever the circumstances. You came from me, with Enothchild’s many sacrifices, which I admit some of them I have taken for granted. Whatever Madex has told you, you should believe it.”

Angelleia let her mouth open a little. In some small way she didn’t expect this. She was not sure what to expect. All she could feel was Juna’s darkness, building up, saturated by her sorrow, living now by the feelings of despair. Her life, the young Padawan had long ago seen, was governed by the reactive nature of emotions. Of course such a way of going about life was wrong.

Reaching for the collar of her dress, Juna tore it open down to the risqué edges of her breasts. With her other hand, she reached up and grabbed the simple wedding bands that were on the gold chain around her neck and yanked it off with a very hard tug. That pain was short, but emotionally it was too much. She tossed the necklace towards Angelleia. She caught the necklace and eyed the conjoined rings, unnaturally fused together, and in Angelleia’s hands she could barely feel the life that was in them. There were echoes of something in them, and she did not know what they were. Feeling vulnerable, Angelleia shut off those abilities to sense what was there through touch in order to prevent a possible trick, recalling Juna’s warning to her not to trust what she touched. But what Angelleia did not do was get rid of such potentially dangerous objects.
Juna sighed, rubbed her head as the pain just kept up in there, and prepared herself in order to tell one hell of a big, believable lie. It was not the truth in specific terms, given what she had to do on Nal Hutta, given what Enothchild had begged her to do, but to her, for years, at times, when she felt the most alone, what she said next to her was the truth. She crucified herself all the time over it, during those dark times in her life.
Juna said to Angelleia, “I murdered your father for my selfish gains. I did it, because I had no alternative.” She just kept it short, tight as possible; rambling would be ineffective. “I had lost everything, and I was about to lose you. My goals, my aims, were finished by Darth Rune, my ally, and then my rival. When she wounded me, she wounded you. Enothchild was convenient; his end became a beginning for you and I.”

Making herself look up, she could see Angelleia’s resolve fully cracking. It was one thing to learn about one’s parents, but quite another when one learned a parent killed another. Angelleia’s need to be defiant just was no longer there. All she could say was, “That’s all you can say?”

“Know,” said Juna, “that I did it. That I took from this galaxy its brightest Light it could ever have. Know that I desired to own the Light that would replace him.” Oh how she wanted to ‘own’ that Light, her Gessa, right now; it was the truth, at least, she was selfish. “Know everything else was a lie, for my own selfish gain.”
Angelleia clutched the rings tight in her left hand; her right hand balled. She shook her horned head, eyes softening, and she said, “You’re sick. You know that, you are…sick. And evil. And wicked. And worse, you are my Mother!” She shook her head defiantly. “I wished I never met you! Everything I know is a lie, and it’s over for me! I can never be like my Father! All thanks to you!”

“Good,” whispered Juna.

That felt like an incredible punch to her pudgy gut. Angelleia cracked out, “I’m sorry?”

“I said good,” cried Juna. She frowned at Angelleia and said, “Because I never wanted you to be like your father.” She stopped herself short, stopping altogether from saying she wanted Angelleia to be greater than him, in spirit, and in justice, because that was what Enothchild would have wanted. She just noted, lying, “All that I am, was from his errant ways.”

“I can’t stand you anymore!” Angelleia looked back at Madex and noted the other Sith Hunters. “You’ll excuse me if I don’t watch this!”

Juna nodded, head down. She just begged to her, “Just go, be on your way. Take my cloak that I left in the lift and take my ship. It will take you back to Casper, who is innocent in all of this. Take it all as a reminder of not what to become as you live the remains of your long and unnatural life.”

“Angelleia,” said Madex; Juna frowned, seething more in pain but hoping the double cross would be now. “I’m a Jedi of my word. Get going.” If he was quick, he could finish his prey, and then go after her before she reached the ship. But he couldn’t see given Juna a reason to fight so long as Angelleia showed no signs of needing rescue, or caring about her birth mother.
Angelleia turned back to Juna. She said, “Your offers will do little for all those who had died by your hands, or by your proxies. I know this, because it has done nothing for me.” Her mouth worked around, and she got out, “Goodbye, Juna.”
Juna just said, “Goodbye, my Gessa.”

Forcing her legs to move, Angelleia just strolled past Juna, walking dangerously close by her, and frowning and feeling sad strangely when Juna made no move to grab her; not to take her hostage, and not to hug her one last time. 
The conflict caused Angelleia to begin to cry, and when she reached Enfungo Nul’s position she walked faster, not wanting to look back. The corridor was too far away for her tastes, and being consumed by her emotions, by the reality of her situation, by the fact that her Mother was a Sith, her Mother had lied to her, that her Mother had admitted to murdering her Father for selfish gain, although not clearly specified, the Vhinphyc could not stand it anymore. She couldn’t be on Bespin when the death blow was delivered upon Juna’s neck. Because of that, Angelleia cursed herself for not having any courage to call her Mother. She ran, and she kept running until she slammed her body against the back of the lift and hit the button to go up, practically smashing the control to smithereens with her unchecked strength.
Juna, for her part as Angelleia departed her, dropped the act and just let herself collapse to the deck. She spread her arms and legs out, knowing what was about to happen, even though much of her head pain and body dullness was fading, but being replaced by what she had just done to make her Gessa run. This was why she lied in the first place, because the truth would hurt; her version of the truth would cause Angelleia great pain. This was something she was always afraid to confront, but one day she knew there would be a reckoning. It was here, and as she feared she could not handle it. Without Angelleia’s love for her, Juna could not live another moment.
“HOBBLE HER, NOW!” ordered Madex, when all the Sith Hunters were right within leaping distance of Juna’s prone form. 
Enfungo Nul threw a static discharger at her, hitting her in the back, and hitting her with enough amps to make her scream, and slump into a stupor. 
Novee Cet grabbed her right arm as Madex grabbed her left arm; Cet produced stun cuffs and they joined her wrist together behind her back. 
Nul and Yars Meek and Posh Piv had her legs, bound them in matching stun shackles, and Piv ran a power lead from them to the cuffs, connecting them, doubling the stunning power, causing the other Sith Hunters to jump from the stun jolt.
“Got her!” cried Madex triumphantly. Juna just moaned and turned her head to regard him out of one eye. He kept his gloat to a minimum. “You’re a good actress. I was almost convinced you were sorry. Almost.”

Only he and Juna knew what he was talking about; the others had no clue. Madex knew she just lied, but it fit his narrative of events. She only said, “That was the deal, wasn’t it?”

“Sure was,” said Madex. He used the Force, and Juna felt her body rise up, but caused her arms and legs unwillingly to come apart to steady her body. The movements caused the stun cuffs to activate, jolting her, short-circuiting her brain, causing her migraines to return even as the jolts chased the doped status that affected her conscious as well as her limbs.
“Easy, Coy,” said Enfungo, noting how the Bothan was taking too much time setting her down on her knees. “She’s done. There’s no need to prolong her suffering.”

Madex realized his slip up, realizing that he wouldn’t be able to convince them of anything beyond this if he did not curb his own, risky desires. To distract, he pointed at Juna’s chest as Piv and Cet eased her in a sit up-on-knees position. “Apparently, that black rose tattoo signifies dark side allegiances. Just like your mother’s. Very cute.”
Juna sighed and mused, “It was actually unnecessary. But you’re not interested in those details.”

To keep up appearances, Madex bent down in front of her and made an expected plea. “By the way, since you are in such a repenting mood, would you like to tell us anything about your operation? Would you like to tell us all your secrets? Tell us everything, Sith, tell us all.”

“You’re boring me, Jedi,” was Juna’s point, and she intentionally shifted her body about to get a stun jolt that spooked Piv and Cet from her. She bent at the waist from the jolt, in pain, and barely held that position. Her hair fell over around her face, and downward, and shook her head to make sure the back of her neck was exposed. “You best do what you think you can before I change my mind and kill you all!” 
She seethed to really push their buttons, borrowing a few choice lines she had heard the late Darth Rune express, “And when I’m done with you all, I’m going to finishing torturing that little bitch from my womb to the ends of her natural life!”
Yars Meek just looked at the glancing others and just shook his head. He said, “She’s beyond saving, we all know this!”

Madex nodded and pulled out his lightsaber. He instructed, “Hold her.” 
The four other Sith Hunters spread around Juna and raised their hands towards her; with their combined strength, their Force surrounded Juna at every critical juncture of her body. She felt the energies grab her, and hold her. She tested them, and their hold was great: the Force from anyone in such great concentration was nearly impossible to break. The migraines were going away, but the extra-strong stun cuffs did a number to her physically enough to prevent her from really concentrating on the Force, jolting her even when she made the tiniest movement.
And then suddenly, the current was constant and she locked up. Madex had modified the cuffs, including creating a setting that would illegally feed her disabling, if not lethal, electric current constantly. Better prepared, Juna could nullify the energy, disperse it, but Madex’s previous steps had prevented that option. His ability to not gesture to turn the switch to this special option had come through for him.

“She resisting!” Madex shout was followed by the ignition of his weapon. “Hold her fast!” He raised the purple-lighted weapon.
Juna’s eyes were wide open as she maintained the perfect position for decapitation. She knew little of what was going on, her mind racing mad with pain and no feeling of control. She also was unaware of the situation that was brewing beyond what was happening. All she remembered, before blacking out, was Coy Madex smiling as he swung his lightsaber down….

----------------------

CHAPTER 73.1

Forcing her legs to move, Angelleia just strolled past Juna, walking dangerously close by her, and frowning and feeling strangely sad when Juna made no move to grab her; not to take her hostage, and not to hug her one last time. The conflict caused Angelleia to begin to cry, and when she reached Enfungo Nul’s position she walked faster, not wanting to look back. The corridor was too far away for her tastes, and being consumed by her emotions, by the reality of her situation, by the fact that her Mother was a Sith, her Mother had lied to her, that her Mother had admitted to murdering her Father for selfish gain, although not clearly specified, the Vhinphyc could not stand it anymore. She couldn’t be on Bespin when the death blow was delivered upon Juna’s neck. Because of that, Angelleia cursed herself for not having any courage to call her Mother. She ran, and she kept running until she slammed her body against the back of the lift and hit the button to go up, practically smashing the control to smithereens with her unchecked strength.

The lift went upwards anyways as Angelleia just stared at the ruined panel and looked at her clenched fist. As the lift’s automated system told her the lift would be inoperable once it reached the top floor, she just glared at her unmarked, undamaged hand, and what marks and damage it had left in the wake of punching the controls. It bothered her, too, that she really had not felt the physical pain associate with such an irrational act on her part. But there was pain; it was emotional pain, and she could not tolerate it.
“Figures,” she declared. “What good am I as a Jedi if I cannot control myself?” 
When she gained no answer, Angelleia just felt the known universe slow to a crawl, and she wanted it to because it was just too complicated for her. Nothing in her mind made sense to her anymore: everything was not what it was supposed to be. She knew life was supposed to be difficult, but she wished the life she had before Zonloki. That past life was a trial, but one she welcomed now having experienced all of this. A life where Zesha was alive, where the Jedi stood for pure good, the Sith pure evil, Enothchild Sarch was only an idol she had inspired to become as both a Vhinphyc and a Jedi, and she only shared the name of a former Queen of Naboo who, beyond the name and the headlines, she knew nothing about and never really cared to know. She wanted that life back, desperately, with none of these realities even hinted.
Angelleia forced both her clinched fists opened and just threw them to her sides. The clinking sound found her ears, and she looked. She saw the last moments of the necklace Juna had given her, with the simple wedding bands, bouncing across the lift deck and landing softly on the very familiar black fedarok leather cloak. It was funny how the conjoined rings had bounced, with the chain, like it did; physics would say impossible. And luck would have it, the rings landed on something that had something in common with it: a soon-to-be dead owner.
She was torn on what to do as it was; here, it had become the microcosm of her existence. Harmless rings upon harmless cloak: nothing more than allegories that should have easily represented betrayal, lies, deceit, wickedness, immorality, vileness, and vulgarity. All of those words and descriptions, easily in the forefront of her young, troubled mind, for she could sense Juna’s struggles to live below her. 
There was something there….
“I cannot,” she whispered, shaking her head, turning away from those objects Juna had told her to have. Angelleia just banged her head repeatedly against the wall of the lift, unable to cope with what was transpiring. 
There was something there….

“No,” she whispered, and just banged her head harder. “Cursed lift, get me the hell out of here!” 
As if on cue, the lift stopped at the top floor, and indicated it was locked in place for repairs. Angelleia noted those items on the floor one more time. 
There was something there….
The lift doors opened and she made herself walk forward. 
The Force Shove slammed her back in. 
There was no mistaken the malicious intent of the attack, nor the dark side that backed it up. Angelleia was more surprised than stunned; believing for just a fraction of a second Juna had freed herself, teleported, and was going to attack her. One last betrayal, the ultimate kind there was. As she recovered she was up on her feet, looking towards the outside, and seeing someone else instead standing there with an outstretched hand, waiting for her: Jedi Master Beja Tu Ramore.

“Master Ramore, what is this you are doing?” worried Angelleia. Her mind was shifting about, chasing away her turmoil, making her heart pound and measuring him, noting his deliberate action in producing his lightsaber. “What’s the meaning of this?”
Ramore just huffed, and then puffed, and reached up to pull the healing blindfold his Master had put over his eyes. Angelleia’s mouth dropped in pure shock: fresh burn wounds dotted where his eyes used to be. According to Master Madex, Ramore was only blind, still had his eyes. It occurred to her, in horror, that he had burned them out himself with his weapon.
“Master?” she whispered pleadingly to him.

Ramore just said, “If you think you are just going to walk out of here…” He turned on his lightsaber, and its green light was not comforting for Angelleia at all. “You have another thing coming.”

Desperate, Angelleia gestured at him. Ramore just raised his hand, and she felt herself locked in a struggle in the Force as their respective energies tangled together. She raised her other hand to perhaps split the energies, but he just matched her movement, opening his fingers enough off his weapon to still hang on and do what needed to be done. 
Suddenly it felt like a hydraulic vice was over her hands, bending her hands back, as if she was in a knuckle lock with a black hole. Her arms trembled as she felt the push, the change in energies, the misdirection. She did all she could to match him; failure meant he would follow it up with a lightsaber strike.

“Young Sithling,” cursed Ramore; the irony of what he said, given that he had fallen over to the dark side of the Force, was not considered by Angelleia at all as she struggled against him. “Do you honestly believe you are a match against me? What you know about the Force is nothing! I know, because I ‘see’ so clearly now.” The leer on his face was incredibly creepy without eyes. “Oh yes, I understand it all now!”
In that moment of struggle against Ramore, Angelleia was struck with more than one reality; he was right, and although Juna and he were of the dark side the Maiden of the Sith could clearly handle the evil; the dark side was driving Ramore insane! 
Skipping the reality of the insane reasons he had removed his damaged eyes, Ramore had to rely on the Force very heavily to see, and thus he was no longer distracted by his eyes, for the Force would guide him very quickly and reveal deceptions and tricks in the energy. Still, it was foolish for any Jedi to always rely on the Force to ‘see’ through deceptions; given his fall to evil, Ramore didn’t care about the Jedi Code anymore.
“Years and years I watched you Sith have your way with us, and I did nothing!” Ramore flexed his arms, and he made a slow, shoving motion; Angelleia began to feel it, pushing against her physically. “I did nothing, and your mother took Jrimmer from me! That boy was murdered, for your sake! For your sake, you freak, you demented use of the dark side! I will set it right! I will set it right! I’ll make sure this madness ends….NOW!”
Too caught up in the circumstances to refute Ramore’s claims about Juna killing Jrimmer Dugal she just focused on saving her life. Then Angelleia’s shields just broke down and she flew hard into the lift wall again, and she landed on top of Juna’s cloak. Dazed, she had felt something upon landing in the cloak, and she was struck with familiarity. As her hands probed Enothchild’s lightsaber under the leather material, she noted Ramore was very quickly approaching. She doubted very much she had any shot against him, but she had to do something to defend herself and hope help, any help, would come.
Her hands latched on to the necklace as she clutched the cloak. She kneeled, waited, and when Ramore was right on top of her she moved, rolling, and in that movement she was slithering herself into Juna’s robe. She miscalculated badly; she was slow, and Ramore was faster with his swing. 
Tangled up in a ball, she felt an impact….
And another impact….

And another, with more force….

And another, with even more, furious, frustrated force behind the blow….

And Ramore cried loudly, “WHAT IS THIS!”

Angelleia was sure she was out of the lift now, briefly confused by Ramore’s response, and then she felt another impact; thin, long, club-like; the stereophonic sound of a lightsaber repeated two more times, and two more times she felt harmless impacts, but her nose smelled faint smoke. Juna had told her the fedarok leather was rather special, able to put up a fight against blasters, hence why she never wore the body armor she had invented since inheriting it from Naressa. For now, it was stopping Ramore’s strikes. 
She sensed he was going to grab her leg, her freed up limb. Creatively, she focused, reared back as if to kick Ramore, which stopped him. She then quickly gave him a Force Shove through her reared-back foot. In the lift, Ramore could not avoid it and he took the blunt attack, striking the back of the lift very hard.
Time bought, Angelleia got her feet under her and just ran; visually blind, but through her nose and the Force she knew where to run, where to go, while she fiddled with the rest of the cloak. She found a sleeve….

The clank of heavy metal on deck metal behind made her heart sank; her lightsaber fell out of the sleeve. 
Angelleia tossed the cloak off of her to free herself, turn around, and see the weapon. Out in the open, still many meters away from the Flora Noir with no real knowledge in how to fly her, Angelleia would never make it. She reached out, feeling time was not on her side, and called for the weapon. It dragged on the deck, and leapt towards her hand….

It stopped a good ten meters away.

Beja Tu Ramore was at the corridor entrance, his hand outstretched, tugging at Enothchild’s weapon with the dark side. He cursed, “How convenient, your mother just happened to leave your father’s weapon in her cloak for you? Oh, I wonder, wonder why!”
As Angelleia struggled against his pull, those questions had almost made her let go of the weapon. The conflict in her, however, began to ruin her focus, and her weapon slowly began to inch towards Ramore. There was suddenly a war in her mind, between Coy Madex’s influence and rationale and Angelleia’s disownment of Juna and the revelation that Juna had given her means, in cloak and in lightsaber, to defend herself apparently against expected foes. Was it coincidence? Was it convenience? Had Juna foreseen it? And after all those questions, why would she care? Would those cares be based on her desires for domination, and needing Angelleia to do it? Did Juna feel that Angelleia would save her, free her, fight the Sith Hunters at her side? Or did Juna do something that was motherly?
Trust, do not.

Angelleia reached out with her other hand; the lightsaber went another ten meters away from her, and ten meters closer towards a laughing Ramore, when that warning from Alderaan about touching Enothchild’s weapon had come back. It was funny how she couldn’t put a face to who had said that in her mind, but this time she knew Yoda had said those words….

Trust, do not.

Ramore, suddenly, turned his head and said to her, “What are you doing?”

Angelleia didn’t know, but when she heard that voice again, it wasn’t Yoda’s much anymore.
Trust, do not.

It just kept changing…

Trust, do not.

The voice…

Trust, do not.

Just kept…

Trust, do not.
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Suddenly, something just popped in Angelleia’s head! 
It was not a figurative pop; something physically just occurred, and it hurt like hell!
She let out a cut-off scream.

Her lightsaber flew right into Beja Tu Ramore’s outstretched hand.

Angelleia fell right to the ground as the Dark Jedi laughed at his triumph and mused, “Ah oh, I think she’s discovered my Master’s dirty trick on her.”

Brain hurting, Angelleia put a damp palm to her sweaty forehead. For something that only lasted a second or two it felt like forever in her head until it just abruptly stopped. She had virtually no time to contemplate what had happened.
She felt something….

Beja Tu walked up to her, holding onto Enothchild’s weapon securely, twirling his and readying it to strike her down. As he approached, he just said, “Fortunately for me, my weapon will cauterize your wounds before your blood has a chance to kill me.”

Without thinking, Angelleia felt a urging in her left hand. She glanced at it; the necklace was wrapped around her tiny fist, and the rings were in her grasp. There was a combination of whispers….

Act quickly!
The sound of Beja Tu Ramore’s weapon rearing back made Angelleia lift her head up and blow her nose in a forced sneeze. 
Out of her nose came a fine mist of blood, caused by the pop in her head the bursting of blood vessels, that something she felt shortly afterwards in her nostrils wanting to come out.
Ramore did a dance and recovered, ‘eyeing’ Angelleia in surprise. He dropped her lightsaber to grip his weapon with both hands. He raised his weapon again, but he stopped and began to convulse. He dropped to his knees and managed a gargled, “NO!” before his blood and his teeth had exploded out of his mouth. 
He heaved and heaved, errantly dropping his lightsaber. The out of control weapon fell and cut the lower part of his right leg. The wound, however, did not cauterize; it tried, but Angelleia’s blood cells would not be denied, opening his wounds. He then looked appalled, and he reached for his empty eye sockets, and with a growing-in-horror expression on his face brain matter began to exit through the holes. He managed to get one last impressive blood-curling scream out of his ruined throat before falling over. His body landed not with a thud, but with a rather mushy sound.
Angelleia turned away in shock and wiped diligently at her nose with her right hand, unable to look at the terrible death unfolding before her because of her blood – she could still hear it, however; she could hear him moaning, and bubbling, and sizzling, and stewing. She rubbed and rubbed at her nose. She blew out her nose again, and this time she looked at the palm of her hand. She watched the blood, black, just slither into the pours of her skin, and all traces of it with it. 
Her head, at the same time, really cleared as if she was suffering from a head cold prior to her head popping, which she could only imagine because she never had a head cold in her life, and….
Everything just suddenly felt fine, reality was clear, and she possessed her focus again. She felt energized, not weak. She felt alert, not afraid. She slowly began to realize about a great many things. Before she could consider them, someone grabbed her by the ankle….
Angelleia leapt out of the grasp, shocked by the cracking and shattering skeletal form of Beja Tu Ramore; shattering when she broke his grasp, his last action before her healing cells had rotted him right down to bone. His own blood turned black, and slowly it was evaporating instead of staining the deck. Parts of him had grotesquely fallen off, and he had dropped them here and there in a steaming heap of gruesome as he crawled. Ramore’s lightsaber, to her further astonishment, was also melting, caused by her blood.

“My lightsaber!” She looked, and she saw it; safe, apparently dropped sometime before Ramore had really began to become organic stew. She checked her hands, saw no blood, and called the large weapon to her hands. She caught it with both hands, which one of them still had the rings….
Angelleia was just ambushed by the Force, filling her, beating and defeating her attempts at trying to control her asilamorphic abilities. It was the final catalyst: fedarok cloak now tangled in her back peddling feet, Enothchild’s lightsaber, his and Juna’s rings: all elements coming together to form a very strong, indestructible compound of knowledge. Much like Madex had done, Juna had done the same in terms of traps, only she had done him one better: love, within love, within love….
-----------------

CHAPTER 73.2

All was illusion. 

It was….not another world, it did not feel right; it did not feel like another world. Perceptional, it existed for her, whatever this realm was; a place she felt only the selected could exist in. What was here was and yet could never be: air, clouds, sunlight, fields of grain and grass, waters afar and majestic white mountains so very, very near. 
The white mountains surrounded the plains of grass and all that looked towards the pale blue sea. In the north, casting no shadow even with the proper positioning of the sun above in clear enough spring skies, lead to by a great many steps upon of stairwell of ivory, stood a great white tower. The stairs continued on and upward, all the way to the top of the tower, where a bright light swayed and swirled about like a light in a lighthouse overlooking ancient sea shores. Each passing beam of light cut through the day like a lightsaber, unhindered by the overshadowing glow of day, seeking out and calling those selected to come, and indeed Angelleia now heeded the call.
Upon her approach to the massive stairwell the first step greeted her, taunting her with it’s height coming up to her chest; every step was so tall, so imposing, apparently deliberate to prevent the uninvited from scaling. How the builder would know the uninvited would be smaller than the steps were anyone’s guess; perhaps they knew that, here, in spirit, such evil would be small. As it was, Angelleia had to climb up, using her arms and legs to ascend over the edge, discovering at the top many names of individuals engraved in the steps, written in all sorts of languages she recognized, or did not recognized. Indeed they were names, many names; some of their owners dead, some of their owners still very much alive. The meaning of these names she felt were here as affirmations of gratitude. 
Somehow, indescribable to believe, these living and these dead had built these steps, and had built the tower, for whoever they were thanking; in spirit, in mind, it just all came together, whether they knew it or not, and such gratitude was meant for such greatness. The tower was no different, engraved with names that outlined the shapes and figures, engineered with depictions of heroic deeds, ascending forty thousand six hundred and thirty-one feet into the wonderful, twinkling sky, each foot representing a day in the Republic’s standard three hundred and sixty day calendar. This was a place for a fallen hero, as if others had granted that Hero’s only wish, and had done so in good thought or in good spirit. Every foundation, with names, everywhere Angelleia had looked, upon every step she had to climb.
Not tired or questioning her reasons for climbing, Angelleia kept going, doing it the hard way, just pulling herself up and over, not jumping, not using the Force. Oddly, she just knew it had to be done. She had looked up many times, hoping to see someone or something that would give her the reason for climbing. Yet there was no one and none, and onward she climbed, and about the five thousandth step did she feel tired. She pushed on, looked up again, and stopped herself for someone was now waiting for her just a few steps away.
On the five thousandth and twelfth step was a male Vhinphyc; quite large, his massive legs just hung over the edge of the step he sat on, his big feet hovered barely over the step below it. Given she only knew Vhinphyc from holograms she had only a vague idea how big they were in mass. However, with his Jedi clothing, bearded face, kind amber eyes and different shades of long blonde hair traversing between his battered horns to roll down his back, she knew him very well. Angelleia just stood there, panting, just three steps away from her real Father.

Enothchild Sarch had a smile already that grew and he said, “Greetings, my Daughter. It is wonderful that we have finally met.” He patted the step he was sitting on. “Please, come here, have a seat. You have had a difficult trial.”

Angelleia did not need to be told twice. Still, for some reason, it was very tough to climb now. She managed, finally reaching the step before where Enothchild was sitting, and grabbed a hold of one of his dangling legs for support. She was just too drained.

For his part, Enothchild slid off the step to stand. Angelleia though could not restrain herself and jumped upward, driven by a practice any Jedi would find unacceptable, doing it nonetheless, wrapping her small arms around his large neck in a hug. When she felt his large arms drape over her tiny body, she said, “So it’s you, it’s really you?”
“Search your feelings, you know this to be true,” instructed Enothchild, stroking her head with one hand while patting her back with the other. She did as he asked, and she found this as real as this was true: he was here, in this place of all places, holding her affectionately. He said, “It is for me. Is it for you?”
“Oh yes,” said Angelleia happily, and she felt herself crying in joy; this place would only allow those kind of tears. “Oh this is so real! Too real! Oh Papa!” She pulled herself upward and did her best to lean her horned head against his horned head. She whispered, “Oh Papa!”

Enothchild smiled when he heard that, stroking her brown hair again, closing his eyes and admiring, “How I wish this was all too real, yet I can barely settle for anything else right now, than this moment.” He swayed on his feet slowly, just to be able to do so with his offspring, his Daughter, his Kit in the Vhinphyc vernacular, loving on her as a Father should.
After she felt Enothchild begin to lower her to the step they were standing on, Angelleia looked around and asked, “What is this place, it’s so wonderful.”

“It’s Home,” was all he told her with a reassuring smile. He said, “Constructed by the hearts and minds of all who have appreciated everything that I had ever done for them. But the question you should ask, Angelleia, is why you are here, and how you got here.”

In her revelry, the revelation dawned on her. Angelleia peered up at Enothchild, looked around again, and felt herself with her hands. She noted, after searching her feelings again, “I’m not dead.”

“And I am still.” Enothchild put his large hands on her shoulders and rubbed them with endearment. “Our existences are mutual only for the coincidences and the consequences born out of the events that are happening in your young life. Many mistakes have occurred; you were sent here by your Mother to have them corrected.”

Enothchild picked her up again, only to have her sit on his knee as he sat down on a step. Angelleia felt comfortable there on his leg, holding on this arm for support, saying, “I don’t know where to begin, Papa.”
“I do,” he said wisely. Enothchild shook his head and spelled out, “Your Mother did not murder me as both she and Coy had said.” She did not look so relieved. “And this does not ease you? Why not so?”
Angelleia sighed and asked, “I don’t know. I know now that Master Madex had tricked me somehow. I felt the truth, from the rings.” Suddenly, she looked at her left hand, and opening the clutched fist, the two rings were now there when they were not before. Her shock was tempered by the fact this realm did such things. “I feel…it is so many other things, so many other reasons.”
Enothchild smiled, however, and he patted her head, stroking her hair. “You are so much like your Mother. You have her soft hair, and her gentle eyes. You also have that desire to live and die by the truth, and a rather fatalistic way of desiring deeper understandings in the mystery that is life. You still want to hate her when all she wants from you is your love.”

“She lied to me.”

“Have you considered why?”

“Clearly because…it was what she had done.”
“And you hold that against her still, after I have told you the truth?”

Sighing again, Angelleia felt her hands play on her tunic; that only made her Father smile, not show disappointment. There was part of her that wished to cease such conversation because it just reminded her what she had to do once she left here. She had a feeling she would never see Enothchild again once she departed, and so wanted to spend time not having to deal with what was coming, especially with what that entailed.

Angelleia said, “She told the truth, about killing you.” Enothchild nodded, which only confused her. “Did you hear me?”

“I did,” he assured her. “She killed me; in fact, she believes wholeheartedly she had murdered me, and had done so out of selfishness, out of the need for preservation. Angelleia, anyone that feels so guilty for what they have done could say they were guilty a thousand different ways and anyone that listens would believe it. Does it make such lies the truth? Given her point of view, of course it’s the truth. She told you, you would believe her.”
Wrapping his arm around her shoulders, Enothchild said, “What very few have is the opportunity to look back and see what had really happened, or have someone else that was there tell you what happened. First, we must reconcile what you believe to be the truth about yourself.” She frowned, so he just took her small hand into his free hand, his thumb eclipsing it as he rubbed the hand.
He said assuring, “You did come from Juna, as you came from me. We both loved one another, and we both shared more than that. Not just through you, but through many connections that were tested, battered, and in the end proven impervious to pain and treachery. She had always loved me, the moment she laid her young eyes upon me on Vhanba all those many years ago as I rescued her. It was many things, our fates that we would meet, bond, and when the time came we were mated together on an intimate level. This level, Angelleia, is one that cannot be cheated; it cannot be a form of trickery or a ploy to fool. I was not a plan, or part of one. Juna and I were connected in spirit of love long before any other connections were established between us. Our intimacy was spiritual, the kind misconstrued in stories about hope and romance. When we married, when she was old enough to truly express other passions and feelings, we both knew such examples were redundant.
“Yet still we desired a living monument of our achievement. She would, undoubtedly, be you. No one, Angelleia, no one can have that when part of the equation for it is a lie. Coy is a liar, and your Mother only wanting to protect you had lied; she did so to save you from what she believed to be all too true to her. Her and I, pinnacles of Light and of Darkness, came together in love, deeply and truly in love, with the common purpose of producing the evidence that our love was both true and existed. As I had experienced from your Grandmother Naressa, Juna’s intentions were quite clear, despite their place in the Dark Side of the Force. As your Mother told you, she strived to live beyond the expectations of herself set by others. I would have never loved Naressa and Juna if they did not mean their love for me. These were just natural extensions of survival, so long as they never harmed the innocent who was I, or even the Jedi, to judge them wrong. It was not our place; it still is not, for neither have done anything wrong.”

Holding her with both hands now, Enothchild continued with Angelleia, “You were conceived out of pure love, Angelleia. You were saved by pure love as well.” He drew her a little closer for comfort. “Your Mother was gravely injured, doing a great, noble act, the kind no Sith should ever do. And she is a Sith, no question, and truly she was selfish on that day: selfish that she wanted a peaceful galaxy to raise her family in, and in order for that she had to selfishly fight for everyone else, starting with herself. She fought a personal battle the whole time she was fighting Magus Prophet, and Darth Rune on Nal Hutta; such battles are fought alone, even as I helped her. In time, the war within and out was a burden she could not handle.
“When Rune had stabbed her, I felt the loss of both her and you. You were only a week or two alive, in the Force, and be it reckless or pointless Juna went with you in battle because if we failed, she never wanted you to be born in this galaxy without us, or without freedom. She loved you enough, insane as it seems, to put you in harms way. What other choice was there, to see you under the thumb of Rune? Even I would never bare the thought of that.

“That was why, as the both of you were dying in my arms, I begged Juna to take my life.” Enothchild caressed Angelleia’s quiet face. “I gave her no choice in the matter. At the time, she could take lives by just touching them, draining them of life through the Force to supplement her own power. My spirit would do more than just physically heal you both; I knew it would heal her fallen soul, which needed strengthening after my departure; if not, if I knew our love was a lie, then it would have never worked.”
“It…,” she began to speak, but stopped. Enothchild regarded her, which made Angelleia blush in doubt. She said, “It didn’t work. She’s still fallen.”

“To your point of view, and others, yes,” said Enothchild. “That assumes she fell from a place that was the precipice of virtue. Often, we Jedi place ourselves and others like us on a pedestal so high we ignore those others that appear to have no virtue. We’re conservative that way, thinking along two distinct realties when we know there are so many shades of gray. You have yourself experienced it first hand, now, and should know better: the righteous pursuit by Coy Madex, Sith Hunter, of the Dark Hope of the Sith Juna Rapier. Taken by our trained contexts, all is right in the universe.
“I had made that mistake myself long ago. It was Naressa first, but Juna that showed me how arrogant such thinking was. We do choose what is acceptable and what is not, and many times I have consulted, or fought along, with what is not more than what is acceptable. As your Mother told you, that yes, yes, I made the mistake of trying to make her a Jedi, I tried to take away what was naturally in her. There was a way to show her the Darkness; I honestly had no faith in her ability to handle it. As you just experienced, Beja Tu Ramore could not handle it.”

Angelleia looked down in shame; Enothchild brought her head up. “Would you have rather died than have killed Ramore? Be honest, Angelleia.” She looked at him with hurt eyes, and her head slowly shook. He shook his head and admonished gently, “You have the right to exist just as you have the right to survive. You did what you had to do; I know how difficult that is, truly I do. Real evil would never have any remorse in them for what they did. Believe me, even when it appears she doesn’t have it, Juna is remorseful for anything considered bad that she has done. That, young Padawan, is the difference between her and the real threat that is out there.
“The point is, at that time on Nal Hutta, she could not handle the Darkness she had descended to; especially when she was wounded, especially when she thought of you. With my life, with my love, I placed her spiritually where she could exist, and to assure that you survive. Juna, and you, were saved by me, but to this day she feels like I did when I was alive.”
Touched, and curious, Angelleia asked, “What was that, Papa?”

“That we can do it all.” He looked at her knowingly. “As if it is unfair for us to have such power in the Force that we cannot save everyone, and there are others who do not have that power and perish.” Enothchild gestured towards the stairs, and Angelleia followed his gesture, looking upon the names in various languages upon the structure. “Many of these names are people who have perished long before I could save them while I was alive, and though I know better I still wish I could have done more for them.” He smiled just a little. “I feel them here, now, all around me, telling me I did what I could do, and that even now I still care, they have bestowed this honor upon me that I had not asked for. For what I could not do for them when they lived, I sought to do better with the next lives I tried to save.
“But this bestowment does not come to pass unless I did one more, and last, heroic deed. The salvation and redemption and the saving of Juna’s life: finally, after all these years of success and failure, I had achieved what had eluded me: to truly save someone I truly loved.” 
Enothchild looked at Angelleia and patted her head. “My Nadja….I could not save, even when the answers were in front of me, all around us, all along. She had a destiny with the Force to fulfill, but mine was not to help her fulfill it. Mine was with Juna, and when I realized it I never knew such a peace, and it has continued on since.”
“But she lied to me?” questioned Angelleia.

“That she did, in error,” reasoned Enothchild. “Much like her own Mother, she did what she did in order to protect you.” He poked at her left hand, and she opened it up and he took one of the rings from it. “Juna’s faith, her beliefs, her religion you might say, was me. Since Vhanba, she looked to me when she was at her darkest. I kept her good when we were together, but when I forsaken her it cast her down a dark path much darker than she could ever know. I pulled her back, and with our love she believed in me again. You could say, in the end, she was the envy of any other disciples I may have had, for she truly did take me into her heart.”
He poked her in the chest and said, “And that, naturally went into you.”

Angelleia suddenly recalled Ancesca, when Juna had laid her head upon her chest, and she had never seen Juna in such peace before. Enothchild nodded and said, “Without me she was lost, and so without you she would have been even more lost, if not dead. Saving her life, Angelleia, assured two things: that you would live, and by that extension you would save the lives of many in the future, and secondly you would give Juna a reason to live in that way she has always known to be right and good.
“A moment of weakness, and we have them all of us, drove her to fear herself, that she would turn you to darkness. Even as your heart calmed her soul, she thought it best to place you where you would be safe, so she could worship you from afar. I told her to do it.” Angelleia looked at him in surprise. Enothchild snickered and said, “Why be so astonished now, when you are here, talking to me? I saw her reasoning and thought it wise. Of course, the others could never see the wisdom of it, and they never will, Angelleia. Do not argue with them: their ears will never listen.

“That is it, though: there is so much none of us can control. As I said, I could never bring back the dead I tried to save, so I pushed on to be better. And to save Juna, which saves you, which saves others, I could not be alive. Don’t you see: your Mother neither has the words or the heart to tell you as I have. She fears losing you, too, in life as well as death.”

“She said,” said Angelleia, in understanding, “she would burn the galaxy for me.”

“Would you condemn her so, for such a thing as to protect you, as any mother would for her child?”
Angelleia said, “Such a thing is so wrong.”

“To a Jedi, yes,” admonished Enothchild. “But she is not a Jedi. She is a mother, fearful of losing the one child that keeps her sane, keeps her from doing that which is terrible. You are who she worships now, Angelleia: she lives for your example.”

Blushing, Angelleia folded her hands together in her lap, and considered the point. And clearly the Jedi Master was very correct. Again, she was applying Jedi standards to a non-Jedi and expecting Jedi results….

No.

She shook her head, clearing her mind of the obvious, default answer that was stuck in her thinking. The Jedi standards just did not apply to anyone, period; only to those who are Jedi. Therefore, she doubted she could live by those standards herself if she agreed with Enothchild, her Father. And that was it, wasn’t it? She had to agree to him as a child would to the parent who was right. However, not just one parent: both parents! Enothchild had begged Juna to take his life, and he had told her to give her up to the Jedi Order; Juna, in both cases out of love and out of faith, just did what she was asked, making the decision she did as a mother. She was Enothchild’s and Juna’s Daughter, thus what Juna had done, though questionable, though unreasonable, though wrought with some error, was the right thing to do.
Angelleia just opened her hands, and when she did Enothchild put the ring he had plucked from her hands back. She watched the rings fuse back together; she had forgotten they were fused together. It, indeed, symbolized a bond made between Light and Darkness, conjoined by love and understanding, forming her.

She went back to why she looked at her hands. She pointed out, flashing a little smirk. “Well, don’t you suppose she would have been happier for me if she gave me over to the Botanical League?” Enothchild was smiling long before she made the crack, which was a joke with an obvious point. “I can think of many, many other less dangerous occupations than Jedi.”

Enothchild snickered, and he said, “It would have defeated the meaning of her sacrifice just as it would have ruined mine.” He held her closer, and he became serious. “You are to become something more and unexpected, my Daughter.” She looked at him with keen interest. “Something that cannot be explained to you; it is something you must discover on your own. To reach it, you must do what I have done, and go through Jedi Training. Other ways can reveal this destiny for you, but none of them would have met the expectations that your mother and I have of you. That means, along the way that is your quest, we expect you to fight, and save many lives, and go through the struggle of failing to save them.”
“I fear that, Papa,” admitted Angelleia.

“I know; that is why you look at your hands, and think about your blood, your body, and your power. You think what if you bleed around innocence? What if, with the powers Juna had showed me, I stray?” Enothchild shook his head and said, “You will find it is equally difficult to bruise as it would be to answer those questions. Your training, once continued, will show you how to avoid such problems. However…”
Enothchild took a moment, exhaled, and said, “You cannot change who you are. I’ve been there, believe me. I, too, did not like myself for being a Vhinphyc. I too wondered why I lived while others had died. To be honest with you, Angelleia, I never thought how foolish such thoughts were until after I had died on Nal Hutta. Of course such trivialities are apparent for life and living, which is so to drive us to be better people. In such a case, you would do best to become a Jedi, and not a doctor or a botanist. The point is, whether you are a Jedi or not, you will still be a Vhinphyc whose healing factor can kill others when they are exposed to it. I say to prevent such an occurrence, learn to protect others by learning to protect yourself. Do not see yourself as a bane to others; make yourself an example for others to follow.”
Angelleia took what he said to heart, but she still stayed her response, and her emotions. Enothchild lifted her head up by her chin and asked, “Before I was your Father, that is before you knew I was your sire, I was your inspiration.” She titled her head. “You swore that you would become a Jedi like myself and like Casper.”

“You heard that?!?” she wondered, recalling what she had done now, after she and Zesha had left Desderanda X.

“Of course I did!” Enothchild laughed. “You will not believe what the dead can know, see, and hear.” He patted Angelleia’s head. “Your mother and I want you to be better than us, first of all. On the other hand, your vow has merit so long as you believed it when you spoke it, because you believed in me.” He looked her in the eyes to engage her. “Do you believe in me, Angelleia?”
She cuddled herself, looked at him, and said, “Yes, I do.”

“Then honor your vow,” he said. “Start by saving your Mother, who still loves you so much, and did what she did not just to buy you this time with me. Casper is coming, help him put an end to this madness; he is on his way, but you will need to buy him time.”

Angelleia found herself nodding, agreeing with him finally; her Father was so right. If she truly trusted him, if she lived to be him, she had to take his word to be true. She had to go back, and reconcile with her Mother, who she realized she still loved even when she had lied to her and said those terrible things. Like her parents, like Juna, she could not change who she was, and one of those things she was she could not change was that she was a Jedi.

“I will do what you ask, Papa,” said Angelleia, “but how do I fight against such odds. Belief in the Force alone will not work here.”

Enothchild smiled and said, “You are just like your Mother. The Force, alone, just isn’t enough, you are right. Coy Madex is an accomplished swordsman, and his telepathic ability gives him an edge. Not to mention he will have allies.” He did not look as concerned about it as Angelleia felt. He just said, “First, know the Force works in mysterious ways because, second, know no time has passed since you have come here, so when you return, you will have time, seconds, to act.”

Standing up, Enothchild held Angelleia in one arm; he posted his arm so she could just freely sit on it as he descended down the stairs. “Thirdly, understand that your goal is not to defeat the Sith Hunters, it is to buy you and your Mother time in order for Casper to save you both.”
“I understand,” said Angelleia, but she pointed out, “but again I’m going against five fully trained Jedi. With luck I just beat Master Ramore, he wasn’t in his right mind. And I don’t think Ju…” She stopped, realizing she had made an error. This stopped Enothchild from walking and he regarded her, realizing why she stopped.

“I mean to say,” began Angelleia, slowly this time, “Mama may not be able to help.” That was actually very hard to say for some reason, but after saying it the first time she felt confident she could say it again. It did make her feel the imperative a bit more, though.

Enothchild smiled just for a moment, but he said with a more Jedi Master-like point, “There are times when you must think like a Jedi, and times when you cannot think like a Jedi. Like I said, you’re like your Mother, a pure realist of the situation. What you lack, on the other hand, is her and your Grandmother’s ability to dwell deeper into a perceived innocence or plan of action.”

“I don’t get it,” she said confused.

“The Sith, my Daughter, tend to have one plot with multiple purposes,” stressed Enothchild. “Juna gave you our wedding rings. She left her cloak behind, with my lightsaber in it. Altogether, with your asilamorphic abilities as a catalyst, it brought you here, as Juna had planned it, in order for me to tell you the truth. She also had planned that these items would serve a purpose in doing exactly what I have asked you to do, and with them you can.”

It seemed impossible, but Angelleia was being set down the ground beside him, for Enothchild had reached the bottom of the steps very quickly. He dropped down to a knee, placing both of his giant hands on her tiny shoulders and instructed, “With the Force, with the very ability you are using here that your Mother had showed you, you can draw upon the experiences we have left behind in these objects. It is called Invoking the Spirit.” It never had dawned on Angelleia, so her eyes were big on this news. He warned, however, “It will be mimicry, so for one thing how you translate it will not be perfect. Another thing is that this is an advanced practice; you will burn through every physical and mental reserve you have just holding on. A prolonged exchange will drain you, and once spent you will be defenseless.”
“Then against so many enemies, I have, what, just minutes,” said Angelleia in a downed realization. Just when she thought she had a short cut to tremendous skills to save herself and Juna, it was not going to last.

“Ah, see, this is where you should think like a Jedi,” reminded Enothchild. “As scary, as terrible, and as impossible as you may seem to the Sith Hunters, you will not have fallen. Because of that, they will be reluctant to get in the fight with you, no matter what they show in aggression. It is imperative, at that moment, you challenge Coy Madex directly. He will be a problem; Master Qualeggoes and Master Windu had trained him well.”
Hearing Mace Windu’s name made Angelleia’s mouth drop. She said, “Are you kidding? I have a chance against one trained by both a skilled mentalist and a great swordsman?”

“A slim one,” admitted Enothchild. He chuckled and noted, “But I know Coy really well. With his telepathy, Invoking the Spirit will negate that just as a focused mind will. A ‘lost disciple’ of my Nadja he is, his prideful nature is not an act. He will get cockier the longer the fight goes on, he will intentionally draw it out. I am certain he will because he will know what you are doing the moment you show yourself. That is why, at the very least, you must remain defensive. Do not let him dictate the ending of the fight.” 

Enothchild opened her little hand, and there were the rings again. He took one of them and put it on her right thumb. Angelleia gave him the left ring to put on her left thumb. He instructed her, “Run the Force through you, in every part of your body, and especially here in the hands as you hold my weapon. Wear your Mother’s cloak; as you learned with Beja Tu Ramore, it is as good as any blast door armor. However, like said armor, it can withstand only so much, and concentrated contact will destroy it so don’t get pinned down. Only engage him: do not get the other Sith Hunters involved; use their sense of fair play against them.”
She almost objected, but Angelleia remembered what she was doing and nodded, “I will.”

“One more thing, and this is key, Angelleia,” began Enothchild seriously. “Juna must not fight if she wakes up.” Angelleia frowned at his idea. “Knock her out if you must, wound her, pick her up, carry her: I do not care how you do it, but if that moment happens you must drop everything you are doing and get her the hell out of there. She has, Angelleia, this one opening to clear herself and if she engages the Sith Hunters, and kills them all, I promise you no matter what you or Casper says or do it will not change the Jedi Council’s mind. One way or another, Coy wants your Mother to face an unjust justice for a non-existent crime she, I, or anyone else other than Magus Prophet had committed. His death by her hands will assure that.”
Angelleia had a thought and she said, “And if I bleed?”
Enothchild stood up a little taller from his knee. He said, “Coy will not engage you in a way that will draw blood. None of them will, but that’s no guarantee really. Consider it an option for saving your life; you already know Juna is immune.”

“But not Casper!” she pointed out.

“Your Jedi Father has already weighed the risks, so know he knows what dangers he will face,” said Enothchild stoically. “He knows what Juna is doing. For you and Juna, he is willing to do his Jedi duty to the end if necessary.” He stressed to her. “But if you can, upon his arrival, get Juna and run like hell; avoid all the confrontation you can. Casper will cover your departure from the battlefield. Do keep the battle visible for him to see it.”
Angelleia nodded, but she began to shake. She expected a hug from Enothchild, but instead he was too busy in instruct her as a Jedi Master should. “Remember, what you do is not what you think you are doing. Feel your way to your goal, and keep in mind always that goal, nothing more, nothing less. Fear will not save you; sorrow will not save Juna; neither of you in anger is good. The Force is with you, young Knightshade, and though not a Jedi yet your way is no different than the Jedi way.”
She nodded in understanding, doing all she could to convert that what was needed to fight. She went to say, “I wish-.”
Enothchild was quick to put a hand to her lips. He said, “At a convenient time, ask your Mother why you shouldn’t say ‘wish’. Just…take my word for it.” 
When she nodded, he reached for her forehead and laid his lips upon it. Angelleia’s knees buckled when he did that. She never knew she would respond that way, having her Father kiss her like that. It was the first time for the both of them, unfortunate that it was here, and the time pressure now growing in her own mind.

Angelleia slipped into another hug around his big neck and asked, “Will I see you again?”

He only said, “Not too soon.” Enothchild stood up to break free from her, pointed south, and begged her, “Now run. Run now. Go.”
Angelleia gripped her hands tight, turned, and ran to the south from where she came. She ran until she felt she had to look at him one more time. She stopped, turned….

Enothchild Sarch was gone.
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