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A small transportation shuttle arrived alongside the impressive Raider-I class corvette known as Shiloh. The Principate ground forces accompanying the Twi’lek completed final checks of their weaponry and someone said a final prayer as the docking tunnel connected onto an airlock, far away from prying eyes and any sensors. Removing his lightsaber from the belt loop, Tyga’s hand went up and the airlock door opened of its own accord. As he lead the way into a corridor, he felt through the Force for any signs of life, especially mutineers. A weak signal made its way through the vast expanse of the Force and Tyga’s lekku suddenly began to twitch all over the place, alerting him.
“Follow me, quickly,” he whispered to the awaiting Principate soldiers, who readied their blaster rifles and they stayed close behind. As the strike team moved through the warren of corridors, Tyga stopped in his tracks; it seemed the mutineers were onto the group and were sending out strike teams of their own to either capture or kill the Jedi, due to the lies they were told by the Collective. They would not be put down easily. 
As they emerged into a long corridor ending at what seemed to be a security station, a swarm of pro-mutiny Principate forces rushed through a sliding door and took up their positions, weapons trained on the traitors and their Jedi leader. Soon, the corridor was full of blaster bolts, as the pro-mutiny forces put up a wall of death to try and down as many of their former comrades as they could, before moving in to capture the Jedi.
“Take cover, now!” Tyga yelled, as he ignited his green lightsaber blade and began to deflect the bolts away from his team, much to the surprise and shock of those on the opposing side. One of the pro-mutiny soldiers was hit and he collapsed onto the deck in as much the same way as a house of cards would. Moving steadily forward, Tyga’s resolve grew and he continued to deflect the bolts back at the opponents at every turn. 
They were surprised and shocked, with several other Principate soldiers falling to the returned bolts. Eventually, Tyga gained the upper hand and the mutineering Principate soldiers surrendered after seeing the power of their opponent. They threw down their weapons and raised their hands in defeat. Their leader was still defiant, so Tyga lifted him in the air and threw him hard against the wall. Collapsing onto the floor, he knew resistance was futile; now Tyga had to find out where those other mutineers were and what the next major move was, in regards to the Brotherhood and their next strikes. 
“Why would I tell you Jedi?! The Brotherhood is out to destroy us and I want to do as much damage to you and your fellow Jedi as possible....” he spat at Tyga, with a deep hatred burning in his eyes. It seemed that the Collective’s lies and attacks against their own false-flag operations had done their work and the leader would not be convinced.
Tyga held his lightsaber’s blade close to the leader’s neck and spoke in hushed tones, as to keep the words just between the two. “And I want to know what the next move is against the Brotherhood and also what kinds of resistance we will be against when we assault the bridge,” the blade moved even closer and closer to the leader’s throat. 
The leader’s face turned pale at the thought of being sliced in two or decapitated by the Jedi, so he relented. “Alright, alright. The Fifth Fleet is planning to launch an all out attack on the Brotherhood forces and then overwhelm them, wiping them all from the galaxy. On the bridge, you will find the command staff and a force of bodyguards for the commander,” Tyga withdrew his lightsaber and the leader was now in custody.
With the information given, Tyga lead his team towards the bridge. Holding his hands out, the Twi’lek focused to try and force those heavy metal doors apart, but it was no use; they were too heavy for even a Jedi to move. One of the soldiers revealed a rather powerful satchel charge and she placed it against the doors. The team took cover, and in a split second, the doors were forced open, and the sounds of frantic voices and hurried footsteps flowed past Tyga’s ears, as the bridge prepared itself for combat.
“Go!! Go!!” Tyga shouted above the din of battle, as he led the way inside. He began deflecting blaster bolts in all directions, as some of the command staff drew their own personal sidearms and used them against the Jedi and his traitorous colleagues. Many of the staff fell due to being hit by returning bolts and it was then that the bodyguards came into the fray. They rushed Tyga, but he used Force-enhanced throws and pushes to keep them off balance. But the bodyguards still kept coming, intent on killing him.
Everything was occurring within a swirl of green light, as Tyga slashed and stabbed at his attackers with his lightsaber, felling several of the bodyguards with direct attacks against their weapon hands and repeated slashes at their armour. Looking around him, the strike team was doing good work in catching the more determined mutineers off-guard with hand-to-hand combat tactics, since they too were seen to be useful vessels of information about the Fifth Fleet’s overall plan of action against the Brotherhood.
Gradually, the team gained the upper hand against the small band of survivors and the mutineers found themselves surrounded on all sides. All around the two groups lay a number of dead and dying; those who decided to fight to the death. Once they saw the situation as hopeless and having no way to continue the fight, they threw down their weapons and raised their hands in surrender. The fight lasted all of twenty minutes or so, but it had lasted much longer in Tyga’s mind, but he was glad that it had come to its only resolution, since finding out more about their plans was seen as important. 

“I would advise you to not try and escape, because it would be of no use to you,” the Twi’lek said to the Admiral, as he held his lightsaber blade against the man’s chest. It was a humiliating defeat and then the Admiral became worried about his treatment.
“I surrender to you in the name of the Principate...” it was spoken in a clipped tone of voice and the Admiral handed over his personal sidearm as a token of the surrender. 
“You may keep your sidearm, Admiral. I am hereby placing you into the custody of the Brotherhood and you and your surviving crew will be treated fairly by us,” as the Principate strike team took the Admiral and the other survivors into custody, ready for transport back to Brotherhood lines, Tyga was just relieved that the engagement had ended the way it did, without any major loss of life, and the Brotherhood could also find out more about the mutiny and delve deeper into the Collective’s involvement.
