The sun streamed into the bedroom and the orange lekku sticking out from under the bedsheets began to move slowly. Throwing off the covers, Tyga lay there, staring up at the ceiling, relieved that he had survived his first major conflict. The journey home to Coruscant had been a long and tiring trip, but the Twi’lek was glad to be home with his clan. A loud knock upon the bedroom door, followed by the doorknob turning and the sound of light footsteps padding on the wooden floor did not register with him. In his mind, Tyga was reliving the Great Jedi War and his part in fighting the Collective and Principate. Although the memories were still fresh, they would fade with time.
Suddenly, something impacted squarely with his stomach, sending waves of pain. His eyes nearly popped out of his head and Tyga gasped for breath. Focusing his vision, he saw that Erabsuda, his older sister, was on top of him, her lekku wrapped tightly around his. Being a fellow Jedi, she had followed him through the Force and kept her little brother safe throughout his time fighting in the Lyra colony with Clan Arcona. It was just her nature, which was probably why she had chosen to become a Consular.
“Wake up brother!!” she cooed in his ear, before moving off his stomach and going to his wardrobe, picking out his oufit. She had planned an entire day out for the pair, to get Tyga back into the world. Dragging himself to his feet, Tyga watched as Erabsuda picked out a vibrant shirt, matching socks, khaki slacks, and some high-top sneakers. 
“Good morning sis,” Tyga said, rubbing his eyes and took his outfit from her. “What do you feel like doing today?” Tyga knew that staying around at home would not be good for him - he felt the need to get out and back into a normal routine after the war.
“I want to go to the carnival that is near the Jedi Temple, and spend all day riding the rides with my favourite little brother and eat all the cotton candy I can!!!” Tyga burst into fits of laughter. Although she was three years older, Erabsuda still acted like a kid sometimes. Although, she only revealed it to those nearest and dearest to her; but for most of the time, she was a calm and collected Jedi Consular, especially during battle. 
Erabsuda skipped down the hallway to her bedroom to get changed; Tyga went to the bathroom. After washing and changing, Tyga emerged and headed to the front door of the apartment to wait for his sister. She came out of her bedroom dressed in a flowery dress, with Roman sandals and a large, floppy straw hat completing her ensemble. 
Tyga led the way to a waiting elevator and the pair stepped in. The doors closed with a whoosh and headed for the lobby of the complex. After a short journey down, the elevator doors opened out to the lobby and Erabsuda grasped her brother’s hands and sprinted down the street towards the carnival in the distance. A smile spread over his face - he knew that it would take some time, but his old ways and habits would return, and everything would revert to normal, as if the war had not taken place. That would be the case till the next Great War came, and he was called up for battle once more.
