The dreams were back again. The wind whipped through the deserted streets of one of the many lower, crime-ridden levels of Coruscant. His cloak billowing behind him, Tyga watched as rats scurried around his feet, looking for their next meal. Up ahead, he saw what seemed to be a habitat made out of supply containers and a lone figure curled up in a blanket. As he got closer, the sound of his boots echoing on the cobblestones, the figure sat up and they held out an empty silver food can, which had “Need food and money” scrawled on it in rough Aurebesh. Stopping in front of the homeless being, Tyga pulled out a small cloth bag and began to empty several credits into it. The figure stood up and in the illumination of the streetlights flickering overhead, Tyga recognized the scrawny being - it was himself.
A cacophony of sounds filled the air and Tyga found himself in a dark alleyway in Coruscant, watching the young male Twi’lek being beaten by a pair of street thugs for his credits and food. There was the familiar snap and hiss of a lightsaber. The blood red blade illuminated the darkness and then the hooded figure made light work of the two adversaries. Kneeling down, the figure removed her hood and then revealed herself to be another Twi’lek, but her red skin was covered in tattoos. Tyga watched on as she removed him from the situation, this life of crime, and into her arms. Next, he found himself on the ship that was going at light-speed through the galaxy and all of a sudden, a strange planet appeared up ahead. It was the beginning of his new life; a complete rebirth of mind, body and soul.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

“Good morning Master!!!” the cheerful tones through the intercom told the Sith Warrior of the imminent arrival of his droid companion. The door to his quarters slid open and the black G0-T0 droid entered, its hands holding onto a pot of hot coffee, which it placed down upon the breakfast bar in the corner, before busying itself with chores, such as pulling open the blinds, preparing breakfast and screening several calls that had come from the Dark Council. 
“Good morning Fizz,” Tyga replied curtly, as he finished dressing in his midnight black robes. Admiring himself in the mirror, the Twi’lek strode over to his chest of drawers and picked up his lightsaber. How many people had met a violent end because of this weapon? Clipping it onto his belt, Tyga picked up his data pad and snapped his fingers in an authoritative manner; many things needed to be done today and Fizz was the master droid of problem solving.
“I must say that black really does suit you sir!! And how are you feeling today, my lord?” Fizz asked, as he hovered along behind his master as they made their way down the hall towards the central meeting chamber.
“Every is a good day when you do not have to fight every day for your existence,” Tyga replied, as the thoughts of a prior life dissipated and his mind became clear and focused on the tasks ahead. 

