It’s Just A Party, Right? (Prompt #1)
~  ~  ~  ~  ~  ~  ~  ~  ~  ~  ~  ~  ~  ~  ~  ~  ~  ~

Walking through the huge double doors into the ballroom, Tyga felt he was coming down with a serious case of introvert. He had never really enjoyed large crowds, but he knew it would be poor form on his part if he turned and left. After all, Clan Arcona had been personally invited and the young Twi’lek did not want to offend any of his clanmates at this important event. He saw Zujenia hovering nearby in conversation, so at least he knew there would be someone to talk to. The Principate representatives were in attendance, working with the clan to move the trade talks toward something more concrete. Going up to the bar, and ordering a tall glass of Ne’tra gal, the Corellian bartender had a quizzical look across his face as he poured it for Tyga and then handed over the glass.

As he went to join his clanmates, Tyga felt someone bump into him accidentally. Clutching his glass, he saw his unexpected acquaintance was a beautiful female Twi’lek, yellow in colour with bright blue markings. She was wrapped in a flowing white dress, with expensive, ornamental jewellery draped all over her from head to foot. 
“I am so sorry, please forgive me,” she bowed her head low in regret. “My name is Kurfacril Fenn, and I am one of the Jedi Knights who have been tasked to monitor the talks between the Principate and the Brotherhood. We wish to gain the support of Arcona to open trade with the clan and expand the economy,” she kept her head low and shifted into a submissive mindset, but Tyga knew it was just an accident and he held out his hand, feeling her hand slip into his and grasp it in forgiveness. A feeling of warmth washed over Tyga from head to foot. 
“It is a pleasure to meet you. My name is Tyga. Tyga Ornil Nilim and am a Grey Jedi with Clan Arcona. I have met many Jedi during my time with the Clan and have learnt a great many things from them,” lifting her head, Kurfacril smiled at her fellow Twi’lek and took him by the arm, leading him towards a secluded spot outside of the grand hall, which was at its peak. Away from the noise, and bustle, of the party, Kurfacril took Tyga’s hands and she glanced out at the stars and moon hanging in a cold sky. It reminded her of those nights she had spent stargazing with her parents when she was a child, before being taken by the Jedi and beginning a new journey.
“This is my first time at an event like this, and honestly, I hate crowds. They overwhelm me,” Tyga chuckled in response and mentioned how he too hated crowds but decided to stay due to Arcona having been invited here. 
“If you wish Kurfa, I would be more than happy to be your escort this evening,” this seemed to brighten Kurfa’s evening and she happily accepted. The pair returned to the gathering, which was now in full swing, with a band playing upon the stage and the dance floor filling up with eager participants. Leading the way, Kurfa swayed her hips to the music and wrapped her arms tightly around Tyga and the pair began to dance, with others watching. 
Tonight would be seen as a political breakthrough and a night of magic for two beings who were meant to be.
