Nancora, Collective Territory,

Outer Rim Territories, 38 ABY
Tyga watched as the last Collective soldier fell to his lightsaber and crumpled to the ground in a heap. This superhuman effort brought the young Force Knight to his knees and his entire life force felt as if it had been ripped from his body. There was no time to rest; he still had a job to do and staggered unsteadily onto his feet. Looking over his shoulder, the trail of death and destruction he had left in his wake from Faron up to now was a bold statement toward the Collective that Clan Arcona would continue to kick ass and take names until they were wiped from the face of the galaxy, never to return and threaten again those who all called it home. 
“You’ll get there one day kid……” came a snarky reply over the earpiece. Glancing up above him, Tyga saw the Mirialan standing on the edge of the roof of a grocery store, watching the prison through binoculars. Nova looked down at her younger cousin and mock saluted him as her mind began to turn and formulate her parts of the rescue mission for these two captives. It was to be one of her toughest tasks as of yet; hacking into the computer systems and droids to basically turn the prison against its operators. Tyga saluted Nova and continued on his way. 

Up ahead lay the prison, where he hoped to find the Deputy Grand Master and Violet, still in one piece and unharmed of course. The tall metal gates were barred and two guards were on duty outside. Taking cover behind a low wall, Tyga tapped into the Force like never before, knowing he would have to rely on all of his skills, and also quite a bit of luck, to succeed in his task. Picking up a smallish rock, it levitated beside him as he peered over the wall. One guard was just turning away at that moment and beginning his patrol along the eastern outer wall. In a flash, the rock hurled towards the guard and connected with his shin. Stooping over to pick it up, Tyga propelled a second larger rock toward the guard’s helmet and it connected.  
The guard stood up and began looking around for the troublemaker responsible. With one last Force Throw, the third rock connected with a metal sign hanging near an apartment cluster on the corner. The guard looked around and wandered over to the rock, picking it up. With the guard distracted momentarily, Tyga took his chance. Sprinting toward the gates, Tyga saw a door built into the wall leading to a long walkway used by on-coming and off-going shifts at the prison. Using his cloaking ability to shield himself, he saw the guard returning to his post and hit the button with an open palm. The door opened; the security officer thinking that the guard must have hit it by accident. Tyga made his way through and down the walkway, with the door slammed shut with a loud bang. Now came the next part of his plan; the prison itself.  
Overloading a power box, the door from the walkway to the prison swung open. Uncloaking himself, Tyga crept inside, avoiding the torchlights of the patrolling guards. He had a hunch that Evant and Violet would be held away from the general prison population, possibly in a high security wing or even underground in holding cells. He passed by the laundry room and saw prisoners cleaning the guards’ uniforms as well as those of the fellow inmates. When the prisoners on laundry duties were escorted out by guards, Tyga slipped in unseen and changed into prison garb and cloaked himself once more, entering the kitchen. Taking a food cart, he hid his armour underneath and grabbed two covered trays. Hopefully this cover would work.  
Tyga pressed the earpiece and spoke in hushed tones. “Alright Nova, I’m inside. Can you tap into the mainframe and try to see if Master Taelyan and Violet D’slan are being held here and if they are, where they are?” being a Sith Techweaver, Nova was one of the best at what she did, but maybe it was above her skillset, since this was a maximum-security prison after all. 
“I am looking up prisoner rolls and the cell assignments now,” came the curt reply across the airwaves. Several minutes passed by without word and Tyga began to worry Nova had failed, but her dulcet tones returned several minutes later with the news that he had been waiting for. 
“Successfully located Master Evant Taelyan and Acolyte Violet D’slan. They are being held in Cells 3D and 3E on the lower ground level. I do not want to raise suspicion, so you’ll have to get yourself escorted down there. It is all up to you kid. I will see you once you have your prisoners in tow. And hey, good luck lek-head,” although many Twi’leks thought of this term as derogatory, Tyga knew that Nova meant it purely as a term of endearment and affection. 

“And where are you off to?” asked the towering Bothan, as he adjusted his stance and stared unflinchingly at the new prisoner. He must have been transferred in with all the new inmates, but managed to keep his head down, since the Bothan didn’t remember seeing him anywhere.
“I’m on lunch detail and have been asked to take food to your two Brotherhood prisoners,” at the word “Brotherhood”, the Bothan guard glared and spoke of his deep hatred towards them, before he pulled a key from his belt. Unlocking the first door and then the second, he always kept an eye upon this new “prisoner”; there had been several near revolts in the last month.
Guiding the Twi’lek “prisoner” to the elevators, the guard hit the down button on the middle one and the elevator’s doors slid open with a creak. Tyga stepped inside and smiled back at the Bothan guard, before hitting the “LG” button and the doors closed. The elevator headed down, creaking and groaning all the way. The elevator came to a grinding halt and then the doors slid open, revealing a dimly lit hallway. Wheeling the food cart down the hall, Tyga reached a set of double doors that were locked and controlled via the reception desk. Pushing on the buzzer, a light lit up on a panel and a guard flicked a green switch and the doors swung open and Tyga ventured inside the holding block and he got a good look at his surroundings.
“I’m here on lunch duty for the two Brotherhood prisoners,” the Human guard glanced up at the “prisoner” and Tyga could see, like before, the mere mention of the Brotherhood brought a growl of disgust from the guard as he stood and grabbed a set of keys for the holding cells.
“Alright. But you better be quick kid and do not talk to them alright?” he put heavy emphasis on the “not” since the Collective wanted to keep them from having any other outside contact, so they could both be interrogated at length by the Collective Mindbreakers and then tortured. 
The guard strode in front and he took Tyga down another hallway that branched off from the main room, heading through a second set of double doors. Once through, the guard led Tyga past holding cells and he took quick glances to see whether Evant and Violet were inside. The pair were not, but the guard came to a halt and pointed out two holding cells at the very end of the hallway. Looking through the view port, Tyga could see the Deputy Grand Master and the Clan Arcona representative shackled on their beds, or what passed for beds down here.

“There we are. I’ll be watching you kid,” the guard stood back and Tyga went about his task, his mind already turning many, many cogs and implementing his rescue mission. He took one of the covered trays from the cart and approached Violet’s cell, pushing the switch, and the door slowly opened up, revealing the young Human woman slouched on the edge of her bed. 
“Miss D’slan, my name is Tyga Orn Nilim. I am a Knight with Clan Arcona and I am here to rescue you,” he saw a confused expression come over Violet’s face as she took the covered tray, but there was no food upon the plate. Offering his hand, Violet clasped it tightly in hers. 
Tyga focused on a fire extinguisher mounted on the wall. It began to shake in its brackets and eventually came loose. With a flick of his head, it flew down the hall and connected with the back of the guard’s head. He fell to the floor unconscious with a sickening thud. Reaching out with the Force, the key chain flew into his hand and Tyga released Violet from her chains and handed over the key chain, as he overloaded the electronic lock on Master Evant’s cell. 

“Take them please, Miss Violet. They will come in handy,” the electronic lock shorted out in quick time and the door slowly opened. Tyga stood in awe for a few seconds at the man who was second-in-command of the Brotherhood but was brought back to reality. He approached Master Evant and quickly released him from his shackles and then knelt as a sign of respect. 
“Master Taelyan, my name is Tyga Orn Nilim and I am a Knight of Clan Arcona, sent here to rescue you. If you would kindly follow me, I will show you the way out of here…” Taelyan nodded in approval and followed behind the Twi’lek, stepping over the still out cold guard. 

Searching through the Force, Tyga located a path through the prison that would take them out of the prison and close enough to Axio, where they could jump on one of the departing trains and get back to Faron, and the landing pad, without too much trouble, hopefully. But his path through the Force was interrupted by the sounds of explosions rocking the upper levels and a cacophony of shouts, blaster fire, screams of pain and utter environmental destruction. Using the distraction to his advantage, Tyga ignited his lightsaber and the blade sliced clean through the security console, opening the doors permanently and clearing a way back to the elevators.
The middle elevator opened its doors as if on command and Tyga herded Master Taelyan and Violet inside, before joining them. He pressed the “G” button and the doors closed with a hiss and then the elevator trundled upwards. It came to a grinding halt, and as soon as the doors opened, it was like walking into a war zone. Guards were battling their own security droids, who turned on them in the heat of the moment and they were blasting every guard in sight on the floor with their rifles, riot batons and some of the droids were even using the riot shields.
“You better hurry up kid. I don’t know if I can hold them for much longer!!” came the urgent message over the earpiece. Nova had worked her magic and it definitely worked too good.  
“Can you tap into the mainframe and find us a route out of this place Nova?” Tyga knew that by now, the governor had probably called in reinforcements and they were now on their way. 
“Alright, I have located a route that should allow the three of you to escape unharmed and get to Faron. Follow my instructions to the letter, do you understand cousin?” Tyga replied in the affirmative and the three moved off, with Tyga relaying the instructions to Evant and Violet. 

Following Nova’s instructions to the letter, the three arrived at an electronically locked door, which led to the secondary control room. Overloading the lock with a surge of Force power, Tyga entered first and was utterly astounded by the bank of screens, consoles and cameras.
“I am tapping into the main console to open the doors to the transportation garage, where you may be able to find some form of vehicle to use,” Nova worked her magic once more and she flicked the switches to the doors leading downstairs to the garage. A door in the far corner of the room opened and the trio hurried down two flights of stairs and were soon in the garage.

Prisoner transports were lined up in two neat rows. Tyga picked the one closest to them and took note of its number, 33. He saw a prison guard in the transport office leap from his chair and run towards an internal staircase; they must have called in for backup against the rogue droids. Sprinting over to the office, the young Twi’lek grabbed the keys for Unit 33 from the wall board and returned to the vehicle. Climbing into it, Tyga eased the key into the ignition and turned it over. The transport rumbled into life and Nova tapped into the mainframe once more to open the garage doors. Heading out, the transport passed by a convoy of responders.

Thankfully, they were not focused on the transport, rather the battle still raging on within the prison and the transport harmlessly passed by. Looking out of the window back towards the prison, it was now becoming engulfed in the sounds of combat and several loud explosions were heard, as charges were thrown into the ground floor and wiped out the rogue droids. 
“We are nearly at Faron,” Tyga said into his earpiece, as Nova removed her control over the prison droids, who immediately shutdown and collapsed due to the damage they received. 

“My pleasure, cousin. Anytime you need to get somewhere, you know where to find me,” the Sith Techweaver shutdown her datapad and returned to her own ship. It was another success. 
The prison transport came to a halt in the outskirts of Faron and Tyga hurriedly escorted the Deputy Grand Master and Violet towards the landing pad, where his shuttle awaited them. It had been a long and tough mission, but with his strong belief in the Force, and some family guidance, the mission had been completed without casualties. As the three boarded the shuttle for the journey back to Brotherhood space, Evant grasped the young Twi’lek’s hand firmly in his and shook it vigorously in thanks for his efforts on this day. Violet took Tyga’s hands in hers and squeezed them, before planting a kiss on both cheeks in appreciation of his actions.  
