Coruscant, 
39 ABY.

The wedding venue was a grand cathedral in the central district of the city. It was said that it had the most stained glass windows of any cathedral within the sector. Bedecked in wedding bunting and banners, it certainly made for an impressive sight as the wedding party arrived in the limousines. Alighting from their transports, the party were escorted into the cathedral and then to their own private rooms before the ceremony would begin in just over two hours. 

Tyga rubbed his temple and he tried to shake off the invasive feelings of worry, fear, pain and anger – an everlasting cycle. It had begun early in the morning and failed to abate, even with painkillers and rest. On the journey it felt like he was going to be sick. Gingerly making his way into his private room, he closed the door behind him and then his mind was immediately wracked with these feelings once more, but this time they were amplified two thousand times. 
He collapsed, but caught himself and grasped onto the chair in front of him, tremors coursing through his veins like a hovertrain. Inhaling deeply, Tyga closed his eyes and concentrated on fighting back against these feelings and cleansing his mind. Slowing his breathing, he felt his heartbeat slowing, but those thoughts still permeated like tendrils. No matter how much he tried, the Twi’lek was unable to penetrate. This was nothing like he had experienced before. 
Atyiru…
Something had happened and there were smaller sensations pulsing through every nerve; his Arcona family were facing off with evil and were locked into a life and death struggle. Tyga slammed a closed fist on the dresser, waves of pain pulsating through each knuckle and bone of his left hand. They were in trouble and he was not there to help them in their hour of need, but he just had to try and do something to show his Arcona family he was with them spirit. 
The words would probably be lost in the maelstrom of the Force that was swirling around the ducts of Ol’val and Atyiru, but he just had to try and project something – anything at all – to show her and the other Arconans that he was thinking of them and projecting all the luck he could muster to give his family the boost that they might need in their battle against this great evil, one that was stronger than he had felt before or heard through tales of his Jedi ancestors. 
After some time, the dark, enveloping tendrils of worry, fear, pain and anger slowly rescinded and they seemed to have been contained for now; the great evil must have been overcome. As quickly as the weight had crushed and compressed his mind, the weight was lifted. Collecting his thoughts, Tyga slumped down into the chair and his mind began to turn a million parsecs a second, trying to figure out what the feelings were and what had brought them forth to him.
