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40 ABY. 
Books were being scoured through in total darkness, with only the light of a lantern showing through the windows of the long since closed library. The howling winds and snowstorm covered the Selenian historian’s activities, but they also disguised the movements of another figure who was approaching.
The heavy doors of the dark and empty library burst open and the Selenian cultist historian dropped the book he was perusing and turned in shock and surprise. An orange lightsaber blade ignited and it illuminated the surroundings. Peering through the darkness, he heard a low hiss and a guttural growl. 
“Leave this place and the people alone. You are nothing but a blight on the landscape and you will not bring your gods back…” heavy footsteps approached and the cultist squared up to face his opponent.
Tyga stood in front of him, the moonlight glancing off his polished armour and a scowl was fixed upon his face. Taking several steps forward, Tyga swung his blade and he found it blocked by the Selenian cultist, who countered with his Cortosis-coated quarterstaff. With a heavy overhand strike, Tyga kept up the relentless pressure and then drove the cultist back through those aisles of books. The Selenian tapped into his inner energy and he launched a counterattack, the staff landing heavy blows upon the Mandalorian armour. He became more and more annoyed as the staff only let out resounding ringing.
“Damn you to hell Jedi!!!” the Selenian cultist roared, as he began to launch a wild flurry of punches in Tyga’s direction, but his opponent managed to block each one. This caused his anger to boil over. In his mind, the Selenian had not expected any opposition and now this had caused a major deviation.  
“I’m no Jedi…” Tyga growled, striking out with his lightsaber and ripping through the Selenian’s robes, causing deep wounds to his flesh. A hiss escaped his lips and he bared his fangs angrily at the cultist.  
The cultist dropped to the ground and crawled around, trying to put off the pain. He staggered up onto his feet and struck out with his quarterstaff once more. By continuing to focus through the Force, Tyga ripped the staff out of the Selenian’s hand. The cultist looked down at his weapon hand and across to the Twi’lek, his anger could not be held in anymore and he tackled his opponent onto the floor hard. It had turned out to be much more than a simple exercise in absconding with books from the shelves. 
He launched a flurry of punches to Tyga’s chest and stomach, although the armour did soften most of those blows. Tyga retaliated and punched the Selenian square in the throat; the cultist grasped at his throat, gasping for air and choking. Noting that the Twi’lek was too powerful, he decided it was best for him to escape and get as far away as he could. Staggered onto his feet, he began running towards the rear exit doors and Tyga was close behind him, his lightsaber hilt grasped tightly in his right hand. 
The door was jammed shut and the cultist hurriedly tried to and open the door, but it would not budge an inch. Ramming himself into the door over and over, it finally burst open and it nearly came off of its hinges. He ran out into the snow, struggling to make headway in the swirling snowstorm. Tyga stood in the doorway, ignited the orange blade and waded out into the howling storm. Marching through the knee-high snow, Tyga’s face now had a permanent scowl affixed upon his lips. Holding out his hand, the cultist felt himself stopping mid-step and then found himself in a struggle with an invisible power.   
“L-Let…me…go…” he said through gritted teeth, as he continued to try and free himself from the thing that now had a hold of him. He glanced over his shoulder back at the Twi’lek a few feet behind him. 
Tyga released the cultist and then used Force Push to send him face first into the packed snow. The Selenian got to his feet and brushed himself off, the snowstorm swirling around both of them. Holding the ignited lightsaber in front of him, Tyga took several steps forward and held the blade underneath the Selenian’s throat. Knowing that he had been backed into a corner, the cultist drew upon the last of his strength and launched one final counterattack against his opponent, unable to conceive that this Twi’lek would ever be able to beat him. He was one of the strongest warriors and he was unbeatable. 
Tyga smirked and put his left hand into a clenched fist. The Selenian grasped at his throat once more and fell down onto his knees, trying to breathe. Tyga took several steps forward and glanced down at the cultist. Keeping his left hand balled into a fist, the Selenian’s body began to tremble and his eyes rolled to the back of his head. He collapsed into the snow and lay there for several moments, ragged breaths coming from his lips. Seeing he was disorientated, Tyga switched off the lightsaber blade. As he did so, the cultist produced a hidden knife from deep within his robes and began to hack and slash. 
Resorting to hand-to-hand combat, Tyga disarmed the Selenian, ignited his lightsaber and sliced off the cultist’s hand. An un-sentient scream escaped the Selenian’s lips and he sunk back down into the snow, grabbing his amputated wrist and pure anger now coursing through his veins. It could not end like this; he had been undefeated in combat until now. The heat of the lightsaber blade returned to the cultist’s throat and he looked up at the Twi’lek, staring deep down into Tyga’s soul and very essence. 
“You can go to hell…” Tyga roared in a menacing tone over the wind and blinding snow, drawing the orange blade across the Selenian’s throat in one swift movement, keeping his gaze upon the cultist. 
The cultist’s limp body dropped into the snow, his eyes wide open, staring up at the Twi’lek who had bested him. Tyga retrieved several stolen books from within the Selenian’s robes and then he turned away from the body, leaving it as a calling card to the other cultists who would dare try to take him on.
