Acts of Violence

SBL Ric "Blade" Hunter (Sith) / House Scholae Palatinae [SA: IV] 
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Beep Beep...beep beep... beep beep...


Ric Hunter, deep in sleep, opened his eyes glared at the companel on the wall of his quarters. He had left word to not be disturbed for any reason other than the end of the universe. Pulling on his robe, Ric rose from his bed and stretched. He was really getting too old for this.


Beep Beep...beep beep... beep beep...

With a small amount of annoyance, Ric turned off the alarm and opened up the message sitting in his account. The header said it was from Ohmen, something he thought might prove interesting. He had missed his clan, not having been able to make contact until recently.


The message opened on his screen and Rics heart raced. It was a single line.


“The Empire is threatened. The Empire is on the verge of collapse. The Empire needs you.”


Ric activated his com unit.

“Sergeant, prepare the shuttle for immediate launch. Get the squad ready for lift off in fifteen minutes. We are going home,” Opening his closet, Ric grabbed his gear. 

“Thirty seconds until touchdown,” the pilots voice called through Rics headest. He held up three fingers at the six armored men around him. The MAAT/SOC assault shuttle was running dark, slipping through the mess that as in orbit of Judecca. Things had certainly changed since his last trip home.


“Transmit the code, then silent running from here out,” Ric told the pilot. He closed his eyes and waited for touchdown.



In the sky over Ohmen.






“Left engine has been hit sir. I can't keep her in the air much longer,” the pilot tried to frantically keep his bird in the air. His hands flew over the controls in a desperate attempt to give his passengers enough time to get out. 


Ric looked at the altimeter and saw it was close enough to the ground to bail out and activated the emergency exit. He stood in the door ready to drop his troopers out when his sergeant grabbed his harness and threw him from the shuttle. He stared at the man as he was falling, startled at his actions as the shuttle exploded. Ric spun head over heels from the shock wave of the exploding shuttle before leveling out. His chute deployed and he started the free fall into what appeared to be a raging firestorm of battle.

Ten blocks from the center of Ohmen


Ric crouched in an alley way, trying to assess the situation. He saw people running wildly in all directions. One thing he didn't see were members of his clan. Instead he watched as groups of heavily armed men set up road blocks and fortified positions. The men wore a strange symbol he didn't recognize, he was pretty sure that they were the cause of whatever was going on. Maybe some new upstart house had decided to try and take Cocytus from the heirs of Palpatine. Whatever the reason was, they were going to fail.


Keeping to the shadows, Ric made his way closer. He had learned to fade into the dark many years ago and it had always served him well. He needed to get a better idea what was going on and this was his chance. He spotted a lone trooper sitting at an observation post and crept towards it.


The soldier must have heard something as he looked up at exactly the time that Ric had closed the distance with him. Ric hit him hard on top of the helmet with his lightsabers pommel. The trooper dropped into a pile at Rics feet. Looking over the mans equipment, he found a small tactical display showing the positions of his squadmates at the outpost. Most of them were clustered fairly close together and it would take much to take them all out.


Rics comlink still squealed with static, there would be no easy airstrike incoming. If he couldn't find a way to disable this outpost, he'd have to bypass them and try and come back with more firepower. Ric crept up the alley and made his way forward, eyes on both the tactical display as well as his surroundings.


During his move forward, he noticed the storm drain was open and close. From what he could tell there were no enemy troops located near it or even in it. That was a mistake. Ric dropped into the small tunnels that ran beneath the street and made his way around the enemy. Once he hooked up with his houses forces, he'd come back and destroy them.

Center of Ohmen


“I need five troopers to gather heavy weapons and come with me,” the hooded man shouted. All activity in the marshaling area stopped and every eye turned to him. Instantly five men grabbed a mix of heavy blasters and rockets. The hooded man led them back to the street and into what looked like a sewer drain.


“Stay close and keep quiet,” they were told. “Follow me.”
The enemy outpost

Ric walked the line of men and checked their positions. Each man was placed to do the most damage and keep the enemy from escaping. He waited for just the right moment, as many of the enemy were clustered together in what looked like the control center. Silently, he gave the order to fire.


With a thunderous blast, the building collapsed under the immense fire being poured into it. A few survivors tried to flee from the wreckage and were cut down for their efforts. Then it was over and Ric led them five men back towards the palace. He had to check in after all.
