Welcome to the ways of the Force, my young apprentice...
SBL Ric "Blade" Hunter (Sith) / Battle Team Dorimad Sol of House Scholae Palatinae [SA: IV] 

It had been such a very long time since I had taken an apprentice. Now with my return to Ohmen and with the losses my house had taken, Kell Dante and Xen'Mordin Vismorsus had asked me to. My apprentices had always feared me, not by my doing, but by my ethics. I am driven to succeed no matter the cost. If I can find that one apprentice that can keep up, life would be much easier.


The arriving shuttle touches down, its downdraft ruffling the cloak I am wearing. I wait in the shadows for my next victim... err I mean... student. The ground crew moves into position to begin refueling and prepping the ship for departure, their activity as routine as the sunrise and sunset. There would be more shuttles bringing in new arrivals long into the night as we prepare for the war that is coming.


I had settled in to isolation well, as well as can be expected with the platoon of Scholae Marines that the elder Dante had assigned to me. Such a loss that was, he was one of my oldest friends and one I depended on. His son seemed to be a fitting replacement but it just wasn't the same. Now I was back in the Cocytus system, preparing to wage war once more, and to make matters worse, with a new apprentice that was as green as the grass on which I stand. 


The line of passengers began to depart the shuttle. Some at ease with their surroundings while others looking every way at once. I am looking for my apprentice. I am going to let the force decide who that should be. As I watch them, cloaked in deep shadows, I take notice of one who seems to see me. She stands there, small in stature and with a confidence in her eyes and I know, she is the one.


 “Welcome to Ohmen. I am Sith Battlelord Ric Hunter and I am your new master,” I tell her as she approaches me.


“For now...” she replies.
