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Tell Me How You Really Feel

Qyreia awoke to a loud and insistent knocking on her door. Who the frack could that possibly be at this hour? The red woman disentangled herself from the half-umbaran woman, who somehow managed to sleep through the commotion, and donned a modest amount of clothing before shuffling across the room to attend to her visitor. The Zeltron opened the door, one hand absentmindedly mussing her hair, to find none other than her young apprentice standing in the hallway beyond. It was very obvious that the training had been taking its toll on the Pantoran; several bruises were visible despite her skin color and it was obvious she had gotten little sleep as of late, but there she was.

“What are you doing here?” Qyreia asked. “It’s your day off, Blueberry. Go home and go back to sleep.” But nothing the Zeltron could have said that particular morning could have dissuaded her apprentice. Leeadra was dead set on dedicating her day off to further honing her skills and, after some persuading, her master agreed. Leaving a hastily scribbled note for her lover, Qyreia donned her training attire and joined the Pantoran for the walk to their usual training room. 

The hallways of the Temple of Sorrow were usually sparsely populated when the pair left for their morning training sessions, but today they were completely empty. This gave the Zeltron ample time to study the small blue woman who was already several paces ahead of her. Since Qyreia had taken Leeadra on as an apprentice, the Pantoran had worked her tail off both during their training sessions and outside of them. Although she had always been athletic, the Pantoran was sporting quite a bit more practical muscle on her small frame and carried herself a little more proudly. The Zeltron could, even without her natural abilities, sense the younger woman’s determination and confidence.


Arriving in their usual training room, Leeadra quickly took up her position in the center. Her master sluggishly followed and pulled out her blaster, rubbing the sleep from her tired eyes. Turning her attention to the Pantoran, Qyreia ensured her weapon was on the stun setting before taking aim. Leeadra, in a single fluid motion, slid her hand to her belt, released her saber, and rolled to dodge the Zeltron woman’s first shot. Rising to her feet, the apprentice ignited her own weapon and successfully deflected the next two blaster bolts. As the red woman continued to fire, she took note of the rigidity of the Pantoran’s movements; how she obviously favored her right shoulder which had been hit just two days before; how she tried to push through the session despite her obviously aching, blue body, but her movements were sluggish and her face was contorted in an expression that was a mix of concentration and pain. It was obvious the younger woman was attempting to focus enough to alleviate her pain while simultaneously dodging and deflecting Qyreia’s attacks. It was also very obvious that it wasn’t working well; every time she would shift her attention to defending herself, Leeadra would wince at the sudden pain reclaiming her body.

Qyreia abruptly stopped her assault and holstered her blaster. Confused and defensive, Leeadra maintained her stance until her master began to approach. The Pantoran returned her saber to its place on her belt, allowing the Zeltron to slide an arm gingerly around her slumping blue shoulders.


“Why did you want to train today, Blueberry?” Qyreia inquired of her apprentice, “You’re obviously exhausted and still recovering from last time. You should be focusing on resting today.”


Leeadra slumped into the Zeltron, tears beginning to form in her goldenrod eyes. She sniffled a few times before looking up at the softening features of her master. “Everyone around here is on edge,” the Pantoran began, “I can feel the tension. Smeg is about to hit the fan and I want to be ready for it. People already look at me like I’m helpless; I want to prove them wrong. I… I just…” The rest of her statement devolved into unintelligible sobs, the exhaustion presenting itself though her tears. Qyreia pulled her in closer, wrapping the blue woman in a hug.


“It’ll be alright, Blue. If those Hutt-humpers want to hurt you, they’ll have to off me first. Not an easy task, I promise you that. Besides, with as hard as you are on yourself, I’m sure you’ll be more than ready for anything.” The Pantoran managed a slight smile as her master continued, “Now, let’s get you back so you can hop in the refresher and get some more rest, okay?” 
