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She was quite sure that she imagined her. That over time, over years she dreamed her into existence. She would be lulled into sleep by the sounds of the creaking chains above her head, to the moans and screams that moved through the wet and dilapidated halls of granite, and as her eyes closed, muddled green eyes, as she felt this inexplicable sense of knowing. She would think to herself that she in fact had dreamt her into being. That the idea of her was so foreign to the world she actually knew that there was no earthly way that she could be real, or was real. She was only something created in her mind, something to slip between the cracks and comfort her when the beatings ended. Cara was quite sure that this tall, beautiful, and noble looking woman with haunting eyes was merely a dream.

Until she remembered one day, that Mord–Sith do not dream.

They all seemed to look to the man with reverence. She knew that she should as well, but it seemed as though there was no point. Obeying commands did not mean less punishment for her, so to her he was just a thing. Not to be ignored nor to be respected. He was as valuable to her life as a table.

The others moved away from her when the guards pulled her along the halls by the chains around her wrists and the collar about her neck, all but the tall one, and the one with the grey eyes, who would at times stand before her, gloved fingers running over her cheeks. This one would cry tears, and brush their lips together. She spoke in intimate tones as if Cara knew her, as if she should. There seemed to be no reason to ignore her, but no reason to listen too carefully. Words spoken had little meaning. The touches were nice, until they began to hurt as much was the lash of the whip. Tenderness burned in a distinct way. When the pain came, Cara began to loath seeing the shadow of her coming through the rooms.

When they said her training was complete she did not care. It did not matter. Training was living, and if she was living she would do so, regardless of what they told her. Or how. They provided her leather clothes, and a room of her own. Still, she would find herself, when her eyes closed, seeing Her face. Knowing the look of certain riveting blue eyes, and she would wonder, who that woman was. The one who she thought of, the one that seemed to mean so much more than her own self. Some nights, when she would returned to her room, she would think of the woman as she stripped her leathers, as she moved to the small bed, naked, in the comforting thick darkness of a room without windows, she would be guided through the dark by warm blue eyes and a kind smile, and when she lifted the blankets to her bed, she was positive that they were warm., that a body had recently lain there. Or still was. A phantasm, still in her bed. She would lay down, her head to her pillow, her weight on her side, and she would feel a body move behind her, spooning against her back. She would feel breasts burning on her skin, thighs against her own. Her hair would move as if this specter was breathing against her, and she could feel an arm moving over her, around her body, holding her close, a palm flat against her chest, just above her heart, fingertips caressing the base if her neck.

She knew she was not dreaming. Mord–Sith do not dream.

She was remembering.

But she could not remember who this woman was.

Or why she meant to much to her.

In these moments, she felt as though all of the answers were just beyond her vision, beyond her fingertips. That if she could just get one more kernel of knowledge, then she would know. She would understand completely.

~ ~ ~

