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They were still too close to the Margrave’s Castle for her liking and she made her feelings abundantly clear as she paced behind them and the small cooking fire.

“We have nothing to worry about, Cara.” Richard said evenly.

She was not unconvinced that there was something to worry about. Cara was certain that they did not have to concern themselves with any retaliation from Margrave, or even Nicci who had gotten away. There was a darker specter loaming over her shoulders, making its presence very clearly known to her, if not the others. While she was a little more centered now that she was wearing her leathers again, she was still not all that comfortable stopping for the night. Not yet. She wanted to keep pressing forward. Keep moving. But clearly Richard and the others had other ideas. So she paced, clenching and unclenching her hands. Trying to refocus her mind, but she was losing that battle.

“Cara, would you like some tea? You seem.” Her glare silenced the Wizard.

She knew all about the tea he was offering. She had smelt it brewing and knew exactly what it was and when he offered it to Richard. It was to calm, to assist in removing the throbbing pulsing need. “NO! I DO NOT WANT ANY TEA!”

“Cara!” Richard exclaimed.

“Cara?” Kahlan asked, looking up at her, with her eyes concerned.

This was exasperating. And clearly the Wizard knew exactly what was bothering her. While the others were thankfully oblivious she could not sit here. Not with them. Not like this.

“I’m going for a walk.” She barked.

“But dinner is nearly done.” Richard said, his voice following her.

Her fingers moved around the handle of her Agiel, which she pulled as she stomped into the forest, and she groused. “Not hungry.”

* * * * *


“Damn that Shadrin.” She grumbled.

It had first struck her at dinner with the full court surrounding her. That very specific feeling that started deep in the center of her being before branching out; the overwhelming need to be consumed in the flames of passion. Sitting amid all those pompous fools she had been able to handle the feelings, because she was focused on the goal. The goal was to rescue the Mother Confessor. That was something she could narrow in on and do.

And Cara was certain she did it efficiently. The hand to hand combat with the guards, then with the Sisters of the Dark and with Nicci had helped distract her. But once the fighting was over, the moment when Kahlan wrapped her strong arms around her for a thankful hug, it was all Cara could do to not shove the Confessor to the wall and have her way with the brunette. She had felt the deluge between her legs, and without the protection of her leather she felt exposed, felt the breeze teasing along her wet thighs. That was when she realized she had consumed a little too much of the Shadrin liver. Its magic was pulsing through her, centering in her core, and her clit, making every moment stretch and elongate. Moments that should have been fleeting became swollen with need.

Maybe she should have taken the tea from the Wizard, because the want pulsing between her legs, and making her breath come in rapid bursts was not something she thought a few stolen minutes in the woods could alleviate. The last time she had eaten that much Shadrin liver she and her Sisters of the Agiel had spent two whole days inside a certain chamber of their temple.

Cara groaned, her palms going flat on the moss covered bark of a fir tree. Angrily she set her forehead between them. She breathed in the scent of the earth and the tree. “No.” she growled between her teeth. She was stronger than this. She knew she was stronger than this. No magic, nothing was stronger than a Mord–Sith’s determination.

She would show her body who was in charge.

Her ears heard the ghostly pronunciation of her name. Her mind teased her with the image of blue eyes.

She was not so sure she could win this battle after all.

* * * * *


Kahlan looked up just in time to watch Cara’s retreating form move from the light of the camp fire into the hidden shadows of the woods.

“Well what has her in such a mood?” Richard grumbled, before he bumped Kahlan’s shoulder and smiled at her. She returned it.

“Not so much a mood as.” Zedd began and the stopped with a sigh and a shrug of his shoulders.

“I know I was, detained somewhat,” Kahlan said smiling, “But was there something going on that I missed? Usually after a brawl Cara is in a good mood. Or at least not so distracted.”

“Nothing all that interesting happened. I mean, I was working carefully to get the key and ensure your release.” Richard elaborated, none to humbly. She noticed as Zedd smirked and handed him the cup of tea that Cara had refused.

“I know you were very busy entertaining the princess, and all the other ladies of court, Richard.”

“Huh, what? I, well.”

She ruffled his lightened hair. “Zedd filled me in.” She smirked. “But Cara?”

“Had to do a few things that she probably would have liked to avoid.” Zedd offered, but as she looked at him, she knew that was all he was willing to offer by way of explanation.

“Wearing a dress and rhyming being at the top of that list.” Richard chuckled.

“Oh I am sure.” Kahlan joined in the laughter, but her eyes moved back through the woods and the darkness where Cara had disappeared. Something, some part of her told her that she should follow the Mord–Sith into the dark. But a louder, more vocal part of her told her that if she were to follow she might not be prepared for what she was to find.

Kahlan sighed, and looked down at her hands, to see that they were clenched, and her jaws followed suit. Cara was her friend, she couldn’t just ignore that there was something bothering her. As she rose, and was about to speak, Zedd’s hand set on her shoulder and he leaned closer to her, in confidence.

“Cara did many things to ensure we saved you. In fact I dare say she was more determined and more focused that either of us. There was… a contest.”

“The rhymes?”

“No, Hunting. She killed a Shadrin. And ate its.”

“Liver.” Kahlan finished for him, her eyes looking into the darkness, where Cara had just disappeared to. Now her shortness of patience, her temper, her agitation was all the more clear. Understandable. Kahlan was well versed in the affect it had on people. She herself had been subjected to its magic many years ago. On a dare.

Her eyes moved back to Zedd, and he smiled sadly, and gestured, as though he expected her to move back towards the camp fire.

“I trust you and Richard can make dinner.”

“Kahlan.” Zedd warned.

“Don’t. You may not understand. But I do.”

* * * * *


She bit the fingertip of her glove and pulled it off, before her hand dove down between skin and leather, before she moaned with agony at the feeling of her fingers against her clit. Cara had lost the battle, and decided if her lust was going to be the victor she was going to be very sure that it knew it.

She had been aroused before, but it had been a very long time since she was this aroused, this swollen, and this wet. She again cursed the magic, as her arm began moving, as her fingers began a fast and rough movement against her slick skin. She captured her clit between two fingers and squeezed as she roughly rubbed up and down. She pressed her cheek to the bark of the tree.

Her imagination blossomed and grew, she imagined Kahlan walking up behind her, seeing her hand moving under her leathers, and she imagined the shocked and aroused look in those blue eyes. She imagined watching Kahlan licking her lips.

“I haven’t properly thanked you.” Kahlan’s phantom voice slipped into her consciousness in a thick whisper.

“You can show me.” Cara imagined she said practically.

She imagined the Mother Confessor dropping to her knees. Imagined her hands on Cara’s thighs. “Yes. I can.”

“Do you want to?”

“Yes. So much. Please Cara, let me… let me thank you.” Her ghostly voice cracked, and then she pulled the leather down Cara’s thighs, enough to expose her frantically moving hand, the way her wetness dripped down her trembling thighs.

“Please. Kahlan.” Cara imagined she whimpered, seeing the look of appreciation in those eyes.

She imagined the feel of fingers pushing her own aside, of the teasing warmth of panting breath on her exposed center, and of Kahlan’s tongue as it moved through her wet folds. She imagined the moan from Kahlan as she suckled her clit. She imagined how it would feel as the Confessor slipped two fingers inside of her needy center, and how her lips would explore all of her, before her tongue would move to flick her clit, and her fingers would pump hard and fast into her tightening center.

She imagined how much she wanted to please Kahlan, how much she needed to break against her mouth, for the brunette to know that only she could make Cara feel this way. How much Cara would give for her.

She groaned Kahlan’s name, as her imagination took her to the thin edge and then with a twist of her wrist she fell over it, panting against the moss of the tree, her body quaking, her thigh muscles trembling with the exertion of her climax.

“Oh. Kahlan.” she sighed desperately, as the phantom, as the creation of her imagination dissipated like smoke from around her.

* * * * *


Hearing Cara’s voice nearly crack with emotion as she said her name caused Kahlan to stop in her tracks. She reached out for the tree nearest her, and leaned against it, confident that it would hide her, even from eyes as sharp as Cara’s. She watched the Mord–Sith’s back as it rose and fell, as her shoulder began to move. Immediately a thick flush burned under Kahlan’s skin as she realized what she was witnessing. As she stood, rooted to the ground, her nails digging into the bark of the tree as a mere fourteen paces away, Cara leaned her cheek against a similar tree as her hand moved rapidly between her legs.

* * * * *


“I haven’t properly thanked you.” Kahlan’s voice broke into her consciousness.

“Oh Spirits” Cara moaned, refusing to turn around.

“Are you alright?”

“You need to go away Confessor.” She said pleadingly, as she pulled her hand from between her legs.

“Cara what is wrong?”

She looked over her shoulder, Kahlan’s eyes widened, as if she understood, or if she saw something in Cara’s eyes that was her warning.

“You. Must. Go.”

Kahlan took a step closer, her hand reaching out.

“Cara? Why?”

She sprung, grabbed Kahlan’s wrist and wrenched her arm behind her back, which was then slammed against the tree as Cara pressed her body angrily into hers. All the air left the Mother Confessor’s lungs with the shock of impact, and her lips went wide as her eyes. Cara was closer to her than she had probably ever been; the entire length of their bodies pressed together, her lips just a hairs distance from Kahlan’s.

“I warned you.” Cara breathed.

Kahlan struggled once, and inadvertently her leg moved between Cara’s. Her thighs screamed with joy as they clamped on either side of the Confessor’s, as her center had pressure that did not come from her own hand. Her eyelids fluttered.

“Cara?” This time her voice was barely audible.

As her hips instinctively bucked against Kahlan, she pressed her forehead to her cheek, fighting with her body and the images from her fantasy, and the pulsing of the magic induced aphrodisiac in her blood.

Kahlan’s free hand grasped her neck, firmly, but affectionately, and just as tenderly as she pulled Cara’s face back to look in her eyes, her thumb moved over her chin.

“Tell me what’s happening.”

“You…” Cara growled. She could not look into those eyes, could not see how very blue they were, could not look into them when she was feeling such consuming lust. Her lids dropped. “Just the sound of your voice is. Making. Me. Need.” Her eyes where clenched closed so tightly she was seeing the flashing of stars behind them.

“Need? What can I do?” Kahlan asked.

Her eyes flared open. “DO!?” She nearly screamed, before her lips claimed Kahlan’s, as she bit her bottom lip and captured it, sucking it. Cara’s hips rolled feeling the perfect pressure against her clit from Kahlan’s thigh.

The hand around her neck tightened, and then released. Cara’s teeth pulled back from Kahlan’s lip, expecting the blow that would knock her away.

Instead fingers dug into her hip, and as Kahlan’s thigh lifted, she also pulled Cara more firmly down.

“Kahlan.” She gasped, but almost did not finish saying the name as the Confessor’s mouth claimed hers, as the tongue dipped deep inside of her mouth.

Cara released the grip she had on Kahlan’s other wrist, and allowed her hands to move to the Mother Confessor’s hips as she pulled her closer, tighter, as her own began rolling and thrusting desperately.

Lips moved along her jaw, to her neck, where she felt the Confessor’s teeth nipping at her flesh, as they both began thrusting against one another’s thighs. The lips moved lower, down her neck, down her exposed cleavage, a face pressing there as tongue and teeth mapped out Cara’s flushed skin, all the while Cara’s hips pumped faster, thrusting her desperately against the powerful thigh.

“What… why me?” Kahlan questioned looking back into Cara’s eyes, and she could not stop herself from moaning Kahlan’s name as she pulled them down to the leaf strewn ground.

Somehow Kahlan ended up on top, her legs straddling Cara, who wasted no time, her hand cupping her center, feeling the wetness against her palm. She did not answer in words, but answered in pushing aside Kahlan’s under garments and slipping two fingers deep inside the tight and throbbing center. Cara arched her back, coincidentally causing her to go even deeper into the Confessor, whose hands pressed into Cara’s shoulders as she rotated her hips. “Oh Spirits protect me. You. Cara.”

“Shhhh.” Cara hissed between clenched teeth. The back of her hand was pressing perfectly against her own clit and as she thrust her hips, her fingers moved deeper inside of the Confessor. Their eyes met, both seeming to glow in the thick darkness around them as Kahlan’s insides clenched and relaxed, pulling and pushing in time with Cara’s fingers. She could almost imagine it was her clit inside of the Mother Confessor’s sex, filling her, swelling as Cara got closer and closer to the edge again.

“Harder,” Kahlan whimpered, and Cara obliged, as well as increasing the tempo of her thrusts. The Confessor began trembling above her, and her hands went around Cara’s throat. Both of her hands, tightening around her neck, as Cara herself felt the edge, rushing towards it with her, as she hit the perfect rhythm and pressure against her own clit, and her fingers were deeply buried within the Mother Confessor.

“Kahlan. Oh Spirits. KAHLAN!” Cara exclaimed as she felt the pressure and tension inside of her explode.

The fingers around her neck tightened dangerously, and Kahlan’s eyes became black as midnight as she broke above Cara, as she gushed with release and desire and her magic shook the very ground underneath them with the power of her climax.

As Cara’s mind went hazy dark from the intensity of the moment she contemplated the reality that she was being confessed, as she admitted three soft words, looking up at the beauty of the woman climaxing above her.

Blinking Cara realized she was leaning against the fir tree, her leathers pooled around her calves, both of her hands between her legs, her heart hammering in her chest painfully.

Kahlan was not there. She was not inside of her. She had not brought the Confessor release.

The keening noise that came from her lips was a mixture of relief and sadness.

Her shoulders slumped, and she became aware of the soreness of her body. But soreness could be understood and tolerated. It was the emptiness of her arms that was troublesome. It was the sense of longing and disappointment that would take a much longer time to recover from, than merely the multiple climaxes she had just experienced, all while thinking of the touch of the Confessor.

She dropped to her knees, closing her eyes.

The touch of a Confessor was deadly to a Mord–Sith.

Cara felt as though she had died, many times over, and a long time ago. She was loath to admit it. But Kahlan was her Mistress. Without ever having to truly confess her, Cara was hers. And she would never know.

* * * * *


Kahlan’s teeth pressed into the palm of her hand to silence any sounds and to muffle her rapid breathing. She had become painfully aroused watching Cara as her head was thrown back, as her hands moved between her legs, but her arousal seemed eradicated with the shock as she heard her name moaned, as she heard Cara say, quiet clearly, “I love you.”

Kahlan had to lean into the tree to ground herself, to not stumble forward. Cara felt for her. Those three words, and then seeing the pain her Cara’s eyes, as if she had realized something, as she dropped to her knees and pressed her hands to her face.

She swallowed her shame and her confusion, and any other emotions she was feeling, and slowly, as silently as she could, backed away.

end
