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Twilight had turned the sky from brilliant blue to the inflamed length of purple, which was overcome by the dripping quiet of midnight’s blue. The moon was four days past full, making its way to thinning, but as the wisps of clouds moved across the emerging and flickering stars it was enough light for her to see by. Keeping close to the edge of the tree line, she could be sure of her footfalls and aware of how close she was coming to the majestic beauty of nature that was one of two waterfalls that cascaded over ebony rocks into the tranquil lake. The larger of the two waterfalls had been passed some time ago, as it was closer to where they made camp, and it had seen and heard the cavorting of the Seeker and the Wizard earlier in the evening. The other waterfall was tucked back away, around a curve, and surrounded by walls of impenetrable stone on one side, thick trees on the other.

As she turned, her vision lifted from the path, and fixated on the swiftly flowing water. She could hear it hitting the lake, almost roaring over the heights above. But there was still a sense of calm, of reprieve here. Her eyes caressed the silvery skin that they could see, moved with direct intent over the strong back that was glistening with the moonlight and water. Her foot soundly snapped a fallen twig, and the crack echoed in the night air around her, and she was sure it gave her position away. But there was no outward sign. In fact, it seemed as though the roar of waterfall, as well as the roar of the blood in her veins was loud enough to conceal any inadvertent sound. Narrowing with wonder her eyes watched the hands move up and fingers’ slipped through drenched hair, as her face was upturned to the constant pressure of the water.

She was breathtaking.

After her tongue made one pass over her bottom lip she realized what she was doing, nearly salivating as she stood a dozen yards from the pristinely naked woman beneath the rushing waterfall. She swallowed and tried to will herself to stop. But try as she might, watching the way her body moved under the water, at how the lake itself was caressing just above her knees was almost more than she could stand.

She was parched suddenly. Her body was dictating to her that it wanted to drink the water from her skin; it wanted to know the feeling of the droplets of water falling almost painfully hard against her shoulders. And above all she wanted to touch every inch of that silvery skin.

A gossamer cloud moved across the moon, bathing the scene in thicker shadows, drenching her water soaked movements in darkness.

So she gasped when she heard the voice declare, “I am almost finished.”

Gulping down rapidly she hoped her voice was even as she took another step closer to the water’s edge and replied, “Oh. Take your time.”

Two eyes looked at her from over the shoulder, seeming to smolder against the bronze skin. “Take my time?”

“Yes?”

“Harrumph.”

Another step closer was taken, as her heart began pounding, pulsing with the very strong realization that she did not want her to leave. Not now. Not yet. Not like this.

Her hands moved swiftly, through the motions they knew and have accomplished a hundred, if not a thousand times.

It was with precision that her clothes fell to a pile on the ground, and she stepped away from their protection, as well as her weapons and into the slightly chilled water. Her nostrils flared as she took a further step, and her mouth opened with the most indelicate of moans as the water swirled around her calves. Her teeth pressed down into her bottom lip to silence any further responses, as she made the decision, as her hands did what her entire body needed them to. As she set them on the wet, and surprisingly very warm, hips of the woman in front of her.

“Kahlan! What?” Cara exclaimed, her skin twitching as she started to turn.

Kahlan set her lips on Cara’s shoulder, immediately opening her mouth and drinking in the fresh, crisp water from her skin. Water that contained the sweetest hint of something so much more that merely water.

She moaned.

She knew she moaned.

She didn’t care that she moaned.

She needed to.

The texture of the skin beneath her lips, the flavor of the water, it was all she could do at that moment to not immediately drop to her knees.

“What are you doing?” Cara exclaimed, turning around this time, regardless of Kahlan’s hands. Her eyes seemed to be burning with the light from all the stars above.

“I saw you.”

“You have eyes. That doesn’t explain.” She stopped speaking as her mouth moved, but no sound came out. This time Kahlan’s hands had the more desired affect as they moved to each cup one of Cara’s breasts. She flexed her hands; she lifted their weight, before her thumbs simultaneously moved over the ever tightening nipples.

“I saw you.” Kahlan said again, her eyes penetrating into Cara. She had seen her, a handful of days, perhaps weeks ago. After being rescued from the Margrave’s Castle, she had watched as Cara skillfully and nearly uncontrollably pleasured herself in the thick quiet of the woods. Kahlan had watched with stilted breath each and every stroke of Cara’s muscular forearms, watched her fingers glistening with her arousal as they moved along the length of her center. She had watched Caara’s head fall back as she climaxed with Kahlan’s name on her lips. She had heard her say those three words. Words she never expected to hear from the Mord–Sith and certainly not directed at her. When she had heard them she had felt confused, bewildered, and aroused. Kahlan had considered her feelings, her emotions, and her body’s reactions to what she had witnessed that night, and she had come to the conclusion that hearing Cara say that she loved her was something she needed to hear again. It was something she craved. Not for the sake of hearing the other woman admit to feelings and emotions. No, it was more primal than that. Kahlan wanted Cara’s love.

She needed it.

She craved it.

And as she kept her eyes locked with the Mord–Sith she lowered her mouth to her right breast and her lips surrounded the hardening flesh of her nipple. She sucked it into her mouth, and allowed her tongue to circle it, before slowly, delicately; she released it and said again, “I saw you Cara.”

The green eyed woman swallowed, and as the moonlight intensified around them, one of her hands tentatively set against Kahlan’s arm.

“Are you really here?” Cara whispered.

The sound of longing in her throat gripped at Kahlan’s heart and squeezed. The way her eyes rounded slightly, the hitch of breath was so unexpected.

“Yes.” Kahlan released the breasts in her hands, allowing her fingers to create a line through the water slick skin between them, down her stomach, and her left hand slipped between Cara’s legs.

Cara’s hand tightened around her upper arm, as she felt against the tips of her fingers the wetness that was thicker, warmer, and blissfully more copious than the water falling down on Cara’s shoulders. Her fingers moved along swollen flesh, pressing slightly in between folds, before pulling back up and across the hard nub.

Swallowing her hesitation and drowning it with her desire, Kahlan brought her fingers up to her mouth, her tongue guiding her fingers inside, where the flavor of Cara’s arousal exploded on her tongue, where it filled all of her senses. Her eyes closed, and the muscles throughout her body shuddered with the sudden knowledge of what Cara tasted like. “Oh Spirits. You taste so good. How do you taste so good? Do all women taste this good?”

“Kahlan?”

“Mm?”

“You’re talking.”

“I just. Cara. I. Mm”

Cara captured her lips, and pulling her under the constant shower of water from above. Kahlan’s arms wrapped around Cara fiercely, as the blonde took her mouth. And that was exactly what she did with it. Her kiss was consuming and overwhelming. It was everything and the only thing. Those lips pressed to hers, moving against hers with such rapid intensity it was as if she were speaking. And perhaps she was, because Kahlan’s entire body was responding and reacting. She was feeling, and throbbing and pulsing in places and in ways she did not know her body could. The tongue in her mouth staked its claim, while exploring the foundations of her teeth, the roof, running along the sides of her own tongue, and Kahlan felt the intoxicating intrusion throughout her entire body. It was as though she could feel the pressure of Cara’s tongue along the line of her neck, twisting around her ever firming nipples, along the ribs on her side, mapping out the skin of her inner thighs and twirling deliriously around her aching clit. The low sound that emanated from her chest filled her body with desire, and ignited her want all the more.

Every time she had looked at Cara’s lips as they smiled, caught the flitting glimpse of her tongue moving along her lip, or against her fingers after a meal, came thundering back into her mind like a thousand horse cavalry, and she trembled with the very clear and very precise understanding that she had wanted to know this kiss, wanted to taste these lips, touch intimately the skin beneath leather, and would not be satisfied until she was drinking water and arousal from between Cara’s legs.

Hands roughly gripped her arms, and the incredible mouth was wrenched from her.

“No.” She protested, her eyes not cooperating, not opening as she leaned forward again, wanting those lips again. Needing them.

“This is real.” Cara hissed.

Her eyes did open this time, and she looked into the shock and dismay clearly etched on Cara’s face.

“Spirits yes, Cara this is real. I am real.” She promised, using her own strength to pull the Mord–Sith closer.

“Why?”

“Why?” Kahlan’s voice was on the edge of growling, but she forced a rough laugh out with the word. “Why? By the Spirits Cara I have watched you for months. I have seen you, I have felt you. Never in a hundred lifetimes did I ever think that you, and I.”

“Because you belong to Richard.”

“No.” Her brows furrowed and she pulled Cara from under the cascade of water, pulled her so close their bodies were on the verge of becoming one. “No. NO Cara. I belong to no one, certainly not Richard.”

“This is a spell.”

“No.”

Her eyes narrowed. “No Confessor, certainly not you, would be standing under these frigid waters with me, naked. Doing what you just did.”

“I beg to differ. I know Cara.” Being bold she brushed their lips together. “What you feel? Is it so strange to think that I feel it to?”

“You can’t.” Cara’s voice was not in the tone of arguing, but in the thick emotion of disbelief.

“I can. And I will.” Kahlan did growl this time, knocking the hold Cara had from her arms, her hands grasping her head and this time she was the aggressor, this time it was her that took control of the mouth pressed to hers. Kahlan kissed her, truly and possessively kissed her.

The taste of Cara’s mouth was pure heat, and even the chill of the waters that were beating down steadily against her head, over Cara’s face could not lessen the intensity of the inferno that was her mouth, or the temperature that rose off of her skin. Kahlan was sure she could hear the sizzling of the water as it landed on their shoulders with what felt like nips from teeth.

She was not going to allow insecurities or fear to stop Cara from feeling this, nor even allow them to slip into the cracks of her own mind, between the rational voice that always told her what she should be and want. Rationality and logic slipped away from her as quickly as her leather corset, and they could lay with it in the thick shadows of night.

In this moment, she was Kahlan. She was a woman. She was living up to her exact potential, as a determined, powerful, and aroused woman. And no one, not even Richard had ever come close to making her body burn the way it was in this moment, or made her flesh pulsate, ache and drip the way Cara could. The way Cara was.

Cara began to return her kiss, to suck lusciously on her tongue, just as she felt fingers moving around her throat. With a whimper their lips separated again. Cara held her firmly, almost angrily, as her lips pulled back, as she panted through her teeth. The hunger in Cara’s eyes reflected brilliantly against the few droplets of water that clung to her lashes. It was as though, with the glow of the moon, an army of eyes were looking into the very depths of Kahlan’s soul.

“I love you too.” Kahlan whispered, and watched as the harshness fall from Cara’s face, as her mouth formed the soft and pliant ‘oh’, as her eyes softened and took on the shade of a thick green meadow.

Swallowing the very last blockade between them, Kahlan ran her hands down the smooth and wet skin of Cara’s chest, as her knees bent slightly, as her body began to lower.

The fingers on her neck loosened, moved to cup the back of her head, as her knees submerged in the water and then pressed on the sandy lake bottom. Her fingers, never leaving Cara’s skin caressed her outer thighs, feeling the muscles jumping, before moving across skin, and rivers of water to her inner thighs. With the slight pressure, Cara widened her stance, opening herself.

“Kahlan.” She whispered, somehow her name spoken in fear and with hesitancy sounded so very different on Cara’s lips. She did not like the fear, and vowed to abolish it. The fingers in her hair twitched as her mouth pressed against Cara’s center. Her hands moved around, to hold her thighs, as Kahlan opened her mouth.

She wanted to scream, she wanted to moan, she wanted to vehemently tell Cara every single thought and emotion that ricocheted through her mind, heart and body as her mouth cupped the scalding wet flesh. As her lips moved against Cara, as the thick, slick arousal that poured from Cara coated her tongue, slipped inside of her mouth and consumed her tongue. As she pressed her upper lip to the literally throbbing clit, as her tongue danced between folds, savoring every nuance and amazing flavor, before she pressed deeply inside of Cara, she wanted to tell her that she loved her. Kahlan wanted her to know exactly what this moment, this first taste, meant to her. But there was no force in this world or any other that was strong enough to get her to move from this position or to release her mouth’s forceful hold against Cara.

She rolled her tongue out and then back in, and over the roar of the water cascading down rocks, down Cara’s strong shoulders, and down her own back she could still hear her name, could feel the appreciative groans issued form Cara’s mouth. The fingers on the back of her head were joined by the other hand. Kahlan swallowed deeply, overcome with the exciting wonder of this moment, as Cara’s legs opened wider, as she pressed against her more firmly, as her lips kissed flesh before targeting the swollen apex of her center. Approvingly Cara urged her closer as Kahlan suckled harder, as her head began moving, pulling the bundle of nerves as she did so. Thighs against her body trembled, heat began to increase, and she wanted more. Kahlan wanted to drink more, taste more. Touch more. Cara’s body, her skin, all of her were overriding each and every sense Kahlan possessed, and it drove her heart to race faster, it moved her hands to Cara’s center, where she spread her open even wider, as she released her clit from her mouth with a moan, before pressing her face even deeper against the skin. Her face was coated in the intoxicating scent of Cara and as her tongue moved through the dripping neither lips she heard the explosion of her name, followed by a string of curses.

Slipping her tongue in and out of Cara was enough to make her eyes roll back, and to coax those three words from Cara. She panted them. She moaned them. As she teetered clearly on the edge those three words became her mantra, her devotion spoken with halting breath, and trembling muscles. Kahlan ran the fullness of her tongue over the entire length of Cara, increasing pressure, moving up and down and faster as she retraced the journey; hungrily licking her length over and over, each pass needier than the last, always flicking roughly the tip of her tongue over the swollen clit. The skin under her lips trembled, thighs quivered and before Cara’s entire body stilled, as all of her muscles pulled excruciatingly tight, until everything snapped.

“Kahlan! Oh I love you! Spirits, I love you!” She wheezed, choking on the lack of air, the water from above as her body crested over the edge and broke, as a new fount of wetness erupted from her center, and Kahlan moaned greedily, swallowing and tasting and devouring the flesh before her.

Stopping did not seem possible, nor fathomable. Why would she stop, or even contemplate such an odd notion? She wanted to spend the rest of her life where she was, water swirling around her hips, falling from the stars above onto her back and shoulders, the moon warming their skin with its glow as the most fulfilling ambrosia slipped from Cara, from the woman, the warrior, the soul she loved and into her mouth.

It was with a plaintive groan that Cara pulled herself away from her feasting mouth, and as Kahlan’s swollen lips moved to form words of protest, hands gripped her cheeks, lifting her to her feet and those full and tumultuous lips were on hers again.

Cara’s tongue moved across her mouth, her cheeks, and as their breasts molded together she could feel the vibrations of approval coming from the blonde. Her hands moved over Cara’s wet skin, grasping for desperate purchase as again, wonderfully again the tongue danced its way inside of her mouth, devouring her. The sensations radiated from the point of contact through her body. Her eyes rolled back behind lids and it took a moment before she made a sound that was a cross between a squeal and a gasp, when she found herself no longer standing, but lifted in the strong and determined arms of the Mord–Sith.

“Cara?” She asked, brushed her soaked hair from her eyes.

“Shhh.” Cara commanded, as she took them out from under the torrent of water, further into the depths of the shadows, away from the titillating light of the moon above, to the wall of rich ebony stone. She had not noticed the slight outcropping before, but as she was set upon it, and as Cara stood back, Kahlan felt similarly to as she did sitting at a throne. The way Cara’s eyes seemed to make their way through the gloom, to pinpoint on some glimmer of brightness from inside of Kahlan’s own eyes made not only her arousal increase, but her throat thicken with emotion.

“If I am imagining this, then I plan to take full advantage.”

“I swear to you Cara, this is very real.”

Perhaps it was the shadow, or the trick of water and starlight, but Kahlan thought she saw a faint tremble in Cara’s lower lip as she spoke.

Instead of arguing or snide comments, Cara’s hands gripped her thighs, and pulled her to the edge of the cold stone, before she dropped to her knees before her.

“Cara…we have to be careful.”

“No. We don’t.” She replied, her hands on Kahlan’s knees now, pushing them wider apart. “Confess me or don’t. I am yours.” She said firmly, before her tongue moved along Kahlan’s inner thigh, moving with precisions and the determination of a very focused Mord–Sith.

Kahlan’s palms landed on the stone behind her as her head fell back and her hips bucked forward with need the moment she felt Cara’s panting breath teasingly against her soaked curls. She had to fight to keep herself from bucking wildly the moment she felt the hot, firm tongue sliding against her, mapping her, exploring her; and as Cara’s tongue dove deep inside of her clenching center she gave up fighting and allowed her hips to rise and to roll. Cara’s hands grasped at her hips, urging her to writhe against her mouth, and writhe she did. She rolled and thrust and felt Cara’s lips against her center, felt her long and skilled tongue teasing her; moving from plunging inside of her, to twisting her clit amazingly.

Fingers found her own, and Cara forcefully wrenched Kahlan’s hand from where it was holding her up, and pressed it to the back of her head. Kahlan dug her fingers into dripping blond hair and pressed herself into Cara, needing her and wanting her to take everything she had to give. It was all for Cara and because of her, and she gave it all to her freely and unconditionally.

Astonishingly Kahlan felt herself being filled at the same moment her clit was pulled between full lips. Her voice broke on Cara’s name as she felt the firmness of two fingers pumping in and out, slowly, but increasing in tempo, keeping perfect rhythm with the thrusting of her hips, and the way Cara’s mouth completely engulfed her ever hardening clit.

Pressure was building deep inside, and sweat was blossoming on the small of her back pushing away the crisp coolness of the water that still fell behind Cara. She felt her muscles clenching around Cara’s fingers, and as they curled slightly forward the edge that was in the distance came rushing closer with dizzying clarity. The mouth continued to suck her clit deeper and deeper as the fingers seemed to reach further and to become wider and longer, until it felt to Kahlan as though she was completely and utterly filled with Cara; she no longer knew where one began and one ended. All there seemed to be was rushing water, screaming blood, pulsing muscles, and the ever increasing wetness that Cara was invoking from her.

In the back of her spine the tingling began, she knew the walls around her magic were slipping, were beginning to wobble on their foundation, but she would try. She knew she had to try to hold back, to hold on. Perhaps she could ride out the storm of lightning strikes Cara’s touch was setting off inside of her body. Perhaps she could keep the magic restrained through the ever increasing pleasure she was experiencing. Kahlan would hold it back, because she did not want to stop. She did not want these feelings to dissipate. Not the arousal, not the desire, not the deep connection or the love she was murmuring now. She could not say three words, only the one. Only love. Repeatedly, in time with every forward thrust of Cara’s fingers, every time she felt so perfectly filled she was almost positive a part of Cara’s soul was inside of Kahlan now as well.

She held it all back, standing on the edge, her muscles so tight she was vibrating against the stone beneath her.

Until the mouth sucking her clit was replaced by the firm pointed tip of a tongue. Until she felt it flicking against her clit in a way that made the stars above them in the sky collide, and a volley of stardust fell around them both. Her entire body seemed to break and be born all at once, as her walls came thundering down around her. As the sound of the waterfall ceased and there was nothing. No sound. Only pure, raw, feelings and emotions as her magic exploded, rising from deep inside of her chest and moving out in every direction, forced through every pore of her skin.

“CARA!” Erupted the moment sound flooded back into the world around them, and panting Kahlan looked down.

Cara’s mouth was no longer on her skin, and slowly, achingly her fingers slipped from inside of her, where her center was still pulsing and clenching around them. She whimpered, feeling the loss as she blinked her eyes and watched Cara stand proudly in front of her, eyes bright and twinkling even in the thick darkness.

Kahlan was afraid to speak, as she watched Cara’s tongue move slowly across her bottom lip, and a deliberately devious smile broke across them.

“Command me Confessor.”

“No.” Kahlan hissed.

“Oh yes. Command me, to please you again.”

“Oh, no Cara.” Kahlan reached for her, but two very strong hands grabbed her wrists.

“Kahlan. Command me. You didn’t confess me. But I really would like to hear you command me to make you reach a climax like that again.”

“You’re not?”

“No. I am not.” Cara’s head moved to the side. “I love you. And I know, just like you know, the secret to your power.”

“How did you know?”

“I’m Mord–Sith, remember, very perceptive.” She winked at her. “Now, I am thinking we don’t have that much more time and we still need to… bathe again under the waterfall. But first. Seeing as how this is real? Command me.”

Kahlan blinked once, still heady with the high of the moment, and being completely overcome with feelings, emotional and physical, swallowed before her eyes narrowed. “Cara. I order you to kneel before me, and pleasure me again.”

She smiled as she kneeled again. “As you command, my Mistress.”

end
