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Undertow

seven_3_oh (Amanda)

 

 

Clinking blades, scent of sweat and blood, all combined with the bedlam of witnesses running from the chamber.

The dance between the two of them, Kahlan lashing out, attempting to reach Cara with her hand, with her power, and then Cara has her on her knees. Kahlan looked at Richard and then the emotional self, chewing and choking on the idea of surrender, or the thought that a mere Mord–Sith has her on her knees, and the razor sharp glare of anger at the pain from the Agiel to her arm.

They lock eyes.

Cara knows she has won.

“Drop your weapons.”

Her head snapped back against the wall, completely waking her from the dream. Cara narrowed her eyes, looking around, but saw no one witness the weakness of her falling asleep while she stood guard outside Lord Rahl’s room. She was unsure what the dream meant, if anything. The only thought Cara was aware of was loathing. That she was weak enough to fall asleep at her post. She clutched the Agiel to her hand, allowing herself to feel more of the pain that she adeptly blocked most of the time. It was her penance for failure.

The door opened beside her, and Lord Rahl stepped out, his face still lax from sleep. “Cara? Everything all right?”

“Fine.” She said through clenched teeth.

* * * * *


As she stepped out of the Confessor’s Palace, she had to shield her eyes from the brightness of the midmorning sun. As the world came back into focus, Cara noticed Lord Rahl, his hand on Kahlan’s arm, leaning towards her and speaking. The smile on the Mother Confessor’s face was radiant and almost as blinding as the sun had been. Cara wanted to look away, but there was something familiar in the way Kahlan’s eyes looked at Richard. As he let go of Kahlan’s arm and turned towards a street vendor Cara watched as the smile slipped from Kahlan’s face and her entire demeanor seemed to change. Cara’s eyebrow rose, interested.

The Confessor’s tedious expression remained as she down at her hands, and then slowly her eyes surveyed the crowd. She was searching, it seemed, for something, but what specifically Cara was not sure. As the piercing eyes moved over the background, they froze over Cara. The eyes held the same expression they had when the Confessor had been on her knees. Anger and disbelief. Kahlan forced a slight twitch of her lips, something that may have been considered a smile. But Cara knew better.

* * * * *


“It happens, Kahlan. Don’t trouble your mind with it.” Zedd said fatherly from atop his trotting horse beside them. The wizard pulled the reigns and moved ahead. As the ground became uneven, Cara felt Kahlan’s hand rest against her stomach, keeping the Confessor from falling.

“He is right. You are not to blame for your horse going lame.” Cara offered over her shoulder.

A mere six hours into the journey from Aydindril, the white gelding the Confessor had been riding had attempted to jump a small stream, and inadvertently had wrenched it’s ankle. Making the animal useless. In a long awkward discussion it was decided that Kahlan would ride behind Cara for now. Apparently Richard’s sword got in the way, and Zedd’s boney body made sitting behind him unthinkable.

“I know that.” Kahlan said curtly. Her fingers opened wider on Cara’s belly, and while the touch caused one half of her brain to scream out in warning, the other half, the half that was growing daily thought it felt nice.

Cara wasn’t sure she liked what either half had to say and was forcefully ignoring both.

“If we ride a little harder I think we can make it to those woods by sunset.” Richard said as he circled back around to ride beside them. “That is if you two can keep up.” He grinned deviously.

“That shouldn’t be a problem.” Cara replied with a smirk of her own.

“Good!” He yelled, and then kicked the flanks of his roan mare.

Cara tightened the reigns in one hand, and with the other moved her fingers on top of Kahlan’s hand. She looked down sharply, surprised with herself, surprised that the touch was so… unexpected. Clearing her throat she asked, “Can you hold on?”

Kahlan’s body moved closer, her thighs pressed against the outsides of Cara’s and then she wrapped both her arms around Cara’s torso.

The fear prickled at the back of her head again.

“I can.”

Cara was frozen, feeling the weight of Kahlan’s body pressed tightly against her back. While she was somewhat familiar with the feeling of Kahlan behind her; there had been a few cold nights where she would awake to find the Confessor spooned tightly against her back; this was different. Because they were both awake. Different because the Mother Confessor had her hands tightly pressed against Cara’s body.

“Are we going?” Kahlan groused.

Looking straight ahead, ignoring the nagging feeling of worry, Cara flicked the reigns and their gray stallion leapt into a gallop.

While Cara forced the horse to run, she was conscious enough to keep it from bolting and therefore throwing Kahlan off the back. The hands around her torso moved lower, finding better purchase and she blinked as she felt the body behind her moving in rhythm with the horse. It was a familiar sensation, feeling thighs against her own, feeling breast moving against her back. What was unique was the inner conflict Cara felt; was she remembering this sensation from riding double with others, or from more sexual encounters? It was something of a surreal conflict, and Cara closed her eyes for a moment, just experiencing the physical. The wind hitting her face, pulling at her hair, the warmth of the horse’s breath as it reached her. The hands against her body that were moving, ever so slightly, gripping and tightening. Her own thighs flexing and releasing with the motion of the animal. Grommets and buckles hard against her spine, soft cushions of breasts moving slightly with her. A warmth growing beside her backside, moving with her.

Flicking her eyes open Cara turned her neck and attempted to see the Confessor’s face, but she was shrouded with entwined blond and brunette hair.

Cara’s mind produced the image of Kahlan, on her knees, glaring up at her. A look of utter contempt and disgust. It helped her keep her mind off of the tightening of her skin, the aching she was starting to feel deep inside. Kahlan’s hands gripped at her hips, and impossibly their bodies were pressed even tighter together. Cara was almost positive she felt Kahlan’s hot breathe alighting on her neck.

She urged the horse faster.

The rushing wind eradicated all the spring sounds, but she did manage to hear the word, “Cara.”

It made everything else disappear. The last time she had heard her name pronounced in such a way, the word Mistress dripped with agony before it. The Mord–Sith was sure she was hearing things, imagining them.

The hands tightened on her hips painfully.

“Cara. Stop.” Kahlan said vehemently.

Watching the others getting further away, she turned her head, to glare at the Confessor. The look in her eyes shocked Cara. Her freckled cheeks were flush, and her blue eyes were wide, with the faint hint of black rolling at the bottoms.

Cara yanked hard on the reigns.

“You have to.” Kahlan mumbled, dropping her eyelids over her darkening eyes. Without a second thought Cara slid off the still moving horse, landing awkwardly and was forced to take two steps back, so she did not fall. Her hands were automatically going to her Agiels, before she froze, and then stared over her shoulder. Lord Rahl and the Wizard were clueless, still riding on.

“Kahlan?” She asked softly.

The Confessor’s tongue moved over her bottom lip, and Cara’s eyes were mesmerized by it. Her hands were groping on the saddle where Cara had just been, and her breathing was labored. Cara had been foolish not to have noticed sooner. She should have noticed.

Kahlan’s jaw tightened before she raised her head back up defiantly indifferent.

Clots of dirt fell around Cara’s legs as Richard skidded his lathered horse to a stop beside her.

“What happened? Is everyone okay?”

Cara’s eyes narrowed on Kahlan who merely raised an eyebrow to her.

“Fine. There was a bug.”

“A bug?” Lord Rahl laughed at her.

“Yes. A bug. In my eye.”

“The mighty Mord–Sith, taken down by a bug.” He mumbled. “It’s not much further now.” He pulled his horse back around and took off towards the wooded distance.

Shaking her head at herself, Cara grabbed the horses reigns and patted it’s snout.

“The old Cara would have told him the truth.” Kahlan said, and Cara looked up at her. She seemed perfectly calm, on the surface.

“The old Kahlan wouldn’t have had me stop.” Cara sneered, and then pulled herself onto the back of the horse. As she shifted her hips and settled she asked over her shoulder, “Slower?”

“Eitherway.”

Cara clicked her tongue, and the horse began to move.

* * * * *


Coming into the clearing Cara noticed straight away that things has changed in the two hours she had been away. Only two packs lay on the ground, and there was no Wizard puttering about. Kahlan was sitting on a rock staring at the waning fire.

The others were gone.

Cara tossed down the three rabbits and her bow.

“Where is Lord Rahl?”

“Gone. Apparently you and I would get in the way.”

Cara’s eyes searched the camp site in the evening light. Foot prints of at least four men were visible around the perimeter. Someone else had come here. Looking sharply to the right, she noticed the damaged tree limb where their horses had been tethered, and while she could see the hoof prints of the horses, there was no sign of the animals. Her eyes rolled back to the Confessor sitting in shadows.

“Explain.”

“Some D’Haran soldiers.”

“You say D’Haran like it is excrement on the bottom of your boot.”

Kahlan sighed.

“Soldiers. They have apparently been searching for Richard. They explained that there was some sort of uprising in a village east of here, which required Richard’s help. So they left.”

Cara watched as Kahlan looked at the back of her hands, seemingly finished with her flimsy explanation.

“The horses?”

“Zedd and Richard took all three of them. Apparently it will be a long ride to the D’Haran camp, on the other side of Aydindril.” Kahlan looked at her hands.

“We should break camp and follow.” Cara said, looking towards the east, her anger boiling up slowly from inside her. Lord Rahl was not supposed to just up and leave. How was she to protect him when he kept running off?

“I think that is why they took the horses. To keep us here.”

“That is ridiculous. We will go on foot then.”

“He ordered,” Kahlan raised her eyes, which were narrowed in annoyance, “me to stay here. Apparently the D’Haran camp is not a safe place for women.” She nearly choked on the word again.

She scoffed, knowing full well that she was not to be considered a mere woman. Cara crossed her arms. “I am full blooded D’Haran. And Lord Rahl, your Richard, is not only the supreme leader of the D’Haran people, but is in fact half blooded.” Cara had meant to say something else, but for some inexplicable reason the way the Confessor spat out the name of her countrymen bothered Cara.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean…I’m just mad.”

“As you should be.”

“He just infuriates me, sometimes.”

“Only sometimes?” Cara mumbled.

“Richard is like a bull in a china shop. He sees things as how they should be and makes them so. Whether that is because he is The Seeker, or a man, I am not sure. But.”

“You do not like following a man.”

Kahlan picked up a small twig, poking it at the flames in the fire. Her voice was locked away, but her expression was clear. Cara was correct.

“How do you like it?” Kahlan asked.

“For three thousand years D’Hara has been ruled by a man. The Lord Rahl. It has been the way for so long we D’Harans,” Cara said the word venomously for Kahlan’s benefit, “we know no other way. Yet you are from here. The Midlands, where the rule of the land is governed by the Mother Confessor. A woman.” Cara raised her eyebrow. “That has to sting.”

“I don’t know about sting. It is just hard to wrap my head around sometimes. That he just doesn’t take the time to understand how his actions and words cut me.”

“He will never truly understand, just as he will never bow down to you and your station. He is the Lord Rahl, whether he claims the thrown or not.” Cara drummed her fingers against her forearm. “Your entire life you supplicated to the word of the Mother Confessor, you watched Kings and Queens do the Mother Confessors bidding. And now you rule here. You are the Mother Confessor. You are both the magic and the steel.”

“It doesn’t bother you? Being ordered around by a man?”

Cara laughed. “Bother? Bother is not something that even makes sense to me. There is what is. Cold and pure. Lord Rahl is the magic against the magic; we D’Harans are the steel against the steel. To trip over emotions or to think about that is just… it is not something one thinks about.” Consciously Cara took the edge from her voice, because she had thought about it recently. As recently as in Aydindril when Lord Rahl pulled her aside and told her of his plan to get Kahlan merged together. A plan that included the phrase, ‘if you have to kill that one, so be it.’ It was something that she did not ever expect Richard to say, and something that was everything a Lord Rahl would command. “I don’t think about it, because it doesn’t matter.”

“I wonder, is that the bond talking, or you.”

“Would it matter? I have been bound to the Lord Rahl my entire life. I will continue to be so tied as long as there is a Lord Rahl alive. I thrive in serving him. I served literally under his Brother*, Darken Rahl. He liked to have us recite the devotion while he…” Cara looked across the flames of the fire, “as we were trained.” Her eyes snapped back to Kahlan.

“Cara?”

“I do not need to agree with Richard, nor his methods. I am free now to feel as I wish, or so he says. But what I am not free to do is change who I am. I am Mord–Sith and with that comes responsibility and my oath. To protect him with my life and to follow him always.” Cara toed the rabbits. “I advise you to consider doing the same. I will leave you to butcher these and start dinner. You look as though you need to do something with your hands.” Cara turned to walk back into the woods.

Softly Kahlan spoke from behind her. “I love Richard.”

“You can love and loath equally.” Cara replied over her shoulder.

“Can I?”

Cara shrugged.

Kahlan narrowed her eyes before looking away exasperated.

* * * * *


The scent of charred flesh greeted Cara as she returned to their campsite, as did the image of a rabbit on a spit, and a pot of water boiling beside it. Kahlan was in the shadows, hunched over her pack. A wind was picking up, and Cara was confident that a storm was going to be upon them before the night was over. What light had been helpful when she tracked and captured the rabbits had long since expired, and Kahlan in shadows concerned her.

She was not sure why she felt concerned, nor compelled to speak.

“It is more than Lord Rahl leaving you behind that has you upset.” She didn’t want to talk, about anything really, but as she was away gathering some wild roots and berries to complete their meal, an annoyance was tickling at the back of her thoughts. She and the Confessor had been left to their own devices before by the men, and it had never sparked the sense of grievance that Kahlan had displayed this time. While at first Cara was anxious that the Lord Rahl was away from her protection, she had in time come to realize that the best way to defend him was to obey and carry out his commands. If that command was that she was to be left behind, tending camp like a meek woman, then so be it. She would be well rested and better prepared to serve in coming battles.

Kahlan did not respond.

Shrugging Cara placed the roots and half of the berries into the boiling water. Hearing to the groan of the wind, she cocked her head, listening. The rain would come sooner than she thought. Whatever the Confessor was doing in the gloom, as out of character as it was, it would not stop Cara from carrying out her tasks. Things needed to be done. Just as Kahlan’s odd reaction to riding double earlier should not mingle in Cara’s thoughts. Sometimes things happened. That there was clearly something different about Kahlan was not her concern.

But her curiosity kept intensifying.

Blinking away such thoughts, Cara ignored Kahlan and began lifting her own pack, as well as their bedrolls and moving off, into the shadows. She knew there was a perfectly good wayward pine just outside of camp, which would provide shelter from the rain, and with its location far from the trail adequate cover at night. There were some times when the Lord Rahl droned on and on for hours explaining trees and berries and tracking, and building and all things known to a woods guide, Cara did listen. Just not all the time.

* * * * *


The two women had traveled alone before, and once the distrust, sleeping with one eye open and a knife in the hand moments had passed they had settled into a comfortable routine. It even began to border on the edge of what Kahlan referred to as friendship. That sentiment that used to fill Cara was nowhere to be found when she walked back to the campfire. It was as though the months of traveling had been wiped from Kahlan’s mind. Her face was hard, and her movements stern. She shoved a plate towards Cara, who instead of sitting beside her as was common, walked to the opposite side of the fire. She wanted to be able to watch this woman. Because Cara was beginning to suspect something else was wrong.

The skin of the rabbit was burnt, another testament to Kahlan not being her jovial self. Generally it was a thrill when Cara ate her cooking. She took a bite of the boiled sweet root. It was mush in her fingers.

“I’ll cook breakfast.” She said rolling her eyes.

They sat eating in silence, the entire time Cara’s eyes did not leave Kahlan’s face, she watched the way the light highlighted the curve of her lips, the way her eyes narrowed in annoyance when she tried to eat the overcooked root, and the way her jaws flexed as she chewed.

This was not the first time Cara had studied the Mother Confessor at length, but it was rare for her to do it so blatantly.

Kahlan was regarding the piece of meat in her hand, when she looked up and asked, “Who did you answer to?”

“Lord Rahl.” Cara was immediate in her reply.

“And if Lord Rahl was otherwise engaged?”

“Lord Rahl.”

“Ugh.”

Cara chewed on a slice of meat. “Oh, I understand now what it is you want me to say. You want me to say that I answered to no one. So that you could have a sense camaraderie. But that was not the case.”

Kahlan’s voice was one note. “Who did you answer to?”

“Personally? I answered to myself.” Cara smirked.

Kahlan’s agitation was growing.

Cara sighed, deciding to speak instead of contemplating just how pretty Kahlan looked when she was on the edge of screaming in frustration. “You want me to agree with you, that I too understand what it would be like to suddenly have to answer to a man. I am sorry Kahlan, I cannot say that, because I have never felt the torment you are.”

“So no General came to the Mord–Sith temple and ordered you around?”

Cara laughed. “No man dared. Save Lord Rahl.” Cara ripped the last piece of meat from her share of the rabbit. “The strongest, meanest, cunning and most thoroughly tested of the Mord–Sith was who we looked to when Lord Rahl was not there to directly command us.” Her lips pursed. “For a time, that was me.”

Kahlan looked up sharply.

Cara tossed the finished bones into the flames, and watched them rise up momentarily. Her gaze searched Kahlan’s face, looking for confirmation. The twitch beside her right eye gave it to her.

“You lied.” She stood up, keeping her expression neutral as she looked down at the melancholy Mother Confessor.

Kahlan responded that she had, without saying a word aloud.

“When he asked you if you remembered anything, you lied. That is what makes you so angry at him. You were suddenly thrust back into the life you lived before The Seeker was named, before you met Richard. And you miss it. That is why you are so angry.”

Kahlan swallowed while keeping her lips thin and tight.

“I respect that. I understand it. In lying you retained control of the situation.” Cara let out a deep breath. “Rain is coming. I moved everything to a pine, back there. I expect you to join me when the weather turns.”

Kahlan raised an eyebrow.

“Lord Rahl would be disappointed in me if I allowed the Mother Confessor to catch a cold.”

* * * * *


Obstinately Kahlan waited until the rain began, before she tucked her hooded head between the low laying braches of the tree and peered inside. It had been enough time for Cara to get some embers burning in a small stone pit; enough to give them light and a touch of warmth for the night. She was sitting on her opened bedroll, meticulously sharpening her ever growing collection of knives.

She watched out of the corner of her eye as Kahlan began unrolling her blankets, and then as she sat down, then pulled her daggers from her boots.

“I’ll do them.” Cara said outstretching her hand for the blades. They were both warm as they settled in her palm.

“About before.” Kahlan said, dropping her hood.

Cara’s expression said, We will not discuss it.

“It… was unintentional…” Kahlan began nervously.

Cara raised her eyebrow, silently if the Confessor really wanted to continue that line of discussion.

Kahlan rolled her eyes, accepting the Mord–Sith’s expression. She pursued her lips, and Cara’s eyes went to the stone and blades, focusing on the task at hand.

“I didn’t lie. Not at first.”

Really, said the sarcastic eye squint Kahlan received.

“At first, I didn’t remember anything. I was shocked to be in Aydindril with all of you there. But then, slowly, things and moments came back to me.”

Cara wondered what sort of things. She was well aware that the Kahlan that was left with them in the forests had been an emotional hurricane, ripping the air from all around her and turning into a tumultuous pity party. That Kahlan was unpredictably emotional. Which had grated on Cara’s nerves.

“They were jumbled. Remembering events that both halves of me had experienced.”

“You could have explained this to Richard.” Cara offered.

“No.” Kahlan laughed. “I don’t think so. He would have eventually discovered that I was remembering things that I did while in Aydindril.”

“He would have forgiven you for wanting the Wizard put to death.”

“Yes, But not other things. I do not think he would forgive my indiscretions.” Kahlan’s face grew hard. “I remember riding atop Prince Freyn, and I remember being below Richard.” Her eyes flicked across the fire light. “Do not think I miss the irony there.”

Cara remained silent.

“I also remember when we fought. You were holding back.”

Cara raised an eyebrow, and pursed her lips.

“Why?” Kahlan asked.

“I did not…” Anything she said would be too obvious.

Kahlan glared at her.

Cara sighed. “Lord Rahl would have been very disappointed in me, had I injured you permanently.”

“Liar.” Kahlan growled. “You held back for another reason.”

Cara set the knives down, assuring that they were not directly available to her hands. Her Agiels were another matter. She ran her hands over her thighs, specifically aware that Kahlan was staring at her, watching her. Cara allowed her thumb to run over the Agiel on her thigh, the pain feeling like the skin of her hand was being peeled off slowly. It was comforting and something that felt better than being under the glaze of the Mother Confessor.

“Tell me why you held back, Cara. Tell me why you didn’t kill me. You certainly could have.”

“What do you want from me?” Cara bellowed, wishing she could take it back instantly. Ashamed of her outburst she watched as Kahlan sat back, a small smile alighting on her lips.

“What is it that you want from me?” The Mother Confessor asked softly.

“I don’t know!” Her hand was open and pressing down on her Agiel now. It kept the flutter she felt inside at bay. Cara wasn’t sure then this annoyance had started, was it due to the dream she had or from the inadvertent horse ride earlier. But it was there. A faintly familiar flutter. One that was better replaced by rage. “Would you like to return to Aydindril? Is that it?” Cara snapped.

“No. Yes.” Kahlan ran her hands through her damp hair. “I don’t know. It would confuse things more if I returned. Part of me wants to forget all of it, everything that happened. And another part of me wants to hold on tight. Remembering it all.” Her eyes beseeched Cara. They were the eyes of the Kahlan she had been before the magical mishap, the Kahlan that had spent weeks traveling alone with Cara, the Kahlan that had become her friend. Her companion.

A clap of thunder shook the tree, and the rain seemed to increase around them.

Her eyes narrowed, and the Kahlan Cara knew slipped away again. Replaced was this melancholy creature who possessed her body, whose mouth made the same sounds, but was not completely the same. “Though knowing a dry warm bed is just a day’s ride from here doesn’t make me feel any better.”






 

Part 2


 

 

Clinking of blades, scent of sweat and blood, bedlam of witnesses running from the chamber.

The dance between the two of them, Kahlan lashing out, attempting to reach Cara with her hand, with her power, and then Cara has her on her knees. Kahlan looked at Richard and then the emotional self, chewing and choking on the idea of surrender, or the thought that a mere Mord–Sith has her on her knees, and the razor sharp glare of anger at the pain from the Agiel to her arm. Kahlan licks her bottom lip as she focuses on the Agiel, before looking up at Cara with unbridled need.

They lock eyes.

Cara knows she has won.

“Command me Mistress Cara.” Her voice was low and pleading.

She woke with a shudder, it was a dream. Just a dream. Her eyes took in the shadows inside of the tree as she took a deep breath. But she held its release as she heard the soft sounding moan. Rolling her eyes to the right she spied Kahlan, on her back, her neck arched, and moved her eyes lower to see that there was movement beneath her blanket. Cara felt her eyes narrow in on Kahlan’s hand moving rhythmically beneath the blanket, between her legs. Hearing a soft moan slid Cara’s eyes up to the full and partially open lips.

She wondered if she was still dreaming.

Rolling onto her side, facing away from the Confessor, Cara felt the tightness of her thighs, and the moisture that was seeping from inside of her.

She was most certainly awake.

Kahlan’s breath hitched and it sent an echoing twitch straight down the center of Cara’s swollen clit. She attempted to squeeze her legs together, tighter, to stop the throb of desire that was moving through her body, waking her completely from the dream.

Her lower body was throbbing with desperation, and as her muscles tightened she could feel her erect nipples rub painfully against leather. Flicking her eyes around Cara could not see her belt, nor her Agiels. The pain to save her from the unavoidable need that rolled from the inside out. Cara could not recall a moment when she had been this aroused, this in need of physical release. Her dream had been dripping with unspoken desire, but waking from a dream had never plagued her like this before.

The melodious sound of the rain falling, gathering wetness on the limbs of the forest trees before swelling and dropping to the hungry ground was what she attempted to focus on. To hear that and only that. Not to hear Kahlan’s soft sounds, or the creak of her own leather. She tried to calm herself, but it seemed that even nature betrayed her. It amplified the wetness between her thighs, made her fingers twitch as she held them away from herself.

She heard a begging tone of voice mumbling something, and rolled back over as silently as she could. Cara knew she shouldn’t be watching, but part of her had to. The need felt as strong to see as it did to breathe.

The Confessor’s chest was heaving as she panted, the deep red embers of the fire making the valley of her cleavage look even more undiscovered, shadowed. The blanket pooled across Kahlan’s rotating hips.

Watching someone pleasure themselves was not a virgin experience, but when that person was in fact Kahlan; Cara bit her bottom lip, eyes being dragged from the action before her, hunting for her Agiels. The release she could find with their aid.

The belt lay above her head, much farther than she would have expected. She couldn’t reach them without making noise. Without giving too much away.

Kahlan moaned in such a way that Cara completely forgot about the rods, and her eyes widened as she looked again at Kahlan.

Cara’s entire center was swollen, throbbing, begging her for the slightest touch.

The Confessor’s hand seemed to increase its movements.

Cara closed her eyes, willing the physical sensations away. Her mind replayed the image of the two of them, on the horse. Cara could feel the bitter pinch of Kahlan’s fingers on her hips, she could feel the scalding heat of Kahlan’s center rubbing against her buttocks.

Gasping Cara opened her eyes.

Torture by pleasure was not unknown to her. In fact it was a method she and Trianna had perfected over the years. She knew she would be victorious over her body’s demands.

But still her hips jerked as she watched Kahlan’s lips part and the tip of her tongue flick her bottom lip.

Cara swallowed.

She was losing this fight.

The moans were turning into a lower groan, uncontrolled. Cara bit her lower lip, knowing that Kahlan was close; she could tell from the sound of her inhale, coming faster, the way her hips moved against her hand.

The blanket was kicked off, and Cara could see the sweat slicked thigh, with the fading burn mark she had given her. Cara’s sex twitched unabated. Kahlan was teetering on the edge of something extraordinary.

Her mind flashed with the memory of the pain, the smell of burning flesh, and the undercurrent of passion she had felt when she held the Agiel to Kahlan’s wound. It was too much. Cara felt herself release her own small but required orgasm. Her fists were clenched before she realized it. Kahlan arched her back, on the very edge, and Cara’s eyes hungrily waited to see her fall as well.

“Cara.” Kahlan hissed softly as her lower body shook.

* * * * *


Cara was in a small clearing away from the camp, the rain had turned into a mist, and she was unaware that she was soaked to the bone, even through her leather. Her forehead was pressed to the ground and her voice was horse from reciting the devotion.

She was unsure how much time had passed, but after the day she had experienced this was the one thing she knew she could do, should do, that would bring her back to herself.

After watching Kahlan the night before she could not return to sleep. And once the sun had risen she had been sure to busy herself, with repairing a flap on her pack, then going out to hunt for more game. The only problem Cara had was that she was still painfully aroused, and every time she closed her eyes she would hear Kahlan’s voice, or see the way her thigh muscles danced as she climaxed. It had been so distracting that Cara had been unable to capture not one, but four different rabbits.

Banishing the images from her mind was paramount to her now, as evening was beginning to settle on the woods. Avoiding the Confessor only made the desire to see her again concentrated. But Cara knew that if she lost herself in the devotions, if she gave up her life through the oath to Richard, the man who loved Kahlan, then perhaps she would be able to quench the desire she was stricken with.

“What are you doing?” Kahlan’s voice cut through the calm that the devotion was giving to her. “Cara?”

“Master Rahl guide us. Master Rahl teach us. Master Rahl protect us. In your light we thrive. In your mercy we are sheltered. In your wisdom we are humbled. We live only to serve. Our lives are yours.” Cara swallowed, feeling eyes on her back, breaking her concentration. It made sparks of desire roll through her stomach like dry heaves. This was not supposed to happen. She hissed the devotion vehemently. “Master Rahl guide us. Master Rahl teach us. Master Rahl protect us. In your light we thrive. In your mercy we are sheltered. In your wisdom we are humbled. We live only to serve. Our lives are yours.”

“Cara!?” Kahlan’s hand was on her shoulder, rupturing her only semblance of peace. She glared up at the Confessor. “What are you doing?”

“Devotions. You should try it some time.”

“Certainly not.” Kahlan crossed her arms, before narrowing her eyes and looking at Cara as though she was attempting to discern if she had robbed the baker to pay the butcher. “I thought you only did devotions when you were at the People’s Palace.”

“Perhaps I needed to reestablish my bond to Lord Rahl.”

Kahlan’s eyes narrowed, but she said nothing, just turned and wandered back towards camp.

Cara blew out a deep breath, lighting the hair that had fallen over her eyes. She wasn’t sure she could get through another day of this, and she was suddenly very worried about what may happen when the sun went down.

* * * * *


Clinking of blades, scent of sweat and blood, bedlam of witnesses running from the chamber.

The dance between the two of them, Kahlan lashing out, attempting to reach Cara with her hand, with her power, and then she has her on her knees. Kahlan looked at Richard and then the emotional self, chewing and choking on the idea of surrender, or the thought that a mere Mord–Sith has her on her knees, and the razor sharp glare of anger at the pain from the Agiel to her arm. Cara feels strong fingers caressing her hip. Her eyes dart down, seeing the slowly blossoming smile growing on the Confessor’s moist lips.

They lock eyes.

Cara knows she has lost.

The air around them implodes.

“Command me Mother Confessor.”

Gasping awake, Cara blinked to see Kahlan straddling her, felt a hand around her throat. She swallowed slowly, looking up into Kahlan’s dark blue eyes.

“I’m starting to forget.” Kahlan hissed. “I…”

Cara thought about kicking Kahlan off of her, which was an immediate relief. That she could think that, which meant it had just been a dream. She sat up, allowing Kahlan’s hand to be around her neck as they locked eyes. Her sleep filled eyes did not hinder her noticed that Kahlan was straddling her, and only wearing her under dress and corset.

“And why is your hand on me?”

“You were calling out for me.”

Cara looked skeptical.

Kahlan’s eyes looked over Cara’s shoulder. “I don’t want to forget.” She said softly.

“But you will. And perhaps you should.”

“I saw you.” Kahlan’s hand slipped away from her neck. “I saw you watching us, Richard and I.”

“No.” Cara was a very astute liar.

“I saw you last night, watching me.”

Cara looked down.

“Help me not forget.”

Cara shook her head.

“Please Cara.”

Her hands moved to rest on Kahlan’s hips, though her face was hard, unrelenting. “I can’t.”

“Yes, you can.” Kahlan cupped her chin, lifting her eyes back to hers. “You may be the only one who can.”

“If you forget then you will go back to loving Richard. Things will be as they were before.”

“Cara.” Her name was a plea.

“You will return to being the Kahlan you were before.” Cara’s voice echoed the longing. She wanted nothing more than for herself to be able to forget these last few days. “You don’t want this.”

“She does. She wanted it then, when you bested her. It made her hate you and desire you. And… and she is a part of me, for a little while more.” Kahlan professed.

“You love Richard.” Cara said matter–of–factly.

“She does… I do.” Kahlan smiled sadly, her fingertips moving along Cara’s jaw line softly. “But she wants you.”

“She may. But she is not you.” Cara forced herself to keep her eyes hard, but it was a battle, as the fingertips moved gently over her cheek.

Kahlan’s hand moved between them, brushing against Cara’s breast, before exploring finger tips danced along her thigh. Kahlan gasped in pain as she pulled the Agiel from its sheath. She held it between them, looking over its blood red bands of leather into Cara’s eyes. “You won. I willingly submit to you taking your prize.”

“No.” Cara said, wanting to throw the weapon away, but knowing if she touched it she would be lost, because she would be inflicting pain to Kahlan and it would light the long neglected fire she clutched.

Cara could see the need in Kahlan’s eyes, and was terrified that the Confessor could see it in hers.

“Cara.” She whispered.

Her eyes moved beyond the Agiel, to the heaving breasts before her. Her body exploded with sensations, of feeling the warmth and pressure of Kahlan sitting astride her.

“Please. Cara.”

She shook her head, trying to find the words she needed but swallowing on nothing. Cara tried to grab hold of anger, accusation, anything that was not the need she could hear in Kahlan’s voice and feel inside of herself.

“Last night, I was thinking about you, your hands, your thighs, your.”

Cara ripped the Agiel from Kahlan’s hand as quickly as she could, to minimize the pain. Still the Confessor’s whole body trembled with it. Illicitly, Cara’s hands gripped Kahlan’s sides, pulling them even closer together.

She groaned as their lips met, finally finding the purchase they had been denied for months. Traveling side by side, learning to accept and then trust one another, tumbling into a friendship that twisted into some obsession. It culminated in the way Kahlan kissed her back, wet and hungry.

Cara’s inner monologue was silenced by Kahlan’s lips, bruising, strong, and commanding. Cara melted against her, hands moving to grip the fitted leather corset covering Kahlan’s sides. Hands felt the inviting flesh, as Kahlan forced all thought besides her from Cara’s mind with the probing hunger of her tongue. The Mother Confessor was taking control, owning and possessing Cara. She felt it as Kahlan’s arms encircled her body.

Cara was becoming angry with herself, for allowing the domination. A Mord–Sith did the dominating.

Her lips wrenched away from Kahlan’s, and her hands gripped the sides of the Confessor’s flushed face. Cara automatically titled her head to the side, to look into the stern face of the woman who had unknowingly gained the power over Cara.

“Don’t.” Her voice low, whispered soothingly. “I will not submit.” Cara licked Kahlan’s bottom lip.

“Cara.” A hand moved against Cara’s neck once more, and her eyes softened. She looked beautiful to Cara, just like she was before. Confident, playful, dangerous.

“Kahlan.” Cara said softly, her body leaning into the Confessor.

She was lost.

Their lips met softly, before Cara nipped Kahlan’s top lip. Kahlan nodded her head slightly, accepting the reproach before Cara pressed into her firm body even more, feeling the weight shift as Kahlan rolled her hips in desire. Their kiss intensified as Cara shifted her own hips slightly, to better feel Kahlan’s hot center pressing against her belly. A low rumble vibrated through her chest as Cara felt Kahlan’s body fully against her, as she moved her hands down from Kahlan’s waist, then down further until Cara felt skin.

Flexing her muscles, Cara rotated her lower body, pressing in such a way that Cara knew she was urgently against Kahlan’s glorious center. Their kiss never faltered from its deep dance, not even as Cara increased her movements. Cara closed her eyes tightly as her hands danced around Kahlan to cup her buttocks, gripping, and pulling Kahlan that much closer. Lips and tongue moved in a more wild manor, matching the frantic rhythm of their lower bodies. Cara gasped as she felt Kahlan’s tongue lick along her jaw; and when Kahlan’s hands cupped both of her breasts tightly, Cara groaned out loud.

“Cara.” She breathed.

Cara changed her thrusting pattern and in doing so felt the wetness that was growing between her legs, felt the tightness of leather brushing her swollen clit. Cara kissed her soundly again, probing, running her tongue against the roof of Kahlan’s mouth, and was rewarded when Kahlan’s body erupted in a shiver.

Panting Kahlan pulled her lips away, her hands squeezing Cara’s breasts. She bit her bottom lip and Cara was left staring in want.

Kahlan’s hands slid over leather, to the back of Cara’s neck. “Can we take these off?”

Cara nodded, her head lost in a cloud of desire. She could smell Kahlan’s skin, the sweat, and the bittersweet aroma of her sex.

Part of Cara wanted to demand that Kahlan cut her leather off.

But that could never be properly explained to Lord Rahl.

Standing she turned her back to Kahlan, and smirked as she felt the other woman pulling at the laces. Cara focused on the ties on her left leg, yanking them loose enough so that she could squirm out of the pants. They dropped before Kahlan had gotten the ones up her back loose. With a growl of frustration she succeeded and Cara shivered as she felt the leather being yanked above her head. She shed her second skin and then hissed when she felt Kahlan’s mouth on her shoulder, her naked breasts pressed to her back.

“I wanted you, to kiss you, desperately on the horse.”

“You never would have.” Cara snapped, and then wanted to take it back as Kahlan’s hands grabbed her breasts, crushing them in her palms. Teeth dug into her shoulder.

“I would have. When I felt.” Kahlan paused to kiss Cara between the shoulder blades. “When I knew what was happening all I could think about was how your hair smelled.” Another kiss moving up Cara’s spine. “How firm your ass was against me.” Cara trembled as a tongue teased the back of her neck. “How you moved against me. I’ve never come like that before.”

“First time for everything.” Cara quipped, wanting to turn around. But Kahlan’s fingers tightened on her nipples, holding her still in delicious agony.

“You knew what I was going through.” Fingers clamped tighter. “Did you become arouse?”

Cara bit her tongue.

“Answer me.” A sharp nip of teeth on her shoulder.

If Kahlan thought she could urge a Mord–Sith to speak by merely doing that, she was vastly mistaken.

The Confessor pulled slightly on her nipples, and then Cara felt the warm hair of Kahlan’s sex pressing against her buttocks. She felt the hands slide down her hips just before a circular motion of Kahlan grinding against her. Amid the twitching of her body Cara felt the lightest touch against her breasts, and looked down the length of her own body. Dark flowing hair was cascading over her shoulder, teasing her gently. Kahlan’s long locks, hair that was the longest in all the Midlands, and was a testament to her power and her station as the supreme ruler of this land, lay against her tan skin. Hair that Cara frantically wanted to feel caressing her entire body.

“Answer me.”

“Yes.” Cara moaned, broken, and submitting to Kahlan’s position. She turned her head to the side, capturing Kahlan’s lips with hers, kissing her humbly. She could feel the Confessor smile against her lips.

She turned completely around before dropping to her knees with a cracking thud. Kahlan gasped in worry, but it changed into a lower sound, as Cara’s cold hands slipped over the bare skin of her hips. Cara inhaled deeply, willing all of her stubborn pride into a small dark place inside. She was completely compliant to The Mother Confessor, and it felt true.

Kahlan moved one leg up and out. Cara nodded with approval, as she set the scalding thigh on her shoulder, and leaned her head forward, gazing at Kahlan’s beautiful center, the light brown hairs calling to her, curling in a way that seemed to beckon the Mord–Sith closer. Cara ran her hands up the Confessor’s legs, long fingers reaching to meet just across her center. Finger tips touching fingertips. But Cara wanted them to touch more. She raised her eyes, meeting Kahlan’s and watched her kiss swollen bottom lip get pulled between her teeth and the modest nod of her head. Cara purred loudly, as her fingers and thumbs spread outer lips, felt the heat of Kahlan’s skin and the softness of her hair. Leaning forward Cara flicked her tongue in a focused way against her clit. The taste of Kahlan teased the tip of Cara’s tongue. Cara wanted more. Licking again, this time a longer, catching some of her essence this time, and swallowing. Tasting the beauty that was Kahlan.

“Spirits protect me.” Kahlan moaned.

The Confessor’s thigh twitched, and grinning devilishly Cara’s hand immediately complied, coming and dipping into her center, her fingers making a glorious symphony of wet sounds as they dipped deep inside of Kahlan and then pulled out. Cara reached her hand above, and placed her dripping fingers against Kahlan’s mouth. The Confessor’s tongue snaked out, licking them, a whimpering noise coming from her. Cara pressed her face closer, tasting Kahlan’s deeper flavor that she had pulled from deep inside.

Her lips pulled at Kahlan. Sucking deeply and roughly, before her tongue moved between them, caressing the inner lips and just brushing the quaking opening of her center. Plunging her tongue deep inside of her, Cara felt Kahlan’s muscles relax to accept the thick tongue, then they clutched her tightly, holding her inside. With her right hand Cara moved a thumb to brush side to side across Kahlan’s clit, Cara thrust her tongue deeper before pulling out slightly. Cara loved fucking with her tongue. There was the added excitement of this being completely intimate. Placing her mouth on someone’s sex is as intimate as you can get. And Cara thanked all the Spirits that Kahlan seemed to be enjoying it as much as she was.

Cara could feel the flood starting, the massive amounts of stress, tightness and come ready to spill. Cara wrenched her tongue from inside of Kahlan, and immediately filled her with two fingers, and replaced the thumb on her clit with a tongue, flicking it roughly. The Confessor’s whimpers were getting quieter, her breathing was tighter.

“Cara.”

She refused to hear the warning in Kahlan’s voice. Instead Cara was chanting for the Confessor to let go, for her to come. Cara wanted to say the words out loud, but her mouth was blissfully engaged.

“Cara, Oh Spirits. Cara you have to stop.”

She growled. Cara wasn’t frightened; she was nothing but at peace, sucking harder against the rock solid clit in her mouth. Kahlan’s muscles tightened sharply around her fingers, and she thrust deeper.

“Cara. Please. Oh Please. Cara!” The pleading in Kahlan’s voice rolled off of Cara’s conscious. It did not matter. Not anymore.

She refused to stop. After days, and if she was honest with herself months, of torment, of these pesky emotions that besieged her, she no longer cared if Kahlan confessed her. None of it matter anymore, because she was utterly lost in the taste of Kahlan, in the exquisite essence of her. If she was lost, she would be lost doing something she wanted to do. For herself. Not for Lord Rahl, not to please someone else, not at the end of a lucky blade. If she was going to end, it would be on her terms.

She heard the scream of the Agiel, just before she felt it on her shoulder. The scent of burning flesh was comforting, but did not completely over power her, and it did not stop her fingers from thrusting. When Kahlan broke, Cara’s hands were on her thighs holding her up. The air around them crackled with power. She used her tongue to lap at Kahlan gently but hungrily. Cara drank her momentary fill and then sat back on her heels, looking up at Kahlan’s flushed face, hazy eyes.

“Cara?” Kahlan asked hesitantly.

“Kahlan.” She said evenly.

“Are you… did I?”

Cara batted the Agiel out of Kahlan’s hand, before turning her head to the side, slightly, regarding the woman standing above her. She narrowed her eyes.

“Cara?”

“No. I am not confessed.” She licked the wetness of Kahlan from her lips.

“How?”

“I’m Mord–Sith.” She grinned wickedly. “Don’t underestimate me.”

“But I. And you. Was it the?” Kahlan stumbled.

And internally Cara was almost sad that she had not been confessed. She had not expected this result, and it confused her. But she refused to show the disappointment on her face.

“Confessor?” She growled.

Kahlan’s eyes swung back to her.

“I allowed you to rule me.” Cara sucked on her bottom lip suggestively. “Now I demand that you submit to me.”

“Or?” Kahlan’s eyebrow rose, but she slowly went to her knees in front of Cara.

There would be no or. There would only be. Her expression conveyed that.

Her head fell back as she felt Kahlan’s hands moving up her naked body, cupping her neck. The feeling of the Confessor’s fingers no longer called for the fear, instead they soothed her. It had been days of being on the edge, of delicious torture. Cara needed release. Kahlan kissed her roughly, before urging Cara to lay back.

The Confessor’s hands explored her body, slowly, before her fingers slid through the ample wetness between her thighs. Cara whimpered.

It did not go unnoticed that Kahlan was lying on top of her.

Cara told herself that was as she wanted it, but as she gazed up into Kahlan’s blue eyes, as the fingers slipped inside of her she acknowledge that long quiet part of her, that had always wanted to submit and be taken by the Mother Confessor.

* * * * *


Clinking of blades, scent of sweat and blood, bedlam of witnesses running from the chamber.

The dance between the two of them, Kahlan lashing out, attempting to reach Cara with her hand, with her power, and then she has her on her knees. Kahlan looked at Richard and then the emotional self, chewing and choking on the idea of surrender, or the thought that a mere Mord–Sith has her on her knees, and the razor sharp glare of anger at the pain from the Agiel to her arm. Cara feels strong fingers caressing her hip. Her eyes dart down, seeing the slowly blossoming smile growing on the Confessor’s moist lips. Kahlan licks her bottom lip as she focuses on the Agiel, before looking up at Cara with unbridled need.

They lock eyes.

Cara knows she has won and in winning completely lost.

“Cara?”

“Cara?”

Her eyes fluttered open. She looked over at a worried Kahlan, who was holding a blanket tightly across her naked chest.

“Yes?” She asked annoyed.

“Um.” Kahlan motioned for the thrashed area around them, clothes laying all about. “What?”

Cara searched her face. The woman looking back at her was the endearing Kahlan from before the split.

“We got caught in the rain storm. We had to. Our clothes were wet; we had to let them dry.”

“Oh.”

“And it was cold. Which is why you are here.” Cara motioned beside her.

Kahlan nodded. “Well I am sure they are dry now.”

Seeing Kahlan’s naked back turned towards her Cara felt that she was indeed not dry. She shifted her legs.

“Probably.”

“And Richard?”

“Gone off, to assist some D’Harans.”

“Right. I think I remember. I think that spell left me a little muddled. Things are hazy.”

“We know. I’ve been… helping.”

“I see.”

Cara shifted, realizing too late that her blanket fell to her waist, exposing her chest. Kahlan’s eyes widened as she looked at the marks she had left on her right breast and down the length of Cara’s side. “What?”

“Just bruises. From battle.” Cara offered, watching Kahlan closely. The Confessor’s eyes closed slowly and when they opened again her face was a mask of indifference.

She didn’t believe Cara, but then again, she didn’t have to.






 

Part 3


 

 

Cara brought the ax down with a grunt, pleased when it split the large log in two.

“You’ve been at that a while.” Kahlan said from behind her.

“Have I?”

“Yes.”

Cara swung the axe again. The blade caught and then split another log cleanly in two. She felt herself smiling, as she replied. “I hadn’t noticed.” Which Cara knew was a lie.

It had been a long day of silent exchanges between the Mord–Sith and the Mother Confessor. Once Kahlan ceased her questioning about waking in a state of undress and curled up next to an equally naked Mord–Sith they had fallen into a silent routine. This was familiar to Cara, and she allowed herself to enjoy the quiet. To enjoy the fact that Kahlan seemed completely like herself again.

“So all of this wood, are you thinking we will be here long?” Kahlan asked.

Cara swung the axe again. “Not sure. The weather will be getting colder, and Richard is still far to the east of here.” Cara leaned on the handle of the axe, turning to see Kahlan who was holding a rabbit and a pheasant in her right fist. “I think we should break camp though.”

“He told us to stay here.” Kahlan said.

Cara shrugged. “Richard is a tracker, he will find us. It is not smart for us to stay here another night.”

“Richard.” Kahlan said softly, tossing the animals down beside the fire. “You are calling him that again. So you have forgiven him for leaving us?”

“Something like that.” Cara said, spinning the axe back around.

“It’s a good idea. We are near one of the more heavily traveled roads leading to Aydindril, and with the moon becoming full there will be more travelers.”

Cara nodded. That had been one of the reasons why she wanted to break camp.

“Have you found a place?” Kahlan asked.

“I thought I would let you have that honor, Mother Confessor.”

Kahlan smiled. “I did like the wayward pine you found us.”.

So did I. Cara thought to herself, but she did not want to spend another night there. Not now, that Kahlan was returned to herself. It would be, confusing.

* * * * *


Two hours later Kahlan returned, a little out of breathe, but with a wide smile on her face. Cara looked up, caught the smile, how flushed the Confessor’s cheeks were and felt her own lips twitching, as if they wanted to smile as well. Instead she pursed her lips.

“I think I found a good place. It will take a while to get there, but if we hurry we should make it by nightfall.” Kahlan said, reaching down to lift up her pack.

“Off the deer trail?” Cara asked, lifting her own pack, and then the three bundles of wood she had chopped and then bound with rope. She tossed them over her shoulders.

“Let me carry one of those.” Kahlan said, reaching to take the third bundle, her fingers brushing against Cara’s. The Mord–Sith had not put her gloves back on, tree sap was not easy to remove from leather, and the contact sent a shiver through Cara that she had not expected.

She yanked her hand away.

“Cara?” Kahlan asked, looking concerned.

“It’s fine. I have them.”

“Don’t be silly.” Kahlan laughed.

Cara just stared at her. Why would the Mother Confessor assume she was being silly?

“I just want to help.” Kahlan tried again.

Cara’s eyes tracked to the left. “You can carry that.” She looked at the butchered animals.

“I’d rather carry the wood, but.” Kahlan mumbled, before shrugging. She was her old self, even tempered.

Cara sighed with relief, and began following Kahlan up the trail through the woods. Her eyes tracked over the forest, and then settled on Kahlan’s backside as she walked, as her dress moved slightly between her booted legs, the way the tight leather dress showed every step and flex of muscle as she walked.

Cara sighed again, this time in frustration.

* * * * *


The fire was warm and not too bright, perfect for this small patch of grass and creeping myrtle. The forest around them was exceptionally thick, and as they ate Cara had explored nearby, finding the small but sufficient pine, in case the rains returned. The sky was looking clearer, and Cara was hopeful that it would stay that way. Something about the scent of pine and smoke from the fire made the back of her arms itch, and caused her to breathe a little uncomfortably.

She was fairly certain this was just a reaction to the long walk through the woods. But part of her knew better. That part of her was worried that she would forever be reminded of blue eyes gazing at her longingly and the feeling of gentle lips on hers when those two scents combined.

“I wish Richard would hurry up.” She grumbled out loud and Kahlan looked up from her book, a surprised look on her face.

“Is that so?”

“Well. Yes.” Cara nodded. “We are on a quest to defeat the Keeper.” Cara offered, yet thinking just to herself, that as soon as that quest was done they would all be returning to the People’s Palace in D’Hara and Cara would never again have to endure the smell of pine trees and smoke. She could get lost in the world she knew beyond the beautiful courtyards of the Palace, and familiarize herself once more with the training rooms belonging to the Mord–Sith. That is, if Lord Rahl would allow it. Cara smiled to herself, even if he didn’t allow them to torture in his name, she was fairly certain that she would have an endless supply of willing Mord–Sith who would accept her advances.

“You should do that more?”

“Excuse me?” Cara stumbled, looking across the flames at Kahlan.

“Smile. It is very becoming on you.”

“Oh.” Cara blinked. She looked down at her hands, flexing them. Perhaps another day and she would be more herself again as well. While Kahlan seemed completely at ease, now that night had fallen Cara was even more on edge. She didn’t want to have the dream again, and worse she didn’t want to feel what the dream stirred inside of her. “I’ll take first watch, you get some sleep.”

“Alright.” Kahlan said, with that large smile, her eyes kind.

Cara stood up and turned away. She crossed her arms, tapping her fingertips to her bicep.

She listened to the sounds of Kahlan’s leather sliding against the rough wool of her blankets, the tinkling of dagger blades being set near one another on the grass. Then came the softest sigh.

All familiar sounds.

All grating sounds.

Cara was in the mood to chop wood again.

Instead she pulled one of her Agiel’s and began rolling it between her ringers, allowing a little more of the pain to slip into her consciousness than normal, just enough to focus her thoughts, pin point her mind. She was aware of everything around her except the prone form of the Confessor.

Quietly she began walking the perimeter, focusing on the pain, narrowing it, imagining it like a whip. Counting the magical feeling of lashes across her back. She made it up to two hundred before she spun around, gripping the handle of the Agiel, her body tight and ready to spring.

She had heard something.

When she heard it again, Cara took a deep breath in, and let it out very slowly. She was trying to calm herself, because her heart rate just increased tenfold.

Cara heard it again. She bit her lip.

The Mother Confessor moaned a third time, and Cara rolled her eyes and stomped across the camp and sat heavily on a log facing the fire, and the Confessor on the other side.

This was not acceptable.

The smallest little sound, a cross between a whimper and a groan. Faint. But Cara remembered hearing it before. And hearing it again made her nipples harden, and she was sure a sweat was breaking out on her skin.

None of this made sense. She had heard her sisters with their pets before, when she had taken some stranger at one of the taverns the walls had been so thin she had heard others copulating as well. Never did that arouse her, or even interest her. It was as inconsequential as water in a stream. It was. But from the first time she heard Kahlan make that sound, when Cara had watched her with Lord Rahl under the full moon, she had been struck. That sound made her mind swell with visions and thoughts and wants, and her body would react in a way that Cara understood but did not comprehend. In the course of copulation when a certain muscle group or area of flesh is manipulated in such a way it causes a reaction. Cara knew this. It was something she had learned in the very beginning stages of her training. It didn’t matter that her training was about how to torture. Pain and pleasure were the same to a human body. One action creates a reaction. It was logical. What was not logical, what was tormenting her worse than any amount of starving rats, or thin bladed knives, or Agiel strikes was the illogical fact that every look from Kahlan’s eye, every glance of her smile, every time the sun lighted on her freckles and every time she moaned like she was being touched flipped a switch inside Cara and made her body react. She became agitated, she would feel her stomach become nervous, a sweat would break out on her skin. None of this made any sense.

Cara jumped to her feet and walked over to Kahlan, her fist squeezing the Agiel tighter. She would kick the Mother Confessor. Wake her up and get her to stop making that sound, so that Cara would no longer feel this agony.

“Mmm.” Kahlan moaned.

“Gah.” Cara whispered and dropped to her knees, right beside the Confessor’s sleeping form. Cara shook her head in distress. This was not supposed to be happening, not to her. Her hand reached out, and she left it hovering over Kahlan’s shoulder. She wanted to touch her, wanted to feel her skin again.

Cara closed her eyes and hung her head. That time had passed.

* * * * *


The Agiel continued to be rolled between her fingers for hours, and was still moving when Kahlan sat up and stretched. Cara watched her shadow but didn’t raise her eyes. When she returned a few moments later, she was beside Cara.

“Mm. I had the strangest dreams.”

“You don’t say?” Cara asked.

Kahlan set the small pot they used to heat water for tea onto the flames.

“Why don’t you get some sleep?”

“I’m not tired.”

“Cara. You’ll be no good to me if you’re exhausted.”

Slowly her eyebrow rose up.

“What if we get set upon by a group of ruffians and you are too tired to fight.”

“A Mord–Sith is never too tired to fight.”

Kahlan sat next to her and bumped their shoulders together. “You know what I mean. Just, lay down. Try to sleep.”

“Fine.”

She stretched out on her back, looking up at the sky. The stars were bright and some what calming. Cara doubted she would find rest tonight, but if she did she would be free of the torment of hearing Kahlan moving about camp, at least for a little while. She began counting the stars, and soon she did fall into a light sleep.

Fingers tightened around her throat, and her eyes slid open.

“Kahlan?”

“What happened?” The Mother Confessor wore her face of control.

Cara blinked once, then checked the sky. She had been asleep for less than an hour. “Why is your hand on me?”

“Tell me what happened?” The fingers flexed against her neck again.

“You aren’t making sense.” Cara whined.

“Oh, I am. I had a dream, a vivid and somewhat pleasing dream of a personal nature. And then I found a mark.”

Cara raised her brow.

“On my inner thigh, that just so happens to resemble teeth marks.”

Cara willed her face to stay like stone. “Perhaps it was left by Richard.”

“Doubtful. The mark is smaller than Richard would have left.”

Cara’s eyes cut to the side, worried that they would give something away.

“What happened, Cara?”

Narrowing her eyes she looked back at the Confessor with a glare. “What did your dream tell you happened?”

“I… but… no.” The Confessor face slid away, as did the strength in her arm.

Cara sat up and shoved Kahlan’s hand away from her.

“But. Why would we? I love Richard.”

“And we are all pleased that you love Lord Rahl.”

“I… You. If we, if I…you should have been confessed.”

Cara refused to answer.

“How did you not get confessed, if we did…?”

Cara shrugged

“Tell me!” Kahlan’s hands gripped her shoulders.

“No!”

“Tell me or I swear I will confess you.”

“You can’t.”

“I am sure I can.”

“Well perhaps I think that you won’t. And I will not tell you, just so you could attempt the same thing with Lord Rahl!”

“Are you that jealous?” Kahlan dropped her hands, and her voice sounded hurt.

Cara felt as though she had been slapped, “NO! It won’t work. It doesn’t work that way. If I tell you then you will tell him and then the two of you will run off again and try, and you will confess him. I cannot allow that. I will not.”

Kahlan sighed sadly. “Why did you do it?”

“I didn’t do anything alone.” Cara narrowed her eyes; she refused to put sound to the thoughts in her mind that made no sense.

Kahlan set her face in her palms. She looked; aside from beautiful in her frustration, she looked sad. And Cara did not like that she appeared sad.

“Perhaps you did not fully reach your release.” Cara offered, knowing it was untrue, but wanting to give Kahlan something to hold on to.

“Oh, I think I did.”

“But you said yourself that you did not remember specifically what happened.” Cara stumbled as she received a pointed glare from Kahlan. “It could have been a fluke.”

“Perhaps if we.” Kahlan bit her lower lip.

“You want to test your theory with my life?”

Kahlan shook her head. “No.”

“Your no sounds like yes.” Cara looked away from her, not sure what she could say at this point. Cara became lost in her thoughts. In the churning of her insides at being this close to the Confessor, at all of the feelings she brought alive inside Cara. The softness of Kahlan’s knuckles against her cheek brought her eyes from the distant tree line and inner thoughts, to the now. Blinking, realizing with biting clarity that Kahlan was touching her forced her to turn her head slightly, to peer at the Confessor. The smell of Kahlan’s skin mingled with the scent of the autumn air. The hand opened and was cupping her cheek.

“I will not gamble your life Cara.”

She leaned into Kahlan’s touched momentarily, before she leaned even closer to bring their faces. The Confessor pulled a deep breath in. She had not expected Cara to move.

“What if I told you that I would?” For a moment Cara froze, terrified that she had misspoke, that Kahlan would suddenly come to her senses and realize that whatever may have happened surely could not happen again.

But the increased pressure of Kahlan’s hand told Cara that it was alright.

Gently they met lips once, twice, a third time. Brushing them together almost chastely, before Kahlan’s hand moved back into her hair and pulled Cara closer. And this time Cara inhaled deeply, lips meeting like forgotten companions, familiar, and yet new. It was the Mother Confessor who deepened the kiss first, tasting Cara; while her arms encircled Cara’s shoulders, as she sucked her bottom lip. Cara could feel Kahlan’s heartbeat began to race. Simultaneously they pulled away, and looked at one another again. No hesitation. Cara saw in Kahlan’s blue eyes that haunted Cara and she felt sure would continue to do so for years, a fiery desire.

Their lips meet again, and this time Cara slipped her tongue inside of Kahlan’s mouth, lapping at the wet heat that was the Confessor, that familiar taste. Jolts of pleasure and memory rocked through her body. She could remember the smell of Kahlan’s skin, the taste of her sweat. She could smell Kahlan’s excitement, and Cara’s ears burned with the memory of hearing Kahlan’s voice hiss her name. All memories, but in a flash they seemed so clear. Cara absolutely knew why it was the Mother Confessor’s power had no effect on her.

Moaning Cara moved her hand over Kahlan’s neck, gripping the base of Kahlan’s skull and holding her tightly as she kissed her harder, deeper. Possessively. An uncontrollable wave of need reached from inside of Cara. And for the first time in her life Cara felt no question. She knew Kahlan wanted this just as much as she did. Kahlan’s hands gripped at her sides. Kahlan’s mouth and tongue returned her questioning passion. Before with Kahlan it had been electric and exciting, she had submitted to the power and the desire of the Confessor, but this time it felt different. She could feel the desire again, but in it there seemed to be something more. There seemed to be less control and more equality. It made Cara’s head swim. She did not know equality in sex; she knew conquer or be conquered.

As Cara pulled her lips away, she smiled as Kahlan released a low dissatisfied sound that turned into something else as Cara kissed her chin, her jaw, then along the length of Kahlan’s neck. Her tongue reached out, lapping at Kahlan’s skin. Cara licked and nipped and made noises from the back of her throat, before she moved even lower, setting her lips against the rising skin of Kahlan’s breasts. The Confessor’s hands gripped the sides of Cara’s head, pressing her closer.

She released her grip on Kahlan before looking at her flushed face. Seeing Kahlan’s lips in their engorged state. Pleading to be devoured. And Cara wanted to.

The Confessor’s eyes moved over her face, looking at her, seeing her perhaps as something more than just Mord–Sith, more than the sworn protector of Lord Rahl. She bit her bottom lip. Gently, Kahlan moved away, and stood on shaky legs. She looked down at Cara for a long moment, her eyes searching her face, before her hands moved to the side of her dress and the latches there.

Cara stood, and began unhooking of ties of Kahlan’s dress. Quickly, expertly they both undressed each other, not speaking. Cara wondered if the Confessor was worried that if she spoke she would lose her confidence. Cara preferred the silence, because she did not want this to end prematurely, and she did not want to hear anything resembling emotion in her own voice.

Slowly, Kahlan lay back down, her naked skin glowing in the blue moon light and Cara followed. She traced her fingertips over the contour of Kahlan’s face. Learning again through touch, before leaning closer, hovering her body but not fully touching Kahlan.

Kahlan’s hands roamed across Cara’s body as well, starting at her neck, moving down over collarbones and shoulders, to cover breasts, to cup them. Kahlan’s hands took ownership of them, lifted their weight in her hands, thumbs moving to brush across hardened nipples, which pulled a moan from Cara’s lips. Gently taking her left nipple between her lips, Kahlan applied slight pressure and warm breath. Not much touch at all. Not the hard wet mauling Cara was accustomed to enduring from her lovers of the past. Just soft caresses, which seemed to please that long forgotten part of Cara. A tongue peeked out and touched the tip of Cara’s nipple lightly. The Confessor groaned and all of her mouth attempted to engulf Cara.

She could not be compliant any longer, and pulled her breast from the Confessor’s mouth, arching herself to capture Kahlan’s lips again. She dipped her tongue deeply, needing the taste of Kahlan’s mouth. Bolts of electricity coursed through her veins, aching in fingertips that wanted to touch and to know once again the feeling of Kahlan’s wet, silken folds, wanted to be surrounded by Kahlan’s pulsing heat. Her mouth was wrenched away from her as she groaned Kahlan’s name. Mumbled incoherencies rained from Cara’s moist lips as she took Kahlan’s hard right nipple between her teeth before soothing it with her tongue, all the while soft moans came from Kahlan.

Kahlan’s fingertips played a symphony against her shoulders and arms. Any part of Cara that they could reach and touch. She softly caressed her skin like Cara was made of the most delicate china. As though she were something to be delicate with, adored. That feeling surged through Cara, forcing away the Mord–Sith in her, pushing her to the back of her mind. This night, these emotions, they were for Cara.

Her kisses moved down Kahlan’s body, over Kahlan’s stomach, touching and loving and greeting every inch of Kahlan’s skin. As her hands moved teasingly moved across her center, Kahlan arched up. The sounds coming from the Confessor were unintelligible, but unmistakable. Cara moved her right hand back up Kahlan’s inner thigh, getting the mental flash again of how exhilarating it was the first time she touched her. She closed her eyes as her fingertips met Kahlan’s wet folds, and sucked in her breath. Brushing her fingertips gently across Kahlan’s clit, sounds, moans, flew from her mouth. Cara’s fingers began to move in a firm rhythm against her.

Cara wished for light to see, as she spread Kahlan’s center open, but she could feel the heat her face, on the tips of her fingers. It was enough. It was perfect. Cara ran her tongue up the length of Kahlan’s center and felt Kahlan’s body quiver beneath. She licked at Kahlan’s wetness, savoring the way Kahlan’s body moved. Growling softly Cara twirled her tongue inside of her, before focusing in on Kahlan’s clit. Teasing it. Nudging it with the tip of her tongue. And then she pulled it into her mouth.

Kahlan’s hands found her neck, and Cara refused to release the bud that she was rolling against her tongue. Kahlan’s hand moved up into her hair, fingers gripping at her skull to press her down, closer.

The Mother Confessor was moaning, and it was the most wonderful sound in the world to Cara.

She felt the trembling of her muscles, and the nails that cut into her scalp. Kahlan was close to bursting.

“Cara?” Just her name but it said much more. It was a warning mixed with begging. Cara was not afraid. Without a doubt she knew that this moment could be the end of her, and just as before she didn’t care. She grabbed a hold of the sensations Kahlan was making her feel, she wrapped her mind around the burning white emotions she was feeling, and she felt all concern just drip away. If this was how her life ended she was content. Cara was completely in the moment of pleasing this amazing woman, and it felt like it was as it should be.

The Confessor’s back arched as her orgasm rocked through her. Cara could feel her body shuddering from top to bottom. And she could feel the emotions inside bubbling up, wanting to tumble out and over. Kahlan gasped as Cara’s slipped her fingers inside, reaching deeply, finding the spot and rocking against it. In Cara’s hands, and at Cara’s will, the Confessor came again.

“Cara!” Kahlan cried out her name.

She moved up the length of Kahlan’s body, laying on top of her, covering her. Cara’s fingers still moved, bringing the resonating waves of pleasure, as her full lips found Kahlan’s. Their kiss was softer this time, and Kahlan rolled her hips against Cara, rocking with her. She added another finger inside of Kahlan, still aching to be surrounded by her clenching warmth.

“Kahlan!” Cara hissed as two fingers slipped inside of her. She groaned and forced her hips to rock against the Confessor’s hand, her own body tightening and twitching in tandum with Kahlan’s. As they rocked together, Kahlan kissed and licked at the tears coming from Cara’s eyes, as if it were the most normal thing in the world.

The Confessor’s body tightened again and she rose up, her cries piercing the night sky. Cara shuddered and followed her closely over the edge.

“Wow.” Kahlan huffed as she fell back down against the blankets.

“Mm.” Cara agreed, slipping her fingers from Kahlan and then licking them clean.

“So, I did release everything. And you?”

Cara smiled. “I am unchanged, Mother Confessor.”

“Tell me how.”

“I cannot.”

“Cara.”

“You know magic better than I. You know how many things work. Mord–Sith do not know magic, we merely use our instinct to control the magic from another. I do not think about it, I just know that I must block or deflect. Or, take the magic into me so that I may link with the aggressor and turn their power against them.”

“Oh.” Kahlan said, looking down.

“You are disappointed, that whatever it is, it is within me, and not Lord Rahl.”

“I love Richard, and I am very sad that I cannot experience this with him. But.”

Cara shrugged, and watched Kahlan shiver. She lifted up a discarded blanket and lay down beside Kahlan and pulled it over the both of them.

Her eyes looked up into the night sky, watching the stars that twinkled down.

“But… it may not be so bad.” Kahlan said softly.

Cara scoffed. “Not so bad? That is not reassuring.”

“It is to me. To know at least I will not be alone.”

“Intimacies do not make you less alone. If anything I have found them to solidify the feelings of isolation. The more one is with others, the more you tend to feel utterly alone.”

“Cara.” Kahlan cupped her cheek. “What… what I meant was, while I don’t remember exactly why you and I.” Kahlan sighed. “I do know that the thought of being with you again, it brings me a sense of comfort. Knowing that…”

“That while you love Lord Rahl and cannot be with him and experience that love, you can experience exquisite pleasure with me, know it, and revel in it from time to time.” Cara said flatly.

Kahlan nodded.

“And that will give you some peace? Will that make you happy?”

“It might. Would it make you happy?”

“That doesn’t matter, does it Mother Confessor?”

“Your happiness? It does matter, to me.” She confessed. Gently she pressed their lips together, a soft kiss, and then she was looking deeply into Cara’s eyes.

The Mord–Sith had returned, and was not in the mood to talk. She rolled onto her side with her back to the Confessor, to evade the questions in her eyes. In response, Kahlan pulled Cara tighter, their bodies mashed together. Her hand moved up between Cara’s breasts, her palm flat against her chest.

“Lord Rahl has begun to travel this way.” Cara said softly, her voice crackling with something she did not appreciate.

“We have a day then, before he returns.”

“Yes.”

“Will you grow to hate me if I lay with you, from time to time, when I am feeling lonely?”

“If you lay with me when you are merely lonely? I will allow it, but I will not…” Cara set her hand on top of Kahlan’s. “I would prefer that you come to me because you want me, not because you cannot have Lord Rahl.”

A soft press of lips on her shoulder, and the body strengthened against her back. “Have no doubt. I do want you Cara. That will not change.”

Cara softly she smiled.

That was enough.

~ ~ ~

