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This could be, like many of the things that kept happening around them, another distraction, and it did not seem to register with Richard that all of these distractions could be part of the Keeper’s plan, to ensure that they failed in their quest. She had given up trying to get him to see logic. For Richard there seemed to be little reason for logic. He was compelled to help others, to become caught up on the swelling tide of minutia. Cara was tired of trying to get him to understand that. It seemed that even the Wizard was focused this time on the small details. Granted whomever this High Lord Regent was they needed to be dealt with, if only to be taught the proper techniques of torture. Cara swallowed her sigh and waited as the Wizard talked at length, as Richard and Kahlan added their two cents. She wanted to tell them to get on with it. Decide and act. All of the hesitation and conversation was grating on her nerves. Her eyes narrowed as she inwardly flinched as a small pine cone landed beside her boot, being sent from high above. Her eyes looked but noticed nothing out of the ordinary in the trees. Damn wildlife. She was still not used to the randomness of it.

It was obvious as her eyes moved back and forth between them that Kahlan did not want to leave as much as she wanted to. It was as if Cara could hear Kahlan’s words inside her mind. Each side of her arguing the merits to her staying, to her going. This was not the first time the Mord–Sith had witnessed this internal battle behind the blue eyes of the Confessor. And she was doubtful it would be the last. The Mother Confessor would always been torn, between the duty to her people and the desire she had to stand at Richard’s side. It was a contradiction that was rooted in a Confessors’ very nature. Their duty was to serve and protect the people of their kingdom, while always knowing that the power that dwelled inside of them kept them from loving any one person. Cara was fascinated by the contradiction, because it was so very foreign to her. She had wanted to dissect it, to look at it as one would look at a caterpillar as it made its way through life to find a place to create a chrysalis and become something else. It was outwardly one creature that internally was two. Yes. Very foreign. As Cara was Mord–Sith. Inside and out. That was all she had ever been, and all she could ever be.

“The quest was more important.” Kahlan said with a slight hint of resignation in her voice.

“The quest is my burden.” Richard replied with a smile. “I’ve kept you away from your home long enough.”

It was becoming difficult to stand this close, where she could hear them both going back and forth. Clearly Richard did not want her to go, and Kahlan did not want to go either. And yet neither one seemed to be willing to state the obvious. That this was, like many other instances in life, when you did something whether you wanted to or not.

Cara flinched when blue eyes met hers. That gaze held her snide comments in her throat and telegraphed understanding and perhaps something more. Whatever the more could be was quickly taken from her inspection as Kahlan looked back to Richard and replied. “My home is with you.”

“We’ve been apart before. We always find our way back to each other.”

This time Kahlan only nodded as Cara did roll her eyes.

Having heard quite enough Cara looked around them, checking to see if anything was amiss in the trees. There was nothing. Her eyes rolled back. Richard and Kahlan, still talking, to the point where even Zedd was looking as though he had just stifled a yawn. Cara turned to look behind them. All seemed quite and as it was meant to. Rolling hills, occasional trees. Not a band of marauders in sight. Which was too bad. She needed some sort of distraction.

“Well, soon it will be just you and me.” Richard said as he came to stand beside her.

“Careful, Lord Rahl, there may be actual excitement slipping through the pouting tone in your voice.” She grumbled, and looked towards Zedd and Kahlan. She could feel the tickling of magic as he began the incantation.

Looking at the both of them, Kahlan whispered, “I wish I didn’t have to go.”

Annoyingly Cara felt the pang of remorse at Kahlan’s departure as well. Which she thought was both misplaced and irritating.

Magic sparked around the two of them and then in its blast and displacement of air, brushed through her hair. She hated magic. And was just about to say so when.

“Kahlan?!” Richard exclaimed rushing forward, towards Kahlan who was laying looking stunned upon the ground.

Cara pulled her Agiels, her eyes narrowing as she looked around the small area. Something was amiss, yes, but what she did not know. There seemed to be a strange calm in the air.

“What… what happened? Why am I still here?” Kahlan asked sitting up.

“And where is Zedd?” Cara asked her eyes doing a quick check around them, after seeing to it that the Mother Confessor had all of her limbs. She stomped past the two of them, but there was no sign of Zedd, nor anything or one else. She slammed her Agiel back down into their holsters and deduced, “Well apparently you can grant your own wishes.”

“It seems that way, yes.” Kahlan said with a bewildered smirk on her face.

* * * * *


The air moved around them, and as it settled the familiar temperature and scents mingled before her. It pushed the unbalanced feeling from her limbs, as her feet found solid soil beneath them. She looked, her eyes taking in the sights she had known her entire life. The lightly colored earthen walls of the buildings, the gray of aged wood in doorways, the wash of color here and there, in wonderful contrast to the light yellow tint of the buildings. Her nose picked up the nearby bakery, and an even closer seller of spices.

“It is good to be home.” She said sincerely, suddenly wondering what she had been thinking, spending so much time away. This was where she belonged. This was her world, these were streets she knew, familiar voices amid the clamor of the busy city, all culminating in that recognizable symphony of her youth. This was where the Mother Confessor belonged. “Come. There is much to do.” She said to Zedd, pulling the hood of her dress over her hair.

* * * * *


“Richard, we are still one hundred leagues from Aydindril, and we hope Zedd. We don’t know for sure that he is there.”

“Maybe not, but we have to try.”

“Perhaps I should travel alone. You and Cara.”

“No.” Cara interrupted Kahlan, crossing her arms.

“Cara?” Richard asked, shocked that she was standing so close behind him. Why he was shocked was beyond her, she had made plenty of noise as she approached.

“She cannot travel anywhere alone.” She felt like speaking the obvious was a waste of time, but needed as both of them seemed to be talking nonsense. “Clearly the Wizard’s magic did something to her. She has not been the same since, and he vanished. This is why using magic is wrong.”

“Wrong?” Richard smiled.

“Well it certainly makes a mess of things. Don’t you think? We could be on our quest, the one to save the world, instead magic brought some dead wizard to our feet, and in using magic we are now without our wizard, and she.” Her arm extended to Kahlan and she looked down the length of it to see Kahlan’s big blue eyes settling in her tear stained cheeks looking back at her. “Is clearly not the same person she was this morning. Yes. Wrong.” She nodded.

“We will just head to Aydindril, find Zedd.” Richard declared.

“Of course we will.” She rolled her eyes, and turned to walk towards the fallen men, and their horses.

“It will be all right Kahlan.” Richards’s voice drifted to Cara as she walked.

“Oh of course it will, Lord Rahl. If you say it then it will.” Her booted foot pulled back and she kicked the dead man before her, “be so.” Cara stepped over another body. “Because things are so very easy accomplished.”

* * * * *


The ruffling of his robs conveyed how very agitated with her he was. Her eyes watched his face closely, and it was as if he had unfolded a parchment upon which was written every aspect of her order that he thought wrong. He was again clearly forgetting his place. “But to show mercy.”

“What you call mercy is a stone’s throw from chaos….Do you think I am being unreasonable?” She asked.

“Not unreasonable, just different that the Kahlan Amnell I know.” Zedd’s eyes fell swiftly to the ground. But not swiftly enough to hide his true feelings from her. He did think she was being unreasonable, and he thought that she should listen well to his advice; acting still as the grandfather to the young.

“Before my duty was to protect Richard. Here I am the leader.”

“But, Kahlan, the people–”

“They bless me outwardly, but inside they curse me.”

“They look up to you.”

“When they look at me it is with wonder, but in their eyes and in their hearts they fear me.” Her voice sliced through any rambling pleasantries he had considered offering. The color seemed to wane from his cheeks.

“That is not true.”

“That has always been the way. The history and the truth of the matter is the same. They fear the Mother Confessor, and rightly so. And it is the duty of the Mother Confessor to personify balance and justice. I will bring back the rule of law.”

His lips moved, but he had at least enough foresight to keep the words locked in his eyes. She turned, to gather some papers from the table. “It is late, Zedd. I am weary and have much to do still. Why don’t you go into the city?” She looked at his sullen expression over her shoulder, “I know how much you have missed the sights, sounds, and flavors to be found here. Enjoy yourself. If we must, we can continue this tomorrow.”

“Alright, Kahlan. If you are sure you would not like me to stay? Perhaps we can have the cook prepare something for dinner, and you and I could go over.”

“Zedd. Really.” She corrected him again. “I am more than capable. I was chosen to be the Mother Confessor. Remember?”

“Yes, yes of course.” His fingers rubbed his chin.

“Tomorrow then.” She said dismissively and moved through the door on the opposite side of the room, no longer caring if he opted to visit some of the more infamous taverns in the city, or stood there mumbling to himself. She had things she needed to attend to.

Prince Fyren fell into step beside her, and she handed him a few of the scrolls in her arms. “Mistress.” He greeted her.

She didn’t bother to speak. He did not need her to, and she was focused. There was just so many things she had let slip by, unattended, incomplete things that needed to be addressed. Time had not been kind to Aydindril or the Midlands. She was partially to blame, having spent more time than was required in the search for the Seeker and his Wizard, and then in subsequent travels. Her chin rose, she would not allow herself to be distracted again. Kahlan was the Mother Confessor, and she would be the sharp point of justice’s sword. Her people deserved that from her.

++

“This could be our only chance.”

“Are you saying?”

“Yes…. If you want to.”

“If he wants too? Oh Confessor.” Cara shook her head as she mumbled to herself. They still thought that standing the length of two horses from her and harshly whispering meant she could not hear them. And Richard claimed to be a woods guide. She rolled her eyes.

“We’re going for a walk!” Richard exclaimed, as hand in hand they nearly ran from the camp site.

A walk indeed, her mind grumbled. She was a firm believer that if you could not say what it is you were about to do then you were certainly not ready to do it. Crossing her arms she glared into the direction where Richard and Kahlan had briskly walked off too. They should have stated, matter–of–factly that they were going to rut like wild animals; that they were going to strip naked and sweat and moan.

It was then that Cara realized she could not put descriptive words to what was about to happen in these forests, what the two of them were about to do. She felt an odd sensation in her chest just thinking about it.

A sad groan was heard in the forest.

But it came from Cara.

* * * * *


“I’ll please you in ways you can’t imagine.”

“Mm. I doubt that.” Her lips pulled into a sneer as her body felt the familiar tingling. “But you can try.” Kahlan replied, as her hands went to the laces at the front of her dress, her body responded to the memory of the one time she was just that. Pleased in ways she had never imagined. The skin of her breasts constricted, memory tricking her senses, as she felt a phantom touch on them, as she tilted her neck to the side, as if the lips she felt pressing along its length were in fact there again. Thinking of the person who had pleased her in ways she had never imagined, she set the white dress over the back of her chair, and walked towards the massive bed, and Prince Fyren and she blinked. Her eyes saw him standing there, but her body had expected another. She would make due. There were things that required action. And this was one of them.

Her hand rested on his naked chest before she shoved him down, and as she straddled his waist she knew that this was not about pleasure, not about the physical reactions the movements would inspire. It was a means to an end. One that would be expedited so that she could focus on other matters.

Being naked was not required, and after he asked her a second time to remove her leather corset, she slapped him hard enough to make her point. Prince Fyren then submitted to her command, and lay, his hands beneath her skirt, holding on to her naked hips as she slowly rocked against his body. His skin held a sheen of sweat, making his muscles gleam in the candlelight. He was appropriately handsome, but her eyes kept playing tricks, and it was as though her vision and her mind could not agree on what they should see.

Kahlan focused her eyes on the stone wall instead of looking at his expectant expression. She had been very specific, he could not and would not climax, not until she commanded it. From the look his face was colored with this was proving a very difficult task for the Prince. She had been riding him for almost half a candle mark, and while her body seemed to be enjoying itself as evident by the tightening of muscles and the throbbing in her center, she still felt too detached, as if something important were missing.

“Tell me, have you executed anyone in the name of justice after you dismissed the Council?” She asked, needing to distract her mind while her body slid through the motions.

He blinked, not sure if she was truly speaking to him.

To get his attention, using her thighs she lifted herself higher, almost to the point where he would slip from her center’s tight grasp before dropping down on him in a painful slapping of flesh.

He groaned, “Yes Mistress.”

“Who?”

“Two thieves, one blacksmith’s apprentice.”

Kahlan slowed her rocking. From the reports she had been reading prior to this temporary distraction she had assumed there would have been more. Prince Fyren had been astute with his application of the laws of Aydindril. She assumed then that he had ordered his vultures in the rolling hills of the Midlands to slaughter in the name of the High Lord Regent when it was necessary.

“Who else is in the dungeons, awaiting execution?”

“The farmer,”

She rolled her eyes knowing that already.

“And a Mord–Sith.”

“Oh?” She asked, her attention pinpointing down on him and her body clenching with interest. She searched his eyes. He was telling the truth, but there had been no mention of a Mord–Sith in the records.

“Mm.” he moaned, and her hand resting on his bare chest smacked down to regain his focus. “I mean yes Mistress.”

Pressing her weight harder against him and steadily increasing her movements she asked, her voice catching with her increased breathing. “Tell me, in detail, about this Mord–Sith.”

* * * * *


Something was not right with Kahlan, and apparently from the ardent way Richard was laying claim to her mouth and breasts Cara was the only one who thought it a little suspicious.

Kahlan would never have just run into the woods with Richard. Not the Kahlan she knew. Despite her better judgment she had followed the path through the trees and thin underbrush, to stand in the dark shadow of trees.

She didn’t want to see, didn’t want to watch, but the moon seemed to make everything brighter and therefore impossible for her not to. To not notice how Kahlan’s head leaned back, as Richard’s movements between her open thighs became more haphazard, more forceful. She swallowed deeply as she heard Kahlan’s plaintive moans, and Cara’s knuckles found her mouth. She bit down, tasting the unique flavor of Mord–Sith leather as Richard called out, and as deep blue eyes turned and looked fiercely at Cara.

* * * * *


What compelled her to come to this dark dungeon was unclear. What made it her focus and all she could think about was confusing. After she dismissed Prince Fyren, Kahlan had sat at her desk, parchments spread out before her, but her mind was elsewhere. Her body ached, distracting her with the feeling of longing and loneliness. None of which made sense. The Prince had done his duty as her mate, and once with a grunt he had filled her she had dismounted and ordered him away. She should not be feeling anything more than satisfaction at completing her task. Mating was literal. It was something that was a means to an end. To be feeling things was paramount to madness. Feelings were what had kept her from her duty here in Aydindril. So to avoid those strange emotions of longing she had attempted to be productive. But to no avail. The ache in body, and the curiosity of her mind propelled her to pull on her white dress and to move through the silent hallways of the Confessor’s Palace. Leading her below; down winding stone staircases, thick with the scent of moisture and earth; to stand outside one of the two cells that were occupied.

She held the burning torch before her as she slipped through the barred wooden door, filling the room with its glow. It highlighted the white blonde braid of the bowed head, and the shine of red leather. She did not look up as Kahlan came into the room, but seeing this Mord–Sith was enough for Kahlan to feel an odd sense of comfort and relief. Relief that it was not Cara kneeling there. She had not thought it would be. Cara was with Richard. Leagues from here. Though the capture of a Mord–Sith was so rare it was nearly unheard of, it was the sort of thing she would expect from the blonde; Cara had a knack for doing the unexpected. And for appearing at the most interesting times, with her hawk like eyes focused, her mouth poised to issue a scathing word, all of it inspiring in Kahlan the dizzying unreality of certain situations.

Setting the torch in the iron ring affixed to the wall, she stepped back, her eyes moving over the small space. Kahlan stepped closer to the woman, her eyes moving over her hunched shoulders, and the dull silver buckles, down to her bare hands which were pressed palms down on the stone floor. The blood red leather had a unique scent. She understood that now, as she walked around the woman whose’ arms were chained to the floor, keeping her in a defenseless kneeling position. As Kahlan’s fingers moved over the Mord–Sith’s shoulder, touching the leather she leaned closer, inhaling the intoxicating and familiar scent. Familiar yes, but still slightly different.

Closing her eyes the scent of the warm leather transported her from this dank and dark room, into an even darker memory. She had inhaled the scent of leather, her lips pressed to Cara’s shoulder, as arms moved around her waist, as gloved hands moved over her naked back. Her memory filled her with the feeling of rightness, of a sense of truth found in the pain of teeth meeting the flesh around her nipple, of leather and metal buckles pressing into her flesh, as her voice hissed Cara’s name.

With a grimace she opened her eyes, the memory slipping away. The Mord–Sith before her was regarding her with a strange expression. Her light blue eyes were readable. She was confused and it shown in her eyes; she was nothing like Cara.

“Do you know who I am?”

“White dress, superior glower. Why if it isn’t the Mother Confessor?”

“I see you do know me.”

“All Mord–Sith know you. We were created to destroy you.”

“Yes. Yes you were.”

Defiantly her chin was up, her eyes clear and staring forward. Even chained to the floor, being circled by Kahlan, this Mord–Sith still exuded pride and indifference. Though it was understood, that with one touch of her hand, the Mord–Sith would die.

“How is it, one so very skilled was captured by mere men?”

Silence.

She expanded her question, “Were they lucky? Did they catch you with your leathers around your ankles? Or were you merely outnumbered?”

Light blue eyes glared at her for a moment, before returning to the wall.

Kahlan sighed, as she wondered what she was doing here. Why had she bothered to come? That same question reflected back up at her. Kahlan’s lips pulled tight as the sharp pain of truth moved through her mind. Something was not right. Not right with her. She should not be here.

* * * * *


“You can’t stand that Richard and I were together last night!”

“Why would I care?” Cara barked as she turned her face away. This was ridiculous. Her suspicions were becoming more rooted in truth. This was not the Kahlan she knew. That Kahlan would never be so utterly stupid. Ignoring whatever Richard said, Cara felt anger bubbling in her blood. Kahlan knew very well that she could never want Richard. Not in that way. She snapped back, “If I wanted him I would have had him already.” Cara froze. She did not blink, nor move and her breathing even ceased. As the words left her mouth, Kahlan had looked at Cara in such a way that she was punctured by the contempt in her eyes. It was a look she had almost, but not quite, forgotten. The look of hate. Of deep pulsing rage. This was the look that had blossomed in her blue eyes moments before the Con Dar obliterated the color, before her throat opened for the yell. Cara was suddenly thankful that Kahlan was without her power, because she knew very well that in this moment Kahlan would have killed her.

“Kahlan. I swear to you, you are mistaken. Cara and I? There is nothing there.” Richard offered plaintively.

“She is a snake, Richard. Mark my words. She is a snake, and she is focused on corrupting you.”

Cara allowed her jaws to clench and as they did the muscles in her body coiled, preparing for battle if need be. She shook her head. “You lost something else, not just your powers.”

“Oh. You think so?” Kahlan took an angry step closer to her.

Richard grasped her arm, as he questioned, “Cara?”

She refused to be on the end of that glare from Kahlan, and threw her arms up and walked away. With each step her breathing hitched. Cara had thought that she and Kahlan had progressed, moved beyond their initial distrust and hate for one another. She had been sure that in shared experiences, in conversations, that they had become something more than enemies. Blinking she looked over her shoulder, still walking away, to see how Kahlan reached for Richard, as if he were the only lifeline she could conceive. She had always known that no matter what happened between Kahlan and her that in the end she would find solace and permanence in Richard’s arms, she had not once deluded herself to that fact. But she had not once imagined that Kahlan would revert back to hating her. And as a consequence she had not prepared herself for this pain that was growing in her chest.

Cara grimaced, as she felt herself wishing that Kahlan had gone to Aydindril with Zedd, missing her would have been less painful than witnessing this, than seeing the woman she had thought Kahlan was vanish. Even the lift in her smile was gone. She was not the Kahlan Cara knew.

* * * * *


For a moment he just stood, staring at her, his mouth moving in time with his blinking eyes. He had heard her words, but they seemed to be battling with his mind.

“You have always resisted because of your love for him.” Zedd said in a voice unsure.

“Eh.” Kahlan sighed, the word love piercing her tired eyes, “I don’t have the luxury of love. I have a duty to continue the line of Confessors. Richard understands that, and so should you.”

“This is not as it should be. You and Richard.”

Slowly she turned her body to face him. “You. You’re bringing that up? Saying suddenly that I, the Mother Confessor, should remain chaste for Richard, your grandson. When repeatedly we have been reminded of the prophecy. That a child borne of our union would be the herald to the end of magic, of the Confessor line? You, Zeddicus, the one who has not once, not twice, but a bucketful of times have insinuated yourself between the two of us, to ensure that there was no physical interaction between Richard and I? You are suddenly chastising me for picking another, more suitable mate?”

“You and Richard possess love for one another.”

“Love.” She laughed. “Love? It is an emotion. And it is certainly not enough to keep the line of Confessor’s thriving.” Her arms crossed over her heart, solidifying the fortress that she knew was constructed beneath blood and bone. A fortress that was guarded by the sure arrows of logic and reason. She would not be taken in by delusions fueled by emotion. “You are a hypocrite.”

“No, Kahlan. I understand the need for you to select a mate, to have daughters.”

“Yet you stand here, acting the part of my superior, speaking to me as if I were some ignorant farm girl.” Her eyes narrowed and she took pleasure in the twitch that appeared in the corner of his eye. “I know very well what I am doing, Zeddicus. To want me to belong to the Seeker is foolish at best, treason at worst. I will not live life as the pure virgin bride at your grandson’s side. That is not my role in life, or my duty. I strongly recommend you forget such foolish notions. Go do what it is you do best.”

“And what is that?”

“I am not sure. Perhaps it is time you discovered that on your own, somewhere else?” She suggested.

“It would be unconscionable for me to just sit idly by Kahlan. Forget for a moment our inability to see eye to eye on who you have chosen as a mate. What I have just witnessed? Your decision to dismiss the Council? This is not how the Midlands should be governed. It has always been ruled by the Central Council.”

“Wrong. It has been overseen by the Council. And at the head of the Council? The final word of law? That is the Mother Confessor. The Council, which you hold in such high esteem? The so–called voice of the people? They failed. They failed in their duty to oversee this kingdom in my absence, and at this moment it is clear, the Midlands need only one voice. Mine.” As each word slipped from her lips she could taste the discontent with which they were painted in. She did not need to explain herself to anyone, not even a First Wizard.

“I don’t know what happened to you when we used that amulet to get here, but you are not yourself.”

“Zedd, you came with me to ensure that I arrived safely.” Something inside of her snapped. She heard it. It had the very same reverberation as a small bone cracking. It was her patience, and it was no longer. “I’m safe. Now you’re free to go back to Cara and Richard, and help them find the Stone of Tears, but if you chose to stay in Aydindril,” her arm lifted as she pointed at him, desperately holding her voice low, “You will NOT question my authority again.”

* * * * *


They road in silence, that loud forced silence that seemed to hang over the heads of people who had so very much to say but were waiting for the precise moment for someone else to speak before the words gushed out of them like wine from a splintered cask. Cara for one was glad that this woman who looked like Kahlan and sounded like Kahlan and yes even smelled like Kahlan was not in fact the actual Kahlan that Cara knew. Because in thick and deafening silences such as this? The Kahlan she knew would begin speaking, to release the bottle neck of tension. It was not something she was in the mood to hear. Kahlan who was not Kahlan’s voice spouting off more and more illogical and insane emotions, nor Richard tripping over his tongue trying to talk sense into her.

Her eyes rolled, moving from the autumnal colored leaves on the ground, to the black bark of the tree trunks, over the light green canopy and the slight hint of blue sky that forced it’s presence between them. If she squinted Cara was fairly certain that she could see the gray haze of the silence.

“We’re being followed.” Richard said in a forced whisper from beside her.

“You keep saying that.”

“Because it is true. I feel it. I just know someone is watching us.”

“Oh? We spent how long yesterday traveling at a snail’s pace to prove your theory, and yet found nothing?”

“Whoever it is, they are very skilled.”

“Mm.” Cara felt the unease as well, but she was more convinced it was due to the glaring eyes she knew were currently pointed at the center of her back.

“Those clouds in the distance? They will be upon us soon. We should get to some cover. Perhaps whoever is following will get caught in it as well, or at best? Our tracks will be washed out.” Richard said, urging his horse along again.

Cara looked behind her, and saw nothing. Not that it mattered. There was only one place in the direction they were traveling, and she was sure that at the rate they traveled, a one eyed Gar with missing wings and a bad cold could pick up their scent and know where it was they were headed. She was merely hoping she did not have to wait too much longer, if there was someone, to attack. She needed to hit something.

She clicked her tongue, and her horse responded happily, and she moved after the figures in the distance.

The two birds in the tree above them fluttered their wings but did not squawk. Merely fluttered their inky feathers and looked at one another.

* * * * *


There seemed to be one petitioner waiting in the chamber hall for each moment of the day. If it were only so easy, if each one would be succinct and to the point perhaps they could get through the majority of them during the course of this one day. But Kahlan had no illusions. She knew that each one would take more moments than they should, their plaintive voices would roll from their lips in the aggravating tone of earnestness, the keening sounds of hope filled lies. The whole lot of them should be confessed, if only so that they would tell the truth. The actual truth, not merely the slanted and tainted representation of truth they wanted to offer.

The farmer before her, his hands worrying the thick cap in them as he spoke of hardships since the invasion of the D’Haran army, his burned fields, the lack of milk from his cows, all piled up high to explain why he did not feel the need to repay the debt he had accrued from the lender at the seed store. While the well dressed man from the seed store was quiet, calm, and clean. To the farmer he represented all that was wrong in the world. Greed, corruption. While all Kahlan saw was the truth. The seed merchant offered this farmer the ability to repay his goods and services at the end of the harvest, and it was not his fault that the farmer could not do so. The farmer believed he should not have to repay the other man.

Kahlan had enough. She was aggravated.

“Silence.” She shifted to the side in her chair, her face calm as stone. The farmer gulped and looked to the floor, his filthy face, by the look of it, had been done just before he entered the chamber, for affect. Finger lines on his cheeks, not the typical dusting from hard work. “You seem well fed, in good health. Did you not abandon your farm and family to fight the D’Harans?”

“Well no, Mother Confessor. The army was.”

“Did you send your sons to battle?”

“They stayed with me. To help at the farm.”

“To help with the harvests that were destroyed.” Kahlan asked.

“Yes. Mother Confessor.”

“So they stayed and did nothing.”

“We.”

“You were not granted the right to speak.”

The color drained from his face.

“In years previous, when your harvest was plentiful, did you sell your grain?”

“Yes.”

“Whom did you sell it to?”

“Master Krowjec.”

“Why him?”

“He offered me the highest price for it. Per bushel.”

“Why did you not sell it to another?”

“Mistress?”

“You sold it to the man who offered you the most money right then and there. You did not sell it to someone who offered to pay you more, the following year. Correct?”

“Yes.” His hand scratched his chin.

“Why?”

“It would be foolish, to sell to someone who could decide not pay.”

“Even if they offered you more money.”

“Yes.”

“So, this man, who was kind and sold you his seed, and agreed with your promise to pay, slightly more, at the end of the season. He is foolish.”

“Yes.”

“Because you had no intension of paying.”

“I never said that.”

“Would you be here, petitioning me to force Master Krowjec to pay you what you believed you were owed, if he failed to pay you the agreed price, per bushel of grain?”

“Yes.”

She closed her eyes. “This is why your defense is laughable. You own this man. In full. You will pay by the end of the week.”

“I have no money.” He argued.

“Then sell your farm. He will be paid. And I want to make something very clear to all of you. If you think I, the Mother Confessor, will allow the people of the Midlands to cheat and steal, to be lazy and not hold true to the honor of their word, you are all sorely mistaken.” Her voice was soft. Those in the chamber leaned closer to hear her words and sat back, eyes round when they did so. She was through with the charade. These people would learn that the rule of law was balance and justice.

She watched as a guard approached through the far doors, his clothes worn, and his eyes blood shot. Kahlan was through wasting her time. “One week. Pay him in full, or face the punishment of having your land seized and your freedom forfeited as you spend time in the dungeons. So it is ordered.”

“You can’t just.”

“I can and I shall. If you dare argue with me again? I will see to it that harsher punishment finds you.”

“Yes, Mother Confessor.” the farmer grumbled.

“What is it?” She asked the guard, motioning him forward.

“They are three days from Aydindril, following the main road, just as you suspected.” He offered after he kneeled before her.

“How many of them?” She asked.

“Two dozen soldiers.”

“Interesting. Thank you. Go and get yourself something to eat, and some rest. We thank you for returning to us so swiftly.”

“As you command, Mother Confessor.”

“Prince Fyren?”

He appeared at her side. “Yes, Mistress?”

“Find me Second Wizard Alferon.”

“Yes my Mistress.”

* * * * *


Cara closed her eyes. She knew that to do so was probably a foolish act, and there was that strange feeling that with her eyes closed she would open them as she felt a dagger blade slicing her throat, but still, if they were going to wait out the torrential rain that was falling beneath these dense trees, the least she could do was rest her eyes. She had not been sleeping much. Each time she would attempt it either nightmares danced through her mind, wrenching her awake, or she would feel someone watching her, and when her eyes opened there would be a glaring Kahlan too close by.

“I am sorry.” a voice said softly beside her, almost not audible over the rain as it hit the large maple leaves in the canopy above them.

Dagger to the throat indeed.

Very slowly her eye lids lifted and she looked at Kahlan, her sheepish and nervous smile trying to find a resting place on her lips.

“Richard and I were talking.”

Of course you were, Cara thought but did to say. Her internal voice also asked if talking was done mentally, while mouths were pressed together in stolen kisses.

“I don’t know why I keep thinking the worst. When I look at you, I feel strange.” Kahlan said, her hand resting on her chest. “Here.”

“Perhaps it was something you ate.”

Ignoring the jab Kahlan continued, once she tucked some wet and wayward strands of hair behind her ear. “Richard thinks I feel these emotions when I look at you because I have always felt strongly for you. That my whole life we were warned about women like you.”

Cara chuckled. She didn’t mean to.

“And whatever happened to my powers, perhaps I am also feeling more, or thinking about things? I mean. You are Mord–Sith. Sworn to protect your Lord Rahl, to serve him in any and every way. And, I am sure… that…you… know things.” The color that began to appear in Kahlan’s cheeks was both troubling and endearing.

“Many many things.” Cara purred.

“Cara please.”

“Fine.” She crossed her arms in a huff.

“You also killed my sister. Not something I can just forgive.”

She bit her tongue on the words she wanted to slice Kahlan to ribbons with.

“I am sorry. I. Part of me knows that the jealousy I feel for you is unfounded. Part of me seems to just know that you would never purposefully hurt me.”

Cara laughed, “Well that part is lying.”

“Oh?”

Cara looked at her, eyes narrowing. “I will hurt you. If I need to.”

Her lips formed an O, before her eyes shifted away to the side. “Do you mean, if I am a threat to Richard?”

“I mean, Mother Confessor.” Cara’s voice was low and rough. “I will hurt you. If I need to.”

* * * * *


From the shadows she watched the Second Wizard as he spoke in hushed tones to one of the guards. She knew he was honorable, as he had done all he could to see to her return to Aydindril, but there was also the matter of Zedd. And if there was one thing she knew about wizards, it was their blind comradery, that and their habit of gossiping. Both of which made Alferon extremely beneficial.

“Wizard Alferon?” She asked, stepping forward. His lips smiled, but his eyes seemed hesitant. He had been listening to Zedd it seemed. She had hoped that in him she would find an ally. Well. There were ways to ensure that.

“There you are, Kahlan. I received word that you wanted to see me.”

“Yes. A few things have come to my attention, and I thought of you immediately.” She smiled softly, and set her hand on his arm, stepping closer evoking the confidence that seemed to warm the chill in his eyes.

“What has you concerned?”

“An influx of spies.”

“Spies? But that.”

“From D’Hara.” She confided. Her eyes searched his face, and he seemed genuinely surprised at the mention of their once enemy. “As well as a certain Wizard.” She added angrily. It was too bad she knew that the way he looked over her shoulder, to see if they were alone or not proved that her assumption had been correct. He had developed a lack of faith in her. Keeping her hand on his arm, she felt the thickness of the air as it swirled around her, the sudden silence becoming corporeal against her cheeks, as she felt her eyes darken and fill before his own eyes, looking back at her filled with the thick black of the confessed. “Command me Mistress.”

“Keep an eye on Zedd. I fear he may become a threat.”

“I will destroy him.” Alferon vowed to her, his eyes filling with the need to please her as well as the rage at thinking someone would dare to threaten his Mistress.

“No no. Nothing so drastic. Just. Keep a close eye on him. And keep him occupied for a few days.”

* * * * *


They ate around the small fire in that silence again. The silence was becoming the fourth member of their troupe, and she felt it sitting between her and them. Across the flames she would look out of the corner of her eye and see Richard casting glances at Kahlan, and then Kahlan glancing at Richard. If she had not known them as she did Cara was fairly certain they were both prepubescent in age, as neither seemed to know what to do with their hands nor where to look. The flames from the fire were not what was giving the deep rose tint to Kahlan’s skin, and the awkward squirming Richard was doing was not as unnoticeable as he hoped. She was quite certain that if Zedd were there he would be sure to sit between them, and would tell Richard he needed to fell a tree or twelve before retiring for the night.

As it was, after dinner, Kahlan took their bowls to the stream located a short distance away through the trees. The glance she cast over her shoulder moved over Cara for a moment, perhaps a moment too long as it certainly got her attention, before it lingered on Richard. He waited a few moments, before he stood and made his way to follow her. This time Cara was not in the mood.

She grabbed him so hard by the back of his tunic his heels slipped on the leave strewn ground and she heard the seams groaning to the point of ripping.

“No.”

“Cara let me go.”

“No Richard.”

He turned, slapping at her hand.

Yes. They had turned into those awkward creatures between childhood and adulthood, where hormones controlled their gangly bodies. While never experiencing it herself, Cara had heard tell of it enough. She released him, but stepped clearly and defiantly in his path. In his path through the woods to where Kahlan was waiting.

“Cara move.”

“You cannot go to her.”

“I most certainly can.”

“The Richard I know? He would never take advantage of a woman like this.”

His eyes flashed with shock. “Advantage? Take? What on earth are you talking about?”

Her finger jabbed into his shoulder, between muscle and bone. “We all know that something is different. Something is not quite right with Kahlan.”

“Her power is gone. That is all.”

“Oh! That is all.” She was close enough to bite the tip of his nose off, and she had half a mind to do just that suddenly. “Just her power? First. Kahlan IS her power. Second. More is different than that. If you are too busy thinking with your cock, then put it elsewhere” His palm colliding with the side of her face was admittedly a surprise, but she did not stop speaking. “ for the time being. Because I will not let you touch her again. Not until it has been determined that she is alright.”

His voice growled, “I am not hurting her.”

“Did you ask her?”

“Of course not. I know when I am.”

Both of her palms connected with his chest and he fell unceremoniously on his rump. “THINK!” Cara ordered.

“Cara, I am thinking. I love Kahlan, and she loves me.”

“That is feeling, Lord Rahl. I said to think.”

“While you may be confused or upset? That suddenly for whatever reason Kahlan is mad at you? Don’t take it out on me. I know what I am doing.”

“It will be like that, will it?”

He stood up, angrily brushing leaves from his clothes. “Cara, I don’t like to admit this, or think this way, not since falling in love with Kahlan. But I know women. I know what they want, and when they like something. You could never understand. She is fine. She is more than fine. This is what she wants. Now watch the camp, and stay out of my way.” He shouldered past her.

Her arms crossed as she watched him stomp away. “You think I don’t know what a woman wants?” She grumbled as she turned back to the low burning fire. She knew more than Lord Rahl could ever hope to know, of that she was quite certain.

* * * * *


Out of the corner of her eye she was positive she saw a flash of light, but knew it was her mind, playing tricks on her. Kahlan rubbed her hands over her eyes. She was just tired. That was it. Tired. All day spent in the chamber listening to petitioners, and now she was quite certain she had spent nearly half of the night in this dungeon cell. She had been transfixed and drawn there. To this woman. And she did not know why. And that bothered her.

“I will kill you. We both know that. But you could have a say as to when. All you need do is… talk to me.”

“Now would be preferable.”

Kahlan laughed. “I am sure it would. The chink in Mord–Sith armor is not emotion, it is talking. Yes. I learned that lesson some time ago.” She grabbed her chin roughly in her fingers, her short nails digging into her skin, their eyes meeting and fighting. She was squatting before the kneeling Mord–Sith and had been moving around, attempting to get her to speak for too long. She was not accustomed to being disobeyed. Not so stubbornly. As she pulled her hands away, half moons remained.

“Kill me already.”

“Oh, I will. But first,” Kahlan had to stop herself, because she suddenly wanted to lick the leather collar, to taste something familiar. It made the hair on the back of her neck rise. “Tell me. Do you know Mistress Cara?”

The light blue eyes narrowed angrily. “What do you know of her?”

“Hmmm. I’ll take that as a yes.” Kahlan smiled.

* * * * *


She kicked a larger log into the flames, and sparks danced high into the inky air, riding thick tendrils of smoke. She was debating the best way to return both Richard and Kahlan to camp. Either one or more of them unconscious would make for less arguing, but she would have to carry them. And that may or may not be the best course of action. As she was certain that in carrying them a head or two may end up smacked into a tree trunk. Explaining that, and hearing about headaches during tomorrow’s leg of the journey was not high on Cara’s list of to dos. But she had to do something. If for no other reasons than Richard’s peace of mind, and Kahlan’s emotions she could not let this continue. Who was to say what was truly happening inside of the Mother Confessor.

“Cara?”

She turned, her eyes narrowing as she saw Richard standing there.

“You’re right.” His shoulders drooped and slowly, and she was certain with a sigh he turned around and started walking back into the ring of light cast by the fire. “I am sorry I hit you.”

“Did you? I could have sworn it was a caress of affection.”

“I am sorry.” Richard said, standing closer to her, but not too close. “Perhaps I am not thinking, but instead allowing myself to get caught up in what I want, versus what I know.”

This time her eyebrows rose.

“There is something different about Kahlan. I thought it was just due to the spell not working, and her power being awry.”

“Missing. Not awry. Not malfunctioning. Missing.”

“Missing.” He echoed, agreeing. “She has been acting different, and I just wanted to think.” He ran his hand over his short beard. “I am not sure what is going on, but we will get to Aydindril, find Zedd, and hopefully get to the bottom of this. And until we do, I will be… mindful that there could be more amiss that I previously thought.” His knuckles were white as they clutched the handle of his sword, which she understood. Hers were the same, beneath her glove as her right hand made a fist, longing to hold her Agiel.

He looked up at her, hesitant it seemed to speak. “Could you… bring her back to camp?”

“Me?”

“Yes you.”

“Why me?”

“There is a distinct possibility that she is waiting. And if she is waiting I do not think I could… resist. I would.” He sighed. “If you get her, no matter what she is doing it won’t affect you. Not like it will me.”

Oh you are a foolish man. “Fine.” Was all she said and stomped into the woods.






 

Part 2


 

 

“What is your name?”

“Call me Cara if you like.”

The impulse to strike her bubbled under her skin. But she held her body still, albeit tight as a wire.

She went to stand against the wall, to lean back, not caring about the filth that was marring her white dress.

She wanted inside of this woman, to find a way inside her mind, to learn, to know. The compulsion to know more, to understand some of what made her a Mord–Sith was strong; it was as though she could use this woman as a gateway of understanding Cara. Because Cara was a mystery to her.

A deeper mystery than why she was thinking of Cara and not Richard. That was simple. It was Cara’s voice, her lips, her hands on her shoulders, that had made her see what the world could truly be, could represent. Kahlan had thought she knew, but in Cara she found the truth, in angry kisses flavored with blood she learned that grain of truth. And she found she wanted to know why. Wanted to know what the secret was to that mystery. Was it Cara herself, or just the Mord–Sith that she was?

“Tell me of your breaking.”

“No.”

“Too painful for you?” Kahlan provoked.

“Too boring. Perhaps you could liven things up, Mother Confessor. Perhaps you could summon your guards, and let them rape me again. You know, grease the wheels in my jaw to get me to speak.” As she spoke her mouth twisted into one of the most lethal smiles Kahlan had seen.

“They did that to you?” She asked, her voice even as she looked past the white teeth, the curled lips and into the misty blue gray eyes.

“Of course they did.”

“And not a stitch of your clothing out of place.”

“They were very thorough.”

“Men are never that thorough. So either you lie, or someone else helped you. Which is it?”

She looked down for a moment. “Does it matter?”

“I don’t abide liars.” Kahlan pushed off the wall and came closer to her.

“Punish me then.”

“If you would like.” Kahlan purred, her fingers reaching but not touching the Mord–Sith’s cheek, as she walked past her, and towards the door. Not looking back, and not speaking she left.

Kahlan knew many different forms of punishment.

* * * * *


He had been right.

She was kneeling beside the small stream, the sliver of the moon above just enough light to show that she had removed her jacket and her corset and was using a small cloth to wash her upper body. While one could consider it a bath, Cara knew it for what it was. As Kahlan slowly moved the wet material over her breasts, with rose–colored nipples erect from the cold, and the touch, and possibly the anticipation, Cara clenched her jaws. Richard would be a lost in the red haze of lust. Cara held her Agiel tightly in her fist.

“He isn’t coming.” She said softly.

Kahlan stopped running the cloth over her skin. “He isn’t.”

“No.”

“No.”

Cara sighed, but did not look away. She was powerless for a moment, taken in by the beauty of the line of muscle down Kahlan’s neck leading down to the full roundness of her breasts. Her palms itched to touch that flesh, her mouth was considerably dry and her brain reasoned with her, that there was moisture a plenty on Kahlan’s pale skin. Cara could drink rivers from that flesh.

Kahlan watched her intently, catching her in the act as her tongue moved over her lips.

“Why do I feel like we have had this moment before?”

“Because we have.” Cara said, her voice low and dripping with the memory.

“I…” Kahlan closed her eyes. “I don’t remember.”

Cara’s brows furrowed with concern and she took a step closer, “You. Don’t?”

“Tell me.” Kahlan asked.

“If you don’t remember, it is better that I don’t tell you.”

“Did you tell Richard to stay away?” She asked standing, pulling her corset from the ground. Cara wanted to take it from her hands, and throw it away. Wanted to use her hands and mouth to cover those luscious breasts. As she had once before.

“Would it matter?”

“No.” Blue eyes looked down for a moment. “I feel like I should blame you, for him not being here. That it is somehow your fault that I am not touching him. Laying with him.”

She felt that annoyance, that emotion tickling at the back of her throat.

“Is it Cara?”

“Is it what Kahlan?”

“Is it your fault?” She stood, her hands moving quickly to pull on and then tighten the laces at her back. “That you are here with me and not him.”

Cara closed her eyes, remembering not long ago similar words spoken, “;it is your fault Cara, something about you makes me not want Richard here. Makes me not want to see that look in his eyes. It is your fault that I want to see that look in your eyes, and your eyes alone.” Cara blinked the memory of those words, as well as the long and languid night that had followed, just Kahlan and Cara, beside a raging fire. Alone. The two of them. She blinked it all away.

“When you look at me? What do you see?” She asked as she shoved her Agiel away.

“I see you Cara.”

“Do you remember?” Cara narrowed her eyes, watching closely.

“Remember? We have been traveling together for a long time. Of course I remember. I remember how awkward we are when Richard is not here.” Her forehead furrowed and her eyes seemed to be searching the shadows behind Cara as if written on them would be the answers to questions she did not even know she wanted to ask. In her expression it was so very clear. Kahlan knew there was something missing, but had not even though to wonder what that may be. She shook her head. “I remember how you are still so mysterious.”

“Do you remember the time I told you my favorite childhood song?” Cara took one step closer to her as her voice whispered hesitantly, and still her green eyes dug deep into Kahlan’s widening blues.

“What? No. You never told me anything like that.”

The muscles in her jaw jumped in anger. “There is more missing form you than your magic, Kahlan.”

“Because you are confused about some song?”

“No. I am no confused. I remember that night exactly as it was. I remember you crying out in pain and terror. I remember holding you, and rocking you to sleep.”

“No.” Kahlan took a step back.

“You are missing memories.” of me. Cara finished to herself. As the warm memory of that night, the first night she had kissed Kahlan slipped away, as she looked again at this shadow of the woman she knew, Cara spoke, focusing to keep her voice even. “Something has happened to you, Kahlan. That you don’t seem to remember things. That your power.”

“It is a blessing. Whatever it is. It means I can be with Richard.” She stepped close to Cara, her eyes hard again. “I will not allow you to dictate to me what I can and cannot do. That will be for Richard and I to decide. You are not part of this.” She declared and then pushed passed Cara, heading back to the camp.

“Not anymore apparently.” Cara said to her retreating form.

* * * * *


Why was she transfixed by this creature? This thing that was neither woman nor magic, but was something unique and completely of itself. She could not even imagine an entire citadel full of red leather clad women, and yet, part of her mind told her that there were such places. Where they were all equal, and yet not equal at all.

All day she had tried to stay focused, but as the sun began to set in the sky, as servants moved around her in whispers lighting candles and torches she had relented to her curiosity and had returned.

“Where were you taken from?”

“I don’t recall.”

“Why is it I doubt your honesty?”

“That would be for you to determine, Mother Confessor. You, who can read all.” She smiled. “All but Mord–Sith.”

That goading was refreshing, and felt familiar. It reminded her of.

“I am not her. And whatever you hope to learn from me? At the end of the day it will not matter. If you have questions about Mistress Cara, you should ask her yourself.” Kahlan had almost forgotten. Mord–Sith were the counterpoint to Confessors. They were trained in the nuance of human expression. They were trained to see what was there, to extract what was beneath the surface and twist it around their fingers and pull. To manipulate and to control. In any and every way imaginable. And while Confessors were trained in to excel in a very similar skill set, they could not always read Mord–Sith, but they could forget their own masks and be read by them.

“My recollection of Cara is that she is not all too forth coming with information.”

“None of us are.” She sighed and then shifted, straining against the chains affixed to the collar around her neck, which kept her secure and kneeling on the floor. “I would truly prefer you to torture me. To do something other than sit here and ask me questions.”

“Something?”

“Yes. Something.” She purred. “That something that keeps you coming back here, night after night, asking ridiculous questions. That something I see in the flush rising from your breasts right now. That something you so desperately want to do.”

“Perhaps there is something.” Kahlan confessed, but that was all she was willing to admit. Because whatever those something’s may be? She did not want them with this Mord–Sith in particular. She was a familiar shadow. A faint reminder.

Shaking her head, not so much confused as angry at herself she stood, and walked past her, towards the door. Perhaps too close, as the Mord–Sith reached towards her, teeth snapping like a wild beast. But Kahlan knew the chains would hold, and did not even bother to look at her. She pulled open the cell door, stepped through and closed it, turning the key. The key she looked upon as it lay in her hand. Old. With rust between the teeth, tarnished.

“Guard.”

“Yes Mother Confessor?” He asked stepping closer.

“Where are her gloves? Her weapons?”

“In the armory, Mistress.”

“Have them brought to my private chambers, and then give her food. Water.”

“But Mother Confessor.”

“If you attempt to argue with me.” Her eyes flashed black. “You will learn the true nature of my gift. Is that what you would like?”

“No Mother Confessor.”

“So?”

“Food and water for the prisoner, right away.”

She smiled, but it did not reach her eyes. She did not want it to. “Keep her chained, guard. Or she will kill you.”

* * * * *


The scrolls were stacked around the desk, some unrolled, some not yet with the seal broken. Almost a year’s worth of documents, petitions, notifications. How did the previous Mother Confessors ever have time to leave this room, let alone go out into the actual countryside and to each village? Kahlan shook her head. To her this was the problem with secrets and the right to know policy. All her life she was trained to perhaps become the Mother Confessor, but never in that training were they specifically told how the rule of the land took place. Now she was beginning to suspiciously think it was not done by one woman alone. Because it was a nearly impossible feat. She released the scroll, a listing of accounts from Kelton’s army and the cost that apparently the coffers of Aydindril were supposed to be paying to keep them here, and set her face in her hands. This was all politics and grandstanding. This was not the clear cut rule of law.

“We will see about that.” She grumbled. It was time to cull the fields. Time to not only restore law to the Midlands, but reset the expectation of sovereignty. It was a massive undertaking.

A knock sounded on the wooden door frame behind her, and her brow rose as she looked to see Prince Fyren standing there.

“Back so soon.” It was a statement. She had sent him away, to specifically look further into the reported platoon of soldiers not far from the D’Haran boarder with the Midlands.

“Yes my Mistress.”

“And?”

“They were soldiers, D’Harans, just as you predicted.”

“And what did they want?”

“They were ferrying supplies and gold out of the Midlands.”

“I thought they were traveling here.”

“It seems as though the Mord–Sith lied to you.”

“There is a surprise.” She rolled her eyes. “What did you do with these soldiers?”

“Killed them all. To the very last.”

“And the gold?”

“In your coffers, Mother Confessor.”

Her jaws tightened. “Good. That will be all, for now. Though I would like you to be in my chambers this evening, Prince Fyren. There is more work you need to do.”

“As you command, Mother Confessor.”

* * * * *


The soft whimpering, muffled by her hands began as soon as Cara’s knife slipped into the soft underbelly of their catch. The rabbit had died the moment it slipped into the trap Richard had set, and she was merely preparing it for the fire. But her eyes flickered up, away from the thick blood along the edge of her knife’s blade to Kahlan. She sat a few feet away, her blue eyes wide and wet with tears, her hands over her nose and mouth as she cried.

Richard dropped an arm load of small logs beside her, and her eyes went back to the task at hand. Her voice, low enough for him only to hear, “Do you see?”

“Yes.” He sighed. “I believe you now completely. That is not the Kahlan we know.”

“Hmm.” Cara replied, turning slightly, her back blocking her task from Kahlan’s view. She had never witnesses the brunette react in such a way. In fact of the three of them Kahlan had been the most succinct at gutting and skinning their dinners. But, if this was who Kahlan would be, until they discovered the root of this anomaly, Cara decided the least she could do was to try to not be the bringer of tears to her liquid eyes, and so she decided to from now on butcher their catch away from camp.

* * * * *


She pulled on the leather glove, and it fit snuggly on her right hand, which surprised her, as this glove was outfitted with thick armor, and nasty looking points along her knuckles. Cara’s gloves did not have such adornments. They had been supple, smooth.

Kahlan closed her hand, and the first that it became radiated power and violence. Surprisingly the leather of the glove seemed to protect her from impact. She felt it, as her fist collided with the Mord–Sith’s jaw, but not as strongly as she expected to. The blonde’s head snapped back from the punch, her eyes narrowing, and blood beaded up from her cheek, where the armor had left a thick abrasion.

“Why do I get the feeling you are very accustomed to being hit with gloves like this.” Kahlan asked.

Her eyebrow rose over her light blue eye.

“Would certainly explain why Cara doesn’t even flinch at times when she is struck.” Kahlan mused, and then felt that bite of rage inside again, and watched as she flexed her fingers. “This is certainly more menacing than cleavage.” She back handed the Mord–Sith. “Why are you here?”

“I am a prisoner.”

“What brought you to Aydindril in the first place?”

“Nothing.”

Another back hand.

“Do you think that hitting a Mord–Sith will get you the answers you seek?” She asked, blood rolling from her mouth, and over her lips.

Kahlan pursed her lips. “I know it won’t.”

“But you want to hit me anyway.”

“Yes.”

“Because you want to hit her.”

“Wanted to.”

“Where is Mistress Cara?”

“Out in the world I am sure. On a quest with the Seeker.”

The Mord–Sith narrowed her eyes, as Kahlan kneeled before her. Her eyes widened as the softest caress of fingertips moved across her injured cheek, moving through bruised skin and lines of blood. “I know how to torment you.”

She had expected the Mord–Sith to lie, but she had expected something far more nefarious than merely D’Harans stealing gold. D’Hara was rich beyond even her imagining, and had been so for a thousand years. They would not need the simple gold from some village outside of Aydindril. There had to be more to it than that.

Kahlan lifted her fingers, coated in the warm blood from her bleeding cheek, looking closely at the deep red color of it. Slowly she brought the fingers to her lips, and her tongue slipped out and ran through it, tasting the bitterness of her blood. The anger and the rage faint nuances amid the salt and coppery tang. It was not sweet. It was not rich and affirming. Her tongue moved over her lips, remember distinctly how very sweet blood could be.

“Tell me, why are you here?”

“No.”

“If I confess you, you will tell me, and then you will die.”

“I am going to die anyway.”

“Yes. But…”

“But? You? The Mother Confessor, hesitates? I thought you would have learned by now. To hesitate is to court death.” She sneered, pulling on her chains.

“I am not hesitating.”

“Stop playing games you can never understand or win.”

“Never win.” She sat back on her heels. “Explain to me then. How these games of yours are supposed to work.”

“Why would I do such a foolish thing?”

“Certainly not to extend your life. But how would you like to know that you would be helping me defeat others.”

She paused, her eyes questioning Kahlan. “Others?”

“Name one person. Any one. I will kill them for you.”

“Kahlan Amnell has a nice ring to it.”

She laughed. “Oh you are good.” Her smile faded. “There is something about you. You make me want to do things.”

“I have been told I possess that certain quality. Yes.”

“But it isn’t you. You are a pour substitute for Cara.”

“I have heard that as well.” The Mord–Sith sighed. “All of this? You trying to figure out my weakness? Is just a way for you to play some sick little game in your mind, using me as a replacement for Cara.”

“Yes.”

“Tell me why, and I will tell you what you want to know.”

“Because when I think of Cara I feel things that do not make sense. Things that are counter to what I should feel.”

“You want to both kiss and kill.”

“Yes.”

“That is our Cara. And judging by the way you say her name, Mother Confessor, you have kissed her. You have known the bite of her teeth on your lip, and the warm caress of her whispers in your ear. You have known this, and yet you are here, with me, who you have admitted is just a poor substitute. Why are you not with her?”

“My duty is here.”

“Duty. Mord–Sith understand duty. She would understand. But you are afraid. Truly afraid of what you feel, and that is why you want to hurt me, and why you will kill me. The pathetic replacement for Cara.” She looked defeated suddenly. “I am tired of playing this game. We came to Aydindril looking for a wizard.”

“Which one?”

“Any one. It doesn’t matter which. When we heard most were dead we searched for a book as well.”

“Did you find the book?”

“Yes.”

“The wizard?”

“He inadvertently died.”

“So your quest was for naught.”

“I came into the village outside of Aydindril, alone, and was captured. I stepped into a foolish trap, but by then I was desperate.”

“Why do you need a Wizard?”

“That is not part of what you wanted to know.”

Kahlan’s hand went around her throat.

“You love her.”

“Love?” Kahlan asked. “Fascinated perhaps. Not love.”

“The rumors we heard, of Cara’s betrayal, of her staying with the Seeker, it could all be explained as she has always been too devoted to Lord Rahl, too noble. But then we heard of you, Kahlan Amnell, the Mother Confessor. And some of us. We knew.” She smiled. “We know how Cara thinks, how she feels. If you did not kill her in Stowcroft.”

“She was not guilty.”

“She is oh so very guilty. Perhaps one day you will look inside yourself and see the truth.”

“Truth? It is that love is an emotion that has no place in this world. It confuses and it muddles. It is the adversary to reason.” Kahlan felt her desires to believe the words creeping into her mind, words becoming voices, twisting around the memories she had. She could not love Cara. Love was not the answer. Love was the sickness that made men weak, that brought hesitation, that clouded judgment. It made things fall off of the course they should be on. She would denounce the words. She would stop the words. Kahlan released her power and watched the Mord–Sith’s eyes widen, watched her mouth open with the pain. “You are not the first Mord–Sith I have confessed. Nor will you be the last.” Tears boiled out of her eyes, raining down her cheeks as her body shook in pain. “Tell me why you needed a Wizard.”

“Only a Wizard can release our sisters, who are trapped. I am sorry Mistress, so very sorry. I should have told you. I am so sorry.”

“I do not think that is why you were captured. You could have gotten a wizard. A half dozen wizards single handedly. Tell me why you were captured.”

“I am tired. I wanted to die. I had hoped for an honorable death. But I accept this gift instead. I will die knowing love. I have never known what it feels like. But I love you, Mother Confessor. I love you. Thank you my Mistress, for giving me that.”

* * * * *


Richard had promised. And she was quite sure that he had upheld that promise for as long as he could, but once the strain of a certain limb against leather breeches had been too much, well even he, the great Lord Rahl, the Seeker of Truth had lapsed in his vow. She had been gone perhaps a candle mark, needing time alone, to think, to distance herself from camp, as well as make a circuit of the surrounding darkness. If someone was following them, they were not foolish enough to come close enough to be seen or heard. Not that it would matter, as apparently those at the camp were very involved in what they were doing.

She stood, no longer shrouded in her pretense, her Agiels, one in each fist as she watch Kahlan atop Richard, as her hands were in his hair and her hips bucked against him. His mouth and she assumed lips were moving across full and succulent cleavage.

They weren’t naked yet, but Cara was certain of two things. One, the way Kahlan was breathing that would not matter as she was very close to the edge, and two, given a moment or two more and Richard would be flipping her over the nearest log as if she were some simple milk maid behind her family’s barn.

“I do hope that you are at least keeping one eye open for the possibility of attack?” She barked, and Kahlan’s neck snapped back, her hair cascading through the air before finding its way down her shoulders and back. Her lips were swollen, clearly from kissing, and a flush was working its way up from the milky skin of her chest and neck to her cheeks. It was reminiscent of the same rosy blush of color Cara had seen once, when she had sat crouched in the bushes watching the Confessor as her fingers had worked at a frenzied pace between her legs, touching slick and wet parts of herself that at the time had been hidden by the thick leather of her skirts. It was a look Cara had burned into her memory, one that she revisited often, when she found moments alone, to rub herself into relaxation, that memory as her inspiration and her guide.

Richard tried to look ashamed, but his dilated pupils could not allow that.

Kahlan for her part, defiantly and angrily looked at Cara, as she thrust down twice more against Richard, before her mouth opened slightly and her thigh muscles shuddered.

“Cara!” Richard seemed astonished that she still stood there, watching what he considered a private moment.

Cara saw it for what it was. For all the emotion this Kahlan felt, onus, and passion were at the forefront. She was, for some reason, making it very clear to Cara that she was marking her territory; Richard.

“Well, at least it was worth it.” Cara said directly to Kahlan. “Do what you will, Lord Rahl.” His title slipped off of her tongue like water, but tasted like rancid wine, just on the cusp of becoming vinegar. “I will return at dawn.”

“Where are you going?”

“Away. I have seen enough. What I may have tried to do? Doesn’t matter.” Her eyes battled with the blue ones looking back. “Doesn’t matter at all.” She walked back into the thick of the trees and the shadows.

“What is wrong with her?” Richard’s voice.

“She seems to think I would never want you. But I do Richard. I do.” Kahlan purred in a tone that unfortunately Cara knew would haunt her.

* * * * *


Like the obedient pet he had been waiting just inside of her door. Heatedly she stormed by him, pulling the armored glove from her hand and throwing it across the room. She angrily shoved the papers from atop her desk, slamming her palms down on the wood, and hissed over her shoulder at him. “Do your duty, Prince Fyren.”

Quickly his hands moved, and she turned back to look down at the dark maple wood of the desk, her eyes moving to the red weapon what was resting in the corner, just beyond her grasp. She heard his belt and sword strike the floor, and the rattle of another metal buckle. She arched her back and felt her lips pull back in a sneer as his hands lifted her white dress aside, as he pulled down her black leggings. Her eyes closed as she felt his fingers moving between her legs.

“Mistress, you are not ready.” He questioned.

“Just do it.”

“But Mistress, I cannot hurt you.”

“I order you Prince Fyren. Be quick about it.”

“As you command, Mother Confessor.”

Her nails dug into the wood beneath her hands, the taste of the dead Mord–Sith’s blood in her mouth, as her eyes burned and glared at the Agiel resting on the corner of the desk.

* * * * *


“Does she know what you are doing?” Cara asked her body the wall into which the smaller woman collided.

A squeak broke from her lips, as brown eyes rounded first in surprise and then in fear as they moved up Cara’s body to freeze for an instant on her face before jutting away. Cara grabbed the journal from her hands, and looked at the hastily sketched image there.

“Very nicely done. You captured her indigence perfectly.” It was more than a compliment, it was the truth. In the gray of the coal etching she could see Kahlan’s expression, feel the hardness of her gaze. It was a very life like rendering. “Why are you drawing these?”

“I…I ….”

“You…you. Yes. You. Answer me. You are too gifted for this to be a coincidence.”

“I was sent here by.” Her eyes looked down.

“You know what I am. That much is clear from your face. So I wonder, with this knowledge, why in the world are you avoiding my question.” Cara watched the color drain from the small woman’s cheeks. “Ah. So the Mother Confessor did not ask you to capture her likeness. And whoever did send you here, you fear them more than you do a Mord–Sith.”

The eyes flashed to her for a moment, and then away.

“I see.” Cara understood. They had arrived in Aydindril just a short while earlier, just in time to stand in the courtyard and look up to see the Mother Confessor announce that Zedd was guilty of treason and was to be hanged for this crime. Cara had felt a certain level of relief, looking up and seeing Zedd alive, at least for a few more hours, and to see standing beside him the hard and dynamic vision of the Mother Confessor. The way her lips had been set, how she had eloquently and evenly announced the death sentence of a man whom she had claimed to love like a grandfather made it very clear to Cara and to Richard, that what they saw before them was not an imitator, or imposter. What she was? She was pure and emotionless. She was the Mother Confessor.

Cara had slipped close to the door that led into the Council Chamber and had stood for a moment watching as Kahlan heard the petitioners, as she made decisions and issued orders. She had felt something running deep beneath her conscious, some feeling of familiarity. Of knowing. It was not that she knew Kahlan, because she had thought she did, but it was as though looking at the woman in white the lines between Mother Confessor and the coldness of Mord–Sith blurred. That was when she noticed this small nymph sitting in the back row, her hand moving rapidly over parchment. That had interested Cara. “Who is your Mistress then?” Cara asked.

“She would.”

“She may indeed. But she is not here. I am. And rest assured I will be more than happy to be the one to do in her absence.”

“Cara!” Richard hissed from further down in the hallway. She rolled her eyes at him. He was always getting in the way, interrupting.

“What!” She snapped.

“It is time. I need you to.”

She ignored whatever else he said. It did not matter. What mattered was that the small woman with the large back journal filled with images of Kahlan was now moving swiftly away, down the hall. And as Richard and their Kahlan were poised to enter the chamber of the Mother Confessor, she could not chase after her. Well, she thought, perhaps she would have time to look into that matter later.

* * * * *


“You should understand this, Cara. You should know better than anyone else. Your entire adult life was lived for your Lord Rahl. Whether it was Darken Rahl or Richard. Every moment of your life has been in their service.”

“Not every moment.”

“Oh? I’m wrong then? You have done something that YOU WANTED. You have followed through on a feeling, a need?” the Mother Confessor asked as Cara nudged her inside of her private chambers.

“Plenty of times.” Cara sneered, before she shoved the Mother Confessor, and she fell down on her large bed. Cara’s eyes moved over the room, but it was empty.

Turning back around, her lips pulled in a luscious smile Kahlan retorted. “I don’t believe you.”

“You cannot read a Mord–Sith, Mother Confessor.”

Cara watched her stand, and run her hands over her dress, straightening it. Her eyes still burned with anger. As they had from the moment the Mother Confessor had found herself on her knees, and Agiel menacing before her eyes.

“Perhaps not. But I can read YOU.” She growled before walking past her to the small table. Slowly she poured herself some thick red wine into a crystal goblet. Why the wine reminded Cara of blood suddenly she did not know. Why she wanted to take the glass, wrench it from her lips, to watch droplets of the blood red wine spilling across Kahlan’s white dress she did not know.

* * * * *


She titled her head slightly her blue eyes narrowing and looking at Cara in the way a predator looks a prey, the way a Confessor looks into the eyes of the condemned, to read the truth in their eyes. To peer deep into their soul.

But Cara knew as well as Kahlan that she could not read a Mord–Sith.

And she certainly could not read Cara. She never could.

“Do you ever wonder, that those thoughts you have, those things sitting on the tip of your tongue that you feel need to be said, that you file away in your mind for another day, telling yourself you will say them, not now, but later, when the time is right. Do you ever stop and think Cara that there may not be another day? That these moments are your last?”

“Why would I think such nonsense?”

“Nonsense. Mm. Yes. Of course you would think those words nonsense.”

“No, the thinking today could be my last. Mord–Sith know that each day is our last. If there is another day? Well, then it is meant to be.”

“Does thinking this way really work for you? Did she let you get away with it?”

“Her?” Cara laughed. “You mean you?”

“Ugh. She is me, I suppose, barely.”

“She would let me get away with very little.”

“But you think I will allow it?”

“I know you will. This side of you? This is the side that understands order, rule, obedience and sacrifice. This is the woman in command of kingdoms. Who breaks those who do not bend.”

“Is that respect in your voice I hear?”

“Understanding.”

“So, shall I break you?”

“You could try. But you cannot.”

Kahlan took the final sip of her wine, before setting the glass down on her desk. “Perhaps, you are already broken.”

“I am Mord–Sith, of course I am broken.”

“I meant, broken by her. By me.”

Cara turned away, and she watched her do so. Watched the muscles of her back moving beneath her red leather. Watched the way she stopped breathing. It was the first time Kahlan had managed to land a blow to the Mord–Sith. She was desperate to hurt her. To humiliate her in the same way she had been humiliated in the Council Chamber. Anger did not come close to the description of what she felt, what still consumed her and had since the moment the pain of the Agiel burned through her flesh, and her knees hit the floor.

“You should say in the moment what you feel, what you think Cara. I meant that. Things could change in an instant, and your chance? It may be gone.” She knew the softness of her voice was the false caress that Cara craved, and she watched the Mord–Sith turn around. She watched as Cara took a step closer to Kahlan, and she watched as the weakness of her emotions displayed themselves across her face.

“Then it wasn’t my chance. Now was it?” Cara asked.

* * * * *


Kahlan laughed. It was bitter and it was angry. Cara’s eyes narrowed as she looked into her blue eyes. They smoldered in a very familiar way. Familiar that they were announcing the arrival of harsh words, not familiar to the face that was looking at her.

“How does it feel? To see her fawning over him? So very much in love.”

“I feel nothing.” Cara’s jaws clenched.

“Not true. You love her, and she, that pure emotional Kahlan? Does not see you as anything more than a threat.”

Her lips pressed together, silencing the harsh words she wanted to speak.

“But I see you as something more, Cara. I see you as an equal.” Cara watched the tip of her tongue moving slowly over her bottom lip. “Wouldn’t you want this? Me? To stay at my side in Aydindril? I want you. I want your strength and your anger. I want your level head and your strategic mind. I want the body that this leather molds against itself.” Her words were meant to entice Cara, but she found that as she spoke them, part of her meant them.

“No you don’t.”

“Oh? Don’t I? I can have my pick of men. Of women too.”

“But you cannot have me.”

“Part of you already belongs to me.”

“If that is true, and I am not saying it is? It belongs to Kahlan. Not her, not you.”

“Just stop pretending. You want me. You want her. I am offering you that chance. To know.”

* * * * *


Cara slammed her against the stone wall beside the large door, and she smiled. The rage was extraordinary, and feeling it rolling off of Cara was so much thicker, stronger than her memory retained.

Cara’s right hand grasped her breast, as she pressed into her back, and Kahlan actually sighed, feeling the power in her touch. Knowing that she would bend but never break. Not truly. The untamed demon that lived inside of Cara called to her, invoked passion in her. It was what was missing before. Touching that monster. She wanted to taste that darkness, to know the depths of Cara’s shadow.

The hand, sheathed in leather, moved her hair aside, and full lips pressed to her neck. The press of a kiss that turned into the nip of teeth. The fingers moved over the back of her neck. A touch. Passion. Pure. Raw. Kahlan could smell it. Part of her needed it. Her hands moved behind Cara, to run up leather clad thighs, hips.

And then she heard the sigh, breathed against her neck, as Cara gave in.

And Kahlan smiled.

She wanted Cara so very badly. She wanted to have her. She wanted to possess her. She wanted to break her. Kahlan’s hands moved over leather as sound stopped. As the world around them came to an end, as she pulled her power from deep inside, and tasted it on her tongue.

Cold metal snapped around her neck, and Kahlan gasped, just as she released her power. It rolled back inside of her heart. It slammed painfully against the thick walls inside of her. It hurt, and it burned.

“I am sorry, Kahlan. But I cannot allow you to do that.” Cara whispered into her ear, before the softest press of lips set on her ear.

She felt Cara move away from her, and her body trembled, feeling so cold. Missing the contact. “It would have been a wonderful death.”

Cara turned her slowly around, her thick aquamarine eyes searching Kahlan’s face. “I think you are right. By her hand…it would be.”

Kahlan swallowed down the strange feeling.

* * * * *


Cara looked at her, sitting on the edge of her bed, her face hard, not a mask, but her true face of indifference. She had to turn, to walk out of the room, as she swallowed and then choked on the emotions in her throat.

The door closed behind her, and she set her back against it, as she blinked, fighting internally with tears that wanted to fall. Instead, they evaporated as her skin flushed with heat. Heat of pain. And of reason. Emotion slipped from her body, hope died on the back of her tongue, and she stood straighter, stronger and walked away.

Leaving the Mother Confessor, and whatever promise of hope she once had behind her.

….maybe more. not sure yet..
