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Chapter 1

 


 


She had to find out what it
felt like. She had to know.

She stood at the side door
of their house, heart pounding in her chest. Her nightclothes were
bundled on the bench next to the door where she'd be able to get to
them quickly when she came back in. Slowly, she lifted the latch
and pulled the door open a crack.

The alley was deserted, of
course. The only people who would be out and about at this time of
night were the night watchmen, whose hourly calls of "All's well!"
comforted insomniacs and put fear in Verity's heart. If one of them
saw her, recognized her, caught her—who knows what the penalty
would be. At the very least she'd be mortified to be brought home,
especially given the hardship her mother endured.

Night watchmen, or else...
those the night watchmen kept watch for. Thieves plied their trade
at night. Thieves, and burglars, and all sorts of dangerous men.
Being caught by one of those... that would be even worse than being
caught by a night watchman. Who knows what a burglar might do if he
came upon a young lady of quality, creeping about in the
altogether. She shuddered at the thought.

Verity craned her neck to
look up towards the street. The streetlights, with their dancing
little flames, made pools of light, but left deep pools of darkness
in the alleyways. "Just up to the corner of the house," she
whispered to herself. "That's far enough." She crept from the door,
careful to close it slowly to make the least possible noise.

Black slippers protected
her feet from the cobblestones. She didn't want dirty feet to give
away her secret foray, even after the fact. A lady of her class was
never supposed to have dirty feet. Aside from that, she wore
nothing. Her hair stood on end from excitement rather than cold,
for the weather in Blindestadt was always warm, by order of the
Emperor.

She reached the corner of
the house, and crouched in the darkness. Her nipples were so hard
they ached, and she felt an itch growing between her legs. "There,"
she thought, "I've done it. I'm as far as the edge of the street."
She turned back into the alley, hurried to the door, and closed it
behind her, letting out the breath she had hardly noticed she was
holding.

Panting, Verity listened.
The house remained silent, no sign that her mother had roused. She
had done it. No one caught her. No one saw. She was safe, and she
never needed to do it again. Quickly, she threw her nightdress over
her head and padded up the stairs to her bedroom. She kicked off
her slippers and flung herself under the sheet, but sleep would not
come. Her body trembled, taut as a bowstring.

Her hands crept under the
covers, running over the light fabric of her nightdress. In spite
of the warmth of her bed, her nipples felt like pebbles, tight and
hard. She stroked them, feeling them roll around under the palms of
her hands. That moment, peering out of the dark alley into the
street, burned in her mind like the fuse on a firework, threatening
and full of promise. She couldn't keep her hands from wandering any
more than she could control her desire to feel the outside air
against her body. Arching her back, she pulled the nightdress up
under her shoulders, and threw off the sheet. Shamelessly, she
caressed her body, eyes closed, imagining herself in the middle of
the street, vulnerable in a dozen ways, brazen and wanton. Her
fingers pushed past the fuzz and into her cleft, stroking the
tender flesh. She imagined faceless people watching her, their
shocked, curious faces unable to look away.

She was fooling herself,
she knew it. The urge to go out in the street, out in public, would
only grow stronger, and next time, she knew, she would go farther,
take even greater risks. Her breath tightened, and she quickly
pushed her pillow into her face, muffling her cries as spasms shot
through her body like lighting. Her fingers grabbed and stroked her
sodden snatch, right through the orgasm, until finally, she fell
back down to the bed, spent.

Finally relaxed, she
drifted off to sleep.

 


* * * *

 


A gentle hand shook her
shoulder. "Time to wake up, Verity." She opened her eyes,
squinting. Sunlight streamed in through the window, painting blocks
of orange across her mother's body. "I'm going to visit your
father. Do you want to come with me?"

"You know I don't, mother.
He doesn't like seeing you this way."

Verity's mother was naked,
as she had been from the day the three of them had appeared before
the Emperor. She went outside for only the most important tasks,
and visiting her husband was one of them. The Emperor had never
stripped them of their lands or chattels, which was fortunate, as
it allowed them to live in the city, but at the same time it
subjected her to these periodic humiliations.

"Nonsense, he's always glad
to see us. Come on. Get cleaned up and dressed and come have some
breakfast." She padded out to the upper parlor that connected their
bedrooms, and down the stairs.

Verity grimaced and rolled
to her feet, to begin the long task of getting dressed. She did not
remember the time, but from paintings she had seen that in days
past, it had not always been such an involved task. Long cotton
bloomers and undershirt had to be laced up at the knee, elbow, neck
and waist. Over that, a heavy corset encased her torso, and over
that two or three layers of dresses. A wimple covered her hair, and
high-laced boots encased her feet and calves. When she was done,
the only skin showing was on her hands and face.

She glided down the stairs
past Aimee, coming up to make the beds and tidy the rooms. Verity
did not respond to the insincere smile from the primly dressed
maid; she had strong suspicions that the servant was a spy sent by
the Emperor, charged with watching out for the slightest deviation
from the Imperial will. Aimee was too pretty to be a mere maid; a
woman with her voluptuous figure and delicate features would
certainly have found more prestigious employment than as a mere
housemaid at a disgraced estate.

Verity sulked through
breakfast, and as they made ready to walk up the hill to the
Imperial palace. They were not permitted a carriage; it was well
known to all that selling one to Verity's household would result in
Imperial Displeasure. It was not far, but the whole way, they were
subjected to leering stares and by sarcastic greetings.

"Good morning, milady! How
wonderful your gown looks today."

"Such beautiful gloves,
milady! How they catch the sunlight."

These taunts were not
directed at Verity, but rather at her mother. Such was the
punishment of the Emperor, for the crime of having raised Verity to
be the child who spoke the truth. He gave her mother a gown sewn
from the same "magical fabric" as his own clothes had supposedly
been constructed, and made it clear that were she to wear anything
else, he would be gravely insulted indeed.

Oh, how she wished she
could take those words back!

"But momma! The Emperor! He
has nothing on at all!"

 


 



Chapter 2

 


She waited as long as she
could, but the compulsion could not be held back. "Once around the
house," she whispered to herself, on the threshold. "Then I never
have to do this again." The mantra helped to control her thudding
heart and her shaking limbs. Merely sneaking past her mother's door
and the slumbering servants had been almost more than she could
take. This time, she left her clothes in her bedroom, starting her
naked excursion from there.

A full moon shone down on
the alley, making the shadows thin and shallow; the nervous
perspiration beading Verity's brow glistened in the moonlight. She
pulled the door closed and crept into the alley. It made more
sense, logically speaking, to take the somewhat safer leg through
the garden first, but logic had no part in her escapade. At the
corner of the house she paused, scanning the street. Between the
lamps and the moonlight, it seemed as bright as day. She was
tempted to take the trip at a run, but quick movements, she knew,
would only attract attention, if any eyes were idle nearby. Alert
for any movement, she slithered on slippered feet across the facade
of her home, white skin gleaming. Six feet from the relative safety
of the alleyway on the far side, she heard the "All's Well!" call
from the main street and nearly cried out in surprise. Panicked and
breathless, she flattened herself against the wall and prayed that
the shadows in which she stood were deep enough to hide her.

When further shouts failed
to come, she moved again, making for the fence that separated her
mother's garden from the outside world. The wooden slats were
narrow, but there was a place where they were loose and she wasted
no time in wiggling through. There, she could relax. A thick
blanket of ivy on the fence made it nearly impervious to prying
eyes. Only those inside the house could see her.

Inside it, or on top of it.
A barely-heard sound drew her attention upwards. There, silhouetted
in the moonlight, stood a man. She gasped, and his head spun
around. Had he seen her? Verity bit back a curse and searched for
some kind of cover, but the herbs and vegetables her mother grew
were knee-high at best, and the birdbath sat only a foot or so off
the ground. She hustled under the eaves of the house.

Blood pounding in her ears,
Verity slunk along the wall, expecting at any moment for the
roof-runner to drop down into the garden and grab her. "Never
again," she thought, "I'm never doing this again. Ever." The garden
door beckoned. She considered trying the knob, but she knew it
would be locked, she had locked it herself, and trying it would
make noise. There was no choice but to go out into the empty
alley.

The alley was open. Here in
the garden, if he dropped down, she could scream, the house would
awaken, and she would at least have a chance of being rescued
before the catburglar on the roof could carry her away. Out in the
alley, he could be waiting. Verity held her breath, listening for
any sound from beyond the garden fence, but none came. She let out
the breath, and reached for the latch on the gate leading out to
the alley.

The well-greased hinge
worked silently. She opened it only enough to peer out into the
alley. Empty. Verity breathed a sigh of relief and slipped out,
padding up to the side door and slipping inside. Relief flooded
through her as she slid the bolt on the door.

"Never, ever, again," she
whispered. Her hands moved to wipe the perspiration from under her
arms, and brushed her nipples. The touch electrified her. Heavens,
she was horny. She groped her breasts, imagining herself at the
mercy of the man on the roof, imagining him touching her where he
liked, taking his pleasure... Arching her back, she let her head
fall back, gulping air as her hands kneaded the tender flesh.

"Not here," she thought.
"Wait for bed," but the thought faded, and Verity sank to her
knees, too aroused to think about anything but bringing herself to
orgasm. She clamped her thighs around her hand, pressing it close
to her pussy, her fingers twitching against her clit. The figure on
the roof loomed in her mind, leering down at her. He had seen her.
What would he do? Formless anxieties
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