
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_d88221d8bc8924b8277687e9efb8b245_FXb_l8_html_5c4aa363.jpg]





 


CASTLE OF
CFNM

by

CASSIE
CAINE

 



 


Copyright
Cassie Caine 2012. All rights reserved.

 



CHAPTER
ONE

 


Nina was seated
on the edge of the four-poster bed. She had on a tightly cinched
corset of white satin, a filmy negligee, the finest French silk
stockings. Light from a roaring log-fire glinted off the mother of
pearl buttons on her kid boots. Her auburn locks were piled in a
loose chignon, revealing her slender throat, brightened with a
choker of pearls. She was breathless with a sense of her own
beauty.

The door
opened, soundless despite its monumental size. A man appeared. Tall
and pale, dark hair plastered back from a high, noble brow. Even
from across the room his eyes were black and mesmerising. He was
dressed in a flowing burgundy robe, belted at the waist, its collar
and cuffs embroidered with gold thread, its richness a contrast to
his stony pallor.

She stiffened
in anticipation. He approached, the robe swishing against his
calves. He stopped an arm's length from her. His face wore no
expression whatsoever, but she could read the desire burning in his
gaze. His hands drifted to his belt. The next moment, the robe was
slipping from his shoulders. He was stepping out of it, closing the
final distance between them.

Nina stared
determinedly at his face – then, almost against her will, looked
downwards. Broad shoulders, a full chest, muscles as hard as
cobbles. And then her eyes dropped lower still, to the shadowy area
under the curve of his stomach, and to the heavy-headed thing
nestling against his thigh.

What she did
next came as a total shock to her. Before she could stop herself,
she extended one hand and lifted it into the light. Hardly had she
touched it, than it reared off her fingertips, supporting itself
with springy strength. Suck me, Nina, it seemed to say.
Take me in your mouth. You won't regret it. I'm very
tasty.

Her lips felt
parched. She wetted them with the tip of her tongue, her
long-lashed eyes still fixed on the cock. Then, with a rustle of
silk stockings on satin sheets, she slid off the bed and onto her
knees. Her dainty hand closed around the shaft. With a tilt of the
neck, she smiled up at the naked man, then she opened her mouth
very wide and …

“We'll have to
turn around and take the other road. Of all the blasted luck!”

The deep, gruff
voice shook Nina out of her sleep. Blinking, she saw the face of
her father, Silas Kettering, in the doorway of the carriage. It was
a frightening face at the best of times, broad and red and with a
stiff white beard, and these were far from the best of times to
judge by its indignant expression.

“What's going
on, father?” asked Nina faintly.

The carriage
rocked as Silas hauled himself inside. He was a bulky man of
advancing years, with something of a belly. He dropped onto his
seat with a bad-tempered thump and rapped his hiking staff against
the ceiling, a signal for the driver to continue.

“Just been
talking to some woodsman fellow who spoke a bit of English. Thanks
to that storm last night, the road through the forest is
impassable. It'll take them a few days to clear all the fallen
trees. So we'll have to double back and go the long way round.”

“No? Really? If
only we'd thought of that before! No wait, we did. Or at least
I did. I distinctly remember saying to you, Gosh, father,
I do hope that storm hasn't rendered the forest road
impassable. But no one listens to me. After all, I'm just a
silly, ignorant spinster – what do I know?”

This voice, a
dry, sarcastic one, belonged to Nina's elder sister, Irma, who was
perched next to Nina on the seat facing Mr Kettering. Her somewhat
boyish face, with its high cheekbones, sharp jaw and dimpled chin,
popped out of Baedeker's guide to the Carpathians to dart her
father a withering look.

Silas Kettering
hurrumphed into his whiskers. Soon the carriage was bowling along
the winding hill road. Nina rubbed her thighs together uneasily.
The dream had left her with a lingering dampness there. What a
strange dream too – she'd never known the like in all her eighteen
years. She'd dreamt of strange men entering her bedroom before now,
but they usually disrobed her, not themselves. She'd
rather liked it this new way round, though. Her, all elegant in her
undergarments. The man standing before her, every inch of him
exposed to her penetrating gaze …

Best not to
think about it, if she was ever going to settle down. To distract
herself, she pressed her pretty upturned nose to the window of the
carriage door and lost herself in contemplation of the mountain
scenery. They seemed to be clinging to the edge of a precipice.
Everywhere she looked, she saw rocks and more rocks and steep ranks
of pines. Occasionally, as the road wound in and out, she would
catch a glimpse of a craggy outcrop looming proud of the
surrounding hills, atop of which was a cluster of tall, pale
turrets.

“What's that
place up ahead?”

“What place?”
Irma peered out of the window. Her eyebrows shot up in surprise.
She consulted her Baedeker. After turning a few pages, she smiled
with satisfaction. “Here we are. Castle Norbad, ancestral home
of the Tohenzohen family. Mainly Fourteenth Century. It has a
Durer.” She shut the book triumphantly, then craned forward for
another look. Her smile faded. “Oh dear.”

“Oh dear what?”
Silas Kettering raised his head. He'd been catching forty
winks.

“I'm afraid we
may be in for another storm.”

Nina had been
so fascinated by the castle, she hadn't noticed what had happened
to the sky. Now, looking to her left, she saw a turbulent cloudbank
the colour of a dirty dish-rag rushing towards them across the
valley floor.

“Nonsense,”
said Mr Kettering. “I consulted the inn's barometer before we
departed. The forecast was entirely favourable.”

Nonetheless,
within minutes the carriage was plunged in gloom and swayed by icy
blasts. Rain hammered on the roof and gushed down the windows. They
could hear the horses whinnying in terror. The girls clung to each
other. If the wind didn't sweep them off the road, it seemed just
as likely that they would be washed away by this ungodly
downpour.

The carriage
sped up, then lurched to a stop. With a curse, Mr Kettering jumped
out to see what was happening, and returned a few moments later
soaked through and shivering. The carriage jolted into motion. He
wiped his face with a handkerchief. His hand was trembling.

“What's
happening, father?” asked Nina.

“It's too
dangerous to carry on. The driver's going to make a dash for that
castle.”

Irma opened her
mouth to say something, then thought better of it. What kind of man
takes his daughters hill-walking in the Carpathians? Why couldn't
they have gone to Paris or Rome like other wealthy middle-class
families? She wrapped her arm around Nina.

Water was
spitting through the doors and seething round the wheels of the
carriage. They might as well have been under the sea. Up ahead,
there was a flash of brightness. Lightning? No, a flame of some
kind. Torches perhaps.

Another torch
appeared on the carriage's right. Suddenly they were rattling over
a drawbridge. Irma heaved a sigh of relief. The castle! They'd
reached it already! It must have been closer than it seemed!

They came to a
halt. Mr Kettering flung open the door. The girls glimpsed a
courtyard. High walls of roughly hewn blocks sheltered them from
the howling wind. Across several yards of streaming cobbles were
steps leading to a pair of doors, above which a coat of arms
dribbled and spouted. The doors opened, and a blaze of light turned
the rain to bright needles.

A man stood
there. He made a gesture of welcome.

 


 



CHAPTER
TWO

 


Nina patted her
hair and considered herself in the misty old mirror. She had to
take deep, calming breath to steady her nerves. What a whirl of
activity! After being beckoned inside by a tall, thin, stooping
butler, the Ketterings had been escorted upstairs and deposited
with their sopping luggage in various apartments of Castle Norbad.
Their carriage and horses had trotted off to the stables; their
driver was no doubt happily ensconced in the kitchens. With the
help of a housemaid, Nina had changed out of her wet travelling
tweeds and boots into … well, she hadn't been quite sure what was
an appropriate get-up for a Carpathian castle, so she'd settled on
a velvet jacket and skirt in Prussian blue, the high neck fastened
with a cameo brooch.

Satisfied with
her appearance, she threw open her bedroom door, which creaked and
shuddered and had a pointed top. Irma's room was across the chilly
stone hallway. The door was ajar. Through it, Nina saw her sister
unscrewing the lid off a silver flask and raising it to her lips
with every appearance of keen anticipation.

“Irma!” Nina's
jaw dropped. Her elder sister's drinking never ceased to shock
her.

Irma turned to
her with a smile and offered the flask. “Whisky?”

Nina shook her
head.

“Do you good.
Warm your bones.”

“My bones are
just fine, thank you.” Nina jutted her chin.

Irma shrugged,
then lifted the flask and tipped her head back sharply. When her
face righted itself again, it was wearing a cheerful grin. She slid
the flask into a skirt pocket, then fished out a cigarette case.
“Mind if I grab a quick smoke?”

“Yes, I do
mind. Come along.” Nina extended her hand. The set of her features
brooked no denial. Irma obeyed, but not before heaving a sigh of
complaint.

Hand in hand,
the two girls set off. They soon reached a minstrel's gallery which
in turn led to a staircase winding down into the great hall. Below
them, on a pair of slanting poles, hung the flag of Carpathia and
what was presumably the Tohenzohen banner. The walls of the hall
were crowded with tapestries, crossed swords, muskets and antlers,
all lit by candles some of which were as thick as organ pipes. A
long table was laid for supper. A massive fireplace blazed, and
beside it a small group of people were chatting in undertones. The
sisters exchanged glances. It was a strange scene, but much more
inviting that the storm which continued to rage around the castle
turrets.

As they
descended, Nina craned her neck over the balustrade, eager to learn
more about the inhabitants of this curious abode. They seemed
surprisingly youthful and worldly for such a remote and antique
place. Mr Kettering was already down below, and engaging him in
languid conversation was a slim young man with a floppy fringe and
an orchid in his buttonhole. Standing a little part, whispering to
each other, were two pretty blonde ladies in elegant satin
dresses.

Seeing how
well-groomed they were, Nina bit her lip. Maybe the velvet suit
wasn't such a good choice after all. But she brightened as the
young man moved forward to greet them.

“I'm Freddy
Tohenzohen, the Count's younger brother.” He spoke English
perfectly. This didn't surprise Nina; the best Carpathian families
all sent their children to England to be educated, or employed
English nannies. Freddy brushed his lips against their hands, then
gestured towards the blondes. “Allow me to introduce my cousins,
the von Dixes, Miss Helga and Miss Gerde.”

The von Dixes
curtseyed and giggled and said hello in English that was almost as
good as Freddy's. They were twins, very petite and slender, their
fine, fair hair arranged in bouncing ringlets around their
faces.

Despite their
apparent good manners and their grasp of her own tongue, there was
something about these young people, something in their eyes, that
put Nina on her guard. Freddy didn't seem very interested in Nina,
but, just for a second, a smirk flashed across his handsome face as
he took Irma's hand. And the twins were acting a little strangely,
too, whispering into each other's shapely little ears, their limpid
blue eyes fixed on, of all people, Mr Kettering.

However, these
impressions were banished from Nina's mind in an instant as another
figure emerged from the shadowy draperies.

“Ah, there you
are, Ugo,” said Freddy. “Mr Kettering, ladies, this is my esteemed
elder brother, his grace, the Count Tohenzohen.”

The man edged
into the firelight. He was tall, slim, pale, dark hair slicked back
from a high, noble brow.

Nina gasped. It
was the man from her dream.

 


 



CHAPTER
THREE

 


“Welcome to
Castle Norbad,” said the Count, with a bow. “It might be some time
before this wretched storm blows itself out, so I'm afraid you must
resign yourself to being my guests for the night. It goes without
saying that I shall do my utmost to make your stay comfortable. The
weather in these parts may be treacherous, but, I assure you, the
hospitality is second to none.”

“You're too
kind.” Mr Kettering gave a stiff little bow in return, to a chorus
of tittering from the von Dix twins.

“Everyone,
please take your places. Carl, we'll eat now. Usually we dine at a
later hour, but you must all be in dire need of sustenance after
your misadventure.”

Having
addressed his tall, stooping butler, the Count motioned everyone to
the table. For a moment, Nina stood frozen to the spot. She
couldn't get over the resemblance. The same slenderness, the
marmoreal pallor, the mesmeric eyes, features that were domineering
yet aristocratically refined. It was him, there could be no doubt.
Then again, maybe her mind was playing tricks on her … She'd been
through a lot; the mention of food made her realize how tired and
hungry she was. Slipping into her chair with a sigh of relief, she
stole a glance at the Count, who sat at the head of the table, slim
and pale. Yes, already the resemblance seemed less remarkable –
such darkly dangerous looks were typical in these parts – and her
eyelids began to droop in the muggy warmth from the crackling
log-fire.

The Ketterings
were seated along one side of the table, with Nina the furthest
from the Count and the closest to the monumental stone hearth.
Ranked along the other side of the table were the Count's glamorous
young relations. Revived by some soup and a glass of wine, she
again became conscious of how young and fresh – in both the good
and bad senses of the word – they seemed.

Freddy was
chattering amiably, a flow of nonsense. There was something quite
fascinating about that forelock of his, the way it dangled like a
question mark between his slanting eyebrows. The twins were seated
either side of him, angelic in looks if not in manners. They kept
on hissing to each other across Freddy's waistcoat, then shaking
with laughter. They seemed to find Mr Kettering particularly
hilarious. Still, there was no faulting the food, Nina decided, as
she tucked into a succulent roast.

“Is it true you
have a Durer painting?” asked Irma of the Count. She was enjoying
the wine.

“Where did you
hear that?”

“It's in
Baedeker.”

“Then it must
be true.” He smiled genially.

“But is it?
True?” Irma glanced around the hall, seeing no Durer. Instead, her
eyes alighted on a large portrait hanging opposite the fireplace.
It was soft and gauzy, in the best modern style, and depicted a
girl with a thin, pretty face and a doe-like gaze; a girl rather
like Nina. “That's very fine. May I ask who the sitter is?”

“My late wife,
the Countess.”

“Oh,” groaned
Irma, biting her tongue and wishing she hadn't asked, then jumping
as Nina kicked her under the table. “Your late wife? How clumsy of
me. I'm terribly sorry, Count Ugo.”

“No apology
needed, dear lady. I understand that in some parts of the world,
the mention of death is considered to be something of a social faux
pas. But it is not so here in the Carpathians, I assure you. Here,
we keep the dead close to our hearts.”

The Count's
face conveyed not a flicker of emotion, and his voice remained
polite and urbane. Nonetheless, Irma felt humiliated. No more
wine for you, mouthed Nina.

Meanwhile, the
twins had collapsed into giggles again, clinging to Freddy's arms
for support. Shaking them off with a pretence of bad temper, he
addressed himself to Irma. “I apologize for the silliness of these
young ladies. They're not used to the altitude of Castle Norbad,
that's what it is; it has affected their tiny brains. Allow me to
confirm that we are indeed in possession of a Durer. At the
eventual conclusion of this meal, I should be delighted to show it
to you, and the castle's other treasures, such as they are. Are you
a connoisseur, Miss Kettering?”

Irma pursed her
lips. She didn't much care for the way this pretty young pup was
batting his eyelashes at her so confidently. And that jibe about
tiny brains! “If you don't mind, I'd rather wait and see it by
daylight.”

Freddy's smirk
extended from ear to ear. “Perhaps that's just as well, given the
subject-matter. Saint Sebastian – a naked young man writhing in
agony, his side pierced with arrows.” For a split second, he let
his eyes roll back in their sockets in imitation of the expiring
saint. “Just the kind of thing to give an impressionable young lady
nightmares.”

Irma smiled
stiffly and, before Nina could stop her, drained her wine glass.
God, why were men such idiots? Still, at least Freddy was
good-looking. Unlike her father, who was idiotic and looked
like a cave troll; the worst of both worlds really. Yes, Freddy was
very good-looking, that straight nose, the pointed jaw,
those naughty eyebrows. Don't think about it. She couldn't wait to
get away and have a cigarette.

 



CHAPTER
FOUR

 


Silas Kettering
looked out of his bedroom window and sighed. He felt like he was on
the edge of the world. All he could see was turbulent, inky
blackness. No street lamps or lighted windows, no chimneys or
rooftops. Just emptiness. The only sound from outside was the
screeching of the wind, telling him he was high up among the
clouds.

Turning his
back on the view, he surveyed his room with a shake of the head. It
was like a cross between Aladdin's cave and a Viking's roundhouse.
The ceiling was high and vaulted, the walls of clammy grey stone
relieved by candles in elaborate brass mounts. On the floor –
stone, too, naturally – sprawled some kind of massive, dark, shaggy
pelt; a bearskin, he guessed. The bed was strewn with silvery
wolfskins.

All very grand,
no doubt, but it made him long for the comforts of home, gas
lighting and a hot water bottle and an eiderdown. What on earth had
possessed him to drag his two grown daughters all the way to the
Carpathians for a walking holiday? That was the trouble with having
a bit of money in your pocket – it made you do crazy things.

Then Silas
brightened. A comfortable armchair, he noticed, had been drawn up
to the fire. Next to it, servants had laid out decanters of whisky
and port and a cigar humidor. Maybe a night in Castle Norbad
wouldn't be such a terrible ordeal after all. Rubbing his hands
together, he sat down and rolled a cigar under his nose. He was
just unstoppering the whisky decanter when the door handle gave a
squeak.

He froze. The
handle squeaked again. And turned. Then with a long-drawn sigh, the
door opened.

A face fringed
with blonde ringlets peeked in. A second face joined it.

Silas
gaped.

“Mr Kettering?”
Dagma, or it could have been Gerde, stepped into the room. Silas
experienced a tightening around his heart. The young lady was
almost naked. A cotton brassiere top, half-unbottoned, clung to her
small, pert bosom. Her only other item of clothing was a pair of
peach silk knickers of the latest short design. She was toting a
carpetbag, which rattled as she padded forward. Her sister squeezed
in behind her, shutting the door with a stealthy click. She was
identically dressed, or undressed. They both smiled at him
ingratiatingly.

“What do you
want?” Surprise made him ungracious.

“To see your
cock,” they chorused.

Silas choked.
These Carpathian accents took some getting used to, so there was a
good chance he had misunderstood them. Or perhaps their command of
English wasn't quite as sound as it at first appeared. Cock …
sounded like cork … maybe they were wondering if he needed a bottle
opened ...

Alas, his
indecision was fatal. The girls threw themselves upon him like
kittens on a ball on string. One of them – it had to be Gerde,
because there was an embroidered G on her brassiere – dropped to
her knees at his feet, while the other one clambered, panting, onto
the arm of his chair.

“Oh, please, Mr
Kettering!” Gerde beseeched. “Please, please show us your cock!
We've been thinking of nothing else since you got here! We'll die
if we don't see it!”

“My sister and
I are connoisseurs of English gentlemen,” purred Dagma, “and you're
such a fine example. Big and strong like a tree trunk! All that
good roast beef and traditional ale!”

As she spoke,
she clung ever closer, curling her tiny fingers in his stiff white
beard and beaming down on his balding head, which was starting to
become beaded with sweat. Her cotton top fell open, and firelight
glimmered on a succulent golden cleavage. An intoxicating scent
wafted from her skin and bouncing blonde ringlets.

“We won't tell
a soul! It'll be our secret!” Gerde wriggled her way between his
knees. Her hands were little claws, scratching at his thighs. Her
nipples blushed through her near-sheer top.

Silas goggled,
speechless. So they really did want to see his … his … He
knew he ought to take these vixens by the scruffs of their necks
and chuck them from his room before something unforgivably sinful
happened, but disbelief had turned him to stone.
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