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Cinderella Unchained. Ebook Edition. Copyright © 2026 Valerie Valentino. All rights reserved. Published by XXX PRESS.

1: Training the Prince

The foxglove leaves dripped water onto Cinderella’s fingertips as she plucked them, her hands steady despite the tremor in the air. Lightning carved the sky into jagged pieces somewhere beyond the trees, but she didn’t flinch, her father had taught her storms were just nature’s way of cleaning its knives.

 

Her blouse clung like a second skin, the wet fabric puckering around her nipples every time she bent to harvest another root. The rain had turned the path to mud hours ago, but she liked the way it sucked at her boots, the way her skirt’s hem darkened with each step. Twelve steps north, then seven east, that’s where the moonflowers grew, their petals slick with something thicker than dew.

 

[image: Image]

 

Hoofbeats shattered the rhythm of the downpour. A stallion, black as a widow’s veil, skidded to a halt just shy of trampling her basket. Its rider—broad-shouldered, his doublet unlaced to reveal a sheen of sweat—swung down with the grace of someone used to being caught where he shouldn’t. She knew who he was at once and knew she needed him, naked and trembling on his hands and knees preferably. “You—” His voice snagged on his own breath. “Are you lost?”

 

Cinderella let her gaze drag up from his mud-spattered boots to the rain tracing his collarbones. The prince’s flush deepened as he realized where her attention lingered. She smiled, slow as honey sliding off a spoon. “Only in the way that matters, my lord.”

 

Cinderella watched the prince's throat bob as he swallowed. A bead of rain slid down his temple, lingered at the corner of his mouth like a dare. She stepped closer, letting her basket swing deliberately between them, foxglove leaves brushing his thigh. "You're hunting the beast of Black Hollow," she murmured. Not a question. His pupils dilated; she tasted his surprise like metal on her tongue.
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The prince's gloved hand twitched toward his sword. "How—"

 

"Your boots." Her fingertip traced the air above his knee where the mud bore tiny, crescent-shaped gashes. "Claw marks. Fresh." She tilted her head, let her blouse gape just enough to watch his gaze fracture. "But you didn't come here for monsters, did you?"

 

Lightning flashed. In that frozen instant, she saw it all—the sweat-darkened hair at his nape, the way his cock strained against wet leather, the tremble he couldn't hide when her skirts whispered against his boots.

 

"Moonflowers grow near the old mill," she lied, pressing her thumb into his palm like she was pressing a secret there. The path she led him down was overgrown, thorns catching at her hem in protest. His breath hitched when she deliberately stepped over a fallen log, letting the mud-slicked fabric hike up to reveal the backs of her thighs.

 

The cottage appeared suddenly—a crumbling silhouette between two lightning-struck oaks. Its thatch roof sagged like a tired mouth, ivy strangling the chimney. "Hitch your stallion there," she murmured, nodding toward a rusted iron ring embedded in the wall. The prince obeyed without question, hands fumbling on the reins. How quickly noblemen forget their own knots when confronted with a woman who doesn’t curtsy.

 

Inside, the air thickened with beeswax and bergamot—a sharp contrast to the decay outside. The fireplace, carved with grinning satyrs, crackled to life as Cinderella struck flint. Shadows shuddered up the walls, revealing tapestries stitched with scenes that made the prince's ears burn: nymphs tangled with satyrs, their embroidered limbs glistening with gold thread where the firelight caught them. The canopy bed dominated the space, its dark velvet drapes tied back with silk handkerchiefs in shades of claret and plum—the exact hue of a bruise at its sweetest point.

 

"Sit." She didn’t glance back as she shrugged off her shawl. The prince’s cloak hit the floor with a wet slap. The couch groaned beneath him, its horsehair stuffing exhaling a century of secrets. Her blouse clung like a lover’s tongue—translucent now, the rain having dissolved any pretense of modesty. Firelight licked the curve of her breasts, the peaked rose of her nipples so clearly outlined he could count the goosebumps rising around them. One strap slid down her shoulder as she knelt to tend the flames, the movement deliberate as a duelist’s feint.

 

"Are you cold?" She smiled at the hearth, knowing full well he was sweating. A log shifted, embers winking like the eyes of some watching beast. The prince’s fingers dug into the couch’s arms—good leather, worn smooth by other restless hands. His throat worked around words that wouldn’t come. Outside, the storm redoubled its efforts, rattling the shutters in time with the pulse visibly throbbing beneath his breeches. Cinderella let the poker clang against the grate just to watch him flinch.

 

The cupboard door whined like a teased lover when she opened it. Inside: neat rows of bottles, their labels handwritten in her looping script—Bittersweet Surrender, Maiden’s Ruin, Widow’s Walk. Her nails clicked against a squat bottle of amber glass. The whiskey inside was the color of old honey, thick enough to coat the tongue. The glasses she chose were cut crystal, their stems long enough to wrap a hand around, their rims kissed with gold leaf. Just like the ones she’d stolen from the Countess’s summer estate last solstice.

 

She poured with her back to him, each glug of liquid loud in the charged silence. Firelight bled through the whiskey, casting liquid shadows across her collarbones. The prince made a sound—half swallow, half whimper—when she turned, both glasses held between her fingers like she was dangling keys before a hound. His gaze snagged on her breasts, the wet fabric translucent enough to show the areolas—pink as dawn, pebbled tight from the storm’s chill or his staring, who could say? A bead of condensation slid down the glass she offered him.

 

"Drink." She clinked her glass against his, the sound sharp as a blade leaving its sheath. "Unless you’d prefer to keep staring like a boy at his first brothel." The whiskey burned going down—smoke and cinnamon and something darker, like the memory of a slap. His eyes watered; hers didn’t. When she licked her lips, his knuckles whitened around the glass. "Tell me, my lord," she murmured, setting her drink aside with exaggerated care, "do they teach you to kneel at that palace of yours? Or must I show you how it’s done?"

 

The prince stiffened, his flush deepening to scarlet. "You overstep—"

 

"Undoubtedly." Cinderella laughed, low and throaty, as her fingers trailed up her own ribs. She cupped her left breast through the soaked fabric, rolling the nipple between thumb and forefinger with practiced ease. The prince’s breath hitched—a wet, wounded sound. "But you’re still here." Her other hand tugged the blouse’s lacing loose; firelight pooled in the hollow between her collarbones. "So tell me, Lucian"—his name dripped like honey from her tongue—"shall I open the door for you? Or will you prove you’re more than just a pretty title?"

 

He moved before he could think—boots scraping the floorboards as he dropped to his knees. His hands hovered over her hips, trembling. "Please." The word cracked open like a walnut.

 

Cinderella smiled down at him, slow and victorious. "Good boy." Her fingers carded through his damp hair—once, twice—before fisting tight enough to make him gasp. "Now strip. Every stitch." When he hesitated, her grip tightened. "Unless you’d rather I do it with my teeth?"

 

The prince’s hands flew to his doublet’s clasps. Silk whispered against skin as layers peeled away—first the embroidered surcoat, then the linen shirt clinging to his chest like a second shadow. His belt hit the floor with a clatter; his breeches followed, pooling around his ankles like a defeated flag. The fire painted him in gold and hunger: the dip of his waist, the dark trail of hair leading to his cock—stiff and leaking, twitching under her gaze.

 

"Again," she commanded. He knelt, bare as the day he was born, his thighs pressed tight to stifle the needy rock of his hips. Cinderella stepped closer, the heat of her body inches from his face. "Wider." Her toe nudged his knees apart—the leather sole still damp from the storm, leaving a cool stripe on his fevered skin. When he obeyed, spreading himself like an offering, she sighed. "Lovely." Her skirts brushed his shoulders as she leaned down, her breath hot against his ear. "Now stay."

 

The prince shuddered, his cock bobbing between his thighs. Sweat pooled in the hollow of his throat. She straightened, circling him as a hawk would wounded prey, her wet blouse clinging to her ribs with every breath. "Hands behind your back," she murmured, trailing a fingertip down his spine. He flinched at the touch—too warm, too sudden—but obeyed immediately, wrists crossing at the small of his back.

 

Cinderella stepped back to survey him. Firelight danced across his collarbones, painted slick trails down his sternum. His shoulders strained beautifully with the effort of keeping still; his forearms flexed against imaginary bonds. No rope, no silk—just his own trembling submission. Delicious. She let the silence stretch until his breathing turned ragged, until his hips jerked in a silent plea.

 

Slow fingers traced the neckline of her blouse. The soaked fabric sagged open, revealing one dusky nipple—pebbled tight from the storm's chill or his desperate stare, who could say? She pinched it just to watch his cock twitch, a fat bead of precome splattering onto the floorboards between his spread thighs. "Pathetic," she murmured, rolling the peak between thumb and forefinger. The prince whimpered, his hips bucking involuntarily. She tutted. "Did I say you could move?"

 

Her other hand skimmed down her belly, fingers slipping beneath her sodden skirt. The petticoats were heavy with rainwater, the layers clinging to her thighs like desperate lovers. She hooked two fingers into the waistband of her drawers—plain linen, gray from too many boiling’s—and dragged them down just enough to reveal the thatch of blonde curls beneath. His breath hitched. A second pearl of precome joined the first on the floor.

 

The scent of her arousal unfurled between them—honey and iron and the forest. She let her middle finger trail through damp folds, sighing as she circled her clit. The prince's nostrils flared. His thighs shook. She crooked her finger inside herself—once, twice—before withdrawing with a filthy, wet sound. His cock jerked, angry-red and weeping.
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