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The Online Goddess Is His Floor Slave (The Training Kennel Files, #14)

Further Reading: The Lactating Slut's Weekend


The last sliver of afternoon light was already thinning across the far wall when Lillian sat down in front of the laptop. She had timed it that way on purpose. If the call started too early, her mother would find new reasons to keep talking. If it started too late, the worry would come in sharper, more accusing. Four-thirty was the compromise she had learned to live with.

The little green camera light blinked on. Her mother’s face filled the screen, close enough that Lillian could see the faint crease that appeared between her brows whenever she was trying not to sound like she was checking up.

“How have you been lately, Lillian?”

It was the same question she always asked, and it always arrived with that same tightness around the mouth, as if the words themselves were a small apology for existing. Lillian smiled the way she had practiced since she first moved out: easy, unhurried, the smile of a girl who had nothing to hide and nowhere she needed to be.

“Mom. You’ve asked me that four times this week.”

“I know.” A small, self-conscious laugh. “I just—you’re not in the dorms. I keep thinking about you in that place by yourself. I miss you.”

The room behind Lillian was carefully arranged for this exact angle. The bed was made. The laundry hamper was out of frame. The closet door was shut. Nothing on the desk except a closed notebook and a mug that still held the last inch of cold coffee. She had learned, over months of these calls, which objects told the story of a responsible daughter and which ones did not.

She glanced at the analog clock on the wall without moving her head enough for the camera to catch it. Six minutes already. Her mother was winding up. Lillian could feel it in the way the older woman’s shoulders had started to lift, the way her voice had softened into that particular register that meant a lecture was coming, disguised as concern.

“I’m fine. Really. Classes are fine. The apartment is fine.”

“It’s getting colder. You need to—”

“Mom.” Lillian let a little laugh into it, the fond, slightly impatient sound of a daughter who still loved being fussed over and also needed the call to end. “I have to go. I’m tired. If anything comes up I’ll call you tomorrow night. I promise I’m taking care of myself.”

Her mother’s mouth opened again. Lillian watched the words form and then, before they could land, she ended the call.

The screen went dark.

For a second she sat very still, hands flat on the desk, listening to the apartment settle around her. The refrigerator hummed. A pipe ticked once in the wall. Somewhere two floors down a door closed hard enough to send a faint vibration through the floorboards. She let out a breath she hadn’t noticed she was holding and felt her shoulders drop by a fraction of an inch.

“Finally,” she murmured, and the word had no heat in it. Just the leftover tightness of having performed being good.

She opened the browser the way another person might unlock a diary.

The login was muscle memory. Username. Password. The little pause while the site decided she was allowed back in. Then the dashboard bloomed across the screen: the familiar grid of her own images, the comment counts stacked underneath them like small, restless cities. Tens of comments on some. Hundreds on others. The follower number in the corner had climbed again. Over ten thousand now. She still felt a brief, private flicker of disbelief when she saw it. Ten thousand people who had decided her body was worth coming back for.

She had promised something today. A personalized thank-you. One subscriber in particular, someone who had been there early and stayed. She scrolled until she found the username, then pulled a blank slip of paper from the drawer and copied it out in careful, even handwriting. The letters came out neat. The kind that still looked like it belonged on the first page of an exam booklet.

She looked at the paper for a moment, then set it on the desk and stood.

The room changed when she stood. It always did. Sitting at the desk she was still, faintly, the girl from the video call. Upright, clothed, framed. On her feet she was just a body in a space that belonged only to her.

She unbuttoned her shirt without hurry. The fabric slid off her shoulders and she let it fall over the back of the chair. Underneath, the bra was the one she wore when she already knew where the evening was going: pale, thin-strapped, doing the work of containing more than it could honestly hide. She felt the cool air of the room find the newly uncovered skin of her stomach and the upper swell of her breasts. Her nipples tightened against the cups, a small, involuntary answer to temperature and anticipation both.

She was twenty, and the camera liked the lie of her proportions: a narrow throat, a face that took light easily, a body that did not. She had stopped pretending the contrast was accidental. It changed how she was looked at. It changed what the people on the other side of the screen came for. She did not need the word for it. She only needed to stand still and let the frame do the rest.

The closet door opened with a familiar little sigh of hinges. Inside, the hangers were crowded with things she would never have worn to class: short robes that did not close, slip dresses the color of candy, pieces of lace that were more suggestion than garment. The drawer below was worse, or better, depending on who was asking. Stockings still in their packaging. Sets she had ordered late at night and opened like contraband.

She took down a pink set she had used before. Soft, a little cheap in the nicest way, the kind of fabric that looked innocent until it wasn’t. She stepped into the bottoms and left the top unfastened, the edges falling open so that the bra and the pale strip of her stomach stayed visible. The paper with the username she held against her chest, just under the notch of her throat, the letters sitting on the curve of her cleavage like a caption she had written onto her own skin.

The phone was already waiting on the tripod at the foot of the bed. She had angled it earlier, before the call, in the small window of time when she still told herself she might not do this tonight. She sat on the edge of the mattress, adjusted the fall of the robe with two fingers, and looked toward the lens.

The smile she gave it was not the one she had given her mother. It was smaller. Private. A little crooked at one corner, as if she and the camera had already agreed on the joke.

The shutter sound was tiny in the quiet room.

She checked the image. The paper was legible. The robe had slipped a fraction further than she intended, which was better than she intended. Her face, unblurred in the preview, looked flushed in a way that had nothing to do with the heating.

She did not put the clothes back on.

Instead she hooked her thumbs in the waistband of the panties and worked them down, lifting her hips off the mattress, feeling the elastic drag along her thighs and then leave her entirely. The air in the room was not cold, but it felt colder now against skin that had been covered all day. She was already a little wet. Not urgently. Just enough that when she sat again she could feel it, a faint slickness that made her shift her weight without meaning to.

She took the slip of paper and laid it over herself, low, where the panties had been. It was only a piece of paper. It could not cover much. It hid the split of her and left everything around it exposed: the bare mound, the faint shadow where the hair had been kept short and neat, the soft inner faces of her thighs. The high resolution of the phone would do the rest. It always did. It would find the texture of her skin, the slight sheen, the suggestion of what the paper was failing to conceal.

She looked at the lens again. This time she did not quite smile. Her mouth was parted. Her breathing had gone shallower, not from nerves exactly, but from the particular concentration of being seen on purpose.

Another click.

She sat with the phone in her hands afterward and went through both frames the way she always did, the way a person proofreads something they cannot afford to get wrong. Face first. She applied the blur until her features became an anonymous softness, the way the site required, the way she required of herself if she was going to sleep later. Then the rest. Nothing in the shot violated the rules. Everything in the shot did the other kind of work, the kind the rules were written around.

She uploaded.

The caption she wrote was easy, almost cheerful, the voice of a girl thanking someone for showing up:

Tagged him. Thank you for being here from the beginning. If this hits ten thousand likes I’ll post more.

She pinned it.

She set the phone down on the duvet and watched the first comments arrive the way other people watched weather.

They came fast.

Want to put my mouth on that. Take the paper off. Name a price. Fuck, look at her. Please. Please just move it.

She read them without answering. Her pulse had climbed into her throat. On the screen the like count ticked upward in little jumps, then smoother ones, then a climb that started to feel like a physical sensation in the room, as if the attention itself had temperature.

Five minutes. A dozen comments, then more. The number in the corner kept moving.

When it crossed five hundred she picked the phone up again. Her fingers left a faint smudge on the glass. She could still feel the ghost of the paper against her, the slight roughness of it, the way sitting bare on the edge of the bed
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