Chapter 4

Getting out of bed, Eliza realized that all her clothes had been taken away, save for the panties that she hadn’t taken off before passing out. She had no doubt that she wasn’t ever going to get them back. Glancing fearfully at the door, she decided to do the only thing she felt comfortable with at the moment: taking a bath, as the letter had instructed.

The jacuzzi was twice the size of an entire normal bathroom, and the bathroom itself was as big as a bedroom. It took the young fox a moment to figure out which buttons to press that would turn on the water. Soon enough, she sat in the corner of the giant tub and waited for the jet-streaming water to rise.

While she soaked her fur in the comfortably hot water, she could only stare blankly at the wall, imagining the frightening life ahead of her.

I can’t do this. I can’t just… be naked everywhere.

Maybe if this island were some kind of sex resort. But I don’t think it is. Nobody mentioned something like this. And there aren’t any naked furs walking around outside. He’s singling me out. Why? Does he just want to humiliate me? Is it for his own amusement?  

Everyone is going to be looking at me.

The young vixen blushed hard, imagining the crowds of people in the streets either averting their eyes, or worse… fixing their gaze hungrily upon her. She knew what males did to their prey. She knew what seeing a young, naked female walking around would do to them – revert them back to the animals they’d spent so many centuries evolving away from. And she knew she was far too frail to fight off the forceful advances of a stranger.

And being underage meant that she would only attract the worst kind of people.

She looked down at herself – her fine blue fur and her white underbelly, which Mother always told her felt like clouds, and her long, bushy tail, now collapsed to a soggy rope in the water. She eyed the places that Mother said to keep hidden: her girl-place, which had only just recently started to bleed every moth, and the nipples upon her flat chest – they were starting to feel different, just barely beginning their growth into adult breasts. There they were, right on her body, with no way to hide them from anyone who wanted to see. She also knew that it was inappropriate for a fur to show their rear-end – every time somebody would accidentally show their butt in a cartoon, they were always mocked and humiliated for it.

She could already feel so much burning shame and embarrassment. She hung her head and pulled her ears over her face, trying to make the thoughts and shudders go away.

She’d never shown her body to anyone before! Mother had taught her well never to show her female places to anyone but her parents and her doctor. She was warned that she could be arrested for showing those parts, or worse – preyed upon. Heeding her mother’s advice, she’d held to this religious modesty all her life. After all, that’s what everyone else did. She’d never seen another naked fur except in pictures, and the awful videos that Lars would watch sometimes on the internet. She’d never seen a naked boy with her bare eyes, and she wanted to keep it that way.

But apparently this Kender person didn’t care.

That’s why he wants me to bathe every morning, Eliza realized, scrubbing her fur with the weird oily substances assigned to her. He wants me to look my best for everyone.

What the fuck. This can’t be really happening. I can’t do this.

She took a long, long bath. She thought that maybe if she stayed in the bathtub forever, she could make time stop so she’d never have to go downstairs without her clothes, and Lord Kender would never come home to see her disobeying his rules. But she remembered one of her mother’s warnings about how she shouldn’t soak her fur for too long, or it would fray everywhere and her skin would wrinkle. So she reluctantly pulled the plug on the jacuzzi tub and reached for the towel to start the long process of fluffing and grooming her fur. 

She groomed herself the way her Mother had taught her. While her fur was still wet, everything needed to be brushed and combed down and back, down and back. Head to toes. All the fur needed to be untangled. The conditioners she used would help it cooperate. To get to the fur on her back, she needed to rub herself against a brushpad, a wall fixture with lots of tiny nubs that acted like a brush. And her tail was the worst – it always puffed up and got very tangled, and it was so sensitive – the slightest tug on a strand of fur would feel like a bee sting. 

Then she washed her face and the back of her ears with a special kind of cream, clipped her claws, brushed her teeth, and applied anti-musk in all the places her body would produce unwanted pheromones, as though she were still a feral. Finally, she carefully styled her hair-tufts and cheek-tufts, and nearly two hours later, she was done. She felt clean, refreshed, and very presentable.

But this was the part where she would cover her body with towels to keep anyone from accidentally seeing her nakedness until she could get to her dresser and put her panties on properly. Except now there wasn’t anything for her to wear. And even wearing the towels was technically breaking the rules…

The shudders came back fast as Eliza stepped out of the bathing room and returned to the extravagant bedroom. It felt so unnatural to feel the cooler air sweep across all of her fur. She already felt like she was doing something against the rules – the rules of her old life, at least. Despite being alone in the bedroom, she already wanted to run and hide herself.

The morning sun still streamed through the windows. The clock said eleven-thirty; brunch would have just ended, and the food would be getting packed up. 

And Eliza was very, very hungry.

She scoured the entire bedroom, searching for some hidden snacks or any sustenance whatsoever, so that she wouldn’t have to go downstairs. But there wasn’t anything in the cabinets except very formal outfits, and there wasn’t anything in the drawers except thick, rugged boy-underwear and socks. The heirloom shelf was locked shut, displaying several shelves of jewel-encrusted seashells, golden goblets, silverware, and an old doll. Nothing to eat there, either. 

And her stomach wouldn’t stop grumbling. 

Oh my god, she told herself. I have no choice. I have to go get something to eat. 

Can I throw something on? The towels? All I have is this pair of panties. Is there even a point to wearing panties if I can’t cover the rest of myself?

Could I wear one of Kender’s outfits? I wouldn’t fit into any of them… 

And besides, what if Kender is down there? What if he sees me wearing clothes? 

Maybe timeout would be better than this… but would it have food?
The meek little fox set her paw on the door handle. Immediately she imagined being seen by a dozen furs on the other side. Holding her breath, she cracked the door open and peered through.

It was the master wing of the mansion, empty as usual. But that didn’t make it any easier to defeat the giant mental barrier preventing her from stepping outside.

Too bad housecleaning isn’t up here, Eliza thought. I could ask them to go get me something to eat.

Hey, wouldn’t a rich guy have something like that? Something to call the butlers with?

She spotted, not too far from the door, a golden chain with a bell on it. The chain was hooked around a pulley and extended downward into a tiny hole in the wall.

She gave it a few hard yanks, softly ringing the bell. She imagined – rather, hoped – that there was another bell dangling in some room downstairs that rang along with it.

But nothing happened. She waited for ten whole minutes, hoping the butler was on his way, or room service, or whatever it was. But nobody ever came up the stairs. Then she tried again to find the courage to walk naked into the hallway, but that never came either.

This is so wrong… all of this is so wrong…!

Her tummy was demanding she do something, but her brain had tied rocks to her feet. She paced back and forth in front of the door, fretting with her tail as she liked to do when she was anxious. She noticed how it was getting nice and puffy again, and it soothed her to stroke with her paws.
…Wait a minute…
A sudden idea – Eliza pulled her tail awkwardly up between her legs. She felt a bit of a kinking at the base, like trying to bend a finger backwards a little bit, but it worked perfectly! She hugged her bushy blue-and-white tail close, as though it were a good friend who’d come to save her. Her girl-parts were completely covered, and so were her nipples. That meant only her tushy would be exposed, but she hoped that maybe she wouldn’t have to show it to anyone if she could keep her body faced in the right direction.

Knowing it was as good as things were going to get, the naked little vixen pushed the door opened, peered out into the still-empty hallway, and took her first few footsteps from the master bedroom. The door startled her when it drifted closed behind her.
She squeezed her tail for security, taking step after shaky step down the hallway. More than ever before, she felt the gazes of the stupid portraits which flanked her on both sides. Their proud and professional glares seemed to have a sinister gleam to them today, as though they were all very much enjoying the view.

If I can’t even be comfortable in front of old dead furs, gods… I can only imagine what this will be like in front of real people…, she thought.

With half the hallway behind her, the smell of food was unmistakable. The closer she drew to the grand staircase, the stronger it got, beckoning to her inner animal. She nearly wanted to let go of her tail just so she could sprint down to the dining room…
Maybe this isn’t so bad, Eliza began thinking, waddling as fast as possible while keeping her body covered. Maybe this isn’t the first time Mr. Kender has done this to someone. Greston said he had other pets before. So maybe the staff here is used to seeing little cubs running around naked? Maybe I don’t have anything to be afraid of. If this is going to be my life now, I might as well get used to it, right?

That food is mine, damn it. I’m entitled to it. Mr. Kender said so! He said I can have whatever I want. Being naked doesn’t change any of that.

I hope this isn’t just my stomach talking…

Her stomach gave one last painful growl, and the antsy dizziness was setting in. Her growing body demanded sustenance. So she dropped her tail and hurried fast down the stairs with her body plainly revealed, drinking in the scent of buttered bread and raspberry jam, hoping to convince herself that everything was normal…
Drawing near the banquet hall, she fought the urge to panic as so many housekeepers entered her vision. None of them saw her; they were all too busy cleaning up after brunch, but Eliza knew this could change in an instant. Someone could glimpse at her, and…

No use thinking too hard about it now. This was it. Time to eat.
The vixen bit her tongue and entered the banquet hall. She hurried to the middle of the table where the dishes hadn’t yet been cleared. Avoiding the housekeeping felt like trying to cross a highway without getting hit by a car.
When she noticed a little old squirrel, she decided to approach, seeking refuge in the familiarity.

“Ms. Holloway!” she called. “Good morning! Got anything left for me to eat?”

The old gray squirrel recognized the voice, but when she turned to look… she dropped the plates she was carrying, and the entire room resounded with the shattering sound. 

There was a painful silent moment as the murmuring of the entire room stopped, and Eliza felt like all eyes were on her. 

This… was a huge mistake, she realized. 

For a moment, the mortified girl reached at her tail again, hoping to cover herself and run, but she couldn’t quite grasp it from between her legs. So she settled for covering her crotch with her paws…
“Lady Eliza!” gasped Ms. Holloway, glancing for only a moment at the thousand pieces of ceramic at her feet, but deciding the naked little girl was a higher priority. “Why! You’ve forgotten to dress yourself?!”

Eliza was only frozen in dread, and could barely speak over the burning of her cheeks. “I uh… I just wanted—”
“Quickly!! Under the table!” said the kind old housemaid, shoving her down and beneath the flaps of the tablecloth. 

She dove for cover, trying not to land on any of the broken plate shards all around her. She yelped as she felt a sharp chunk cut into her knee, and another one into the palm of her paw. After quickly situating herself, she found a small bleeding slash on her paw.

No bandages… she remembered to her utter despair, and began to lap at the small wound with her tongue until it felt better.

“Oh, dearie! What are you doing out of your room without your clothes?!” cried Ms. Holloway in abject shock, lifting the tablecloth to peer inside. Eliza sat with her knees to her chest, covering herself as best as she could.

“I’m hungry…” Eliza only begged. “Please… just give me something from the table… I’m so hungry…”

The squirrel sighed, and a few moments later, held a muffin in front of the little girl. Eliza snatched it and nearly devoured it whole.

“Next time, please do remember to get dressed before coming to brunch!” shouted the lady. “It’s more than quite important!”
A broom reached for Eliza’s feet and swept away some of the sharp little shards. “But… I can’t, Ms. Holloway…”

“Can’t what? Oh, did Lord Kender forget to set out your dress? If you were so desperate for food, dearie, just use a towel from the bathroom…

“No, it’s not that I can’t, it’s that I’m, uh… not allowed to…”

The broom retracted and was replaced by the squirrel’s face again, with a very confused look.

“Whatever do you mean?” she asked oddly.

Before Eliza could say anything else, a strong hand reached under the table and pulled her by the wrist, making her drop the last chunk of muffin she was holding. She saw that the hand belonged to Mr. Greston, and the first thing he did was to remove his suit coat and drape it snugly over Eliza’s body.

“What is your meaning, young lady?” demanded the butler, leading her away as the crowd of houseworkers gave her appalled and confused looks.
Eliza didn’t know whether to panic from having her body covered by the coat. “Is uh, is Lord Kender around today?” she quickly asked.

“You’re damn lucky he is not, young miss,” said the frustrated badger, dragging her along. “He has no tolerance for indecency. There are strict rules about it. I cannot have imagined what sort of punishment he has in mind for something like that. Pray that you never find out.”

“Mr. Greston…” the flustered Eliza tried, “Listen to me… Mr. Kender told me to do this.”

“Told you to what, run around naked in the ballroom?”

“…Yes!”

Eliza felt the clutch tighten upon her wrist. The badger kneeled down to look her right in the eyes.

“I’m afraid I do not believe you. You must’ve dreamt about it.”

“No, I swear he did,” Eliza begged, shaking her head hard. “I can prove it!”

“…Oh, can you?” said Greson dryly, standing back up. “I’d like to see you try.”

“Come back to the bedroom with me, Mr. Greston,” Eliza pleaded. “Please. I’ll show you what he said.”

* * *

“…Interesting.”

The butler hummed thoughtfully as he scanned the written note, reading it several times over. Eliza sat on the bed, holding the donated suit jacket tightly around her.

“…I will not lie, this is a side of Master’s which is utterly new to me,” he said plainly. “This is something he’s never done with any of his pets before.”

“…What happened to the other pets, if I can ask that?” said the fearful vixen.

“Deported,” was his answer. “They… ended their partnership with Master Kender and were returned to their land of origin, I can only presume. But it seems Master has very different plans for you, young miss… He’s been speaking to me as though he intends to keep you forever, whether or not you want it.”

She gulped hard and squeezed the coat harder, as though deeply ashamed of letting even this one male see her body.

“I do not know what he means to accomplish by this,” grumbled Mr. Greston, folding the note and putting it back on the nightstand. “As you are… very underaged… I cannot imagine many of us will look at you with a clear conscience, or at least one that admits they like what they see.”

“…Did you?” Eliza blurted.

The badger turned and gave her the weirdest look. She didn’t even know why she’d asked that. Maybe she wanted to know something more about Mr. Greston.
“I find that I have difficulty answering such a question,” said the butler firmly, almost resentfully, “as it seems I’m only given the choice between offending your pride, or admitting to pedophilia. So I believe I should plead silence on the matter.”

“I mean… did I look okay?” she quickly said. “How was my grooming? I had to take a bath and do all of my own grooming, so if everyone has to… see me all day…?”

“You looked fine,” said the butler, turning away again. “Beautiful, even. A gorgeous young girl who clearly knows how to pretty herself. I am only afraid you will look a bit too beautiful to the onlooking eye. Not to mention Master Kender himself…”

He made a point of looking in the other direction as Eliza gave back the black jacket, and began heading for the door. “I will say, however, I am willing to help you in this matter. Consider me someone you can trust, if you will. I will not stand in the way of Master’s intentions for you, however nefarious they prove to be. It is not my place. But I will see what I can do to make your life easier, given these… circumstances. I would suggest remaining here for the day’s remainder, and meeting with the Master yourself. In the meantime… I will bring you dinner when it comes time.”

“Thank you, Mr. Greston,” meekly said Eliza. 

“Call me Jacob, if you would like,” said the butler.

Watching him about to leave the room, Eliza suddenly cried, “Wait…! I have a question… What’s that chain over there? What’s it do?”

The badger eyed the little golden chain that Eliza had tried using earlier. “Oh, that? That’s been decommissioned for over ten years,” he said. “I’m afraid it’s only there for… historical purposes.”

“Do you think you could make it work again?” she wondered.

Mr. Greston gave a sly smile. “Perhaps,” he only said, before leaving Eliza to herself.

* * *

The rest of the day was agonizingly slow. Eliza couldn’t do anything but pace around the room, exploring everything three times. The boxes under the bed, the four closets, the bathroom which was still in slight disarray from her morning bath… And a velvety, cushioned bed so large that it could have accommodated a hippo. 
Mr. Greston brought her room service, as promised, and she ate a decent dinner of veggie casserole. But it wasn’t nearly enough to calm her stomach about the thought of Master Kender coming home to meet with her for the first time.

That great red wolf… he wanted to see her naked at first glance. 

She imagined it in dreaded detail. He’d walk into the room, see her young little body sprawled out on the bed, just waiting for him…

She’d hoped to feel like a pet, or like a daughter. Those were things she could deal with. She could play the part.

But now, why did she feel so much like prey for this wolf?

It struck Eliza hard that she had nothing of her own. Nothing at all. No family. No possessions. Not even clothes. Mr. Greston had even taken away her panties, the very last thing remaining from her old life. She had nothing but her body to call her own.
She had no freedom. At least the kind of freedom that mattered. She couldn’t leave the island. She couldn’t be out at night. She had to be awake and asleep at the same time every day. She could have whatever food or playthings she wanted… but that was feeling kind of hollow at this point.

She couldn’t even talk with him. She couldn’t voice her opinions or reservations about anything. She couldn’t ask questions. She just had to bark like a dog, or something.
Worse yet, she had no privacy. No dignity. For some reason, he’d taken those away too. For his sick and twisted amusement, she imagined. It was still hard to believe that every fur she’d ever meet, possibly for the rest of her life, would never see her with clothes on.

As she watched the hands of the clock slowly and painfully make their rounds through the hours, Eliza could only wonder… what else was he going to take away?

She realized how lonely and afraid she had become. She almost yearned for Kender’s company… it was something at least. It was some comforting to know that somebody desired her presence.
But at quarter-till-ten, the door handle rattled, and Eliza panicked out of her daydream. She knew this had to be him.

She sat herself at the far side of the bed and draped the bedsheets over herself just as a clawed, red paw opened the bedroom door.
