Chapter 5
For a moment, Eliza felt like she was back at home, like she was hiding from her dad and watching videos on her phone when it was long past her bedtime. Some part of her mind even said, “Shit, if he catches me, I’ll be so grounded.”

But she couldn’t keep herself convinced. This was so different. She was about to be locked in a room with a strange male she’d never met before, who probably intended to do things far worse than grounding her. 

She held the sheets over her head like a nun’s habit and shuddered. He was in the room now. She heard the door shut. His footsteps paced, probably to the closet. The footsteps blended together with the sound of her own heart pounding in her folded-back ears.

And then she realized she smelled him, too. The scent of the room changed. Before, there were several distinct smells – the vague scent of dust upon fabric, the scent of linens and the detergent they’d been washed with, and something like shoe polish… and a hint of the feral ducks whose feathers fluffed the pillows… 
Now there was something else, something she realized had always mingled in with the rest of the scents, and had just grown stronger. It wasn’t exactly musky, or beer-smelling like her father. It was something like oakwood and bread and a little salt mixed together. Though it was difficult to tell why, she knew this scent was unmistakably wolf. 

She knew the wolf was probably smelling fox right now. 
He didn’t say a word, he just kept moving about the room. Back and forth. Is he pretending to ignore me? wondered Eliza in fear. Or does he actually not realize I’m here? It’s gotten pretty dark in the room… maybe I’m hidden in the shadows.
The small opaque skylights had darkened a lot. Eliza realized that she hadn’t seen a singular lightbulb in the entire mansion. No electricity, just like Mr. Greston had said. Just windows, skylights, and some kind of magical light that they must have put in the chandeliers.  

Eliza suddenly smelled something sharp. Ashen and burning. Judging by the new orange glow that filled the room, obviously a candle had just been lit. Then another one, this one close enough that she could hear the matchstick.

Then there was silence.

In that final moment of silence, Eliza put her hands in her lap to cover her privates, then tried to calm down. Still a chance he can be a nice male, was her final desperate thought. I’m going to be living here forever. I can’t hate him. I need to get along with him if I’m going to be here all my life. So maybe I should stop being so afraid? I might… I might like him. Maybe if he has sex with me, maybe I’ll like that too? I mean… I really, really hope he doesn’t. But sex is supposed to feel good, isn’t it? So how bad can it be?
Maybe I’ll just go with it. Yeah… I’ll be the Eliza he wants, and he’ll like me, and we’ll get along, and he won’t do anything to hurt me. That’s the way it’s going to be. He’ll be the perfect father to me. I don’t need to be afraid of it. I don’t –

Her thoughts halted when she felt a paw touch her on the shoulder. Her breath caught and every muscle in her body went stiff.
Then there was a paw on her other shoulder. Eliza breathed deep. There was no use hiding anymore. The wolf would have his way.

The two claws gently slid the bedsheets down from her back until her head was exposed. They eased the covers down from her shoulders like a bathrobe, exposing the bare fur of her back. She felt the covers slump down around her waist and on her tail.

Eliza slowly turned her head and looked back over her shoulder.

In the flickering candlelight which came from the nightstand, Eliza beheld, admittedly, a very handsome wolf standing over her. He was shirtless, exposing the short, white fur upon his underbelly. He was not particularly muscular, but he had a nicely-defined chest which reminded Eliza of the boys in gym class. Otherwise, he still wore full business attire, including dark gray suit pants and a belt with an expensive golden emblem on the buckle. 
The wolf had a warm, pleased smile on his face. A face of kindness. Eliza felt slightly disarmed, forgetting for a moment that she was letting a male see her naked for the first time. She kept her hands firmly where they were.
“Good evening,” he said warmly. “Nice to finally meet you.”

Eliza nodded. She wondered if Kender could actually see any of her girl-parts from where he stood.
“I’ve had a long day of work, Eliza,” he sighed, rubbing her bare shoulder. “I need to wind down a bit. I’d like to invite you for a bath.”
I just had a bath this morning, Eliza wanted to say. I don’t think I can really get any cleaner. But she followed Kender’s rules and just nodded again.

“Come on, then. Don’t be afraid,” he said, drawing near to her. “I think this will be a good chance to get to know one another.”

Get to know one another? She echoed in the silence of her mind, giving Kender nothing but a confused look. You told me not to speak. It’s only going to be me getting to know you, and not the other way around.

The wolf swept Eliza into his arms, forcing the naked girl to leave the bedsheets behind. She clung tightly to the warmth of his chest, wanting to hide her body for precious last moments, as he carried her back into the bathroom where she’d spent most of the morning. There were some candles lit in here, too, scented like honeysuckle flowers. She knew Kender must have just lit these. But she couldn’t see much of the room as she kept herself buried and hidden against his fur.

And then he set her down on one of the shallow steps of the jacuzzi. While he calmly walked around to the other side with the knobs that turned on the water, Eliza swept her tail into her arms and hugged it tightly so it covered her private parts. Is this thing electric? She wondered idly. How does it make water jets without electricity? Is it magic? Or does Kender cheat sometimes? I bet he cheats. Mr. Greston said there are some electric things on the island if you look hard enough. Maybe this is one of them?
The water started bubbling up around Eliza’s toes. Kender stood up and looked back at Eliza with a knowing gleam in his eye at seeing the way she held her tail. “I suppose it’s okay to still be afraid, my vixen,” he said with a soft smile. “Your life has just been changed. You’re surrounded by new people you don’t know. I would be afraid, too, if I were in your place.”

As the water rose to Eliza’s lap, the hair on her tail began to collapse. She slumped lower, hoping to hide her private parts under the bubbles. 
She looked over to the wolf to see if he was staring at her, but he was busy undressing himself, removing his black-leather shoes and socks. Then he unbuckled his belt, and Eliza averted her eyes fast, burying them into what was left of her tail-fluff. I don’t want to see a guy’s dick for the first time, she thought in horror. Please, not now.

She stayed like that for a while, even after the water rose up to her neck and the tap was turned off.
“Eliza, it’s alright, you can look,” said his comforting voice after a minute. “You won’t see anything. I promise.”
She squinted and peered around the side of her tail to see that Kender was now immersed up to his shoulders, with the rest of his body undiscernible beneath the water’s translucence. She sighed hard and finally let go of her tail, letting it soak in the water. 
For a long silent moment, she only held tight to the stair-step that she sat on, and stared at her new master. And her master smiled back with a grin of deep relaxation. The bubbles on the water’s surface kind of glowed like lava in the candlelight. 
“Feels nice, doesn’t it?” he finally said. 

Eliza gave a simple nod. Yes, the water felt quite nice.

“I’ve always loved baths,” he said whimsically as he stared at the ceiling. “I’ve loved them ever since my mother would bathe me at night. When she wanted me to start showering, I refused. It’s over too fast. It makes you feel too much like a busybody. But a bath gives you time to… get to know yourself.”
Eliza noticed that Kender didn’t bother bringing the fur-shampoos from the other end of the room, as though he wasn’t intending to wash himself at all.

“I’d take a bath every day if I could,” he continued. “That’s why I had this thing installed about… five years ago, I think it was? Before then, all I had was the pool out back, or the beach I suppose, but it’s all too much walking. Especially after the worst days. Today for instance, I spent all day with a bitchy lioness from an advertising agency trying to force me into an awful investment. There was nothing in it for me, but god was she adamant. No way in hell I’d have the energy to walk all the way to the pool after a day like this. I couldn’t wait to get off the plane and just… Do nothing. Settle down and come here. Meet you.”
The wolf swept back his mane-tuft with a handful of water. “I swear, Eliza. The furs of this world have gotten so obsessed with money. It’s become a competition to see who can take over more of the world. They forget that money and power is supposed to have a purpose in the first place. We’re supposed to live our lives to the fullest. Wouldn’t you agree?”

Says the wolf whose father gave him a hundred billion klawmarcs just for being his son, Eliza thought silently, giving a nod of empty agreement. Easy for you to talk about money when you’ve never gone hungry a day in your life. Hey, how about we get to the part where you explain why I have to be naked all the time?
“As you will get to know me, you’ll find that I’m all about the natural,” he said. “I think we’ve all deviated too far from our primal origins. And granted, it’s given us great things like… computers, modern medicine, ways to fly across the oceans… but I think it’s come at too great of a cost. When you look out the window and see a feral squirrel or seagull… they sure as hell don’t know what stock markets are, or advertising revenue, or lobbyists, or wills and taxes and all the bullshit politics of elections or inheritance… but they know what happiness is.”
Kender sat up straighter, revealing more of his chest above the water line. “You are very beautiful, you know,” he said in a lower voice and a nod of his head. “Striking from the moment I first watched you.”

Eliza had to bite her tongue to keep herself from reflexively saying “thank you” as she always did when an adult gave her a complement. But besides that, she found it really weird how, while half of her mind was sickened at this guy being such a creep, the other half of her heart couldn’t help but feel stirred from the complements of such a handsome, upstanding male, who was so rich and spoke only kind words and…
What the fuck… no. thought Eliza, disgusted with herself. She dug her claws into her belly. I can’t like this guy. This guy kidnapped me… He’s just a sicko…

But I am stuck here forever, thought the other half. Might as well grow to like him. He seems easy to get along with.

But the darkest fears of her heart only blared, But I’M THIRTEEN AND I’M STUCK IN A BATHTUB WITH HIM AND HE’S PROBABLY GOING TO RAPE ME… Not to mention all the OTHER males who will probably rape me once they see me running around naked everywhere…

The wolf shifted his body, as though he were going to move closer to her. She edged in the other direction. “What I want, Eliza, is to bring out your true beauty,” he said. “I want to help you become the vixen that nature has always meant for you to be. It will hurt a bit, and it will be difficult and take some time. But once you have shed away all of the things this damn world of ours has forced into you since the day you were born… once you’re free of it all… you will be so alluring, not just in body, but all the way down to your heart and soul. The kind of beauty that the world has forgotten about. And I want to see that beauty every day when I come home. I want it to accompany me around this island. And I want to show it to the rest of my servants here, too. That’s what I’ve always wanted from a pet of mine.”

What is this hippie shit? Eliza thought as he watched him shift his body again. She cringed. He was definitely going to do something and she didn’t like it.

“Because once this is all over and done, I’d like to die knowing that I helped one little fox live her life to the absolute fullest,” he added.

Instead of shifting toward her, Kender righted his body and waded into the middle of the tub, blocking all of Eliza’s escapes. And getting out of the tub just meant he would finally see her naked body with nothing in the way. Her eyes went wide as she realized there was nothing else she could do.

“But enough about me,” said Kender, as though just dismissing all the crazy stuff he’d just rambled about. “Why not tell me about yourself?”

Purely out of nervousness, Eliza almost spoke her reply. “W—” is all that came out before Kender lifted his finger to his mouth. 
“Shhh…” he said with a wry smile. “No… don’t use words. Tell me in other ways.”
And as Eliza was trying to work out the meaning of his request, Kender swept forward to close the distance between them and locked her in a kiss.

Her first real kiss with a boy. It should have been at a prom or something. But it turned out to be in a dark candlelit bathtub with a multibillionaire over twice her age. And it was not consensual. 

Panic was her first reaction. She twitched and wiggled and tried to push the male away, but he was so much stronger than her and held her firm. She tried to yell, but it was only muffled and gagged by his thick, rugged tongue which nearly seemed like it wanted to squirm its way down her throat – her cries came out only as a long, shrill hum. She had to breathe through her nose just to keep from suffocating.
It was so wrong. So forceful and so wrong. And he was touching her everywhere. Nothing was private anymore. His hand slid down her side and cupped her rump, pressing her waist against his body. He molested the base of her tail. His other hand slid beneath her arm and held tight tightly to her back. Squirming did nothing. She couldn’t bite his tongue because he kept her mouth held open. She pushed and thrashed with her free arm, but nothing moved. She felt something lumpy pressing against her belly beneath the water, and somehow she knew it was his dick.

His kiss was vigorous and passionate. He suckled deep and hard to her mouth as though he were a starving predator devouring fresh prey; Eliza felt like she was being eaten alive starting with her tongue. His hands shifted positions constantly, always pressing harder against her naked wet fur. She felt his claws poking at her back and felt it sting a little. She felt as his paws pressed so hard, as though trying to merge her whole body into his. And she could do nothing to stop him. She struggled and writhed so hard but nothing worked. And it was hard to tell over the splashing of the water, but she thought she could hear him growling.
The panic passed when Eliza had drained all her energy trying to fight. Kender was still not done with her by the time she lost the will to protest. There was nothing left for her to do but shut up, go limp, and let it happen. She wondered if she could distract herself with a daydream and wait until the moment passed. Maybe, she hoped, she could forget about how violated she felt. 
But when Eliza calmed down, so did he.

What was moments ago a savage attack by a predator had turned into something tender and slow. The wolf was no longer tearing open his fresh prey, but savoring a delicacy. The claws no longer pinched her back. The paws no longer pressed so hard. His tongue now caressed hers, instead of trying to strangle it. 

“Mmmmmnnnn,” went the deep sounds from Kender’s throat, again and again. As though telling her how delicious she was. She tasted him back; His breath was thick and spicy somehow. Her nose inhaled that thick oakwood-like scent from his wet fur. 

He never stopped touching her. His claws gently traced her shoulders. His hands massaged her back, his fingers combing through her fur. She felt him stroke her head and play with her ears. She felt his hands cupping around her rump so many times.

And for strange, brief glimpses of moments, Eliza felt safe and secure in his powerful arms.
When Kender finally parted with her, the two stared into one another’s eyes, each still gleaming in the firelight. 
Eliza didn’t know what to think or to feel. She couldn’t escape the shock. She couldn’t think. She couldn’t remember what she was supposed to feel about Kender; it was like everything before had all been a different lifetime. She trembled in relief and simply stared into his eyes. She took one breath after another.

And the wolf, he looked deeply happy. His eyes sparked with thrill and satisfaction. His joy was almost contagious, but not enough to overpower the numbness Eliza felt inside.
“You’ve just told me everything I wanted to know about you,” he breathed. “More than you could have ever said with words.”
He turned and waded back across the tub to drain the water, leaving Eliza still staring at the place he’d just stood, breathing each breath like her life depended on it.

“I think you’re going to do well here,” said Kender from the other side of the tub. “Ah… after all this time… I think I’ve finally found the one I’ve always wanted.”
