Chapter 6

While Kender’s back was turned, Eliza bolted out of the tub and out the door, her soaking-wet fur leaving a wet trail on the carpet the whole way.

She didn’t even know why she was running, or what she hoped to accomplish. She just wanted to run away from all the shock and confusion she just experienced. This male who’d kissed her without permission, acting as though he owned her like a pet. The fear of letting him see her full, uncovered body, and the fear of what he’d do with it. Weirdly, Eliza felt like she was more frightened of seeing the wolf naked than being seen herself. Dicks were the grossest thing in the world and she had no desire to see one in person.

She was hit hard by the chill of the air against her wet fur and skin, and immediately her teeth chattered. She didn’t know where to run. She wasn’t going to bolt for the door and run naked through the halls of the mansion, even if most of the staff was asleep. There weren’t any easy places to hide except for the obvious closets. There wasn’t enough space under the bed. 
And damn it was cold. She dropped to her fours and shook her body like a feral dog, showering droplets of bathwater on everything in the room. That only helped for a second, before the cold kicked back in. She needed to cover her body with something or she would chatter her teeth off.
There was really only one place she could have gone. Still wet as a wrung-out mop, Eliza dove beneath the covers of the bed and cocooned herself up. Immediately she felt the thick comforter and bedsheets absorbing all her fur’s moisture.
To her surprise (and also to her endless dread), Kender didn’t seem in such a hurry to come to bed. Eliza hid under the bedsheets for what felt like half an hour, with only her nose poked out into the open to help her breathe. She waited for his smell, or for the feel of his footsteps, or his voice calling her name, but nothing happened for a long while.
Eliza was just beginning to realize just how much she hated not being able to talk. There was so much she wanted to say, so many demands for answers, so many objections to voice, so many things she wanted to just have the chance to beg of Kender… but as per his rules, she held it all in. She had half a mind just to say it all anyway and accept whatever consequences there would be, but she had a feeling Kender would just send her to time-out when he was done spending the night tormenting her, and she wouldn’t get out of anything.

Maybe he fell asleep in the bathtub, Eliza thought. God I hope so.

He’s going to rape me. I just know it. Why else would he want me to sleep in his bed with no clothes on? God fucking damn it, I hope he just wants to cuddle with me. I can handle cuddling. 

Would he really fuck a cub? Not even my dad ever sunk that low.

I’m scared.

I just need to do what he wants. Just do what he wants. That’s all you have to do. Be the Eliza he wants. Make him happy and it’ll be over as soon as possible. 

“Sorry to keep you,” said Kender from across the room. “Whenever there’s time, I don’t like using towels. Prefer to just let the air dry me off. Wish you could’ve joined me.”

And then he pulled the covers right off of Eliza’s body, revealing her cowering, scrunched-up body. Her fur had dried quite a lot, and was near-perfectly soft again, although she still laid in a giant damp circle on the bedsheets below her. Instinctually, she ducked her tail to cover herself from behind.
 “Are you going to be alright?” he chuckled kindly.
Eliza slowly shook her head. She didn’t have the energy to respond any other way. Glimpsing at him, Eliza saw that the wolf was wearing nothing but a bath towel around his waist. 

“It’s okay to feel humiliated,” he said comfortingly. “It’s natural. It only makes you all the more beautiful. So don’t ever think you need to hold back any of your shame. I want to see it all.”

It makes me… what?! 

You said you wanted to bring out my inner beauty but…

Oh. Oh god.

She closed her eyes tightly just in time to hear the distinct sound of the towel hitting the floor. She felt the bed tilt as the wolf climbed in next to her. She felt his warmth before she felt his touch. She blushed so hard it nearly sizzled the moisture off her cheeks. She whimpered and closed her eyes, trying to pretend she wasn’t there.
And just like that, Eliza felt the wolf’s naked body cuddling around hers. She felt his breath on her ears, and his paw resting upon her waistline. It was actually happening.
She felt the pleased hum from his chest and knew what it meant. He was enjoying the sight of his prey. His young, helpless prey. She felt so vulnerable, and so small. She knew that nothing was left to protect her from any of Kender’s deepest whims. She let out a long, agonized whine of despair, like a prayer to Kender, hoping that he’d understand.
He whispered into her ear. “It’s okay to cry,” he said gingerly. “It’s normal to cry when you’re being raped. So go ahead. Take as long as you need. I don’t mind.”
And that’s when Eliza simply couldn’t take it anymore. She dug her claws into the damp bedsheets and wailed her lungs out.

She didn’t want to, but her body reacted all on its own. It was the only way she could express her helplessness, her humiliation, her despair. It was the only way she could let Kender know how she truly felt. It was the only freedom she had left. She pressed her face into the pillow and sobbed so long and hard, forcing her tears deeply into the pillowcase. All the while, Kender stroked her neck and her ears, as though trying to comfort her through the misery.
“That’ssss it,” he whispered as her sobbing calmed down. “Good, good Eliza. So pure and beautiful you are.”

She felt his huge, rough tongue beginning to groom through the fur on her back, like some kind of a caring mother. Her limbs twitched involuntarily as Kender’s tongue pressed against certain nerves. He clutched her at the waist, keeping her from wiggling too far away. Eliza could only cringe at the sensations.
A constant, pleased sound came from the wolf’s throat as he tended to her. “Mnnnnnnnn,” he hummed, as though savoring a freshly-roasted meal. “Oh… oh, my vixen…” he whispered between laps. “Such young, soft fur… mmmnn…”
Eliza wanted to feel disgusted, but she couldn’t. She could barely feel anything anymore; the crying had drained most of her emotional energy. She now only lay still and stared at the opposite wall, feeling all the perverted ways the wolf wanted to fondle her naked, underaged body.

His paw wandered across the front of her body, as though he was deciding between teasing her nipples or her bellybutton. Instead, he pressed his claws in deep and pulled his hand back, forcefully scratching across her skin. She sharply winced and yelped in breathless surprise.

When Kender next spoke, he sounded like someone completely different. Like a wild animal. She imagined it’s what a feral alpha-wolf would sound like if they could talk: deep and proud and sinister. 

“I’ve waited so long for this very moment,” said Kender’s deepest voice. “I’ve taken everything from you. Your home, your family, your world, your clothes… I’ve taken everything of physical substance from you, and more. I’ve taken your dignity, your agency, your voice, your privacy… and there is only one last thing I’ve yet to take away from you, before I’ve finally left you with nothing. It is time that I should take your innocence. And once I’ve taken away every last thing you’ve once called your own… you will become what you always were, deep underneath it all: a pure and glorious animal, returned to your most natural state of being.” 

So… when he said he’s all about what’s natural… this is what he really meant, Eliza realized.

My god… this is so fucked up…

Why am I here…?

Why is this happening…?

Why me?

Please… just let this be over with already…

“There is nothing more beautiful in the world, to me, than to see the purest of innocence defiled,” said the animal that held Eliza captive, forcefully worming his forehead into the crook of her neck. “And oh… how I will break you. I will break you in ways you never thought possible. I will destroy your mind. And your hope. And your future. I will not relent, and I will not have mercy. And I will enjoy every moment of it, and I will leave you as a poor, helpless little creature with a life she cannot handle… and you will cry such beautiful tears for me.” He traced a sharp claw down the side of her head and onto her throat. “So… very many tears…”
When Kender pressed down a bit too hard with his claw, Eliza gave a hard thrash of her whole body, somewhat hoping to struggle free. “You’re not going anywhere,” Kender reassured her, quickly clasping her wrist and holding tight. “But you can keep trying if you’d like. I like the way it feels when you struggle. I’m not doing this to make you feel good, you know. I’m only trying to arouse myself more deeply. This is all for my enjoyment. Ohhhh, my sweet, squirmy little vixen… you’ve no idea just how thoroughly I plan to enjoy you…”
He’s joking… right? Eliza hoped. Please tell me he’s joking. Please tell me this is some sort of sex thing and he’s not actually such an asshole…
Who am I kidding. He is that asshole. He’s every bit that asshole. Only an asshole would kidnap a schoolgirl and fake her death. And then rape her. He’s just showing his true self right now.
I… I don’t know what to do anymore…

The wolf held on tightly with one arm, and kept exploring Eliza’s body with the other. She felt him tug softly on her tail, making her want to kick back at him. But legs were hooked tight around hers, keeping her from kicking around. And those claws of his, they came dangerously close to her private place, fondling with the fine fur of her inner thigh. She hated how sensitive she was there.

She felt his front fangs press lightly upon her shoulder, as though reminding her that he could even kill her if struck by such a whim.

“Hmmmmnnn, Nobody’s going to come and save you, you know,” Kender promised with a grin of pure glee. “Nobody’s going to hear you scream. And even if they did, nobody who lives here would go against my orders. I’m afraid it’s just you and me here tonight. All night. Until I’ve used you to pleasure myself. Then it’s going to be just us again tomorrow night. And the night after that. I already can’t wait to see the despair sink into those pretty little eyes once you begin to realize just how routine this will all become. Do you realize it, Eliza? Do you realize how helpless you are? Ah… I could bite into you, taste your blood right now, if I wanted…”
The way he ravished her, sometimes it really seemed like he would just sink his fangs into her for the thrill of it. The unending growl from his chest, that of a beast’s primal bloodlust, made her anticipate it any moment, and she sounded a fearful cry whenever she felt their pressure against her skin. But the sting of his bite never came.  

What did come, though, was an eager prodding at her girl-parts. Eliza gasped and held her breath, stiffening her whole body in horror as she realized what was about to happen. 
I can’t believe I never realized it before, but… 

Oh god. He’s… he’s not wearing a condom. Of course he’s not, not after all that hippie shit about being natural.

This is… this is worse than I ever thought. 

He’s going to make me pregnant. At thirteen.

He… he wouldn’t.

I can’t have a child…! I’m still a child myself… I wouldn’t know what the hell to do with it… I haven’t even learned algebra, for God’s sake.
Eliza kept her stare fixed on a dresser drawer on the other end of the room. She didn’t want to see any of what was happening to her. She didn’t want to look down and see his dick, or look behind her and see how fiercely his body grasped and writhed against her. Anything to make it easier to block this moment out of her mind entirely.

She felt his breath fall upon her folded ears. She felt his drooling tongue slobber across her shoulder. “And to think so many parts of the world wouldn’t allow me to do this,” he gleefully purred, rubbing her belly. “To think such a gorgeous young girl is considered off-limits to a male’s lust. ‘Age of consent’, they call it. It’s such nonsense.  Consent has nothing to do with sex. That’s how it works in the wild, you know. The male sees what he likes, and if he’s strong and clever enough, he takes what he wants. Just like what I’ve done to you. No, my Eliza. All that matters is the age of fertility. The age when nature decides you’re ready to be a mother. How dare anyone say otherwise. How dare they keep males from their truest purpose. Their one biological purpose. How dare they keep us from such a gorgeous little body… and your pretty little eggs… all those fresh little eggs, so newly ready and waiting for a male to overwhelm them…”

It was all too much for her. Somehow Eliza found a second wind and tried to fight him away, kicking and wiggling and twisting her body any way it would move. But her body barely moved at all in the clutch of the powerful male wolf. He nibbled on the tip of her ear, as though spurring her on. “Oh, now you’re starting to understand,” he hummed. “Now you’re starting to see just what kind of power I have over you. Oh yes, my little one. You’re going to take my children. You’re going to take all my children. All of them. Every last litter of little foxes. And do you know what else?”

He whispered close to her ear, “I’m not going to help you raise them.”

Eliza was snarling in a panic now. She had to get out. She couldn’t let this future happen.

“Oh yes, oh yessss,” he said further, pressing her body down onto the bed as she thrashed, “I want to see just how difficult it makes your life, having to raise your own children at your age. I drool just imagining it. Naked little Eliza waddling around with her swollen belly full of my children… Everyone will see you… And they’ll see all her tiny fox cubs clawing at her ankles, always begging for food, always keeping you up at night… I’ll give them a place to sleep, and nothing more. You have to feed them. And you have to teach them everything. I won’t allow them to attend my schools here. And I’ll make sure you stay pregnant, so you’ll never get a break…”
Eliza protested with all her remaining strength, her muffled cries falling on Kender’s deaf ears. She knew he enjoyed all of her thrashing and wiggling, but she didn’t care. It was all she could do. She wasn’t going to let him ruin her life like this, not if she had any fight left in her…

“It’s going to be too much for you,” Kender taunted, making her feel the prod of his malehood against her young entrance. “But bear in mind… once you have too many children, there’s nothing wrong with… say… throwing some of the unwanteds out into the ocean. Or leaving them in the forest to raise themselves. Or feeding them to the drakes. I don’t really care what you do with them, just as long as you don’t bother me with them. They’re your burden to bear. I’m only here to burden you.”

He clutched firmly to her waist, and said, “This is your life now, Eliza. Your glorious new life. Now show me… your beautiful misery.”

Without further warning, he entered her, disregarding her virgin barrier without a second thought.
The vixen felt a new kind of pain, the tearing of her soul. The young girl’s cry filled the room as she shrieked her heart out, as though trying to mask the burning of the male’s intrusion with the burning of her throat. Kender wasn’t gentle and didn’t stop to wait for her. He pressed, and pressed again, harder and harder, each thrust widening her just a bit more.

“Let me in, little girl,” he coaxed between jabs of his dick. “Let me innnnn… Oh yes… let me at those little eggs of yours… so vulnerable and unprotected… and all mine…”

Eliza saw red in her eyes. Her world became the pain. The predator clung so tightly to her, cupping his large body around hers firmly enough to keep her pinned in place. He pounded her deep until he hilted, and then kept pounding her still, chasing his own selfish release as though he forgot she was even there. Eliza screamed until she began to lose her voice and her cries became pathetic warbles. 
Though the pain of her deflowering shortly faded, the humiliation did not, and neither did the awful thought of being a single mother, and neither did the soreness she felt as the wolf’s member seemed to push just a little too far into her depths, or stretch her a little too widely for her comfort. The wolf was clearly enjoying himself, giving sharp, husky breaths which almost sounded like joyous laughter. But as her body numbed her pain and helped her to cope with the trauma, Eliza felt nothing but used. Like her whole body was a used, discarded piece of garbage, frail and broken and worthless.
And finally there came Kender’s victorious snarl as he jammed his knot inside of the cub, his seed throbbing and flowing freely into her unprepared, thirteen-year-old womb, with nothing to stand in its way of her fertility. And only then as he lost himself to the surge of bliss, did he sink his teeth into Eliza’s shoulder, piercing her skin and tasting the blood which came forth.
The fox cub gave one final cry of defeat before blacking out, escaping to a place where her future was still bright, her family was still there to love her, and Kender could not cause her any more pain.

* * *

When she woke the next morning to the ray of sunlight falling upon her eyes, it was almost easy enough to imagine that nothing happened. And for a moment, she did.

That was a dream… I hope, Eliza thought, stirring in the bed. I feel like shit… my crotch feels sore… but maybe none of that happened? Maybe I don’t remember what happened last night…

But then, as the blue fox climbed to her hands and knees, she felt a filthy gush of discharge from her female-hole as the wolf-seed emptied out, further staining the already-soiled bedsheets.

… That happened. It all happened.
Kender raped me. And probably got me pregnant. And bit my shoulder. She gingerly pawed at the place where the wolf had mauled her, and felt that a few itchy scabs had formed. They stung to the touch.

And he said all those awful things. 

And he still thinks I’m willing to be his pet after that…?

Fuck. No.

She then noticed the familiar sight of a little envelope at her bedside. As she reached for it, she wondered how Kender found the time to write these, when it seemed he’d been so busy the prior night. Busy raping a cub full of his bastard children.

She angrily tore open the envelope, half-ripping the note inside by accident. It read:

My dearest Eliza,

I ask that you excuse my unacceptable behavior last night.

During the first consummation of our union, I have spoken to you quite a number of hurtful things. Please understand, I did not mean for this to happen. It was only because I so enjoyed my night with you, that my eagerness has gotten the better of me, and I failed to restrain my words.

I am deeply sorry.

There is something about me you must understand, my dearest Eliza:

Though I play out the role of a business-wolf to the outside world, giving my lip-service to all the politics and partnerships necessary to keep hold of my estate and its fortune, I become an entirely different entity when I am in bed. I might say that I am something of a sadist. But I am not the typical kind of sadist you might imagine. I do not use whips or chains or handcuffs. And though I tend to scratch and bite, I do not spank, torture, or beat my partners to a pulp. I do not have a dungeon. And I do not typically enjoy the sight, or the taste, of blood.
You see, I am a sadist of the psychological. I delight in speaking the worst imaginable things which come to mind in the heat of the moment. I harbor a fetish for the desecration of innocence, indeed, and I convey it through my words, and my rules, and my challenges to you. I want to break your mind, not your body.

But otherwise, I am not so cruel as the savage wolf you met last night may have seemed. To use the old adage, my bark is worse than my bite.

Some of the things I spoke to you last night were honest and true. Other things were greatly exaggerated. For now, all I ask is for you to humor my interests, and trust that I have, and will always have, your best interests in mind, even when the wolf of the shadows may speak otherwise. Please try to delight me, to the best of your ability, with your humiliation and your misery, and I will continue to invent new and creative ways of drawing it out of you.

And as always, remember that everything here on this island is at your disposal. Please enjoy yourself in my absence. I will see you again tonight.

· Your master, Lord Asraphel Kender

Eliza took the two hanging halves of the note and finished tearing it apart.

“Fuck no,” she muttered to nobody but herself. “I’m not doing this anymore.”

She looked out the window.

“I’m getting off this island,” she decided. “I don’t know how… but I will. Just you see, you demon. I won’t die here. I promise.”
