Chapter 7
Eliza took a bath, not because of her orders, but because she wanted to get as much of Kender off her as possible. 
She didn’t bother draining the tub. She almost felt like plugging the drain and flooding Kender’s entire bedroom.
When she was done drying off, she tossed the used towel in the still-running jacuzzi and she took a fresh one from the shelf, wrapping it around her body in an effort to feign some modesty. She held it together with her front paw.

Angrily and defiantly, she left Kender’s bedroom and walked down the hall with her body covered. She was vaguely afraid of Kender catching her like this, but remembered how the wolf mentioned flying off the island during his daily business trips. She hoped today would be no different. But still, she couldn’t completely shake off the sense of guilty fear; she felt like Kender was already punishing her for this disobedient act by the pain that still throbbed in her abdomen. And she thought she could still feel his vile sperm slowly discharging from her womb, threatening to dribble everywhere she walked.
Once at the bottom of the stairs, Eliza saw that brunch was still in full swing. She ignored everyone’s stares and remarks as she approached the table, swiped a pear from a fruit bowl, and turned to leave again. Luckily, only a few furs noticed her, as most were seated and busy with their breakfast – and she got away with no mortifying incident like the prior day.
And down the marble-tiled halls she marched, across the red-and-brown rugs, past the vintage wooden furnishings, beneath the crystal chandeliers, until she was at the front door. She clutched tighter to the bath towel and stepped outside, into the mid-morning tropical air.

Still speaking to nobody, and not giving even a passing glance, Eliza retraced her memories and found the shopping district. When she found the proper building, she ditched the towel and changed into some proper clothing. After having been nude for nearly an entire day, underwear felt odd on her, and strangely liberating. After dressing herself in a pair of shorts, a tee shirt, and a pair of sandals, Eliza thanked the tailor and left. 

The young vixen hadn’t planned this far ahead; she didn’t know where she wanted to go after getting her body covered again. But that didn’t stop her. She walked down the cobblestone street wherever it led. When she reached the end of the town square, she kept going. The buildings thinned out. The cobblestones underfoot turned to plain sidewalk-cement, then into a dirt path. The palm trees at the sides of the trail became an entire forest, and the forest became a tropical jungle.
Then the trail ended. A giant sign marked the end of the road. She passed the sign and continued into the wilderness, ignoring the fear of getting herself completely lost. Being lost in a jungle was better than being in Kender’s room. Anything was better than being in Kender’s room.

By high noon, Eliza found herself standing on a deserted beach.

It was just like the public beaches of New Atlantis, except without the towels and sandcastles and umbrellas and the hundreds of half-naked furs digging in the sand or splashing in the ocean’s waves. It was totally desolate. Walking towards the seaside, Eliza put the first set of pawprints in the sand.

When the ocean’s tide licked her toes, she stood for a moment and stared out to the horizon.

I should keep going, a strange, distant part of her mind told her. Just… swim. Swim out there as long as I can…

And she almost wanted to try. The proud, cleansing waves of the ocean beckoned to her, inviting her to leave the deplorable filth of the island behind, come whatever may.

“Thinking about going somewhere, are you?” said a voice from behind her.

Eliza nearly jumped out of her skin. She turned to see Mr. Greston, and not in his usual black-suited attire. Instead, the badger wore a white tank-top and something that looked like cargo shorts. Nothing remained of his butlership but the black leather shoes he wore, which looked to have been pretty beaten up.

“Quite a beautiful seaside, isn’t it?” Greston said oddly. “Ah. This was to be Ashton’s land, you know. The way the island was divided, this was to be his third of the real estate. But instead he left to explore the world and nobody’s seen him since, except for Lord Kender on occasion.”

“Mr- Ah, Jacob,” said Eliza in a startle. “Why the hell are you here?!”
“Only following you, young miss,” he said, picking a piece of the jungle out of the fur on his upper arm. “When I saw you leaving this morning with your body covered, in blatant disregard of the master’s rules, I was worried about you. Did you have a falling out with Lord Kender?”

“He raped me,” she blurted. “And he didn’t use a condom either. He’s trying to get me pregnant. That’s what happened last night. And he wants to do it all over again tonight, I think. And probably every night. I… I can’t stay here. I’m leaving.”

The friendly badger deflated his lungs and hung his head low. “I was… afraid of this,” he mumbled. “After reading his letter, I had the oddest suspicions… I wonder what’s gotten into the master. This is nothing like what happened with all the other Elizas.” He bit his tongue quickly, realizing he said too much.

“…Other Elizas?” echoed the fox. “…What are you talking about?”

“Master Kender’s other pets,” said Greston. “He named them all Eliza. But he treated them all like princesses, so I hoped he would treat you no differently.”

“Yeah well maybe he’s gone insane, and maybe it’s time you actually did plot to kill him!” yelled Eliza. “He’s an awful person! He didn’t just rape me, he said the most awful things to me, I don’t even remember what they all are because I tried to forget what he said…  He-he said he wants to give me so many children that I have to throw some of them in the sea!” she turned to him. “I want to leave the island, Jacob. Can you help me get off of this island?”

The badger only sighed and stared at her. There was a silent moment. Eliza felt the cool ocean breeze through her tail. 

“No,” spoke Greston.

Eliza gritted her teeth. “You meant to tell me there are not any boats, or anything, that leave this island?” she said. “How about all the stuff they make in the town square? How does that stuff get shipped to other countries if there’s no boats?”
“You misunderstand, lady Eliza,” said Greston firmly. “Of course there are conceivable ways to leave this island. But… I will not help you leave.”

“Why?!” she demanded.

“Because I will not go against Lord Kender’s intentions,” said the badger. “For better or worse… he is my employer, and I am his servant. I pride myself in the trust we share, and under no circumstances will I break it. I only followed you here because I believe it to be in Lord Kender’s best interests that I keep you from doing something foolish.”

“But… you said I could trust you!!” Eliza screamed. “You said you’d help me!”

“I agreed to make your life easier here, upon this island,” he spoke. “Helping you to leave is beyond the scope of our agreement.”

“YOU’RE NOT LISTENING TO ME!! HE RAPED ME!” Eliza screamed back, kicking up some sand. “I can’t just be okay with that!!”
“Pardon me for asking, but… why not?” said Greston.

Eliza’s mouth hung for a moment as she couldn’t even begin to formulate an answer. “What the fuck?!” she said finally. “What did you ask me? Why am I not okay with being raped?!”

“It is an honest question, young miss,” said Greston, holding his hands behind his back. “And while I know the implications of such a question are ludicrous, I still want to hear your answer.”

“Because I don’t want to have kids?!!” Eliza screamed, flailing her arms to make him understand. “I’m too young to be a mother!! Where the fuck is my mother?! I’m thirteen!! I still need a mother!!” 

“…Perhaps he did not impregnate you,” said Greston. “Where are you on your cycle? You likely aren’t even fertile at this time. Lord Kender is keen enough to keep track of these things.”
“Because it hurts??!!” Eliza tried. “And it makes me feel like a used piece of toilet paper?! Like my body is worthless?!!”

“How can you be worthless to Lord Kender, when he lets you so freely share in his wealth?” said Greston oddly. “He clearly repays you for your services in droves.”

“So I’m a fucking prostitute then? Just because he lets me run around and eat candy, that makes everything okay?!”
“Well, might I ask this: for what price would you accept this servitude to Lord Kender?” said the butler. “Everybody has a price. What is yours?”

“I wouldn’t do it for all the money in the world!!” spat Eliza.

Greston kicked the sand oddly. “Funny you should say that, miss,” he said under his breath, “but ‘all the money in the world’ is precisely what we are talking about here…”

“…What?!” Eliza said, shutting up her tantrum for a moment.

“…Ahh… I’m not supposed to be telling you this,” grumbled the badger, walking closer to Eliza as he lowered his voice even more. “But under such a circumstance that you’re threatening to leave the island and so displease Lord Kender… you leave me with no choice. It is his own fault for the way he treated you, then. Since it is my duty to keep you here, I can confidently say that he did this entirely to himself…”
Greston put his arm around Eliza and his hand on her far shoulder, and began to walk with her. “Three or four Elizas ago, I took the liberty of… prying into Lord Kender’s affairs, and I got him to tell me the truth of it all,” he slowly explained. “You see… it was all but expected that Mr. McPhadlier would pass his estate to his three children. But before the old son of a bitch died, he played a cruel trick on Lord Kender, presumably for being the least favorite of his three children. Written into his will, he stated that Lord Kender may only claim his portion of the inheritance on the condition that he would also get to write his will, dictating how his share of the estate should be transferred upon his death. And the proxy will was discovered soon after. The late Mr. McPhadlier had it etched in diamond concrete, using the very magical technologies he himself invented.”

“But this wasn’t yet the strangest part. The wills themselves claimed that Mr. McPhadlier had a daughter… a daughter named Eliza, to whom everything would be passed. She was never found, and no evidence exists to support this claim. And this Eliza, wherever she is, whomever she is, she is the rightful heir of the Kender estate. But in her absence… an arbitrary substitute seems to be good enough.”
“…Me?” Eliza squeaked.

“Yes, you,” he said. “The truth is that Lord Kender intends to groom you into his heir. If you remain in his good graces… upon his death, this island and everything on it will be passed to you. As will all the Mayfield factories and every single klawmarc in the offshore Olympian accounts.”

He looked down at the baffled little girl. “Now, having said all this… do you still find this too insufficient of a price for playing Lord Kender’s games for a decade, or three? You have your whole life ahead of you, young miss. This is why he wanted you to be so young. It is so your sunsetting years would last that much longer beyond his.”

Eliza’s eyes glazed over as she stared out to sea, hypnotized by the crashing tides and the songs of the black seagulls.

Is it? she wondered. Is that good enough for me? To give up my dignity until the day he dies? For all this? To be the richest fox in the world?
Eliza looked down at her own paws. Is it worth it?

“You don’t need to answer,” said Greston. “After all… according to the master, you have no choice in the matter anyway. I think perhaps the other Elizas failed because they turned down the offer, once given to them. But with you… there is no offer. He intends to keep you whether you want it or not. And if I were you, I would make the best of what I’ve been given. Even with the difficulties involved, it seems a better choice than returning to the outside world as a nameless, faceless person already long-presumed dead, with no money and no family, forever running from Lord Kender’s limitless influence and fearing he will one day find you again. Instead of that, why not wait a while… and return to the outside world as a queen?”

“That’s right…” Eliza muttered to herself. “I… I could get off this island then, wouldn’t I? So I… I won’t have to die here.”
“Indeed not, unless you will it. I’m sure that everyone here, as well as half the outside world, will act in accordance with your will when the time comes.”

The badger turned to leave. “Well, then. If you still wish to plan an escape… please do not speak to me of it, lest I will be obliged to try and stop you. But in the event you wish to return to the manor and give Lord Kender the chance he wants… follow the beach eastward and you’ll come to a road which leads back into town.”

After a few more steps he called back again, “And do not forget to discard those clothes; Lord Kender will certainly put you in time-out if he catches you. And keep in mind that it gets quite dark out here in the evening, so please don’t dawdle.”

When the butler was gone, Eliza was alone on the beach again.

She sat herself down and stared out to sea, feeling the afternoon sun and the cool breeze mix together across every strand of fur on her body. And she thought hard about her future. She thought about it for hours. She thought about everything she might be willing to give for this special chance to inherit such a large part of the world’s fortune. She wondered about all the things, the good things, she could do with it. She wondered if all those things would help blot out the harm that Kender would have caused her by then.

Not so much harm though, she thought. So he’s giving me his inheritance in exchange for… sex? And not even the violent kind. Just… sex and mind games. That’s all the wants. That’s all he’s asking of me. I’m free to do whatever else I want…

She felt deep down the same drive of inspiration that had gotten her into all the honors programs when she was still in school. She always loved feeling special. She loved feeling superior to everyone else. To know that she was the best. And now, she had a chance to feel that way, forever, in a way she could have only ever dreamed of. 

Yes… for that price, I think I can do it, she told herself, standing up slowly. I can play his mind games. I can cope with this. I can be the Eliza he wants. 

I can be the best Eliza. 

An hour later, a few pieces of clothing drifted out to sea, and a naked blue vixen walked away from the sunset down the beach line, with her bushy tail swaying proudly behind her.
