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The hydraulic door of Specimen Bay 2 rumbled
upward, and cool air gusted from the cavy interior, taking the edge
off the tropical heat that draped the island like a heavy
cloak.

Hiking boots clomping on the metal ramp, Cal
and Emily strode into the bay’s interior. A cacophony of chirps and
croaks and chatters exploded from the wildlife in the cages that
filled the room like a maze.

“I’d better get these with the others so we
can start cataloging them,” Cal said, nodding at the cage in his
arms. Inside were half a dozen butterflies with hairy cobalt bodies
and large wings whose psychedelic coloration shifted languidly like
clouds of multicolored smoke.

Emily found it almost impossible to tear her
eyes from the remarkable sight. She and Cal had been on the island
for over a month now, and they were still amazed at the things they
were discovering. These butterflies alone could revolutionize
biology, and they were far from the most extraordinary thing the
young, married biologists had found here in this uncharted jungle
wonderland.

As the couple navigated the labyrinth of
winged spiders, three-tongued toads the size of cats, birds with
prehensile plumage and retractable beaks, lemur-like creatures with
luminous eyes that lit the night like twinned flashlights, Emily
felt a pang of sorrow to know that they wouldn’t be able to rescue
all of the marvelous creatures who dwelt here. In only a few short
months the unscrupulous and egomaniacal showman JJ Mudge would
arrive in search of new attractions for Mudge’s Magnificent
Menagerie, his world-famous traveling bestiary. If he followed his
usual routine, he would tear the island apart to make sure no
life-form went unfound. The most remarkable creatures would wind up
in his show, where they would be forced to live in squalid
conditions, suffer brutal training regimens, perform dangerous
stunts, and propagate themselves to provide their owner with their
own future replacements. Less remarkable specimens would get sold
to unethical scientists, private collectors, big-game hunters,
furriers, perfumiers, makers of aphrodisiacs, or anyone else who
could meet Mudge’s price. The least profitable would simply perish
as he reduced the lush, tropical paradise to a barren wasteland
from which every ounce of value had been extracted.

If it weren’t for an informant inside Mudge’s
organization, Cal and Emily would never have even heard of this
newly discovered island or had the chance to rescue some of its
wildlife before Mudge’s latest world tour came to an end and he
descended on the place like a bird of prey. According to the
informant, the couple had only around four months before that
happened. It sounded like a long time, but given the abundance of
fantastic creatures here and the time it took to study them well
enough to be able to properly feed and care for them, Cal and Emily
wouldn’t be able to save more than a pitiful fraction of the
island’s teeming fauna. The Ark, the duo’s mobile, modular
laboratory, which was currently set up in the island’s rugged
interior, was filling up fast. Specimen Bay 1 was already packed
full of exotic life-forms. Bay 2 would soon join it. That left only
two more bays, and they were still discovering dozens of new and
amazing life-forms every day. They were going to have to make some
painful decisions about what to rescue.

A few choices were easy. A few creatures were
unquestionably worth saving. And as Cal headed off with the
butterflies, it was toward the cage of one of these creatures that
Emily toted the bucket of freshly picked fruits and vegetables she
carried. It was time to feed him.

Her heartrate quickened as she penetrated
farther into the bay and caught a whiff of his potent, musky odor.
Soon, his cage, the biggest one they owned, a cage built for wild
gorillas, came into view. As she expected, he was there, standing
at the cage’s front, waiting for her, the bars clutched in his
huge, furry fists.

She stopped in front of the cage, just beyond
the reach of his long arms, and stared at him in awe and wonder, as
she did every time she saw him. Their prize specimen. The greatest
find they had ever made. The Beast.

Nearly eight feet tall, he had a brawny
humanoid body covered all over with long, shaggy auburn fur. His
head’s overall shape was somewhat wolfish, with pointed ears and a
black-lipped muzzle lined with sharp teeth. His orange-red eyes had
vertical, cat-like pupils. A pair of six-inch horns curled out from
either side of his forehead. The hands at the ends of his apishly
long arms were like a human’s, only much larger and tipped with
claws. He had a bushy tail that stood up as rigid as an erection
when he was excited. It was standing up now, as it almost always
did when Emily was around. Between his beefy thighs hung a long,
thick scarlet penis laced with purple veins. His fat, heavy balls
dangled pendulously in a plump, satiny scrotum as red as his
cock.

She and Cal had discovered him their second
week here. After watching him in secret for a few days, they
knocked him out with a tranquilizer dart while he drank from a
forest pool, then brought him to the Ark. It grieved them to act so
hastily and rudely, especially with a creature as intelligent as he
seemed to be, but their time limit left them no choice. They didn’t
have the luxury of trying to befriend and communicate with him in
the wild, not on top of everything else they had to do.

They had no idea what he was. They had never
seen his like before, and as far as they could determine, there
were no recorded sightings of such creatures anywhere. Though he
bore some superficial similarities to certain well-known monsters,
such as sasquatches, satyrs, and wolfmen, he seemed to be an
entirely new type of being. Cal’s preliminary examination of his
genome revealed no close affinities to any known species, and his
DNA and his biochemistry displayed some bizarre irregularities that
led the two young scientists to wonder if he were an
extraterrestrial life-form, or something from another dimension
that had somehow found its way here. Not knowing what else to call
him, Emily had dubbed him the Beast because for some reason he
reminded her of the strange, magical creature in “Beauty and the
Beast,” one of her favorite fairy tales when she was young.

At first, she and Cal had assumed the Beast
must be a member of a larger community of such creatures on the
island. But by now they had explored large swaths of the terrain,
and they had found no trace of any fellow beast-men, not even any
bones or graves. Nor could they find any evidence of a permanent
abode. The Beast seemed to have roamed about at will, as if he
considered the entire island his home.

If Mudge learned of the Beast, he would spare
no effort to seize the singular and immensely profitable creature.
The Beast would become a star attraction in the showman’s menagerie
and live a cruel, circumscribed life. Emily and Cal knew from
harsh, bitter experience that what Mudge wanted, Mudge got. There
was no way to fight him, no way to stop him. The Barnum-like
showman was ruthless in using his wealth and power to get what he
wanted and to cover up any brutalities he committed in the process.
The only way to protect the Beast was to keep him a secret. Perhaps
forever.

But how? Cal and Emily couldn’t just keep him
in a cage. Although he was wild and uncivilized and behaved like an
animal in many ways, he was also very bright and perceptive and was
able to learn with surprising speed. Although he had been
understandably furious at being captured and had spent hours trying
to tear his cage apart, he had seemed to grasp the gist of Cal and
Emily’s regretful explanation of the situation, and he now appeared
to have accepted his lot, at least for the time being, and had
grown quite tolerant of the couple. Especially Emily.

Whenever she was around, the Beast watched
her intently with those smoldering eyes as if nothing else existed.
It made her self-conscious and uncomfortable. For a long time, she
had managed to convince herself that his fascination was based on
something innocent. Maybe he was intrigued by her long, glossy
black hair, or he liked the bright green of her eyes. But a few
days ago, the truth had become abundantly clear. It had been
unusually hot that day, and Emily had been wearing only a tank top
and a pair of shorts that revealed more skin than she had shown so
far during her stay on the island.

When the Beast saw her, his reaction had been
immediate and unmistakable. He had come right up to the bars for a
better look, and as his gaze swept up and down her scantily clad
figure, his scarlet cock had grown erect. At full size, it had
looked almost like a fifth limb. It had jutted through the bars of
his cage to extend almost halfway across the aisle.

Flustered, her pale cheeks blushing nearly as
red as that obscenely reaching organ, Emily had been unable to do
anything for a moment except stare at the throbbing column of
flesh. Then she had somehow managed to wrench her gaze away and
look him in the eyes. She had stretched a smile across her burning
face in a vain effort to hide her flusterment.

“Well,” she had said with a strained little
laugh. “I guess I have a fan, huh?”

The Beast had just continued staring at her,
his nostrils flaring eagerly in synch with the throbs of his cock,
his massive paws gripping the bars so hard it was a wonder his
knuckles weren’t popping through his skin.

Just then, Cal had entered the bay, and Emily
had promptly whirled from the Beast and hurried away to meet him.
She hadn’t wanted Cal to find them like that. It would have been
awkward. Besides, the Beast’s arousal had probably been just a
one-time thing anyway, a passing quirk of his primitive moods.
There was no sense complicating things over something so
trivial.

Today was even hotter. Even a regular tank
top was too much. Despite the tropical location, biting insects,
large predators, and poisonous animals were practically nonexistent
here, leaving Emily free to wear as little as she desired. Though
she had briefly entertained the idea of going stark naked like Eve
in Eden, she settled for a cropped tank top with no bra, a pair of
shorts cut so high they were barely more than denim panties, and
hiking boots for traversing the island’s rugged terrain. The outfit
left little to the imagination. The shorts were cut high enough to
bare the bottommost curves of her ass and the entirety of her long,
toned, coltish legs, while the skimpy shirt exposed her smooth
alabaster midriff nearly to the bottoms of her round, firm breasts.
Her nipples were faintly visible through the thin fabric, and
passing from the tropical heat outside to the air-conditioned
interior of the Ark had made them rock-hard. They stood out under
the tank top like a pair of bullets.

Busy as she and Cal had been, she hadn’t
given much thought to the effect her outfit might have on the
Beast. Once again, when he saw her, he strode to the front of his
cage and gripped the bars, his low, growling breaths coming hard
and fast as his penis swelled at a shocking rate.

She strove to keep her eyes fixed on his face
and pretend she couldn’t see the huge red shape pulsating faintly
in the periphery of her vision.

“Um, I brought your food,” she said, holding
up the bucket full of breadfruits and papayas and the strange pale
tubers that formed a large part of the creature’s diet. “Um…”

Normally, she set the bucket down next to the
door, where he could reach through the bars and pluck up the fruits
and vegetables as he pleased. But he was too close and too aroused.
She was afraid that if she drew any nearer, he would grab her.
Though he was clearly intelligent, he didn’t seem to have much
experience interacting with other intelligent beings and was used
to just taking what he wanted whenever he wanted it.

After a long, tense moment, during which
Emily and the Beast stared at each other in silence, he made a low
rumbling sound deep in his chest, then shuffled backward, away from
the front of the cage. His wobbling organ retreated back through
the bars like a battering ram withdrawing from a demolished
gateway. He stopped in the center of his cage and watched her.

“Um, thanks,” Emily said. Breathing more
easily but keeping a close watch on him out of the corner of her
eye nonetheless, she stepped forward and set the bucket in the
usual spot, then straightened up and backed away.

She collided with something large and soft
that hadn’t been there a moment earlier. With a yelp, she spun
around. Cal caught her by the upper arms.

“Whoa there,” he said. “It’s just me. Sorry.
I didn’t mean to startle you.”

“It’s okay,” she said, one hand on her chest
to quell her bounding heart. “I, uh, I was just feeding him,
and—and, uh…” Her words faltered to a stop. She wasn’t sure what to
say. Cal was staring at the Beast and that colossal erection, and
she felt vaguely embarrassed and guilty for some reason, and also a
little afraid Cal would get the wrong idea. “I guess this outfit
meets with his approval,” she said, hoping to make a joke of
it.

Cal looked her up and down, then smiled.

“It’s a favorite of mine, too,” he said
drolly.

She laughed, as much because of the joke as
from relief and pleasure that he was taking this with his usual
good-natured calmness. Why had she even feared he wouldn’t?

“Come on,” she said, taking him by the hand.
“We need to feed our other guests.”

The duo strolled away down the aisle,
everything seemingly at peace. But until they turned the corner and
passed out of sight of the cage, Emily felt the Beast’s gaze on her
back like a hot, tingling caress.
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That night, after their work was done and the
lights were down, Emily and Cal made love in the little bedroom of
the module that served as their living quarters. They did it with
great passion and urgency, his thrusts fast and fierce and driving,
her orgasms powerful and plentiful. It had been like this all week.
For days now, she had felt a restless hunger in her loins. She
attributed it to the unusual tropical heat and assumed that Cal was
feeling it too.

Afterward, as they lay side by side on their
backs on the sweat-damp sheets, panting and spent, Cal gave a
little chuckle and said, “Well, I’m glad you enjoyed that. I was
feeling a little inadequate after seeing our friend out there
earlier.”

She smiled and patted his shrinking cock,
which was soaked with their combined sexual fluids.

“You’re more than adequate, dear,” she
assured him. “Take my word for it.”

They fell silent again and lay alone with
their thoughts for a while.

Then Cal said, “He certainly was impressive.
I don’t think I’ve ever seen one that big, at least not on a
creature with a humanoid physique.”

Emily made a small, noncommittal noise. She
felt uneasy talking about this. She wished he would change the
subject.

He turned a little to look at her in the
darkness.

“What do you think it would feel like to,
y’know, take something that size?” he said.

“It would probably hurt like hell.”

“Oh, I don’t know. Women are fairly pliable
down there. Babies pass through there, after all.”

“Yeah, and that’s hardly pain-free.”

“Yeah, but he’s nowhere near as big as a
baby.”

“No…” she conceded.

He continued looking at her in silence for a
moment, then asked, “Have you ever taken anything that big
before?”

She suppressed an urge to roll her eyes. Why
was he going on about this? She tried to read his expression, but
his face was just a collection of shadows in which his winter-blue
eyes glimmered faintly. Under the scrutiny of those azure eyes, a
strange, restless tension began to spread through her.

“No,” she said with a shrug, trying to sound
blasé and disinterested. She didn’t mean to say anything else lest
she encourage more uncomfortable questions. But after a pause,
something compelled her to ask, “Why?”

He shrugged. “Just curious.”

“Hn.”

They were silent for a time.
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