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Chapter 1
















Every night there was howling, sounds like animals in pain, hungry, and angry. They were always angry. It was enough to terrify Evie Prendick, but she only had one more night to endure.

Evie lay sweltering under her mosquito net, forty miles off the Madagascar coast, and could not stop picturing the source of her fears: some night-creature impaled on a pole in the jungle or worse, stalking the perimeter, checking the simple building for entry. She pressed her palm against her chest, feeling her heart hammer beneath the thin cotton of her nightgown. The sound came again, but closer this time, a guttural cry that made her stomach clench with dread. It sounded like it came from inside the building.

She pushed off the thin sheet and sat up, pressing her palms against her temples. The sounds seemed to come from Dr. Moreau's laboratory, just as they had every night since her arrival. Poor creatures, she thought. She didn't really understand the doctor's work, but he himself had told her he was manipulating DNA and testing on the wild creatures.

The howling rose to a crescendo, then broke off into what sounded almost like a voice. Evie's chest tightened. She couldn't bear it anymore. Tomorrow's steamboat couldn't come soon enough.

She slipped from beneath the netting, her bare feet finding the rough wooden planks. Moonlight filtered through trees and the cracks in her window shutter, casting twisted shadows that seemed to writhe and shift.

Another howl pierced the darkness, and this time she was certain, it came from the direction of the laboratory. Evie knew it was foolish and risky, but she could not help but silently ease open her door, and pad softly down the hall to stand outside the doctor's lab.

"You made me into a monster," came a very deep, anguished voice.

"At least you can still speak properly," another voice replied, the words slightly slurred. "I can never return to civilization. I'll be alone forever on this forsaken island.”

"Gentlemen, please!" Dr. Moreau's voice cut through the argument, sharp with impatience. "You fail to appreciate what you've become. You are medical breakthroughs, the first of your kind! Stronger than any man, more powerful in every way. Your enhanced senses, your physical capabilities—"

"What good is strength," the deep voice growled, "when I look like this?"

Evie pressed herself against the wall beside the partially open door, heart racing. She had to see, had to know what manner of men could speak with such anguish. Gathering her courage, she shifted slightly, angling her head to peer through the crack.

The sight stole her breath.

Two men stood facing Dr. Moreau, but they were unlike any men she had ever seen. The first was massive, his skin black as midnight, his head oddly malformed, resembling a leopard's with a flattened nose and strange, elongated jaw. Patches of velvety fur sprouted across his shoulders and down his arms. Despite these aberrations, his bare torso was magnificently sculpted, muscles rippling beneath his strange skin all the way down to the simple covering he wore over his pelvis.
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