
His father gave him a pat on the back as Beloved swallowed down the Advil. A headache had continued to rip through his brain most of the day, and this third dose of pain killers was probably going to be just as ineffective as the last two. 


“There, you just lie down. You’ll be okay while I go and make dinner, won’t you?” His father asked with concern in his voice.


Beloved nodded and smiled through the pain, “I’m 18, I can live through a headache. I have the television to keep me company, anyway.” He shooed him off his bed and out into the hallway, “Go and make yourself some dinner, I’ll join you if I feel any better.”  With a final nod his father closed the door behind him and his footsteps receded down the hallway.  Sure his father was out of hearing distance, Beloved let out the moan that he had been trying to hold in. He’d had a headache before, but nothing that made him actually groan in pain.  Gone was the strong front he had put up before his father, as Beloved crumpled onto the bed and curled into a ball. 


He had never liked making his father worry, feeling as if it wasn’t right to make trouble for the man who had decided to adopt him.  David wasn’t his real father, but he had raised him in this home since Beloved was 3.  It was just the two of them in the small house placed within the community for families with men or women in the army reserve. David wasn’t a soldier but a scientist working in one of the labs on the base.  He made plenty of money for the two of them to live comfortably and had always taken good care of Beloved.

Looking out the windows he saw the sun still struggling to stay up, slowly winning the battle as spring made the days longer and warmer. Beloved wished he could be outside finishing up the book he was reading, but the headache made even the letters blur from the pain.


Turning over Beloved moved the warm pack on his forehead and off of his ear. He became aware of his father’s voice quietly murmuring to someone, probably on the phone, and he strained to listen.  All he could hear were a few words about “matured”, “development” and “dormant”.  He must have been on the phone with one of the other scientists, Beloved figured, and returned the warm pack to the side of his head.


With a streak of pain so strong it seemed to audibly crackle though his brain, Beloved couldn’t help but scream in pain.  The world had gone black, and it was suffocating him as he drowned in the pain and darkness.  His body shivered uncontrollably as sobs wracked from him, the pain made Beloved feel as if he was actually splitting in half.  Dimly he heard his father shout something to him, but he was too busy fighting down the nausea and trying to hold himself together to actually hear the words. 

And just like that the pain was gone. His sight returned, Beloved actually sobbed with relief as he fell back onto the bed. The strength was sapped from his body; he couldn’t move at all and lay there as a face peered down at him from above. 


“I’m okay dad, really,” he muttered softly to the dark shape above him.  It was then he saw that it was only his reflection, yet it looked oddly different. Then it spoke to him.

“No, we’re not okay, we have to get moving right now!” his reflection shouted at him. Beloved blinked hard, staring at his face and realized that there were many things about this reflection that was very different. Like the fact it had two horns growing from the side of its head. Or how its eyes glittered red and cat-like instead of blue.  Again it spoke. “Yo! Can you hear me? Your dad just ran out of the room and he’s coming back with men with guns and tranquilizers!”


“What?” was all Beloved could get out before he heard Jeeps pull up, car doors slam, and the clomping of boots as they entered the house. Slowly he sat up and gave a shriek as he saw the rest of his twisted doppelganger. It sure did look like him from the waist up, same body, same face, yet it was currently blocking the pounding door shut with a large, dragon-like body. Hind legs dug grooves into the wood floor while the fore claws strained with muscle to keep the door shut. 

“I know, I’m as freaked out as you are, but you have to help me keep this door shut!” The dragontaur said and whipped his tail in agitation.  Beloved could feel the panic rise in his throat but he approached the door and leaned against it with his might. 


“Who are you? Are you me?” he asked, bewildered as he heard the soldiers on the other side shout orders to surround the house.


“I’m half of you. I’ve been lying dormant in you since you were born, you just weren’t aware of me until now.” With a grunt the dragon Beloved shoved against the door as it opened an inch. “And here I thought it would be nice to be free. This welcoming party sucks,” he grumbled.


“You’re part of me? But…how?” 


Dragon Beloved shrugged, “How the hell should I know? I’ve been asleep most of these 18 years.” The door opened another inch and Beloved could see a boot try to wedge in. “Are you even pushing?” the dragon huffed, “It feels like I’m doing all the work here.”


“Let us in, son!” shouted the familiar voice of David, and it was enough to shock both of the Beloveds into stillness for a second. The soldiers took that opportunity and successfully shoved their way through.

Beloved was shoved off of his feet as the door caught his shoulder, and he yelped as the soldiers nearly trampled him while surrounding the tall form of his scaly second half. His red eyes turned worriedly towards him as all guns were aimed at the dragon.  In fact no one seemed to notice the young man on the floor.  Even his father, as he strode into the room holding a giant syringe, didn’t even glance at his human son. All eyes were on the dragontaur.  Couldn’t they see him?


His question was answered as the soldiers backed away from dragon Beloved, stepping though the human Beloved to get into formation and protect the scientist. 


“Oh Beloved, I’m so sorry it came to this.  It seems our experiment wasn’t quite the failure we thought it was,” David explained craning his neck to look at the creature that was half dragon and half the boy he had raised as his son. 

“Dad! I’m over here! Look at me! Leave the other me alone!” Beloved shouted and stood up.  No one even reacted or looked in his direction except for his dragon half.  His father continued to advance towards dragon Beloved who slowly backed his hulking figure towards the window.  Beloved glanced out and saw that there were soldiers out there also, all of them had guns too.  “We’re completely surrounded! What’ll we do?”

“Get behind me,” he said quietly and Beloved hurried past and through the soldiers, shuddering at the strangeness of passing through them like they were air.


David cocked his head at the command, not seeing the ethereal half of his son now protected behind the dragon’s bulk. “What was that?”


“I said, ‘don’t hurt me,’” dragon Beloved bluffed. 


“No no, son, I won’t hurt you. This is just a tranquilizer so we can calm you down and find out where we went wrong in our experiment. It’s alright, we’ll get you back to normal if you just cooperate with us.”

“Experiment? What do you mean it went wrong? What did you do to me?” the dragon growled as he curled his tail protectively about Beloved.


“You’ve always been like this, we made you like this. When you were just a clump of dividing cells we created you through our technology and breakthroughs with genetics.  You never showed any signs of being anything more than human so we assumed our genetic tampering wasn’t successful.  Who knew it would come about through puberty and maturing.  This is wonderful news, son!”  His father smiled, but it was one he’d never seen before. Beloved felt as if he was being looked at not as a son any longer but as an opportunity, an object, and a science experiment. 


“Fuck you, David.”


Dragon Beloved glanced back as he heard the enraged whisper, and felt the sense of betrayal as it coursed though his other half.  Having been conscious only 10 minutes of his life so far he had decided that life here was never going to be the same for the human. He had to escape because no way in hell was he going to be made a science experiment. All the pain he would feel as a specimen would be felt also by his human half, and he felt a primal urge to protect this other half. The dragontaur decided that escape was their only choice.

“Please, David, back away. You take us away and you will regret it.” 
David only snorted at the warning, waving his syringe nonchalantly.  “Beloved, you don’t need to be afraid. I’m your father; I’ve raised you like my own son. I named you, even.  I’m not going to hurt you.”

Both dragon and the older man made their move at the same moment.  As David lunged at his mutated son, dragon Beloved reared up on his hindquarters and twisted about, dodging the needle. It plunged into empty air as the dragon swept up his human half up onto his back and launched out the window.

“Orders sir!” Came a shout and David waved his arms frantically. “Hold your fire! Use the stun guns or give him room! Just don’t let them leave the base!”

Beloved gripped tightly to the waist in front of him, cringing behind it as he felt them plow through the soldiers that weren’t fast enough. Inhuman roars and growls rumbled forth from this man that was him and yet it wasn’t. All this had to be a dream; it was way too strange to be real.
Branches and leaves snapped under them as they took refuge in the small woods that would lead to the base’s perimeter. Beloved noticed that while humans weren’t able to touch him, the branches that were scratching at his face and hands certainly could.  “Are you okay back there?” came his dragon half’s voice, out of breath from the running and fear. They both felt it, Beloved more so than the scaly tank he was riding, and he then came to another realization. He was aware on some level deep down inside of him, of what the other was feeling. Fear, certainly, but the excitement of a chase, the power that came from possessing such a fearful form, and an emotion Beloved had never felt before; something akin to savagery, a primitive knowledge that he was a hunter, not the hunted, and would tear apart anyone who got in their way. 
