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BODYGUARD

 


Sgt. Major Josh
Hellick

 


I can’t get emotionally attached, I
remind myself.

Princess Elisa of the Republic of New
New York stands among the poor handing out small white packages of
food. Her flowing blond hair and aristocratic features are the
hallmark of those modified at birth for leadership. The woman seems
so regal and perfect to all those around her. To me she is simply
the most beautiful woman I have laid eyes on.

That’s just the programming
talking.

I grind my finger nails into my rough,
work hardened palms. The wall of the broken down building crumbles
a little under my weight as I push back into it and try not to let
the whispering at the back fo my mind get to me.

The woman turns her head my way and
smiles. She place a hand to her ear and I feel what she
desires.

Picking up a box of supplies, I bring
them to her. The poor step away from me, perhaps fearing my size or
the dozens of small lines running down my bare arms that show how
many combatants have died at my hands in the defense of the
Republic.

“The food,
Ma’am.”

I place it beside her and she touches
her ear once more and I feel her thanks. It is unusually
warming.

“I will return to my
position.”

My boots crunch on the broken concrete
as I return to the building. One look to the right ensures that the
sniper drone and the media drone are still in place.

I turn and watch on.

My princess. My love.

I grit my teeth.

My everything.



RIDE

 


Princess Elisa
Commons

 


I lean against his strong back as the
large motorcycle that my bodyguard Josh Hellick favors for our
tours in the few remaining unreconstructed areas of the older
sections of New New York chugs away at an even pace.

Josh has looked after me for four
years now and ever since the moment that I meet the huge muscular
soldier I have been head over heels for him.

I briefly remember when I first looked
into his jet black eyes. Deep down I know that they are mechanical,
as is a lot of him, but they seemed to hold more soul than any of
the men I had met before him. In a world where our place, position
and future are decided from birth, it is rare to meet someone who
truly is themselves. Josh has never been anything but that and I
find it incredibly attractive.

“Why don’t you ever reply
using your ear piece?” I ask him.

He glances back over his right
shoulder and turns his eyes back to scanning the road and buildings
ahead.

“I do not feel it is
necessary, Ma’am.”

I sigh and punch him lightly in the
side.

“I’m not Ma’am when we are
alone.”

“We are not
alone.”

The big man points to the skyward to
the right. I feel a momentary sense of anger. My father has done it
again. All I wanted to do today was to assist those who need it,
yet he has to make everything into a PR campaign for the monarchy.
I wonder how long those drones have been floating above us. One of
them is clearly some kind of military model. Does my father really
not trust his subjects such that he would point a weapon at
them?

“What did you think of the
charity that we did today?” I ask Josh.

“It was for the
good.”

“of?”

He hesitates. I can tell that he’s
thinking. Men like him are programmed to care for only the Republic
and those of the monarchy. I do not really understand the process,
but I know it has also been done to me. My loyalty to my father is
oddly strong given that he has intentionally caused strife on
several occasions with the Peace Foundation of Washington - another
large group formed after the 3rd World War of Redemption who are
generally against warfare - and I am strongly allied with them. I
try not to think of how many readjustments I might have had to
obtain that result.

“I believe it is good for
everyone.”

“I see.”

I run a finger down his back and lie
my head down against it to rest a little. I wonder if everyone
includes me and him. If only we could be properly alone without
anyone watching. There are things I would like to say to him -
things I would like to do with him - that neither programming or
station will allow.

But that will never happen. Not with
the world watching my every move.



FREE

 


Sgt. Major Josh
Hellick

 


My ears are ringing.

Where am I?

My vision flickers. I see blue sky for
a second then nothing.

Bringing a hand up, I find that I can
move, but I am blind for some reason.

I touch the small steel tag on my
ear.

“Control, I am
down.”

No response. Communications must be
down.

“Princess?” I ask. “Are you
there?”

No reply. I feel around. I am on the
pavement. Slowly what happened comes back to me. We were riding
through the area surrounding old Soho and the princess was sleeping
soundly against my back. From a building along the side of the road
a massive burst of white overcame us suddenly.

It must have been another terrorist
bombing.

When the world relies so much on
technology, an electronic blocker is the most lethal weapon one can
apply in a urban area. I can assume that my connection to control
will be severed for several hours and that most of my self-repair
devices will no longer function.

I run my hands over myself. I have a
bad cut on my right arm. Aside from that I am fine.

I wonder if...

Reaching out with my internal
communications, I find that the media drone is nearby. It is no
longer functional, but I can use it’s cameras to see for a short
time.

I flick my vision over and to my shock
see myself kneeling a few feet from the ruined motorcycle. I see
the princess lying against it.

“NO!”

She has something sticking out of her
lower back.

I rip myself to my feet, but can’t
sustain my balance and fall over. I have to crawl over to
her.

“No,” I whisper as I feel
about for the object.

The cameras fail and I am left by her
with nothing but my hands to find if she is alive or
not.

My hands come to something steel. I
pull on it and the woman groans.

“Are you okay, Elisa? Are
you injured?”

I pull more firmly and the metal
shifts aside. I place my hands where it was and force myself to
calm down enough to search for injury.

“Nothing.”

Lying back against the motorcycle, I
breathe a sigh of relief. It was just pressed to her.

I come back to kneeling and continue
my inspection. I try to be careful not to touch her
inappropriately, but I must know that she is fully okay. If she
were to be injured then I would be devastated. They would take her
away from me and I would be sent to some far off war to end my days
without another moment in her presence.

“What...? What are you
doing, Josh?”

I pull my hands away
quickly.

“I am inspecting for
injury, Ma’am.”

She shifts her head and places it on
my thigh.

“You don’t have to call me
Ma’am when we are alone.”

I open my mouth to say that
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