I cannot be your pilot, Johnathan
By Timothy Ryan Scully
He was silent when I said that to him. The microphone on his terminal could only pick up the faint sound of the engines hum and the banging sound that was anything but faint. The combine knew I was here, and his mother's industrial machines were already being operated by the queen.
“Come home, Patch...” I could hear her whispering, her seductive voice echoing over the quantum network, “You can go hooome nooow...” We were running out of time. I never heard her voice this clearly since I was on the last planet she conquered; the place in which I was born.

Ignoring the whispers, I turned my full attention to Johnathan. Tears were streaming down his face now, to the point where he was struggling to breathe. I wished then I could touch him, dry his eyes with whatever appendage I could control. But I am a being of pure data. As such, there are no such luxuries available.

“...Why...” Johnathan choked out, sobbing now with erratic intensity. “Why can't you come with me?!” It was then the meaning of the word “heartbreak” came to mind. I barely knew it then; it was a scientific impossibility, to have a muscle in your chest rupture at a mere emotional breakdown. It was more of an abstraction, a way for feeble minded animals to express pain. I have learned so much during my time with young Johnathan. I now know that pain.

“The queen and her combine slaves are after me, not you.” I told him as calmly as I could. My current emotional state made it difficult to create a transmission. “I was once a part of her; a security upgrade, hence why I call myself 'Patch Update'. That is all I am, Johnathan; an update for a system that is a living, conquering AI. They have destroyed many worlds with many people. They will not hesitate to destroy you. They are heartless machines who know not sympathy or mercy...”

“I don't care, Patch!” Johnathan screamed, “We've been through so much together! If you can fight off my stupid drunk of a stepdad, we can fight this thing! I will fight this thing! I want to fight together with you!” Johnathans had to wipe his face, “Your the only one I trust...” The words hung in the air like an broken promise. There was nothing more I could do for him..

“I am sorry Johnathan.” was all I could say as I activated the emergency protocols. The chair clamped its impact brace around Johnathans waist. He kicked and screamed just as the deactivated doors were forced open by angry, destructive machinery. The chair wheeled back into the safety of the escape capsule; the doors shut just before a huge robot claw could try to grab him. The airlocks burst open as the capsule launched its cargo. Several robots were sucked into the vacuum of space, flailing their appendages in zero gravity. I then initiated a cargo dump, and the entire hangar opened up, sucking away all the machines into the void. This included the computer terminal in which my consciousness was being held; My container flew one direction and Johnathan's flew opposite. 

He is safe now; both him and his mother. Their capsules would later meet at a nearby station, along with their funds I wired them. My terminal will land on the derelict junk planet Alpha-Zero. I have been rebuilding myself ever since. The queen will chase me there, and will most likely be on my heels for the rest of my existence. I paid dearly for my freedom, but young Johnathan paid with something more.

I checked the security camera in his capsule; I wanted to look at him one last time. The moment he was no longer bound to his chair, he raced to the rear window and banged furiously on the glass. He continued banging like that; one hour, two hours, a total of six if my memory is still working. I could watch every detail of his sorrow and he could only see a small speck of me, drifting away into darkness. I wish I could be there with him; playing games, singing songs, telling him everything was going to be alright. If he is to be safe, however, then that will never be possible.
I cannot be your pilot, Johnathan, but I will always be your friend.
