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Author’s Note
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This short story takes place in the Blaze of Glory universe – you don't have to have read this one to enjoy the trilogy, but I hope you'll be interested in reading them all! 
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Praise for Blaze of Glory
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“Nantus has crafted a superhero novel for the 21st century with a spunky, stubborn heroine; sinister bureaucrats who have their own agenda and aliens with ships resembling avocados.” RT Magazine
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“It’s a nice new take on super powers and the world that would develop around them. Blaze of Glory provides a fresh voice to this genre which can get stale with the same old shtick. Add to this, Blaze shows a nice selection of different powers, some of which we wouldn’t normally think of as those of superheroes/villains.

Too often female protagonists are either pushed around or are so hard you can’t stand to be around them. I appreciated Jo Tanis (aka Blaze) being not a strong woman nor a weak woman, but a nice mix. She reminds me of Sarah Connors in Terminator – soft and worrying sometimes, hard as nails when she has to be.” Krypton Radio
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“Fast paced urban fantasy tale. Our world, with 'super' heroes added. Enjoyed the tale, lots of action, and good closure on this story but also manages to open up a wider world to explore for rest of series. Very light on the romance, which also promises bigger things to come in rest of series. Had me rooting for the good guys (and some of the bad guys).” Book Chick City
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By the Seat of Your Pants
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The rules said that all civilians had to be evacuated from the performance area. The police swept it clean, based on a tip that there'd be some sort of superhero face-off happening in the area. There wasn't supposed to be anyone around to get caught in the brawl, letting us grind out the routine without any distractions or worrying about collateral damage.

All of which did nothing to explain the eight-year old boy staring up at me as I hovered a few feet above the ground, waiting for my cue. He wore a light blue dress shirt and black pants, obviously on his way to or from some event with his family. How he'd gotten away from them and slipped through the police barricade was a mystery and one I really didn't have the time to solve.

"Damn," I whispered into my link.

"What's up?" Mike, my Guardian/sidekick/captor replied, sounding like he was standing next to me and not a half-block away. The choreography set-up had Mike coming in for backup after our first confrontation with the super villain. After all, he wasn't the main draw.

I was. Surf, the fabulous flying super who could warp electromagnetic fields to her will. 

I'm also the one who made a darned hot pinup poster babe, despite my constant complaining that I didn't want to be portrayed like that. 

The Agency called the shots and they loved the income from the posters.

"Hi there," I said to the youngster. "Where's your mom and dad?" I tried to ignore the blinking red light on a camera sitting atop the light post. In two minutes we'd be live and on the air, broadcasting around the world. Right on cue I'd flown in expecting to be confronting a super villain in a few minutes and brawling in the streets for millions of eager viewers who loved to see the good guys win.

Instead I was playing babysitter to a wide-eyed kid who didn't know he'd stolen the scene and we were running out of time.

The dark-haired boy clutched a Metal Mike action figure to his chest, sizing me up. The battered robot had been well-loved, the metallic paint worn off his arms and legs. He scowled at me, the tiny face scrunching up into an annoyed glare.

I obviously wasn't his super of choice. 

"Where are your parents?" I asked again. 

"Away." His eyes were wide as he watched me. 

"Woman, we're going to be active in two minutes," Mike said over the link. "Get rid of the kid-can't be putting him in the line of fire."

"You need to go into there." I pointed at a nearby store. "I'll go find someone to come and take care of you." I couldn't tell the kid we were about to play out a choreographed fight; villain on hero with the outcome already decided. We were the good guys and we always won.

Always.

The moppet looked at the empty grocery store with a puzzled expression before turning back to me. "I can't go in there." 

"Why?" I could hear the imaginary clock ticking away. In a minute Wild Billy Bully was coming around that corner tossing cars left and right as he came at me. The Agency could call him off but it'd be problematic. We'd already trained for two weeks for this televised brawl and rescheduling it would be a hassle.

"My mom told me to never go anywhere without an a-adult." He stuttered on the last word. "She'll be mad at me."

I bit back the obvious question-how had he gotten here without an adult in the first place? 

"Jo-do something," Mike growled in my ear. I imagined him on the other line with the Agency reps, running through possible scenarios to get the kid out of the way without making it too obvious. Calling the show off wasn't an option. I didn't have the authority; neither did Mike. The Agency could but it was pretty plain with every passing minute they weren't about to exercise that right.

Even so, the Agency prided itself on never having a civilian die at one of their fights. 

Right now, that record weighed heavy on my shoulders. 

The unmistakable sound of breaking glass and metal came from my left. My heart began to race as I counted down the seconds to when we'd go live. I glanced around, checking my options. 

Run the boy into the store and stick him behind a counter, hopefully out of danger. 

Problem was the odds were high he'd get hurt by something smacking him in the head or worse, he'd run back out right into the line of fire.

I could take the boy with me. 

I had to take the boy with me.

I motioned the boy closer, giving him my million-dollar smile. "Ever want to fly?"

His eyes grew wide and he held out his Metal Mike figure. "Like him?" He toddled closer, swinging the well-worn toy around in a wide arc. "Like Mike?"

"Just like him." I reached down and picked up the kid. "In fact, let's go see Metal Mike right now."

He wrapped his hands around my neck instinctively as I pulled him close. His hands pressed against the scar on the back of my neck, the explosive plug the Agency had installed when they captured me. It kept me under control, smiling even as I knew my partner was also my Guardian, his job to keep me happy and contented enough to play their games.

I gained altitude just as a car came around the corner, sans driver. The black SUV bounced and rolled down the street, taking out two light posts that fell to the ground, loose wires sparking.

Wild Bill was close behind, right on time and right on the mark.

The camera spun up, keeping me in its sights as I moved to my first position-a perfect target for Bill.

"Stop right there!" It didn't sound as majestic with a young boy hanging off me but it'd have to do. "Wild Bill Bully, you're going to jail."

The thick-necked man threw his head back and laughed. He was dressed in his trademark neon green pants with a bright purple shirt designed to intentionally offend anyone with any fashion sense. His long black hair highlighted his pale skin, making him quite the sight. 

Versus me, the blonde chick wearing a leather jacket and jeans. I imagined the ratings jumped every time the cameras got a shot of my behind. I'd talked the Agency out of tight leather pants, pointing out I was likely to split them and give the viewing public a bit more than what they wanted.

"No way Surf! You're going down and your little boy too!" Wild Bill roared. I spotted a flicker of confusion on his face but he picked up the scene and was running with it.

Had to give him points for improvisation. 

He turned to his left and picked up the station wagon so thoughtfully placed by the Agency. I knew the engine and most of the car had been gutted out to allow Billy to pick it up and toss it around like a softball but if it hit me it'd still hurt like hell.

"What's your name?" I asked the boy in my arms.

He gaped at the mammoth man under us, his grip around my neck getting tighter by the second. 

Bill hesitated for a few seconds, enough to allow the
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