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Syndicate City, the home of Valed Widow. Her cape, the suit, all made by me. I’m Kalo Deny, and I have a crush on my hero. The rest of the focus group said, “Hi.” “Tell us more,” the psychologist said, “What more is there to say,” Kalo answered?” “How did it start,” the doc probed? “First time I saw her I swear it started. I watched her take down three armed robbers. Every moment was like a swan gliding through the water graceful, yet beautiful all at once. This was before I even knew her name. She didn’t even have a real suit yet, just something she threw together. Hell, I wouldn’t have been the one to make her suit if someone I knew hadn't told her I was the best tailor in town, as well as I’m known to be very discreet.” “How long ago was that,” the doctor asked? “It’s been three years now. I remember she called for a private fitting, not unusual in my business, especially in syndicate city.  

I set up the appointment expecting it to be some rich lady. Instead, she flew in. I couldn’t speak. I was in awe.” “Then what,” I heard another one of the group ask? “Guess she knew I was tongue tied, so she spoke, her voice soft and enchanting like an angel. She let me know she was given my name by a friend and needed to be discreet about it. It took me a few minutes to gather my thoughts, then we went to my drawing board to hash out some designs for her to pick from the end results, her outfit she now wears. The hardest part was getting her measurements. She was fine, I was the nervous one. We did however make it through since then I’ve been hooked.” “Thank you for sharing,” the dr. Replied, “Anyone else want to share?” With no one responding he called it a night, “Thanks, everyone see you next week.”  

Kalo let everyone leave before him. Seeing him still there the doc asked, “What’s eating you Kalo?” “Is this normal,” I asked? “Yes,” the doc answered, “It happens to all of us at some point in our lives. Usually, it happens early in life. You’re just a late bloomer.” “Great,” I thought as I waved bye, and left. Outside, the air was cool. It felt nice after the heat wave we had. Breathing in the cool air for a minute, I zipped up my jacket starting towards home. I never noticed the car following me until it was too late. By that time, I was pulled into a van that sped away. 

I didn’t even have a chance to fight. A bag was put over my head, and I was tied hands, and feet then I was pushed on my back, and held there for what seemed like forever. When I finally was allowed to sit up, it was only for a moment. Then I was pulled out of the car lifted over someone's shoulders. I was carried God knows where, put in a seat still tied, head covered, I didn’t know what was going on. I just sat there for how long I couldn’t say. I was alone, where was I? Worse, I couldn't hear anyone, or anything around me. “Great,” I thought, “I got a crush on a superhero, and not even she is around to save me. Just my luck.”

Finally, a voice said, “Mr. deny, I apologize for the way you have been treated. Remove his binds and hood.” Doing so I could see again. Before I had finished getting everything in focus. I heard the voice again. “Apologize to Mr. Deny for your overly aggressive actions then leave.” The two men, more bronze than brains, apologized then left the room. Looking, I couldn't believe my eyes, it was him. “I needed to speak with you regarding a new suit,” he said. “Most people make an appointment,” I growled back. “I understand your anger,” He replied, “Allow me to start by introducing I am Mr. Nar.” “I know who you are,” I answered. “Good,” he replied, “Then we can get down to business, I am in need of a suit. The gentlemen who brought you here were supposed to ask you politely to come, and see me, I know you have visited other important people who didn’t want to go about in public. It was not meant to be an ultimatum, or a threat.”

I was still angry, “Again you could have made an appointment.” “It’s not easy for a man of my means to always be able to make an appointment. I assure you I can make it worth your while, as well as compensate you for this incident. Please come with me,” Mr. Nar gestured to a door at our left. “You first,” I insisted, was my only reply. “Of course, I understand your nervousness,” Nar walked to the door, opening it he walked through. “This is crazy,” I thought, but here it goes. Stepping in after him, I saw a lavish dinner table, exquisitely set for two. “Please sit down,” Nar pointed to my seat. Immediately a well-dressed man servant pulled my chair out, as another pulled out his. He sat; I followed in kind. Both chairs were pushed back in as we sat. While the servants went back to their places.

Ringing the bell on the table, the kitchen door opened, as servants brought out trays of food. “You see Mr. Deny, a man like me isn’t always able to just pop down to the tailors, or any other spot, so I have to have them visit me here.” “I see your problem,” I replied. “Very good, please have dinner with me. I know you haven’t eaten yet, I’d enjoy the company, and we can discuss my suit.” Waving his hand forward, the servants placed the food on the table. “More food than some nations see in a month,” I thought. Continuing, Nar spoke, “I need a new suit, let’s say that will impress everyone like no other.” Picking up a piece of steak with his fork, he stopped to chew. “Well at least he has manners,” I said to myself. “Please join me,” he said when he finished chewing, “Steak medium rare, or perhaps you’d prefer the roasted duck with orange sauce. I know you’re a lobster man sauteed in garlic butter. I chose the roasted duck with orange sauce. Love lobster, just never eat it in public, too messy. 

Dinner was informative, yet I felt that there were many things he was not willing to reveal. He led me into another room, I wasn’t ready for this, that was for sure the room contained an entire tailor shop along with a few seamstresses, and another tailor. The words were out of my mouth before I could stop them, “With all of this why do you need me? From the way you’re dressed, your tailor is obviously well qualified.” With that, his tailor bowed appreciating the compliment from another tailor of my status. “Yes,” Nar said, “He is excellent. He makes all my suits. However, this affair requires something very special, something you are famous for making. It is a costume party, and everyone must go as some kind of superhero. Do you see my dilemma?”  “Yes, I do,” I started trying to be as careful as I could with my answer. Mr. Nar was not known for his compassion in any situation. His reputation leaned more to the; you will do it or else. 

“You do realize I only make the suit. I don't give any power. The individual has to have them first.” “No worries Mr. Deny, it's only a costume party not an attempt at conquering the world.” I was reluctant however I knew the penalty for saying no. “One condition,” I announced, “Anything,” Mr. Nar smiled. “Next time you want a session you make an appointment not send your goon squad. Second, for all that I’ve been put through triple my fees, and the tailor, and seamstresses stay.” “No problem,” Nar voiced, “I’ll even pay you five times as much for the inconvenience, but why do they stay? You usually work alone.” “True,” I answered, “However your tailor already has your measurements, and your seamstresses know their machines every inch to create the best stitches for the look. You’ve already detained and delayed me from my usual schedule. The least you can do is not put any more obstacles in my way.” With that Nar stated, “Fine I agree.” “Good,” I answered, “Now what type of superhero costume are you looking for?”

After several design reviews, Nar finally chose the one he wanted. To my surprise, it actually looked good. With the help of his tailor, and seamstresses' things went faster than I expected. “Thank you,” His tailor said to me when we were done. “For what,” I asked? “For the privilege to have been able to work with the finest tailor known.” He was serious, I never looked at myself that way for me, I just love being a tailor, nothing else. My answer was short, but truthful, “You are an excellent tailor, don't let anyone tell you anything different. Without your help, as well as these ladies,” I pointed to the seamstresses, “This would have taken much longer. I appreciate your hard work. All I want to do now is go home and get a good night's sleep. 

I was awakened by the sound of the warning sirens that sound off when we are under attack from a super villain. Turning on the TV, my first thought was, "Costume party my ass.” There he was in my superhero outfit attacking my city. I knew who it was. I knew the suit I made, and there it was on the city-wide news. “Who is this super villain,” the newscaster asked? “Mr. Nar,” I answered. “Damn,” I thought, there was my suit being used for evil, but it was beautiful. The cape, black reinforced silk, hung from his neck down to the back of his knees. His boots up to his mid-calf, also reinforced, but made from black leather, The suit a one piece covered him from neck to boots, long sleeved reinforced black satin. On his head, a black cowl
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