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Valed Widow picked up her phone, “Hello,” she said. “Yes, uh this is Kalo the tailor. I was given your number by Cooper. He said you told him it was alright to do so,” Kaylo spoke nervously. “Oh yes dear,” Widow responded, “I need a new fitting for my outfit. It seems it’s in need of some repair.” “Yes, what day is more convenient for you,” Kalo asked? “How about tomorrow at 10AM,” Widow asked? That would be great I’ll have everything ready for you. I hired our ex super villains tailor, and seamstresses along with all their materials. We’ll have you fixed up in no time.” Widow could hear the excitement in his voice. “See you then Valed responded then hung up the phone. “She’s coming,” Kalo yelled, “Yes,yes,yes, she’s coming in tomorrow at 10AM.” “Relax Kalo,” His assistant tailor said, trying to calm him, “We’ll make sure everything is perfect for tomorrow no worries.” The two seamstresses giggled to each other, “Someone has a crush.” “Back to work ladies,” Padison the assistant tailor said, “We all know that Kalo is very excited about this fitting tomorrow.” Still giggling, the two seamstresses went back to work.

Kalo was ecstatic that he had her phone number; he even put it in a special place that no one knew about. His night though was far more interesting. He was of course dreaming about Valed Widow and having the chance to spend some time with her. Kat, and Mua, the two seamstresses were right he did have a crush on her. But that didn’t matter to him. Not now, she was coming; that's all that concerned him. Kalo was awakened by the sound of shattering glass before he could even raise his head. It was covered by a bag, "Not again,” Kalo thought. Pulled from his bed, he felt himself being pushed into a seat strapped in, and then they drove off. 

The ride seemed to take forever. The vehicle finally came to a stop. As usual he was dragged from the car into some kind of building. He heard the door slam shut. “Yes,” Kalo thought, “Now comes the drop in the chair, and the big ogre comes to threaten me into making him a suit.” However, he was wrong. He felt a cold concrete spot he was pushed down on. He could hear them all around. "What do they need, a tailor, especially this one?” Another voice replied, “He’s not just any tailor, this one made the Scorchers suit,” “Great,” Kalo thought, “Who’s this super villain, the next great Scorcher.” Kalo heard another door open, still unable to see. He waited for what was to come next. Mr. Deny,” he heard the voice say, “I know that voice,” Kalo thought, “Where have I heard that voice before.” Frustrated, he tried hard to place it but just couldn’t.

It was one he heard, but it sounded a little disrupted with cracks in the sentences. Then he realized it was a taped voice spliced together to make the message, but “why this voice?” It was a well-known voice he knew, yet the disruptions made it hard to place the owner. The message, simple, and to the point, “Veiled Widow, where is she? When will you see her again?” I lied; they bought it. The last part of the message we’ll be watching you until she shows up then they’re going to capture her. The thought made me laugh. The slap upside my head made me stop. I was then pushed back into the vehicle and pushed out of it at my house. The tires screeched as the vehicle left. Taking the covering off my head I saw my front bay window smashed in. I called my insurance agent; told him some kids threw a brick at it. He said he’d be out at present to look it over. I thanked him, knowing this was going to raise my rates, always does especially in Syndicate City. I did at least get a few hours of sleep before my alarm went off at 7AM. 

Jumping in a hot shower. I got dressed and headed into the tailor shop to open at 8AM. “Good morning, sir,” Padison greeted as he met me at the door. “Good morning Padison,” I responded as the door clicked open. Kat, and Mua arrived at the front door, as well, all giggly, and wishing both of us good morning. Once we were all in Kat, and Mua headed straight to work as Padison readied my sketch pads for the arrival of “Ms. Widow,” as he called her, would be ready for me to start. As usual Widow always disguised herself as a wealthy client. Making sure no one was the wiser. The sketches were great. We improved the cape’s ability to glide better, as well as made it out of spun metal that the Scorcher used for his suit. The boots, titanium leather mix comfortable, yet strong for hard landings. The body suit was last. A mixture of spun silk for the look, and feel with titanium, and Chromium for the hits Widow would have to take in combat. She looked incredible, “Like a goddess,” Kalo whispered to himself. 

"This is not only beautiful,” Veiled said with a smile, “But tough enough to kick anyone's ass.” “I’m glad you liked it,” Kalo replied. After Widow paid him, Kalo spoke, “Can I talk to you about something that happened to me last night?” “Of course, Kalo, what can I help you with,” she asked? I informed her about my encounter with the people who broke in, and took me, as well as the voice sounding like someone who we knew, yet still couldn’t place. Their threats to watch me so they could capture her. "God,” she was so patient listening with great interest to every would,” I felt as I watched her listen to me. “It’s going to be okay Kalo,” she told me, “Right now you’re safe, they don’t know I’m here. I’ll keep a look out now that I know. I’ve heard there’s a group searching for me. Their interest is to capture me and make me work for them. This new suit will keep them at bay. Besides, my hand cannons have been improved as well. They won’t be prepared for the new me. Thanks to you.” Smiling, she redressed in her rich lady outfit then left.

Kalo saw them, he knew he was supposed to, and they wanted him to see them. Their only problem was that he now knew what they looked like, too. What neither Kalo nor those looking for Widow knew was once Widow knew about them, she put surveillance on the shop. His home, as well as Padison, Kat, and Mua, just to make sure they were safe as well. Sitting at her console in her safe house, she watched the tapes noting times, vehicles, and faces. Once all this was done, she loaded the information into her Gibson, then waited for the results to download. Now she knew who they were as well. 

Their names popped up on the monitor. Jay Beck, underworld boss, worst one in Syndicate city. The others, his thugs, who would do whatever he said without question. Everyone feared him. “He once killed the mayor at the time in cold blood right in front of everyone. When it went to trial, no one saw anything. He walked away with an apology from the court. “He’s definitely one of the evilest, along with being the most ruthless man in the city,” Widow made a mental note, “This one's going to be costly to the entire city.”

Jay Beck stood at the window of his multimillion-dollar estate speaking into his intercom he growled, "Any sightings yet?” “Not yet boss,” Jake, his second in command replied, “We’re still watching the tailor’s shop, she’s a no show so far.” “Keep an eye on him, she has to turn up sooner, or later to have that suit fixed,” with that, Beck shut off the intercom. Continuing to look out over the city, Beck thought, “Where is she? I know I’ll have the boys rob something that will bring her out.” Sitting at his desk, Beck picked up his phone. “I’ve got a job for you. Send people who can afford to spend time in jail. Yes we’ll pay to take care of their families while they’re in jail, not a problem.” Beck instructed the voice on the other end of the phone. Hearing the voice again, “Simple bank robbery I need to draw someone out any other questions,” Beck Inquired? Hearing none, he hung up. Smiling Jay thought, “That will bring her out.” He laughed.

At 10AM the 8th Street Bank’s silent alarm went off at the police
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