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Dwennon adjusted his hat as he looked in the mirror.

Was it maybe a little too bright? Or perhaps a shade too pink?

He couldn’t tell. Though he could see the pink reflected well on his light skin and dark hair.

Plus, it brought attention to his hard, square, manly jaw and muscular body.

He turned this way and that, admiring his blurry reflection in the flickering candlelight, wishing for a mirror with a clearer reflection.

The pink hat looked good on him, but did that mean he should wear it?

He dipped a piece of stale bread into his cup of watered wine and looked at the hat again as he chewed.

Was the colour sufficiently stunning? Did he need to add some jewels or feathers to spruce it up a bit?

Or maybe tone it down - he was wearing a bright orange tunic after all.

It wouldn’t do his career any good to outshine Prince Indulf in his own Court. The trick was to stay just enough ahead of the rest of them.

He turned, lip curling, to look at the pile of clothing he’d thrown on the flagstone floor.

It really didn’t help that someone or something had sneaked into his room, gone into his clothing press and torn up his clothing.

It could, of course, be repaired.

But that would mean starting a new fashion for shorter, slimmer tunics and he wasn’t entirely sure the Court was ready for that.

He leapt over the pile of tunics he’d discarded on the floor and threw himself onto the bed.

It wasn’t fair.

He’d been sent to Court, to find a compliant rich Lady to marry. Her money would shore up the family fortunes, and he would hopefully live in peace and quiet in a small corner of the family seat for the rest of his life.

Becoming the talk of the Court for his flamboyant clothing style had not been part of that plan.

Admittedly, as the third son of a minor noble, he had very little to commend himself to the rich Ladies of the Court.

And it was possible that being talked about was better than not being talked about, but the pressure of always being distinctive was tremendous.

Always trying to not stray over that thick grey line that would see him disgraced and banished from Court.

And perhaps cost the family its lands.

That would go down like a giant lead fishing weight.

For that matter, Dwennon’s clothing problems had been non-existent before he’d arrived at Court.

He’d don his never-changing plain and practical clothing, and spend the long days alone, hunting and fishing to keep the family well stocked with meat and fish.

If he’d had his way, he wouldn’t be at Court at all, he’d be back home, coursing for deer with the hounds.

Not cooped up inside, worrying about what was messing with his clothes overnight.

He called it the Vestitus Demon because it snuck into his clothes press and changed his clothes overnight. Sometimes just the colour. Or from velvet to silk and back again. Or cut them shorter.

Or even more bizarrely, longer.

It had only been a few weeks, but already it felt like an eternity, the sooner he found a wife and got out of there, the better.

Too late to run away now though.

Grudgingly, he acknowledged that the demon generally made sure he had an attractive and appropriate outfit no matter how outlandish.

And didn’t mess with his hunting equipment or armoury.

Just the clothes.

And hats, shoes, and now and again his limited collection of jewellery.

But only to create outfits.

After a time, the glamour or whatever it was wore off and his clothes reverted to their original appearance.

Until the next time.

He leaned off the bed and picked a blue silk tunic up from the floor for a closer look.

What he’d initially taken for gaping holes had been neatly hemmed. He happened to notice that while it was unexpected, the blue was a good match for the untorn orange he was wearing.

Sighing he stood up, took the hat off and pulled the blue tunic on over the orange. When he put the hat back on, he could tell it was too much, and looked in the press to see if there was anything else that might work.

And of course, there was.

A kind of floppy, flat-topped black hat. With a spray of blue and orange ribbons.

Naturally.

Dwennon sighed.

Definitely no escaping the festivities tonight then.

Which actually was never going to happen regardless of what the clothing demon threw at him.

Maybe demon wasn’t the right word, but he was pretty sure angels didn’t go around remaking people’s wardrobes overnight.

One last doubtful look in the mirror and he left the room.

Almost immediately, he rocked back on his heels to avoid Mrs Godwaine the Housekeeper as she swept passed the room chased by some kind of filthy servant girl.

Good luck to the girl, Mrs Godwaine was a fearsome woman, and he wasn’t the only one that turned and walked quickly away whenever he saw her coming.

The girl met his eyes for a moment, then turned away, as if she knew what he was thinking and didn’t like it.

He felt judged and found wanting.

Which irritated him given he was noble, and she was nothing.

After a moment to let his heartbeat slow down, he headed down to the main hall to hang around with the other courtiers.

As he was confined to the outer rooms, he could relax a little, and hang around with the other younger sons. 

Not getting up to mischief per se, but getting away with the kind of things you couldn’t do in the inner rooms.

Which was actually where he needed to be to win a rich Lady.

Only the married women were in the outer court, presumably to protect the young and innocent ones from men like him.

Arriving at the entrance to the outer hall, he saw his friends were already there. Jerald, Beval and Silas were also ran sons like him.

It wasn’t unheard of for a third son to inherit the title, but unusual.

So unusual that none of them had any practical or useful skills.

Society being what it was, the only careers open to them were soldier, farmer or court adviser.

Though the careers were more of obligations to the King than actual income opportunities.

Beval had been at Court for several years, and his father was threatening him with the priesthood if he didn’t bring home a suitable bride this season.

Dwennon absolutely did not want to enter the priesthood, but Jerald preferred that to the army.

Dwennon didn’t want to enter the army either, he just wanted to be a farmer.

He just needed to sort out the dratted wife thing so he could go home.  

He straightened his shoulders and took a deep breath.

Then let it out as he sauntered through the door.

His friends saw him almost immediately, and clustered around him peppering him with questions about his outfit.

“Well woodness,” said Silas, “that’s another fine outfit, how did you come up with that?”

“I keep telling you wind-sucker, the Vestitus Demon puts them in my clothes press.”

“Fopdoodle!” said Jerald, “there’s no such thing as a Vestitus Demon. And in any case, a demon would ruin your clothes.”

“Have you seen what I’m wearing? This is hundreds of hundreds of leagues from the clothes I brought with me.”

Beval laughed, “who’s the fopdoodle now?

“Oh! That reminds me, did you hear the Prince brought a Ghost Walker to court?”

They all turned to Beval, eyes wide.

“A Ghost Walker?” asked Jerald, “I didn’t think there were any left.”

“You wouldn’t think so given the Church has been hunting and burning them for decades,” answered Silas.

“True,” said Beval, “but I expect the villagers would have got in first.”

“Are they demons or people do you think?” Dwennon wondered.

“I heard they can disappear from one place and reappear in another, so I expect that makes them demons,” said Jerald.

“I think they’re just dirty lying peasants who can hide really well when other peasants try to catch and kill them,” answered Beval.

They all laughed.

But Dwennon was fascinated.

What would it be like to be surrounded by dead people all the time?

Technically he was already surrounded by dead people, but he couldn’t see them, so he didn’t generally think about them.

He wondered idly if anyone had followed him from home. 

Oddly enough, not being alone was a comforting thought.

What if it was a dead relative messing with his clothes? Who could it be?

And then it hit him, that perhaps a Ghost Walker could help him with his demon.

He either had to find his own or get deeper into Court to meet the Prince’s. And finding his own seemed easier.

“How do you think the Prince found it?” he asked.  

“Well, I don’t think you can take the dogs out and hunt them like deer,” Silas answered, slapping him on the back.

Beval frowned, “That’s not how politics works.

“He’d’ve quietly put the word out, and someone somewhere would’ve said something, and someone else said something more and eventually he’d get the answer back.

“Then he’d send someone else out to get the Walker before it could move on.”

They were silent for a moment.

“Do you think he’s arrested it and is torturing it in a dungeon somewhere?” Dwennon asked.

Jerald laughed, “That’s the wrong question my friend, the bigger question is why he defied the Church to find one and bring it to Court. What could be so important that he’d risk the Crown?”

“No,” said Dwennon, “he’s a Goist. The Church is only here in an ambassadorial function.”

His friends looked at him with raised eyebrows.

He shrugged one shoulder, “We’re Goists too.”

Beval grunted, “That’s an interesting twist. Would the Prince hand it over to the Church when he’s got what he wanted, or let it go?”

“Why would he do either of those things?” Silas
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