Brushing the creases from his dress-shirt is when he felt the first wave of it. Excitement and fear are always the prominent feelings when preparing for a gala, a party, a gathering. All his friends will be there. All his loved ones, family, colleagues, the people who were closest to him throughout his whole life. You need to look presentable at these things, especially when you are the guest of honour, the life and soul of the party. It's ironic that those are the words used as he often felt like neither.
 
The steam from the iron made the air thick and hard to swallow as the last few imperfections were slowly scalded from the cotton, those underarms are the hardest bit to press, but with just a few more puffs of rose scented steam, they're gone. Like Autumn leaves they fall from the shirt and disappear. His skin goes rigid as the hot buttons touch his abdomen. Trembles of pain cut through him as his back arches in an attempt to let the shirt float free from his hot tender skin. The need to get ready in a hurry made it impossible for him to wait those few extra seconds to let the shirt cool to a comfortable temperature before flicking the buttons through the eyelets. Each one making his thumb more and more calloused. Sharp breathes leak and snatch from his gritted teeth with every pin prick of heat that injected his hand.
 
The suit jacket and trousers lay on his queen sized bed hermetically sealed in the dry cleaning bag from it's last appearance at it's previous occasion. They happened rarely but the suit was always cleaned after every use. He unzipped the body bag like a coroner to reveal the headless and limbless body of his dapper alter ego. The party guy. The suave, sophisticated, sharply dressed man he only can be be at weddings, funerals, or christenings. This version of himself currently lifeless in plastic was about to be brought to life once more. Like a dashing Doctor Frankenstein he lifted the carcass and held it in front of him. The tag from the dry cleaners still safety pinned through the button hole. ‘834' read the raffle ticket as he slowly relieved the pin from it's chest like a mythical sword and king. Then with ease crumpled it and threw it into the bin across the room.
 
The trousers felt soft and smooth as they gently climbed his leg. Finest quality, no expense spared. When you own just one suit for any occasion, only the best suffices. He had often tried to pronounce the brand name of this two-piece but could never quite make out all the letters in its incomprehensible calligraphic font. It was Italian. From Milan in fact, no doubt it would have been one to have walked down a runway during Fashion Week. Top class. The jacket slid on to his torso with such ease. The silk lined slide of a sleeve barely touched his arm as the lapels sunk right into place on his body. The tailor had done adjustments only a few months ago, so the suit fit perfectly. It was a superheroes cape and cowl. A red carpet dress of an A-list actress. Every seam was broken and rebuilt just for him to look perfect and perfect is exactly how he looked in it.
 
Memories of the times he has worn this suit filled the room around him, in this house of mirrors he watched his arms wrap around the love of his life and sweep her across a dance floor to their song. 
He smiled while fastening just the top button of the blazer, never the bottom one, as he watched the priest wet his niece's still slightly bald and fuzzy head in the formation of a crucifix. She cried but everyone else smiled. 
Reaching for the tie he had chosen specifically for tonight, brand new, fresh from the store, never been tied before, he hears a crescendo of laughter as he tells the most heartwarming Best Man speech filled with affection, humour, and well spoken grammar. Smiling faces all content, entertained by his words filled the room then vanished from memory like cigarette smoke in a light breeze. 
 
The ties course material feels rough around his neck even through the collar of the pure cotton shirt. As he swoops one length around the other he is faced with his boss, Dr Jefferson - Always Doctor never Mister - on his first day of work at the newspaper. He didn't wear the suit everyday but wanted to make a good first impression. Not long after the first week on the job he was told to dress down a bit in future as most of the other reporters just wore jeans and a button down. They call the newspaper the rag, not the riches was the joke someone said to him on the last day he wore the suit in to the office. Dr Jefferson dissolved as an empty courtroom scene materialised before him. 
He pulled the main length of tie firmly which brought the knot close and tight to his top button. The judges gavel came down with a thunder crash filling his bedroom with resonance so clear he could swear it was really happening, again. The words five hundred meters were all he hears echoing through his mind as all the scenes eventually fragmented and fell apart from his vision. The words losing reverb and becoming stiff as the courtroom became nothing but the four walls of this bedroom again. All that remained was him staring at his own reflection in the full length mirror at the foot of the hotel rooms bed. Fully suited and booted. Almost ready to go.
 
The suit looked as perfect as the day he bought it. Not a line out of place, not a crease insight. The belt buckle shining with such a gleam you could blind a deer with it. The trouser seam straighter than a crows flight. His jacket hugging his frame so perfectly that his skin could have been the navy Worsted Wool with the single visible silver button for a navel. He looked himself down and up in the mirror finally resting his sight on the tie. The newest part of the suit ensemble. A smile of finality swept over his face as he grabbed the knot to make his final adjustment and got the tie into the perfect position, its final destination. 
 
He stepped off of the stool but never reached the floor. 
  
You need to look presentable at these things, especially when you are the guest of honour. The life and soul of the party. It's ironic that those are the words used as currently, he had neither.
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