Just then, Sally hooked onto his arm and nearly dragged him across the tiny street to a shop on the other side. It sat on a corner and had the appearance of a large tent, with wide, airy openings along each of the front sides. The front corner walls of the shop were made of heavy canvas, rolled and tied at the top. A square center pole supported the middle of the structure. The sign over the shop advertised:  ‘Portraits Taken—Recreate History!’

Inside were costumes from nearly every imaginable movie scene or period in history: Old West, Abraham Lincoln, King Kong, George Washington, Flipper, Revolutionary War, astronauts, Zorro, scuba gear, horror movies—the place had more items than the costume department at MGM studios. He looked over and saw Sally staring at one particular item.

“Oh, no!” he moaned, seeing what she was eyeing in the corner.

“Dun, will you come over here for a minute?” 

“Ah…I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“Oh, Please! It would be so much fun. I’d really love a memory of this day. This costume would be so perfect!”

 “I—”

She mockingly fluttered her eyelashes and smiled, “Suh, y’all would do me great honor if y’all would do this little ‘ol thang just for little ‘ol me.”

He continued to protest, but knew he was losing the battle. After all she’d been through, he didn’t have the heart to turn her down.

She was looking at a full suit of armor, the type worn by the Knights of the Round Table in the days of King Arthur. It was a formidable costume; the metal components all assembled and propped up on a heavy stand with a wheeled-base specially designed for that purpose. The whole outfit must weight at least a hundred pounds, he calculated, reluctantly trying to figure how anyone could get into the thing. Or, even worse, get out.

He soon found out. The shop owner took him into a back room and told him to strip to his underwear. “Leave on your socks,” he said, laughing while he went back out front and dragged the heavy suit of armor through the curtained doorway into the dressing room.

Starting at the feet and working upward, the shop owner fitted him with the pointed metal boots. They went on fairly easy. Maybe this was going to be OK. 

Then came the leg pieces, which were like stovepipes below the knees. They attached to the boots with adjustable leather straps. The upper leg armor included a kneecap piece shaped like a clamshell, with only the front of the leg protected by double-thick metal that extended up to the crotch area—almost. For he was considerably taller than the knights of old, so there was a sizeable gap between the top of the leg armor and his crotch.

“I’m not going out there with my ass exposed,” he complained.

“Don’t worry,” the shop owner said with an abrupt laugh, “we’ll cover up the gap with the crotch webbing.”

He soon found out the crotch webbing was a heavy metal mesh that covered his ass and crotch area—barely. He didn’t even want to imagine how a Knight relieved himself wearing all that stuff!

“There is some room for adjustment,” the shop owner said, “but I’m afraid this suit is going to be a little tight. Those guys were a lot smaller in medieval days, even though this suit of armor was designed for a guy of above average height and weight.”

He was right, for in spite of the adjustable leather straps set to the widest position, the chain mail covering his crotch and rear was a challenge. He felt like a sumo wrestler trying to squeeze into petite panty hose; his testicles were squashed flat against his body. Maybe they will retract inside, he hoped. 

The shop owner was sweating before he was finished, but not as much as Dun. He figured he wouldn’t be able to move, dreading the time when he would have to.

The crotch mesh was covered on the outside with two pieces of heavy red cloth attached to each side of the metal mesh and overlapping in the middle. Obviously, the cloth parted when it was time for life’s necessities, but the mesh must have acted as a strainer. His face puckered up at the thought. The rear portion of the mesh was a solid rough fabric that had no provision for removal. Perhaps an early version of pampers. He definitely didn’t want to know who might have used this ridiculous outfit in the past.

The metal jacket and arm pieces went on smoothly, as did the gloves and the helmet, though all were an extremely tight fit. The metal jacket had a tailpiece that extended below the waist in the rear, mostly covering his retreat, so to speak. The shop owner oiled the vented helmet visor, which covered the nose and eyes, to make it to work smoothly. It still made a shrill, irritating squeak when Dun moved it up or down.

After what seemed like hours, he had all the armor on. He felt like a pregnant Wells Fargo truck. A sense of panic, as if being buried alive, started to invade his senses, but he quickly forced it aside. Holding onto the long lance, he tried to move, taking small shuffling steps. How anyone mounted a horse, or fought battles, in this hundred-pound metal lobster shell was beyond him. Without the lance and the shop owner for balance, he would have tipped over and been imprisoned in a metal scrap heap.

The shop owner helped him from the dressing room to the front of the shop, where the antique photographic equipment stood waiting. He slowly approached the photo area and noticed the shop owner had already arranged a backdrop depicting an old English castle. Then he saw Sally. She was dressed in a period costume.

She was wearing a long flowing dress made from rich purple velvet, trimmed in bright yellow and pink roses. The front was cut low and square across her breasts, the corset underneath acting like a medieval version of the Wonder Bra. Her hair was undone and spread wide across her shoulders, accented by a small wreath of flowers on the crown of her head.

Dun held his breath. She was stunning! A vision of Lady Guinevere! 

Sally, trying not to laugh, stood up on her tiptoes and gave him a kiss on his cheek. She had some difficulty reaching the target through the visor in the helmet. Dun, admiring her beauty and enhanced cleavage, started feeling signs of arousal in his loins. 

No! No! Not now, he argued with himself, trying to think of other things, like the antique camera or the large crowd gathering in front of the shop at the sight of this unusual attraction. In spite of his efforts nature prevailed, and the swelling continued in the confined space–much like trying to stuff a cabbage-patch doll into a small bud vase.

“Dun, are you OK?” she asked, noticing the strained look on his face, leaning closer in concern, and touching his arm. Her concern, touching, and leaning only made matters worse, for he was now in real pain. Beads of sweat rolled down his face as he tried to squirm and find a more comfortable position.

The crowd in the street in front of the shop continued to enlarge, and so did Dun. The temperature inside the metal suit was rising dramatically, as was Dun. He felt like he was either going to explode or become the first human can opener. Right then he didn’t much care which happened first, as long as the pressure was relieved.

The people in the street were milling around, jumping and dodging for a better view of the shining knight in armor and his beautiful lady-in-waiting. Trying to hide the obvious pain and embarrassment that showed on his face, he quickly slammed down the face visor and muttered, “Take the damn picture!”

