Niki, The Designer’s Model, Part 1 – 

First Fittings 
This is written from a friend’s idea, and is dedicated to him…

I am a fashion designer, go by the simple name of Steve; I am independent and moderately successful, working by commission when an idea grabs me by the balls and one of the hi-so houses hires me to do a range. I choose to remain independent so I can live a life which is, in the words of Thailand where I currently reside, ‘por piang’ which means ‘sufficient’ and that is all I require: enough food, enough money, enough clothes and, well - the sustaining items of life.
I originally went to University to study photography, but began in the art & design school where some of my lecturers lauded my efforts at freehand designs of clothes and sketches of models, so I concentrated on fashion….

I have just accepted a commission to design a new range of men’s underwear – not something I have done before, but rather intriguing, so I agreed.

I looked at my own briefs and shorts (and even at the thong panties I bought once, after stealing my wife’s when she became too, ah, plump to wear them, and I found them sexy and erotic) and began sketching what I felt I would like to buy and wear, from the modern boxers the young kids wear, through to traditional jockeys, and to a range for perhaps gay men or just men who wanted a more exciting feel and look. I also strolled through many department stores and shops of specialty underwear, browsing and even handling, but I had formed clear ideas of my own, and had no need to copy anything.

In my apartment, at my workbench, the sketches quickly grew shape, and then I began making paper working designs, different styles, different colours, different sizes; I needed them to look at and visualize more than a 2-dimensional sketch. Now, I needed a model to try them on, so I called the company’s head of modeling and asked her to send me over the folders of prospective guys I might use.

There were plenty of youngsters to choose from, thrust into modeling by their parents no doubt (as my own brother had years earlier), suitable for the boxers;

But for my first designs, I wanted a mature man, athletic body, strong legs, and – of course – buttocks and a pelvis, and dare I say: a groin – suitable for initial fitment modeling and the subsequent photos which would be needed to present to the company for approval. I found him: his name was Niki.

 His portfolio included earlier life shots at the back – wow, what a body, 6-pack and all as my sons tell me a muscled abdomen is called in recent years. But his current photos showed me what I wanted, so I called the modeling boss back and asked her to arrange Niki for an initial session, and see if in real life he still measured up to expectations. Meanwhile, I visualized his approximate sizes, and set my sewing team to come up with some first-fitting material items, more like an open loin cloth, which I could then pin for Niki’s size and move toward more advanced sewing tests. It took the team 2 days to present me with acceptable test designs and so set Niki up for an appointment the following day.

He arrived as scheduled, a shy, engaging smile and quiet manner. I asked him if he was comfortable being my model for underwear, and he nodded. 

I asked him to strip for me; we were in my private workroom, just the two of us, and he looked around for a bathroom or screen, and then asked “You mean here?” I smiled, “Niki, this is a job for you and me, right – yes, you can strip here; I promise not to jump on you, ok!” He shrugged and removed his buttoned shirt, revealing strong pectorals, smoothly shaved chest, flat abdomen and lightly tanned skin. No doubt about it: he was handsome so far, as he unbelted, unzipped and dropped his pants, which I took with his shirt and put on hangers, before turning to study him now clad in only his briefs. 

Casting a professional eye over him as I walked a circle, concentrating on his strong thighs and straight, fat-free back and hips, I was pleased with my choice of Niki thus far. His briefs were a straightforward department store purchase, so I took my own first designer one, and asked him to discard his own and step into my loincloth, as I got my box of pins from the bench. The sight of him standing there, holding up my loincloth to his hips, but with his cock dangling below not only made me smile, but gave me a most unprofessional jolt in my own pants! 

Of course I hadn’t been able to estimate his, ah, groin size from his photos, so had deliberately left the front and rear as flaps to pin up when he was here – in my hands, so to speak. And here he was, hanging down there in front of my feasting eyes. 

 I shook my head to clear my thoughts and revert to a work mode; pinning the sides first to sit comfortably on his hips, and then, with a glance up at him, squatted down in front and reached through his groin for the rear flap. It was inevitable I was going to brush, if not touch, his penis as I pulled the rear through and very carefully adjusted the front to pin them together. I had no choice but to push the material around to get his penis centred so the sizing would be correct, but as I did this, his size changed! He was growing even as I attempted to keep him still so I could adjust the pins; he mumbled above me “Sorry, I tried not to, but this is rather erotic, isn’t it? It is my first underwear modeling gig too.” “Mine also” I replied “Its ok, we will just let you settle down a little, while I adjust the hip sizes of my other samples for you.” I gave him some water, told him to sit down and relax and turned to my bench to change the other 14 samples I had, this time guesstimating his crotch size and joining the flaps.

This seemed, perhaps, a way to avoid differing penis sizes while I tried to get a 100% correct fit. My own penis was enlarged enough also, and its effect on my work concentration was growing proportionately – but I had a job to do.

When I was ready, I turned to Niki and asked him if he was now able to continue; he nodded, blushing, but I smiled to calm him/keep him calm, and asked him to change the first pair for the next one – with the flaps already delicately pinned so as not to hurt him. He stripped, and I again found myself surprisingly drawn to looking at his… well, it is a cock, right! An Asian man is Niki, whereas I am a white westerner; his…cock was darker than my own, but the cut head was pink as was my own, and my thoughts wondered how red it might be when the blood began swelling it, ready for ejaculation.

My mind was reeling from these new thoughts – new for me, at least, as I had been a hetero, perhaps only until now, these past few minutes. Now I was feeling different to ever before, and wondered how I could finish this assignment with Niki without reneging on what I had told him before: maybe I would jump him.

