Niki, The Designer’s Model, Chapter 3 – 
Work Completed….Life Begins 
 I slept fitfully after heading home, without further attention as I finished my beers the evening before; a shower and straight to bed, food not required, but my sleep was filled with dreams and fantasies, and hard cocks and nice bottoms, but it was the cocks pressed against my bottom which seemed to be prevalent in my fantasies. With my little knowledge of being gay, I decided that meant I was/was to be a ‘bottom’, with a ‘top’ making love to me. It seemed a wonderful thought, and sounded wonderful to think it out loud.

I roused myself at normal time, showered, shaved, drank my coffee – staple of my morning existence – and headed to my workshop and office: conveniently located down the stairs from my sleeping and private apartment. My crew was there, so we went over the designs and sizes to this point, and I said I anticipated today’s fittings would finalize for them to begin cutting and sewing tomorrow; they were happy all appeared to be going well, and were also satisfied to have this new commission, which could lead to more work.

I worked on paperwork for the morning, salaries, bureaucratic matters, checking invoices and signing cheques, and checking receipts more happily – thankfully, I was then able to just put it all into my out-tray and my secretary would clean it out and distribute as necessary…oh, after lunch-time as I glanced at the clock. I took my cigarettes and went upstairs to my rooms and out to my open-air balcony for a cigarette and a beer: I deserved one, after all that paperwork. 

In passing my side-table, where I emptied my pockets every night, I noticed Peter’s card; now I decided to call and say ‘hello’. He answered on the second ring, “Hello?” I replied with a dry throat “Hi, Peter? This is Steve – we met last night…are you busy?” “Oh hi, Steve, very happy you called; what are you doing?” “Just having a lunch-break – no lunch, just a break from paperwork until my model arrives later for fittings; and you, are you studying or something?” He laughed before replying “Actually, I am studying the male anatomy, specifically the back bone and arse while I ram my cock into the study subject under me; its really quite interesting – you should try it with me sometime… want to come over now before I cum?”

I was speechless! He was being honest, I assumed, but how could anyone be so honest! I didn’t know what to say, so I spluttered and managed to apologize for interrupting him…them, at the same time wondering why he didn’t turn his mobile phone off if having sex? Then I decided I should also be honest also; “Peter, just quickly, so I don’t keep you from….Peter, to be as honest as you, while I am incredibly excited at the thought of being with another man, I never have been: I am a gay virgin, or a virgin gay – not sure which is more correct. But I have to move a little slower than you seem to think I can…so give me some more space, and we’ll meet again ok? Please enjoy yourself – what the heck: have a good fuck! And I will speak to you soon, ok Peter?” “Actually, I came in him talking to you, so now it is my turn to be fucked – which way do you want it, Steve; me, I like it all ways…” “Bye Peter” and I rang off. 

I was trembling and hot, and my cock was bent over double inside my pants with the new experience and feelings which had just occurred. 24 hours ago I was a celibate, give-up-women heterosexual; now I had met 2 men and been to a gay bar, and I seemed to feel more excitement than I ever had in my previous life!

I needed another beer and smoke before I calmed down, and decided I should have a lie-down, sleep and shower before Niki’s appointment time. I stripped and got under the sheet, and lay down – but I tossed and turned and couldn’t get images of Peter, firstly, and Niki secondly, with their cocks in my arse; then the images became a cock in my mouth and one in my arse – at the same time! Oh heavens, I came in the bed, and I hadn’t touched my own cock, just had the images in my head. Oh, I was a changed man it surely seemed.

After that explosion from my penis – my dick – my cock - I did sleep, energy sapped and needing rest; and indeed, when I woke and looked at the clock, realizing I had slept 2 solid hours, it had been a beautiful deep sleep, best in ages: obviously I had needed to ‘get my rocks off’ as some would say. I sponged the sheets to avoid embarrassing the housekeeper, showered and shaved as planned; with a fresh set of clothes, I went down to my workspace to await Niki and, with coffee in hand, looked over the next set of fitting items, selecting the order I wanted to try them on him, and smiling at the prospect of again having to work around his body, under his body and against his body, and the thoughts sent tingles through my own.

I must have become lost in my thoughts, as next I knew Niki was knocking on the door, and poking his head through to ask if he could come in. I nodded my head, almost spilling the cold cup of coffee still in my hand on the work bench, and straightened to greet him. He smiled, then asked “Are you ok, Boss – you look a little dazed?” I smiled and, this time, shook my head without the coffee cup; “Yes, I’m fine, Niki, I was day-dreaming I guess. Right, are you ready to start? – strip please.”

With a smile, but no hesitation, he did so, handing me his apparel one item at a time, revealing the body I had admired yesterday. He paused at his underpants – today’s a lower cut brief style, more in line with my own samples – and then he slipped them straight down as I stood ready to hand my first sample to him. I stared at his cock for only a moment before passing my briefs over and turning away to give him some privacy; nice Asian penis he had, dark colouring compared to my Western whiter-pink one, and a deal of pubic hair.

For the next two hours it was back to work, and all work. I had Niki change samples, adjusted the fittings, and noted how his cock became progressively harder at each change, necessitating I continually adjust sizes!

I made note of the order he had tried, otherwise for photos the samples would be covering him when his size was wrong – what a difficult problem to have, as a designer, to have a model with different growth per sample! Niki himself had lost all traces of shyness changing in front of me, bottom facing me or cock facing me now didn’t seem to matter so much, so we worked comfortably together for the afternoon hours until I announced “That’s the last one, Niki; you must be tired, take those off and you can relax while I finish my notes.”

I leaned over my workbench making final notations as to changes, but essentially I was very happy with today’s efforts and little needed doing before the final sewing began tomorrow. I stretched my back upright before turning – to find Niki splayed in a comfortable chair, a robe loosely draped over himself, but with the front open and revealing his nakedness in all its glory to my eyes. Niki’s eyes were closed, but whether he was dozing or just had them closed, I couldn’t tell, so I just stared, mostly at his sculpture of a body, but to be honest: mostly at his Michelangelo statue-like prick and balls, though not in sterile marble white, but more vibrant colours of pink and dark brown and black hair.

 I stood and watched him for a minute, maybe ten, and then Niki stirred, opening his eyes directly into mine; he smiled, and languidly pulled the robe across his groin. “Are you tired, Niki?” “Just needed a short rest, Boss, I am fine.” I laughed “Work’s finished for the day – now I am Steve, not ‘Boss’, ok?” He smiled and nodded and I asked if he would like coffee or a drink and a comfortable chair, upstairs in my apartment…I was stupidly happy when he agreed, and I sent him ahead while I packed up and turned off electrics to save power: ‘helping the world’ is how I tried to explain to people why not to waste energy and resources when not necessary.

I headed upstairs, surprised at the quietness; perhaps Niki had fallen asleep again, but that would have been very fast indeed. Instead, as I stepped to the upper level, I spied him lying on the sofa, waiting for me; “Come here, Steve” he softly said, a voice so quiet but so compelling that I obeyed without question. He patted the sofa beside him and I sat; he laid one hand on my thigh and the other stroked my back and, looking directly at me, said “I have tried so hard to keep this under control while we were working today.” 

“But now you said we have finished, this is how my body feels for you, Steve.” He took my hand and parted his robe, and as I gasped he placed my fingers around the shaft of his cock which was hard and sticking straight up in the air.    

 “Oh my” I moaned, as Niki slowly pushed my hand up and down his shaft, so smooth yet rough with hair; so colourful, so beautifully shaped, so sized that my hand suited it perfectly…how would it feel in my mouth I wondered, as Niki took my hand off, covered himself and asked if he might have a glass of wine if I had any: “for a toast to us” he said. I nodded and dazedly headed to the kitchen, unsure but hoping for what might follow…

It did. 

(End of Part 3)
