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A FRIEND OF A FRIEND

 


Carl’s hands slowly worked along the older man’s leg in the way
that the master tailor had instructed him so many years ago and
inspected the inseam closely.

“There seems to be some fraying of a stitch or two here. Is
it pinching?”

Mr. Morrison gave his leg a little
shake and shrugged.

“I’m not sure, Carl. It seems a little tight around that
spot is all.”

“I see,” the young man replied with a small knowing nod. He
took out a needle and thread and very carefully used the point to
unhook the line of stitching before pulling the fabric away from
the man’s upper thigh and expertly rethreading the inseam enough to
fix the frayed stitches and loosen the area.

“Better?”

The aging man nodded and stepped down
off the stool to inspect the leg in the long standing
mirror.

“You always do such good work,” he noted.

“Thank you,” Carl said.

There was a small smile of amusement on his lips as he led
the old man to the front area where other men were waiting to have
suits made or alterations or adjustments done. What Carl knew and
Mr. Morrison didn’t was that the old fart had been a little overly
aggressive with the penis pills. Carl had felt up more cock and
balls than the average male ‘issues’ doctor and, personally, was
very familiar with the apparatus down there - being quite gay and
with one foot in and out of the closest, so to speak (or at least
at work). He knew that penis pills frequently made one’s balls
swell and itch. 65% of the old rich men that frequented the shop,
at his fairest guess, were taking. A few of them might even enjoy
his attentions down their on the stitching. Mr. Morrison had
swollen a little at his touch. For a moment he entertained that the
man might want more than a little ‘stitching’, but he put that
aside on seeing how many other men were waiting. There was no time
for fantasies in Carl’s line of work.

“Can you bill my card?” Mr. Morrison asked.

“Of course.”

No plastic was handed over. The client
had that on file here.

The old man made his way towards the
door, but stopped and returned to the main desk. He ruffled around
in his suit jacket and pulled out a business card then handed it to
Carl.

“I almost forgot. This is a client from our Russian
territory. I said you’d fit him in for a sizing.”

Carl glanced at the card. Big oil. He
would be very wealthy if he was important enough for Mr. Morrison
to pass this on.

“When will he be here?”

“Tomorrow. In the evening. Can you offer an after hours
service?”

It would mean Carl would have to cancel his dinner with his
mother, but she’d understand. The master tailor was getting old.
Soon Carl would seek an apprentice of his own and a bigger
percentage of the profits until the master retired fully and
offered him the lease on the shop for a small percentage of the
take and a healthy sum of money which Carl had already accumulated
in full over the last few years.

“As always I would be happy to serve.”

“Good man,” Mr. Morrison said, patting him on the arm. He
turned to leave and stopped once more.

“I shouldn’t forget to say that he’s quite a big man. He’ll
need careful attention.”

Carl nodded and thanked him. At the time the young man
didn’t quite know how wise the old man was to his sexuality and the
meaning of that comment. He thought the oldster meant fat. Soon
he’d know that he was quite mistaken.

Whether he’d enjoy that, well, that would remain to be
seen.

The old man left without another word.
Outside he glanced back at the young, well dressed tailor in his
late 20s through the window and smiled. An old man had to find
amusement where he could and this situation amused him
greatly.


CASUAL FLIRTING?

 


Carl shuffled his feet in the cool of
the evening at the door of the shop. Already it was getting late
and he had been here 30 minutes beyond what he would have
considered reasonable.

I’ll wait another 30, he was deciding at the time of the dull black limo
pulling up.

For a second he was taken aback as the driver ran out and
opened the door. They usually didn’t roll in with such a full
showing of wealth. Most men who came to the small but very upmarket
suburb that the shop was situated in preferred to avoid attention
to how insanely rich they were. Carl guessed Russians were
different.

The Latino driver stepped back and waited as his charge
left the vehicle. Carl stared as the man squeezed what must have
been 6 foot 3 of pure muscle out of the already quite large limo’s
passenger side rear door. The car’s suspension actually sprung up
when he got out and for a moment the young tailor’s mind was
blown.

Right here in front of him was a monster. He was huge but
proportioned. Handsome yet slightly feminine in his accessories.
His jaw was rugged but his eyes crystal blue and full of lust for
life. The man’s hair was cut short and just a bare fuzz but he was
not balding. Those hands of his were monstrous and strong but they
were also fine of finger in the way that pianists could be. This
was a man like nothing Carl had ever seen and his response was
shocking even to him.

He glanced down and wondered, am I hard?

Carl had never had an erection from
just looking at someone, but there was a very uncomfortable tug at
the front of his trousers. It was a first.

The man moved like a steel hammer
slamming through a brick wall. Everything shifted as he moved and
his smile was closed mouth and strong.

“I am here for the size.”

Carl cleared his throat, tried to
speak and then gave up. He was even blushing. What the heck was
this?

Gesturing for the man to come in to
the shop, he finally found words.

“What kind of cut were you looking for in your suit,
sir?”

The man shrugged and
smiled.

“I need good fit. America does not have good size of
trousers.”

“So just the trousers?”

“Yes, I need good size. Micheal said you know how to make
right. He say you great fitter.”

“He did? That is kind of him.” Carl managed a smile and led
the customer through to the back room. The man had to duck and
twist sideways a little to enter through the doorway.

“If you will come and stand here in front of the
mirror.”

The big man did. He stopped and looked
around.

“This is good shop. Most in Russia are not so
nice.”

“Where are you from?” Carl asked.

“I am from Moscow. My business is oil.”

“I see.”

Carl came to his knees and expected
what the man was wearing. It was European. The work was very fine
and as expert as one might expect, but they had not integrated some
of the new machining techniques coming out of Asia and Carl could
see room for improvement.

“How do you prefer it?”

The man raised an eyebrow. He seemed not to understand the
meaning of Carl’s words and his smile was one that the young man
couldn’t read.

“Many ways. Do you mean trousers?”

Carl blushed bright red and stuttered, “Yes,
sir.”

“My wife likes them big, but I like tight.”

So he was married? It didn’t surprise Carl at all. If he
was nearly falling all over himself just being around the man then
a woman would have no chance at all. In Carl’s honest opinion the
man personified the masculinity all men - straight or gay - seek to
be around and that was poisonously attractive to most
women.

“Shall I prepare both?”

“Yes, This is good. We do both.”

Carl eyed the trousers and made a
mental note of the measurements. The thigh he could not easily
guess because few of the clients that came into the shop were as
built as this one. Taking his tape measure, he carefully laid it
around the lowest point. It was quite a number and he went higher
only to find something quite unexpected.

“Do you have something strapped to your
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