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For Lads Mags,
gottal ove Oem



“Okay , this time next week weThd Beahsahdats impadtono ki n g
contemporary culture. (I I expect you all to b
watching the film a couple of times. Read the bo

There was a thunderous din of chairs scraping on the flabeguipment being stuffed into bags
as the class rose and prepared to leave the lecture theatre. Laura was at the centre of the crowd that
slowly filed towards the exit. Wi th so many peo|j
feel bodies prssed against her when they left lectures, but she could have sworn that at least two of
her classmates grabbed her backside. And was it her imagination, or did someone try to slip a hand
under her skirt?

The lecturer called her over to him as she passed h d e s k . “Just a quick
mi nd.”

Laura peeled off from the crowd. She held her textbooks and folder of notes in front of her,
pressed against her chest | ike a shield. “What":
It wamswyw“"dgood.”

“No, no. It was fine. Very good, in fact. No,

“My outfit?”

“Idon*"t know if you“re deliberately trying to
but that"s certainly what yra usawneore faces terningardund/ . T h 1
to look at you than | did pay attention to the discussiomnigbing the Velvetwhich quite frankly is
normally the most hotly discussed novel of this

“' " can"t say that | noti.ced anyone | ooking at

“Whether you noticed, is not the issue here. | will not tolerate distractions of any kind in my

|l ectures. Do you understand?”
“m sorry, Professor. | di dn"t mean ..
“I“m sure you didn"t. But , in futureafashioone it
house. Either that, or sit in the front r ow. At
Laura sheepishly left the room to find her fri

“Not hing. I't was about my | ast essay.’”



“You | ook upset.”

“No. l*m fine. Shall we go for lunch? | *"m star:

They wal ked through the campus towards the St
the same way and still more hanging around between lectures. Laura noticed that she wag attractin

more stares and second glances than she usually expected, even for this outfit. After all, there were

plenty of othergood o oki ng girl s about. Anthony seemed to

Can“t say I "m surpristd”. You | ook good. Great ou
Laura smiled at him and said, “Thanks. I “m gl a
“Yeah, mi ne too. Any chance of seeing a bit mo
“There®s not much more to see, Ant."”

Lauraworeashodeni m skirt and a tight white tank t oy
of the unseasonably warm weather, but had a second, secret+shgoknew Anthony would like
the outfit. He always liked what she wore, even the baggy jogging pants andibatiers that made
up her winter wardrobe. He made no secret of how much he fancied her.

“I',. just hoped | might get to see what"s undern

“Who knows? One day you might . "

“‘So you-"l |l go out with me then?”

“How many ti mes, Adn.t ?Wel "“rne nforti eifindtse o wTshveetr “esn 6a | |
child, if you were a bit more mature, then things might be different.

“Are you stildl hung up on that Gavin bloke t h:
don"t you?’

“t"s just ea."matter of tim
“I reckon he must be gay or somet hing. If 1 wa
of f you."”
“Then | should be thankful that you"re not him
They entered the cafeteria in the c&nterdent “s Ur

they got their meals, they found a table by a window and chatted about the lecture that they had just

left. A young man sitting at a few tables away stood and crept over to them. He had a magazine in one



hand and a pen in the other. On atylber day, Laura wouldn"t have | o
But today..

“Yes ?”

“Er m...” The young man c¢leared his throat. “Erm
magazine.

Laura grinned. Then she nodded.

The geek held out t e ymag.&Zine and pen. *“ Woul

Laura blushed. She hadn"t expected to have to

open at the page he wanted signed. Laura scrawled her signature on the magazine and handed it back.

“Th.. Thanks.” He scurried away.

Anthony looked dumbstrc k his fork haltf way to his mout
about ?”

Laura ate a mouthful of her Lad?n"ch before she s

“‘God, no! I't“s patronising that they think men

and naked wame n .

“You seemed interested in seeing this woman na
“But that"s different. I mean, you"re gorgeous
Laura bl ushed. “So, you hever read it?”

“There®"s not that much to read. I browse thro

does, nlewterl fbauy it ."”

“We l | , i f you | ook through it this week, I “m ¢

“Why ?"”

Laura didn"t answer. She ate s oribeBedctbefpre? fr om |
|l *ve only ever seen the film.”

There were no more interruptiodsiring lunch. After they had finished and left the cafeteria,
Anthony turned towards the campus shop.
“Where are you going?” Laura asked.

“‘See what“s so spdadz &l about this issue of



“Oh, okay. See you | ater then."”

“You“re not coming?”

| hope lwillbelater “ No. | have to get back to the fl at.

She walked a few paces and then looked back to see if Anthony had gone. She watched him enter
the newsagents then quickly doubled back to fol
her,she watched him browse the magazine rack against the wall until helfadndHe took it down,
opened it, and quickly flicked through. He stopr

As if he could sense her watching him, Anthony turned hische and caught Laur a“
smiled at him, raised her eyebrows and waved. Then she left, certain that Anthony was already
heading for the checkout.

R

Laura lay on her bed and stared at the ceiling. She wondered if Gavin had picked up his copy o
Ladzf rom t he campus newsagents yet. She“"d find out

At twenty, Gavin was a year older than Laura. Instead of going to university straight from
school , he"d deferred his entvolunteerteffordia &frfich. 8hdéd ar our
t hought he was fun to be around, and he was <cer
met. He was also dregiead gorgeous. The door to the apartment opened and closed. It had to be
Gavin because the rest ofrHftatmates were supposed to be in lectures. The flat was owned by the
university and accommodated six students, right on campus. At the start of the year, the three boys
and three girls who were to share had been strangers. Now they were friends.

“Gavin?That you?”

“Laura? Where are you?’

“I'‘'- My r oom. From the moment she had set eyes
her to a quivering mass of desire whenever she saw him.

“Yeah, right. Suppose you woul HadobnéisCoatth@reent e pp e
military style jacket that Laura thought suited his shaggy black hair, and his canvas satchel slung over

his shoulder. He held the latest editionLafizopen in front of him, flipping back and forth between

two pages. His big, bven eyes were wide and his mouth was slack. His tongue was almost hanging



out.

For al | his good qualities, there was one t hi
mags. Each month he hhdadedand FHM delivered to the door. But his real weakness Ladz,
and its photo shoots of supposedly ,real girls*™
spend hours looking at them. He rated them out of ten and kept a league table of his favourites. He
even scanned the pictures into his comptdemnake desktop wallpapers from them. It was a shame
that his | ove of ,real girls* didn"t extend to t

Laura turned onto her side and rested her head on her hand. Her auburn curls cascaded behind
her. She bent one leg shat her skirt rode up her leg even further. Her grin was a mile wide. Gavin
glanced from the magazine to Laura and back to the magazine. She saw the look in his eyes that
meant he recognised both her pose and her outfit. She knew exactly which pdgemagazine he
was | ooking at. *“So?”

He | ooked up again. “1ls.. is this really you?”’
like that before.

“Yeah.” She blinked slowly and deliberately, a

“But ... I mean.. When? How?”

“You know those shots that Robbo took of me, Kelly and Sandra for his photography assignment
before Christmas?”

“The ones in the Mrs. Claus outfits? Yeah, | r

“l sent copies of them to the magazine. They liked them and next thing | know, | got a call to go
down to London for a shoot. "’

“When?”

“Come on, Gavi n, even you can-“t be that thick.

“You mean that shopping trip wasn“t a shopping

“Bi ngo!"”
“‘So Kelly and Sandra know all about this?”
Laura nodded. SaKet hyhave a doubl e shoot in an

“A doubl e shoot ?"”



“They wanted all three of us together. Sort of

“Why ?"”

“' didn"t want you get distracted from the pic

“Oh. " Gavi n | och ¢thdmagazinetagam. His mouth wasestill hanging open. He
glanced up at Laura, but wouldn®"t | ook her in th

“I didn"t want to spoil the surprise. Il “ve bee
wasworthi t . She shook her head gently to | oosen he
the spread.”

“You |l ook.. fantastic. I mean, really fantastic

“You think?”

“Yeah!"”

“As good as the other girls in there?”

“Better. Way better .’

“You sure®méhetef$ sompetition.” She sat up an

bed. Her arms at her side, she pushed her breasts together in imitation of one of the photos in the

magazine.

“No question. Ten

“Where do | come in your league tallle?

out

of ten.

“Oh, 1 *d say you were definitely a championshi

“Good. [ can“t wait to see my wallpaper.” She
door.

“I don“t wunderstand why you did it though. Y oL
mefor reading it."”

“And by ,reading" you mean | ooking at the pic
another pose from the magazine.

“Wel | , yeah. I suppose. But you"re always goin
“Local Loeel ups” Yauesaid you couldn"t believe tl

magazi ne.



“And you said that | should send in some photo
She moved away from the door, put her hands on her hips and béeg.one

“But | didn®"t mean it."”

“I di dn"t think you did, which is why | was |
figured thatif Igotintdadz you mi ght actually notice me."”

“Huh?”

“You“"re not really that dense, are you?’”

Gavin stared at the ptas again. Laura stood in front of him and pushed the magazine down out

of the way. She put her finger under his chin
stupid magazine away and | "1 showesglawly. t he r eal
“What ?”
Laura clapped a hand to her forehead. “Jesus C

Gavin opened his mouth. Then he closed it again and nodded. Laura grinned antdegyuitgd
up over her head. She was wearing the same red lace bra as in the magazine. She hoped that Gavin
would notice, but there was no way to tell. He seemed to have lost the power of speech. His face was
expressionless and his eyes had glazed over. iiHgegt. Laura looked down and noted the growing

bulge in his trousers.

She unbuttoned her skirt and shimmied it down
|l ook even better in the flesh than in the phot os
“Yout hi nk? How about now?” She reached behind,
Gavin gulped. “Er ... Wow. Can | .27 He dropped t

satchel fell from his shoulder and hit the floor with a thud.
Laura thrust her chestu t . “Go ahead. "’

Gavin touched her breast and whimpered again. Laura shivéiechands were cold, but that

wasn"t why. A jolt of electricity ran down her [
fuck me now, don“t yowdQulldmwet bleelni éeovoe nggvdri ki o
killed me not being able to tell you about it

trying to work out if it really is me. | could feel them undressing me with their eyes. | could sense how



much t hey wanted to fuck me. God in heaven, I “m

on the bed and fuck the | iving shit out of me.”
Gavin groaned and bent over . “Shit, " he said.
Laura looked down at the lyin his pants. He pulled his jacket closed but was too slow. Laura

saw a small wet stain spread slowly. “Oh, boll o

overtime.”

“'“'m... 1" m sorry. |l “ve never ... | me an ...

“Gavin? Are you a virgin?"”

He nodded

“You"ve travelled al/|l over Europe and Africa,

Gavin shrugged. “1 suppose | just never met th
“Wel l, you have now.” She stepped forward and

no resistance when she pdllais head towards her for a kiss. Laura thought a tender moment was
appropriat e, but Gavin was a Ilittle too enthusi
hel p but think that he was practi suprogtendepandt hi ng
forced her tongue past his and into his mouth.

She ruffled his hair and pulled him harder against her. His hands were still by his sides. She
pushed his jacket off his shoulders and it fell to the floor. Then she ran her fingers doovadiShe
could feel his tight, toned chest and tummy beneath his wkstarT. She moaned. Laura desperately
tugged his Tshirt from his jeans. For once, Gavin got the message. He stepped back and pulled the
shirt over his head. It joined the growing ruen of discarded clothes on the floor.

Laura grabbed his waistband and dragged him across the room. She pushed him onto the bed,
climbed on top and locked her lips to his. She was forceful, desperate and passionate. She rubbed her
crotch against his.

Still hard. Good.” Wh a't you reckon, Gav? Think you <can
flooding my throat?”

Gavin nodded.

“Good.” She slid down hi s bodfined muselesnShentgggeder t o



his fly open. He jumped when she fumbldd bock out of his shorts. She stroked it a few times to
make sure he was at full mast . She needn®"t have
me ? Al | right?”

“God, yes!”

She licked his cock from base to tip before wrapping her lips arbimdand sucking. He
groaned again. Hi s breathing quickened. Laura w
base of his cock with her fingers. She read somewhere it helped delay orgasm. She sucked all of him
into her mouth, then pulled him out agdsped for breath. She knelt up and tugged his jeans and
shorts down to his knees. He fumbled, thrashed and kicked a leg free. His cock pointed at the ceiling.
Laura shifted so that her legs were either side of his. She lowered herself until his cbekl toeic
bottom.

“Wanna stop?” she asked.

Gavin shook his head.

“Me neither.” She pulled the gusset of her red
impaled herself on it. She sank slowly until she had all of him inside her. She threw hbatieadd
moaned. “Ohhh, God, that"s good. So good."”

Gavin reached up and fumbled with her breasts. Laura supported herself by putting her hands on
the bed and then ground her pubis against him, moving his cock inside her, and driving herself nuts.

Her orgam built quickly. She moved faster. Faster. She screamed his name when she came.

She moved slowly up and down on Gavin®"s cock
rush. Her breathing quickened. The slow movements became a gallop. She putdseorhdms
shoul der s, gripped his sides with her knees, an
keep his hands on her tits as she bounced on his cock, so he gave up. He grabbed her hips and tried to
hold her still. Laura guessed what was conang stopped moving. Gavin fucked up into her, driving
her towards a second orgasm. They came together.

She collapsed on top of him and covered his face with tender kisses. She could feel him inside

her. He was still hard. She squeezed him with her thighs.

“That was amazing, " he said. Ladz" lcamdlt beveleives'’



t h

ke a dream or something.
“You know,” she said, “if you"d taken your nos

ing this for mont hs.

“Ireal i se that now.-oHéy,)sthit® iYDPu“tej ndtt PuaheS
somet hing?”

“f that was the punishment, then you better c¢
“‘So we®"l Il be doing it again?”

“Absolutely! And another thing. The girleat do these shoots quite often get more work out of
Think you could handle a glamour model girlf
“You“re my girlfriend now?”

“f you want me to be.’”

“Fuck, yeah. | want you. And, if doing these shoots makes you so horny that you fuck like that,

en so much the better.?”
“Excell ent . Ready to go again?”
“Now?"”

Laura nodded. “Only, can you go on top? | “"m kn
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