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For Lads Mags,
gottal ove Oem



Jm Matlock stopped at the local newsagent on the way to his first job of the day. He picked up a
copy of The Daily Echoa Coke and a chocolate bar. And, since it was Thursday, he also bought the
new edition ofLadz. Ladavas a weekly magazine aimed at metthigir late teens to early thirties. It
featured a mixture of pub jokes, sport and lots of pictures of young, attractive women in their
under wear . The magazi nelad, mosdl plOwinayagirle sbhe at ur e
around Britain sent pictas of themselves to the magazine in the hope of becoming the next big thing.
Each week one of them was invited to do a prof
centrefold spread.

Jim | oved t heThgfeatureavds the only madomdaight the magazine. He took

his copy and his other items to the counter.

“Mor ning, Jim,” said the owner of the smal/l s h
“Mor ni ng, Raj . How are you?”

“Oh , s ame as usual . You know. ” Hleadz.sTdhaernyrievde t h
announcedth&#i nner of the ,Local Lovely of the Year "™ t
“Yeah, I know. I haven"t | ooked yet. Have you?
Raj nodded. “Of <cour se. I't*s that | awyer girl

“Rebecca? Cool. | voted for her. Give itheleet me | ook . ”

Jim sat in his car outside the shop and drooleet the photos of Rebecca Anderson, a twenty
five-yearold lawyer from London. When he finally stuffed the magazine into his toolbox and looked
at his watch, he realised he was | ate. Hi s firs
throughthe r af fi ¢ fast enough to be on ti me. He just

After he"d parked in the huge office Dblock"s
rapidly closing lift doors. He just made it and jammed his toolbox betweedothrs, forcing them to
re-open and admit him. He stepped into the lift and pushed the button for the fiftieth floor. Jim was a
photocopier engineer, and this first job on his
client. The law firm S&J Legl occupied three floors of the shiny new office block.

He wasn“t alone in the |ift. He was in such a

other occupant was female. He turned his head to look behind. A stunning;hearegh woman



leanedagai nst the I ift*"s mirrored -lbakingkblack dusihess She w

suit and held an el egant |l eat her briefcase in f
woman, but knew it was too long when she raised her eyebrovws and d “Yes?"”
“Er ... Oh.. I .. Nothing. Sorry.” He |l ooked away an

him. Jim never saw women as beautiful as her in the bars and clubs he normally frequented. Sure, he

knew plenty of goodooking girls, but this womanxeded the kind of class and sophistication that he

didn“t normally encounter. | n f aladz Befdneéhe apuld vy s aw
stop himself, he spun around and blurted out, ‘oL
She smiledad sai d, “Now how would someone | i ke you
“I ... Er .. welladz, yoodatlt edraevre"lty "you? You"ve |just be

the Year

Her smile widened and she nodded. “Did you |i£Kk

“Fuck, yeah! Sorry. Excusemhyanguage. Didn"t mean to offend."”

“Oh, you didn"t. |l “ve heard a | ot worse.” She
come to think of it.?”

Jim blushed. It was odghe was normally so cool and confident around worléarking-class
women at leastthe white stilettos, danearoundtheirhandbag type. But there was something
strangely disarming about M&nderson. Was it that smile? Confident and sexy, but also a little bit
naughty. Or was it her eyes? Hazel in colour aimdondshaped, but with a glint that said she knew
how to get naughty. Or maybe it was just because he knew exactly what was under that sharp black

suit—there was a copy of it in his toolbox.

“Wel |l ... Er ... Nice to meet you. " eddBrerd veas & flizzyt he dc
reflection of her on the aluminium door. Even
coul dn®t g-uhewas inlthe bame lift as thadz, L oc a | Lovely of the Y
voted for herher eyes won hisvoteeeH was del i ghted that she®“d won.

up and leave so he could get the magazine out and take in her wonderful nakedness again. He looked
at the buttons on the control panel . Onloy two W

higher. The red digits on the console indicated that they were already at floor-twenty . 't woul d



be long now. Thirty seconds, maybe a minute.

“Come on,” said Rebecca. She sounded i mpatient
Jim |l ooked around at her. “Really?”
She nodded. “1t*"s more I|ike an irrational fear

The console told them they were at floor thiidyr. Thirty-five. Thirty-six.

The lights suddenly went out and the lift came to a juddering, screeching halt.

“What " s happesvorcgwas fullBfepdnie.c c a *

The emergency lights flickered into life. They were much dimmer than the regular lights and had
an eerie green glow. The lift seemed suddenly smaller and more imposing.

“Power cut woul d be my gues ghis”buildirgihas batkpm. “

generator s. It won"t take | ong for them to kick
“I!“. ./ hope you“re right.” She fanned herself with
“Calm down. We" || be fine.”

“I'', reed to get out of here!?”

“We will. 1t"s. okay. Calm dow

Rebecca"s breathing increased i n t empo. Jim
“MAnderson? Rebecca? Listen to me.” He took her
Take a couple of deep breatrhes.y oluh &tn"osw iitt.. "We “ | |

It was a few moments before Rebecca regained
what must you think of me? Panicking |ike a Iitt

“t"s understandable i f you"re scared of [|ifts

“Why h a v gtantédtmovimg yet? | thought you saidthe bagks woul d come on ¢

“They shoul d. I don*“t know why they haven®t .7’
panicking again. Jim added quickly. p*elnfilnlg.dse tnh

He pushed the alarm button on the console beside the door. After a few seconds, someone
responded. “Hell o0?”

“About bl oody time. What the hell"s going on?”

“Power cut .



“We | | I guessed t huapt .g eWheyr ahtaovresn “cto nieh eo nb?a’c k

“They®“re nef for servicing today. We“re running
for the safety systems. Sod"s Law, really."”

Jim rolled his eyes. “Yes. Quite. Look, ther e
She doesn®t | ilkse tehnecrleo saendy wsapya cyeosu. can get us out

“Sorry. You"re between floors. I f you were clo
not where you are now. You"“ I | just have to wait,

“Any idea how |l ong?"”

“We " re nwhats'ssregoing on right now. (R get b

intercom clicked off. Jim jabbed the alarm again but there was no response this time. He turned back
to his companion. “Looks |ike we"re stuck here f

She looked slightlyless pani cked and took a deep breath be
of you to do that."”

Jim shook his head. “Not at all. Who knows ha
down. "~

“On this floor? You“"re joking aren“t you?"”

Jim took off his jacketmd | ai d it on the floor. “There you
and clean.”

Rebecca smiled. Jim shivered. “Thanks,” she se
her long legs sticking out from her short skirt. She was wearing black.njilonhoped they were
stockings rather than tights. But he knew he"d
trembling. He reached out and covered her hands with his. Jim had big-Hsndsuld hold both of
hers in one of his.

“You“rerwaus?” ne

“Terrified.”

He squeezed her hands. “1t"°1]1 be okay."”

She smiled again and nodded. “Yes. I hope so.

know, I don"t even know your name. "’



“Jim. Jim Matlock.”
“Well, Jim. Thanks for being my knight in shiniagr mour . ” She rested her h
“1 hope they fix things soon. "’
I d dhougtt Jiml hope wedr e sl¢ hneatked in thnowgh hésindse. Heacpuld
smell her perfume-a combination of vanilla and jasmine. He closed his eyes dffddsagain. He
was glad he“"d voted for her. She was the right c
They sat in silence. It was the loudest silence Jim had ever known. He could hear his heart

pumping in his chest and the soft whispers of Rebecca trying to control her breathingmrThe di

emergency light flickered and hummed annoyingly.

“' can"t stand this,” said Rebecca. “1 wish th
“They will.” He put his arm around her shoul de
She sighed. ‘o hope s@.id, AftTad katfoewmesedadomds T

me nuts.
“What about ?”
“God, that"s such a man®"s response. I don"t kn
Jim thought for a moment. “1 voted for you."
“YVoted for me?”
“ThelLadzt hi ng. ., Local L o v e Ladahe first tilnWhareund, | thosghtwo y o u i
mysel f, » WO w, she"s gorgeous. "ohekoeWwewyogi dl svi d

anything on you.

She | ooked up at hi m. “Not what I was expecti
tha all you thought when you saw the first shoot”
Jim coughed. “Well .. I't wouldn®"t be right to te
Rebecca giggl ed. “1t"s okay. [ can guess. Al l

same. What did you think of the secandh o ot ?”
“Even better than the first. I mean.. Wow. "~
The intercom crackled and a tinny voice said,

Jim jumped to his feet and dashed over to the



going to get us out of heresm ? ”

After a few seconds of static the tinny
and they say the power"s out .’

“Real ly? I *"d never have guessed. How | ong

“t“s aappdr emtel y . The whole of he area
anything, but there®s a rumour going around

“You mean.. terrorists?”

“Coul d be. Li ke | sai d, it " s ta, raiamtowal.|l y.t”

“That*"s very reassuring.’”

“Anyway, the electric people say it coul d
actually. Most people have decided to go ho

“Gr eat . tolgd dmeHowset get wus out of this damn

“Wish | could help you, but I *"m afraid yo
any more news.” The intercom cl cked of f.
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|l anguage is terrible."?”
Rebecca grinned. “1t"s okay.
been a | ot | ess polite."”

Jim smiled and wiped his brow.

“I't " ss&iod , Rebecca. “l1t"s been
“Of course. The power cut woul
and rested it against t he mi

d

“ I s

rrored

it

getting

have
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Actual |y, |-

m i m

me , or i
hotter S i
killed th
| . He e X

shalow and quicker than normal. Jim put his hand on hers and rolled his head to look at her. She

smiled at hi m, and he coul d

S

e e

n

her

eyes

Time seemed to have slowed to a crawl. Rebecca chattedtatonstantly. It was inane chatter,

meandering from one random topic to another. Jim let her spdak seemed calmer when she

spoke.

“You wanna know why | *"m scared

of

Pft

S?n

t hat



Jim nodded. “Sure.

“vt“"s silly really. | g oery littler lanpsp ek orilyrbeen fiveeor o n c e .
six—I can"t remember exactly. I just remember pan
own, you see. We were in a shopping centre. And, while my mum was looking at some clothes, |
wandered off. | endedp in a lift and reached up to press the buttons. | pressed the wrong one. Set off

the alarm, and the lift stopped between floors. It was one of those glassytifisknow the ones |

mean. Not that it helped. | wasl Hoseebmem; but |
Jim stared for a second and then said, “1 " m so
“Thanks.” She smirked. ‘o can-”t believe | just
much when | *“"m nervous. "’

“¥ you don®"t mind me saying Isioft ystuoppeded ne
“Yeah, I was . |l “ve got an important meeting. C
gone home by now.” She huffed. “Ther e | go agai
toolbox? You could use itto shutme up. Iwisthn ey *d hurry wup and fix this
Her breathing returned to something approaching normal, but she was still sweating. So was Jim.

It was a hot day. And, with no air conditioning in the small metal box, the heat was intense.

“I"" m sorrynfeo guoaichmg” she said. “But if | "m tzé
mess we"“re in. How | ong has it been now?”

Jim |l ooked at his watch. “Only forty minutes.

“Do you have anything to drink? | *"m parched.”

“''ev got some water."” He crawled across the f1

bottle of mineral water.

“What s that?” Rebecca pointed to the open box

“What ?” said Jim, even though he knew exactly

“Don" t, Whay ?" l i ke that. You knowlLadzh ait sth"“ tmeiatn?
one with my second shoot in."”

Jim nodded and felt his cheeks flush.

“Oh , don"t be embarrassed. Come on, pass it 0 \



I * v e seenrthe pictures whentheywerma i | ed t o me | ast week."”

He handed her the magazine and she opened it while he opened the water bottle. She took the

bottle from him too and had a few large gulps from it as she flicked throadih She handed the

botteback to him when she"d found her photo spread

“!/ ' do |l ook good, don®*t | 2?27

Jim nodded.

“Do you know how long | was in make for? Nearly two hours. | went in for half an hour

bef ore each change of outfit. T h e tt eeenvicaiched “up

but they wanted to keep changing the look so allthernage had t o come of f
Jim nodded and drank some water. woul dndt mi nhéthaughtc hi ng vy
“Ildol i ke this one. I think ealFkymygl fmamvbdour.i
““t“s nice,” said Jim,

“Which one"s your favourite?”

“Here— Jim took the magazine from her. *“1°

even

and

ou

t e.

found a photo of her wearing just black knickers, stockings and high heels. She was kneating on

armchair with her backside prominent. She was also looking back at the camera and winking.

g

up,

She raised her eyebrows at him. “That one"s a
“A-bit what?”

“Well, abittoopor no, don"t you think?”

Jim shook his head. “pNo.nol alti kad li.t". | don"t t
“What do | i ke about that?”

“Wel |l ...7...Jim blushed again.

“Come on, t el l me . "

He sighed. “Oh, okay. You | ook .. | don“t know.

me . ”

She stared at him, stofigced, for a full ten seconds. Jim thoughtrhest have gone too far.

Then she grinned and st a+ritte"ds tao bliatughoo “Seerro.

photographer told me to imagine | was wait.

ng

f

C

t



“Yeah. Guess he was right."”

“‘Guess so0.” She mpalywhodad.i n“ Ihteries detdtoindg t hi nk |
“| Kknow, ” sai d Ji m. “1"m starting to sweat buc
we should pace ourselves? We don"“t know how | ong
“Pace ourselves. But couldble cheeky and ask if you®"ve got

fami shed.
“You can share the sandwiches | was going to h
of packets of <c¢crisps. [ mi ght even share my Mar s
“That would be kind. Thanks”
Jim ferreted in his toolbox wuntil he found his

taken off her jacket and thrown it in the corner and was unbuttoning her blouse.

“What are you doing?” Jim asked.

“'m lRean"tl | eavei mMys jbochketvaom. And | "m startinr
this blouse. It"s silk, you know."”

“But you can"t just strip off. | mean.. You can

“I don“t see why not. We"“re not i n ppuadlke c, anoc
you haven"t seen what Il “ve got before, because
floor.

“Yeah but, this is different. Isn"t it?”

She shrugged. “Not to me. Look, if you"re unco
T-sh rt . That “s what some of the guys on the shi
comfortable, but | reckon they just | ike showing

Jim stuttered and struggled to come up with a reply. In the end, he shrugged and pulled his T
shirt overhis head. Rebecca took off her blouse and threw it on top of her jacket in the corner. She
|l ooked at Jim"s naked torso and purred. Unl ess .
He kept himself in good shapeor at least he tried his best to. bigened his lunchbox and took out a
foil package. He unwrapped the small baguettes and offered one to Rebecca.

“What “s on it?"” she asked.



“Ha m, eggs, |l ettuce, t omat o, cucumber, spring

“Usual ? 1 didn®"t kmuocwh yoonut oc oau | sda ncdrwai nt hsimth She he
long baguettes and regarded it with a sceptical eye. She prised it open and peered inside. Her eyes
wi dened. “My God, it"s huge. [ never fit that

“I' dunno,” said ddmbi ggéd It ibiengyoiudvegolhhr mout h
face told him hdnadgone too far this time. Or it did, until she started laughing.

“You“re probably right. But a | ady never tells

“And are you a |l ady?”

“Most of the ti me.n Buwuot, tsooned.i'meBhe idl"isntf ui n h
that made Jim vote for her in the magazine"s co
Her smile was equally wicked. Jim was aware t hat
opened her mouth and brought the sandwich up to her lips. She never took her eyes from his as she
stretched her mouth around the thick roll. A spot of mayonnaise dribbled out the side of the sandwich.

She raised her eyebrows at him and winked as she libkeethayo from her lips with the tip of her
tongue.

Jim kept stealing glances at Rebecca while she ate. He watched her mouth as she chewed and
glanced at her boobs in their plain, whéiatin bra. She was perfeebr at least he thought she was.

He admiredher taut, toned tummy that, like the rest of her skin, had a rich golden tan. He looked
along her long legs. They seemed to go on forever. Even though Jim had half of his sandwich left,
Rebecca had finished hers. Jikingatder insteaccofieatindpi s wa
Funnily enough, he wasn“t very hungry.

She drank from the water bottle and then wiped her mouth with a tissue from her jacket pocket.

“1t looks to me |like you“"re -mrakeod. nhgSdvewans cdde th e
Jim foll owed her gaze and was surprised by t he
so busy |l ooking at her that he hadn"t realised i

just how uncomfortable his crotch was. He figgktshifting his bottom on the floor and trying to
rearrange his cock. “Sorry. Didn"t mean to off en

She grinned and said, “lt"s okay, sweetie. [ " n



Jim thought it was best to change ntohwe "subj ect .

“‘Guess so."

“Was it very important?”

She shrugged. “1I was meeting the partners.”
“At S&J?7

She nodded. “They were going to sack me."”

“‘Sack you? Why?”

“' 1t " s been on t—heeer sincerl dicgthaf ficst shoat. | telhyiod, the look on Old
Man Jones®"s face when he saw those photos.. It we
one of his employees, but there was a | ump in
chuckled and shook her hmeaoflmonttislagovBatswhena loakegl att o r e
my contract to see how much notice | needed to
terms of employment. So if they wanted to sack me, they would have to stump up a pretty decent
severance package.”

“I'sn*t it a risk, though? | can“t see any othe
this one.”

“Maybe not for a |l ong ti me. But , i n théer meant

swamped with offers the past couple of weeks. Some of them want to pay me what | was earning here

in a month for just one shoot."”

Jim raised his eyebrows. “That good, huh?2”

She nodded. “That good. And | gnedupadahoofidithe t o al
Bahamas next week."” Her eyes flicked down to Ji
mu st be real ly uncomfortabl e. It s such a shart
interruption, or else we could make gosde& of it . "

“What ?"”

“Oh, wait. Wearet ot al |y al one with no prospect of inte
covered the |l ump in his pants with her hand. Sh

stranger ?"”



Jim gul ped. “lll.y It"hvoeu gnhetv earb orueta i t .

“Don“t |1 e. I bet you think about it all the t
i nsi de. ‘o bet that, ever since you stepped int
between my thighs. | canltd from the way you“"ve been |l ooking
fucking a stranger. |l know | have.”

Jim jumped as she squeezed his cock before p
can"“t."”

“Shush. Just let me play. | wonder what it tastes lik” She bent down and to
mouth. Jim gasped as her warm wet mouth surrounded his cock. Rebecca sucked him and wanked
him. Jim"s whole body Ladafsi rtsetn stehi h etnh ahte “ndo rbrmiungg
expected the centrdtbto be sucking his cock by luntime.

As suddenly as she had started, she stopped. She sat up and kissed him forcefully, then lay back,
hitched her skirt wup around her waist anid pull e
fair play.”

Without thinking, Jim descended towards her pussy. He licked it from top to bottom, making her
squirm, and then forced his tongue inside her. While he tefugiked her, he rubbed her clit with his
finger. I't wasn“t | ong bodlifgder Bips adgaiest hig aneuthpShenheld n g h «
his head against her and arched her back off the floor, before pushing him away. She lifted her head
and commanded, “Fuck me. Right now. Give me al/|l

Jim unbuckled his belt and pushed his trousedsséworts down to his knees. Then he positioned

himself between her legs, which wrapped around his waist and pulled him towards her. He kissed her

breasts while she guided his cock home.

The intercom buzzed into life and a now familiar voice issued fromit.al | o? You st i | |
there?”

“‘Shit!” said Jim. *“Not now. Why now?”

“'gnor e hi m. l gnore him and fuck me,” Rebecca

The intercom crackled again. “The electricity

”

quicker than they expected. Wehoul d get power back anyti me now.



Jim | ooked into Rebecca“"s eyes. She frowned

disentangled themselves.

“Damn,” Jim said. “Just when | was hoping we v
hours."”

“Me tR®bécca giggled. “Guess we should get dr ec

“Yeah, guess so."”

They threw their clothes back on as quickly as they could. The main lights flickered into life and
with a wrench, the | ift started moviognggahf’ E
asked Rebecca.

Jim shrugged. “Dunno.”

They were taken all the way back down to the ground floor, where the lift doors slid open. The

usually busy foyer was deserted apart from a lady behind the reception desk and a man in a grey

jumpsuit waitingf or by the i ft. “Hi, Il “m Bob. The guy on
“Why has the | ift brought wus down?” asked Ji m.
“The control system reset,” Bob explained. “ Tt

happensl t doesn"t matt er —evargonegnthe bdilding las gbneyname foretteer | i er

day. Anyway, I just wanted to check you were bot
left.

“Wel |l ,” said Rebecca, “Imgurecw. |What jaBouthayeu"

“I have to calll the office. I mi ght not be abl
me . ”

“Oh.” She sounded disappointed.

Jim frowned. “What"s wrong?”’

She shook her head. | j ust assumed you"d be free for tl
retrieved a pen from her bag. “Here, hand over vy

Jim handed her his copy badzand watched as she wrote a message on the centre pages and
signed it with a flourish. Sheehn ded hi m t he magazine back and wi.l

Ji m. Perhaps | "1 see you around someti me."”



Jim watched her leave the building and hail a taxi. When she was gone, he read her message.
Langdonds Restaurant. Ceener Sofe8t. Bpmer PoRO S

toothbrush.
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