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"T H A N K  H EAVEN S FOR THIS B O O K 'Thousands Will Say

LOVE OR LUST—
How Could She Tell?

So many young people miss love 
altogether—or fail to recognize it 
when it comes. What is the subtle 

secret that leads some girls to 
the altar, while others, equally 

charming, face disappointment 
and despair? (See page 65.)

A t Last! Secrets of Sex and
Marriage Revealed

T h e  m iN w crs  t o  q u e s t io n s  y o u  w o u ld  l ik e  t o  a s k  y o u r  o w n  d o c t o r  a n d  D A R K  
n o t . T h e  I l I G H T  m e th o d s  t o  f o l l o w  f o r  s a n e  s e x  e x p e r ie n c e s — m a r r ia g e  th a t  
w i l l  r e m a in  a  la s t in g ; h o n e y m o o n — a  l o v e  l i f e  th a t  w i l l  g r o w  m o r e  c o m p le te  
w ith  t h e  y e a r s ,  u n a s h a m e d  a n d  u n fe t t e r e d  b y  d o u b t s  a n d  f e a r s .  N o w  in  a 
r e v o lu t io n a r y  n e w  b o o k  a  b u s y  fa m i ly  p h y s ic ia n  c o m e s  t o  y o u r  f ir e s id e  a n d  
b a r e s  A L L  t h e  m y s t e r ie s  o f  l i f e  a n d  lo v e , g a in e d  f r o m  y e a r s  o f  p r iv a t e  p r a c 
tise— in c lu d in g  m a n y  “ in s id e ’ ’ s t o r ie s ,  h i t h e r t o  h id d e n  b e h in d  o ff ic e  d o o r s .

THOUSANDS of books on sex and marriage 
have been written— but hardly one more out
spoken. and yet still tenderly sincere. “ Sex 

and Marriage." by It. J . Lambert, M.D.— just 
published— instantly wipes out all the dirty senti
ment and misinformation blanketing the subject 
and reveals sex and love for what they REALLY 
are— beautiful and sacred when properly under
stood! This brand new book digs into the heart of 
the problem— fearlessly tells you everything you 
should know about your desires— gives you exact 
instruction for happy marriage and contented living. 
No concession to Prudery. Just frank information 
In plain language!

Is Ignorance or false modestly robbing you of 
the joys of normal sex relationships? Do you want 
the NAKED TRUTH on questions the world 
evades? Will your marriage be happy— or wrecked 
by Indifference, repression, love starvation? Knowl
edge prevents and corrects missteps— as disclosed 
in this unprecedented book.

O nly a  D octor C an  T ell All
Here are answers to problems only hinted at by 

by others. Absorbing as fiction, “ Sex and Mar
riage" contains true stories of lives made wretched

because they didn’ t know. Shows what happens 
when you disobey Nature’ s laws. Tells secrets of 
how to find love, how to preserve sexual attraction. 
Explains every unescapable perplexity— from the 
awakening of the sex urge to life ’s hardest period. 
Distinguishes between love and lust and offers hun
dreds of enlightening disclosures everyone married 
or single must understand.

Thirty - two fascinating 
chapters! Each covering a 
different phase of sex and 
marriage. Clear, scienti
fic7 Even one chapter can 
mean the difference be
tween blasted hopes and 
lifetime happiness. Here 
are a few subjects treated: 
Why Sexual Knowledge 
Should Be Told; Struc
ture and Use of the Re
productive Organs; Is Con
tinence Harmful?; Sexual 
Magnetism; True Love 
versus Sensual Love; Mis
takes of the Bridegroom; 
Immorality in Marriage; 
Pregnancy; Determination 
of Sex; Abortions and Mis-

From  a  Doctor's 
Private O ffice!

carriages; Birth Control; Heredity; Eugenics; Ster
ility and Frigidity; Self-Abuse; Prostitution; Ven
ereal Diseases. 2 50 pages, vividly illustrated with 
anatomical charts that make everything clear 1 You 
simply must examine the book!

SEND NO MONEY
Simply mail coupon. When postman brings “ Sex 

and Marriage." deposit with him $1.98 (plus a 
few cents postage). Then go over the book thor- 
oughly. Find the solutions to intimate problems 
that worry you. If you don’t insist on keeping trhis 
money gladly. But don’t delay. Often the price of 
book for its sane advice and for valuable refer
ence. return it within 5 days and we’ll refund your 
neglect is costly sex mistakes, broken health,, lost 
vitality! Send coupon TODAY and face the world 
confidently and unafraid.

M rs. W — ’s . 
D a u g h t e r

Young. Romantic. 
Eager for life—  
but lacking the 
vital knowledge to 
guide her safely 
past unsuspected 
pitfalls.
A true story with 
a tragic warning. 

(See p. 60.)

—Mistakes 
love.

— How to attract the 
opposite sex.

— Is continence desir
able?

—Mistakes the bride
groom should avoid.

*r-Is repression of de
sires harmful ?

—When marriage is a 
crime.

—IIow to keep love 
aflame.

—The never-failing se
cret of sex magnet
ism.

-Preparing for mater-
' nity.

— Can sex be predict
ed before birth?

— What to do about 
barrenness.

— Should young people 
discuss sex?

— How to treat female 
disorders.

— What men can’t en
dure in women.

— The tragedies of ig 
norance.

— Errors in personal hy
giene.

— How to recognize true 
love.

— Why husbands tire of 
wives.

—  I n t im a t e  f a c t s  of 
courtship.

— What kind of men 
make best husbands?

— What the signs of 
excesses are.

— Should offspring be 
limited ?

— The essentials of a 
happy marriage.

— Are venereal diseases 
hereditary?

— D a n g e r s  o f th e  
“ Change of L ife .”

— The mystery of twins.
— W hat ever y  young  

woman should know.
1— Sex health and pre

vention.
— and many other start

ling revelation on sex 
and marriage.WARNING: ™ ’tf^ ° m nl r s ? OT

The Bare Truth Everyone Should Know
that k ill JUST OUT!
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Dear Editor:
1 have been reading "Pep”  for some time 

and find it very interesting. " Quicksilver”  
by Jean Maxwell was real good.

1 would like to have some pen pals, so 
please publish this real soon. I’d like to 
hear from  S. P. of Bakersfield, Calif., and 
Buddy Sorenson of Joliet, III.

1 am 21 years old, have light brown 
curly hair and brown eyes. Vll answer all 
letters.

Sincerely yours,
Isabel Moody.

Brookville, Indiana.

Dear Editor:
I have read your magazine "Pep Stories”  

and I have enjoyed it very much. I cer
tainly hope you will continue to publish 
the same kind of stories in the future.

I would like to correspond with one 
of the fair sex, as it is very lonely where 
I live.

I am single, white, weigh 160 pounds 
and stand 5 feet 9 inches and have brown 
eyes.

Hoping to hear from you at an early 
date, and also grant the above request, I 
am,

Very truly yours, 
Benjamin Mendelsohn. 

Box 591, Mercedes, Texas.

Dear Editor:
May I just horn in here with a line or 

two and tell you how great your Pep 
Stories are?

I’ve long been a reader of your maga
zine but, until now, haven’t had the gall 
to take up any of your time by telling you 
about it. But that March issue got me, 
and especially that story by Jean Maxwell, 
"Quicksilver.”  The illustrations are pips, 
and more like it and I hope it’s just the 
beginning of more like them. And yes, 
even better ones.

I’ll be happy to hear from any peppy 
girl who could write a good snappy letter. 
I’m one of those college graduates (17. of

{Please turn to page 64)
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“ Kissproof l”
BY

C A R L  W E B S T E R

T HERE was nothing noteworthy about 
the simple fact that Blossom Frawley 
and June Kent were reclining on se

parate cushioned lounges, facing each 
other, one afternoon.

There was also nothing remarkable 
about the presence of a silver shaker full 
of cocktails, redolent with the pungent 
odor of lemon peel and orange juice, as 
well as a specially manufactured brand of 
mildly fragrant cigarettes bearing the 
monogram “ JK .”

In reality, it was a most commonplace 
incident, in a setting that could be dupli
cated in countless Hollywood apartments 
and more or less palatial mansions and 
bungalows in Beverly Hills!

Just one feature of that particular scene 
made it different from the rest, and that 
was the astonishing similarity between the 
principal figures in it!

Gazing upon the blonde loveliness of 
June, and then on the equally blonde 
beauty of Blossom, anyone might be par
doned for arriving at the erroneous conclu
sion that it was a trick, executed by the 
ingenuity of motion picture minds with 
the aid of reflecting mirrors.

June’s saffron hair, shimmering with the 
paleness of moonbeams on a sea of molten 
gold, resembled Blossom’s in every detail 
of wave and curl and tendril. Violet eyes 
held the same evanescent light, sparkling 
brightly at one moment, only to fade into 
the hazy mist of dreamy languor.

Faces, forms and personalities were 
counterparts, even in the witchery of red
lipped smiles! They had never met until 
recently, yet they might have been twins, 
fashioned by the crucible of nature in the 
identical exquisite mold.

The negligees that graced their supple 
contours were replicas of the one design, 
delicate creations in the color tones of or
chid silk and maize lace.

“ Quite an opportunity for you, my 
dear!”  June was sayng, as she poured an
other cocktail.

“ I’m tickled pink!”  replied Blossom.
There, in those few words, lay the key 

to this unique situation!
The executives of Pentagon Productions, 

Inc., were getting ready to film a play 
based upon the rivalry of two feminine 
hearts for the affections of the masculine 
hero. The three characters would be in 
many scenes together, and the girls were 
supposed to be twin sisters alike in every 
physical attribute!

June had been selected to portray both 
roles, which entailed some complex prob
lems of photography and sound-recording, 
and in order to avoid these complications, 
it had been decided that a "double” for 
her was necessary, if such an individual 
could be discovered!

A diligent search in the highways and 
byways of the motion picture world re
sulted in the fortunate disclosure of the 
desired blonde beauty, in the person of 
Blossom Frawley, a lowly "extra-girl”  who 
had worn out plenty of shoe leather hik
ing from studio to studio and getting only 
an occasional bit in society mob-scenes.

Dressmakers were hastily put to work, 
and the costume department assembled for 
Blossom an exact reproduction of June’s 
wardrobe. In the meantime, hairdressers 
and cosmeticians collaborated in successful 
efforts to perfect, in the most infinitesimal 
detail, a likeness that was truly amazing.

So that Blossom could study June’s man
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nerisms, voice inflections, smiles and laugh
ter, it was resolved that they should be in 
each other’s company as much as possible 
while the picture was being rehearsed and 
produced. So Blossom came to live with 
June in the latter’s apartment, and in the 
short space of a few weeks they had be
come fast friends with many interests in 
common!

The first rehearsal had taken place that 
morning, and now they were relaxing in 
gossipy intimacy.

"Wallace McIntosh is nice, isn’t he?” 
remarked Blossom, putting down her glass 
to light a cigarette. She was referring to 
the male star who had been assigned to 
play the part of the man for whose atten
tions they were supposed to be striving.

"Oh, yes, indeed!”  said June, slowly 
sipping. "Light one for me, please?”

Flicking an automatic lighter, Blossom 
applied the flame and handed the cigarette 
to June, saying: "There you are, beauti
fu l!”

"Thanks, darling!”  murmured June, 
then, smiling seductively, she continued: 
"How do you like your kisses?”

"Ah, that’s quite another matter!” said 
Blossom, holding out her glass so that June 
could replenish it. " I  simply adore a kiss 
that is saturated with honeydew!”

" I  thought you would!”  The cocktail 
was gurgling out of the icy shaker in an 
orange-colored stream. " I  heard a new 
name for that kind of a kiss the other 
day.”

"Tell me! . . . The subject’s very inter
esting!”

June swallowed several times before re
plying: "Somebody called it an osculatory 
swim!”

"A n ideal description!”  commented 
Blossom. “ The person you are quoting evi
dently isn’t without some experience in 
such matters.”

One blue eye was half-hidden by a 
winking eyelash. "She is the most fascin
ating brunette in Hollywood, where cock
tails and kisses are the main indoor and

outdoor sports, you know!”
"Who is she?”  asked Blossom quickly. 

"There are many brunettes here, and 
they’re all loaded with sex-appeal!”

“ You can guess!”  smiled June. "She’s 
Spanish, and how!”

"Thanks for the clue!”  Blossom drank 
heartily. "But you haven’t told me how 
you like your hot lips.”

"Swimming, my dear, from start to fin
ish!”

"Quick and lively?”
"N o  . . . Long tfnd lingering!” 
Blossom’s bosom rose and fell in a deep 

sigh. "That’s me all over again, darling! 
. . .  I suppose there’ll be some kissing scenes 
with Wallace McIntosh in this picture 
we’re beginning!”

June laughed disdainfully. "You’ve 
never worked with Wallace, I guess!” 

"N o, I haven’t !”
"Well, let me inform you that Wallace’s 

love making is nothing to get excited 
about!”

"Really?”
"H e is absolutely cold!”  June went on. 

"H e’d never kiss a girl if the action of 
the story didn’t demand it, and even then 
he tries to avoid it, but when the director 
insists, he goes through all of the motions, 
that’s all!”

" I ’m surprised!”  said Blossom. "So 
good looking, too!”

"Kissing a marble statue would be more 
thrilling!”

"W hat’s the matter with him?”
"H e doesn’t like women!”
Blossom, holding her glass to her lips, 

looked incredulous. "Possibly he can’t 
warm up to a blonde!”  She seemed to be 
disappointed.

"That isn’t the reason!”  June shook her 
head. "Brunette or a red-head or a blonde, 
fat or thin or any type . . .  he has worked 
with hot numbers in many pictures, but 
he doesn’t click!”

Blossom let the rest of her cocktail 
trickle down her throat before mur
muring: " I ’d like to get my lips on that
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" . . .  7 gave him a 
kiss that made him 

tingle! . .

handsome mouth of his . . . just once! I’d 
melt the iceberg in him!”

June smiled indulgently. "That’s what 
they all say before they get the chance, 
and afterward they agree with me! . . . 
Anywayj you’ll be given your oppor

tunity! . . . Our director likes kissing 
scenes, and there are plenty in this pic
ture!”

Blossom’s sigh was soulful. "Let’s both 
try . . . different stunts, I mean!”

" I t ’s a waste of time and kisses on Wal
lace!”  declared June. "I  remember one 
incident, several months ago. . . .  A kiss 
was called for, and the director instructed 
us to make it warm. . . . My back was 
turned to the camera, and I gave Wallace 
the sort of kiss that would make almost 
anybody tingle!”

“ What happened?” asked Blossom, in
terestedly.

"H e had the nerve to go to the director 
and tell him to warn me to keep my lips 
closed, or else he would refuse to kiss!” 
June’s ire was expressed in the way she
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snuffed out her cigarette. "Can you tie 
that?”

Blossom’s prolonged laughter filled the 
air with music. "Perhaps he doesn’t like 
kissing with make-up on!”

" I ’ve tested him on that point, too!” 
said June. “ Once I asked him into my 
dressing room for a highball . . .  we had 
been working late and we were in need of 
a stimulant. . . .  I mixed the highball and 
it was a wow, believe me!”

"Like your cocktails?”  whispered Blos
som.

"Only more so!”  June smiled. " I  had 
on a negligee that was even more trans
parent than this one I’m wearing now!”

"D id he get a good look at these?”  Blos
som’s finger pointed to the rounded full
ness of flame-topped breasts.

" I f  he didn’t, it was his fault, not 
mine!”  replied June. "They were avail
able! . . .  I removed the studio make-up 
and chatted while he sat and drank his 
highball, then I steered the conversation 
into channels that were brazenly sexy, but 
he never tumbled!”

"Why didn’t you sting him with one of 
your private kisses?”  was Blossom’s sug
gestion. "Some people can’t put any fire 
into anything in public!”

"Don’t interrupt!”  said June. " I ’m 
coming to that. . . . He seemed to enjoy 
the highball so much that I mixed another, 
and that, too, was a powerful one. . . . 
While we were still talking sexy, I edged 
over to him and was about to sit on his 
lap when he got up. . . . 'Thanks for the 
drink,’ he said, walking to the door. . . . 
'Don’t be in a hurry,’ I told him, 'we’ll 
have one more’.”

Blossom listened, tense with interest.
June continued: "I  stood close to him, 

giving him the passionate eye and playing 
with the buttons on his vest. . . . He was 
all flustered. . . .  'No, thanks, no more,’ 
he said. . . . 'Oh, stay with me a while,’ 
I urged him, raising my face for a kiss.
. . . 'Sorry, but I must go,’ he says, open
ing the door and leaving me standing there

like a dumb-bell.”
"What do you know about that?”  mur

mured Blossom.
"I  know he’s kissproof!”  stated June.
Blossom swayed toward her. "With 

lips like yours, darling, how can anybody 
be kissproof?”

June’s eyelids fluttered shut, opened, 
and closed again!

T here was another rehearsal on the 
following morning, a sequence that went 
off without a hitch. No love making was 
required, and when the director dismissed 
the company, June announced: " I  have 
a luncheon appointment . . .  see you 
later!”

"O kay!”  said Blossom. “Control your 
appetite!”

On the way to her dressing room, she 
encountered Wallace McIntosh, who was 
strolling to his own quarters.

"How do you like your role?” he asked, 
pleasantly.

"Splendid!”  she replied.
“ It’s your first lead, I understand!”
"Yes! . . . And I’m thrilled!”
They stood outside her door. Suddenly 

an idea was born in the mind of Blossom, 
engendered by his mention of the fact that 
it was her first 'lead’.

“ I should like to ask your advice about 
something!”  Her voice was timid. "Won’t 
you come in for a minute?”

" I f  I can be of any service . . .”  he 
murmured, entering.

"Have a seat!”  she smiled.
Wallace sat down. "May I smoke?”
"Certainly!”
"Possibly you’ll join me?” He offered 

his cigarette case.
"N o, thank you!”
He seemed to be surprised. "Don’t you 

smoke?”
"N ot often!”
Blossom chuckled inwardly. How often 

is “ often,”  she thought? Deciding that it 
was simply a matter of opinion, she flitted 
to her dressing table: "You don’t mind
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if I remove this hideous make-up while 
we chat?”

“ No, indeed 1”  Wallace settled himself 
in his chair. "You haven’t been in pictures 
very long, have you?”

"Only a short while!”  answered Blos

som. “ And I’m scared to death most of 
the time.”

"You’ll get accustomed to things!”  he 
said, encouragingly.

The make-up was disappearing very 
rapidly, and when it vanished completely,
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no cosmetics took its place, only a little 
powder on a peach complexion! Wallace 
watched her with growing interest. She 
seemed to be very different from the usual 
type of cinema personality, so unsophisti
cated, so fresh and unspoiled!

Blossom knew that his eyes were upon 
her, and she sensed that the impression 
she had made was just what she intended 
to convey! . . . Her heart increased its 
throbbing beat at the success of her first 
clever manouver! . . . She wondered if 
the succeeding moves would be crowned 
by an equal measure of success!

With these thoughts flashing through 
her mind, she heard him speaking:

"W hat is it about motion picture work 
that makes you frightened?”

She assumed an air of embarrassment. 
"Frankly, the love scenes with strange men 
bother me a lot!”  Lowering her gaze, she 
whispered:

"Particularly kissing . . . they . . . the 
men . . . kiss so . . . well, it is difficult 
for me to describe it !”

Wallace laughed. "That is a new point 
of view! I have usually found that it is 
the women who kiss in the way that is 
difficult to describe!”

"N ot really!”  she gasped.
"Indeed it is!”  he reiterated. "But you 

have nothing to fear from me! It is a 
relief to learn that you don’t care for kisses 
like that, because I surely do not!”

She sighed. "You’re one man in a thou
sand!”

He grinned. "And you’re one woman in 
a million, it seems!”

He noticed that she blushed very 
prettily, and, still staring at the floor, she 
said: "We are to do a scene tomorrow . . . 
you know, the honeymoon . . .  I am to sit 
on your knee in a negligee and it fades 
out in a kiss . . . well, the truth is that 
I’m afraid I’ll make a botch of it!” 

"W hy?”  he laughed.
“ I’ve never played . . .  that sort of thing 

. . . before!”
Wallace thought that her eyes were

averted because of the keen embarrass
ment evidenced by her blushes. . . .  In 
fact, she refrained from meeting his gaze 
because she was sure that she would not 
be able to hide her real feelings!

"You mustn’t be nervous!” he reas
sured her. "There is certainly nothing to 
fear!”

She shot a swift glance at him, then 
dropped her eyes again.

" I  wanted to ask you . . . ” She hesi
tated.

“ Ask anything!”  he said.
"Would it seem too foolish if I suggested 

that we rehearse that scene . . . now?”
A startled look came into his eyes. "R e

hearse it . . . here . . .  in your dressing 
room?”

She nodded excitedly. “ I knew you 
would think I was crazy, but I would feel 
more sure of myself tomorrow, because 
it’d give me a little confidence . . . you 
see, it wouldn’t be quite so strange!”

"You are a very sweet little girl!”  he 
said, smiling wistfully. "While I’ve never 
held impromptu Rehearsals like this, I’ll be 
glad to do anything to help you succeed 
in your role!”

"Oh, thank you so much!” she breathed. 
" I ’ll be ready in a few minutes.”

Blossom’s heart was beating like a trip
hammer as she stepped behind a screen, 
peeled off her dress, brassiere, panties, 
everything except her shoes and stockings. 
. . . Then she donned a velvet negligee 
that etched her enchanting contours in all 
their loveliness. The beauty of her won
drous breasts stood forth delightfully, 
their sharply pointed tips threatening to 
pierce the clinging garment.

She was careful to feign excessive timid
ity when she came back to face Wallace, 
whose amused smile changed to one of 
wonderment. . . . Pretty women in negli
gees were just a part of the day’s routine 
to him, as a usual thing, but there was 
something about this blushing specimen of 
glorious blonde femininity that actually 
disturbed him!
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"This is what I am to wear tomorrow!” 
she whispered, slowly walking to his chair.

"Charming!”  he said.
His arm went about her waist as she 

drifted down on to his lap, and he 
trembled involuntarily when the yielding 
warmth of her began to seep into his con

sciousness. . . .  He had held very many 
women in his arms, in the course of his 
motion picture career, but this was the 
first time that his blood was responding 
to the contact!

"I  suppose . . . it’s proper . . .  to put 
my arm around your neck!”
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The tremolo in her voice could be con
strued in two ways . . . youthful embar
rassment or a throb of passion!

"Should I use both arms?” she added.
He attempted to be impersonal in his 

reply: "The director would probably sug
gest it!”

Smiling sweetly, she kissed him, and the 
petals of a rose couldn’t be any more frag
rant than the lips that were pressed to 
his. . . . Blossom had to exert all her will
power not to obey the mad impulse to 
sink her kiss into his mouth in tempestu
ous abandon!

Calmly, she looked into his eyes a mo
ment later.

"How was that?”  she whispered.
“ Very nice!”  he replied, with mounting 

color.
"We should practice a little more!”  she 

hinted.
Silently, kiss after kiss now descended 

on his mouth, each a bit more heated than 
its predecessor. . . . Wallace was entranced. 
. . . Lips like hers had never touched his!

Gradually, he realized that he had never 
thrilled to such a kiss before and he sur
rendered himself to its unwonted enjoy
ment, in a cloudy haze of newly amorous 
delight!

The negligee soon was slipping most 
alarmingly, and Wallace sought to save it 
from falling, but when his hand unwit

tingly slid within its folds, he sighed con
tentedly.

"You are so very sweef!”  he said, in 
a hoarse whisper.

Blossom breathed ecstatically: " I ’m not 
. . . afraid . . . any more!”

His lips, hitherto as difficut to penetrate 
as a guarded fort, were now opening free
ly, and the subsequent action, had it been 
caught by a camera, would have been pro
nounced excellent "box-office” !

It was rather late in the afternoon 
when Blossom got back to the apartment, 
to be greeted with the smiling inquiry: 
"Where have you been gallivanting?”

"Rehearsing, my dear, with Wallace Mc
Intosh!”

June looked puzzled. "I  didn’t know 
there was to be a rehearsal this afternoon!”

“ This one wasn’t scheduled!”  laughed 
Blossom. "It was my very own idea, and 
what a success it turned out to be!”

"You’re talking in riddles!”
" I ’ve been solving a riddle, you mean!” 

asserted Blossom, pulling her over to the 
lounge. "Wallace McIntosh isn’t kissproof 
any more! He wants to marry me ’nevery- 
thing!”

"Marry . . . you?”  gasped June.
"Sit down, darling!”  Blossom whispered. 

" I ’ll tell you all about an iceberg that sud
denly became a ball of fire!”
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“ What’s the idea of rushing 
me into the bathroom like I  
teas a three-year-old?" gasped 
the blue-eyed beauty.

D ear L itt le  C h ise le r
BY

M O R A N  M A C K

WHEN Lola rushed into the apart
ment her disposition was as sweet 
as the juice of two lemons. She 

slammed the door, beat a hot war path 
across the living room rug, crashed into the 
bedroom and shot a fiery glance at Fanny 
Mayburn. Fanny was serenely propped up

against two pillows, a cigarette in her lips, 
a magazine lying against two arched legs.

Fanny beamed at Lola incredulously, 
then consulted a boudoir clock. She stam
mered the first thing that came to her 
mind.

"Why so early? Don’t tell me old Snow-
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in-the-face fired you, too?”
Lola crossed the room without replying. 

She opened the bathroom door, came back 
to the bed, gripped Fanny by the wrist 
and yanked her off the mattress.

"Why all the gymnastics?”  gasped the 
blue eyed beauty, as puzzled as a jig-saw. 
“What’s the idea of rushing me into the 
bathroom like I was a three-year-old?”

Without a word Lola pushed Fanny 
into the tiled room, shut the door, locked 
it from the outside.

"This is the idea,”  Lola replied. “ I’m 
fed up with your chiseling. Every time I 
get a man dated up you try to make him. 
But this is one afternoon you won’t queer 
my party.”

"Oh! So you’re going to have your big 
moment with a new daddy this after
noon?”

"And you’re going to stay locked in 
there till I get back!”

“ You can’t do that,”  protested Fanny, 
hotly.

"See if I can’t. This is one party you 
won’t crash.”

"But you’ve got me locked in here like 
a trained seal.”

"Sure. And when I return maybe I’ll 
toss you a fish!”

"Maybe you’ll be glad to toss me the 
poor fish who’s taking you out!”  retorted 
Fanny.

Lola said nothing. And despite Fanny’s 
vehement protests, she went straight ahead 
changing her clothes. Fanny beat a mad 
tattoo upon the door until her hands 
fairly shrieked with pain. Then she cried 
aloud: “ If you only knew how hot this 
makes me!”

"Did you say hot?” teased Lola.
"You heard what I said. Hot. H -O -T !” 

She spelled the word, anger in her voice.
"Then take a cold shower and soak your 

head,”  laughed Lola.
A door slammed and Lola stepped 

into the hall. She’d show that little chiseler 
where to get off. Always vamping her 
men . . . Well let her get one now. Try

Fanny stepped into the living 
my eyesF”  she asked.

and get one. She’d just show her!
Back in the bathroom Fanny paced the 

floor like an angry lioness in a cage. It 
was a small room, adequately heated, of 
course, but the cool tiled floor chilled her 
bare feet. In desperation she turned on the 
shower faucets; peeled her sheer nightie 
over her gleaming shoulders. She flung the 
crepe de chine garment over a radiator and 
stepped into the needle spray.

"A  cheap gag,”  she muttered. “ Locking 
me in this way.”
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room. “ And how do you like 
“ Beautiful/”  he exclaimed.

She scrubbed her body furiously, until 
every bit of velvety skin glistened with 
shining lather. Then she stepped under the 
spray again and began to plan her escape.

But escape seemed impossible. Even 
after rubbing down vigorously and getting 
back into the nightie, there seemed no way 
to free herself. She went to the window, 
gazed into the street. Three floors below, 
on the opposite side of the street, a straight- 
eight roadster was parked beside the curb. 
For fully ten minutes Fanny contemplated

the man in the car, and finally he gazed 
casually in her direction.

Another moment and Fanny realized he 
was looking directly at her; just as intently 
perhaps as she had looked at him. If only 
he knew what a predicament she was in . . . 
If only she could throw him a note, maybe 
he could help her. She certainly didn’t 
intend to stay cooped up in this room like 
a trained seal.

A few moments later, Fanny, in an 
instant of daring, waved to the man. 
Recognizing her signal, he waved in return. 
Fanny smiled. Here, at least, was some
thing accomplished. She had attracted his 
attention. If only she had a pencil and 
paper. She let escape a sigh, then, because 
there was no pencil. But in the medicine 
cabinet she found a lipstick! Then the 
solution struck her. She’d use the lipstick 
to write a note on a towel!

But the towels were wet. So was the 
shower curtain. Helpless, hopeless, re
signed to her fate, Fanny turned back to 
the cabinet. Then she saw her reflection 
in the mirror. She saw herself draped in 
the filmy nightie. In an instant she pulled 
the gown over her head. Then holding it 
up against the tiled wall she printed bold 
letters on the sheer crepe de chine:

"H elp! Am held captive. Apart
ment D. Third Floor. Rescue me.

Fanny.”
She hurried back to the window, 

crouched low so that only her head and 
shoulders appeared above the window sill, 
and waited five minutes before the man 
again looked her way. Fanny waved the 
nightie. The man looked up, leaned for
ward in the car. Fanny tossed the gown 
out the window, and was instantly thrilled 
because the man hurried to get it when it 
reached the street.

Fanny listened attentively to the two 
voices in the other room. One, of course, 
must be that of the man in the roadster. 
The other she recognized as the janitor. 
He had opened the door with his master 
key.

13



Fanny hammered on the bathroom door. 
“ I ’m in here,”  she cried.

“ O. K .”  came a hearty reply, and the 
next instant the key turned in the lock. 
Fanny clutched the knob desperately.

“ Go back to the living room and wait,”  
she ordered. “ I’ll put on some clothes.”  

“ Are you in danger?”
“ N o,”  laughed Fanny. “ Skip into the 

living room. I’ll talk to you while dress-
• n

She left the door ajar and got into her 
clothes.

"Who are you?” she asked.
“ The big, brave and bold rescuer!” 
“But who are you?”
“ I’m Terry Collins. Live in the Amber- 

ly Apartments, across the street. Just mov
ed in two weeks ago. Would have mov
ed in two years ago had I know these ad
ventures went on in this neighborhood.”  

“ I like your voice,”  laughed Fanny. 
“ Ditto for yours. And your handwrit

ing interests me too. That’s my racket. 
Handwriting expert. But I never analyzed 
handwriting on a nightie before! I can tell 
by your characters just the type of person 
you are. Yes, I see you plainly. Your lines 
fascinate me.”

“ Heavens. I’d better close the door.”
“ I mean the lines in your handwriting, 

idiot. . . . Say! What’s this? So you’re a 
wee bit selfish. And you take things just 
as they come. And you have a very deter
mined nature, even though you appear 
submissive.”

“ And you have a lot of hokem with 
you! Talk about my lines. You’ve got a 
line yourself. You’d better give me back 
my nightie before you discover something 
I don’t want you to know.”

“ I’ve discovered you. And you’re all I 
want to know.”

“ Then proceed with the analysis. I ’m 
becoming interested, too; beginning to 
learn what kind of a person I am.”

“ I like your t’s; and your h’s. And I 
like your o’s.”

Fanny stepped into the living room.

"And now that you see me, how do you 
like my eyes?”

“Beautiful,”  he exclaimed, springing to 
his feet. . . . She sat beside him on the 
couch. “ You’re a fascinating person,”  he 
laughed. "But how did you manage to get 
locked in the bathroom? . . . Does your 
husband always do such things?”

" I  haven’t any husband. That’s the 
handiwork of Lola, who shares the apart
ment with me. She burns up because I’m 
always crashing into her dates. She had 
one this afternoon with a new beau, so she 
locked me in the bath.”

"Ju st to keep you from her beau. . . . 
Mean!”

"Terribly mean.”
"Is that Lola’s picture there?”
“ Yes. Isn’t she a dear?”
Terry Collins turned from the picture, 

and surveyed Fanny—from her blonde 
head to trim ankles. A  radiant light sprang 
into his brown eyes, not as Radiant, how
ever, as the light in Fanny’s sapphire eyes.

"I  like you much better than Lola,”  he 
teased. "You’re sweet. Like orchids. . . . 
By the way, I believe orchids become you. 
Let’s drop by a florist and see.”

“ I ’m afraid I’m interfering with your 
afternoon. Didn’t you have anything 
planned?”

“ I have something to attend to, but you 
can help me do it.”

Driving through the city, with the top 
down was really delightful. Fanny was 
glad that her day had turned out so splen
didly. Then Terry pulled up at a curb.

“ This matter I have to attend to is to 
pick up a friend. We’ll take my friend 
along.”

“ Won’t I be intruding?”
“ O f course not. You two will get along 

like old friends.”
Parked outside a beauty salon, Terry 

blew his horn three times. A  moment later 
an attractive young girl came out o f the 
door, started down the pavement. Then 
stopped abruptly. A  blank expression
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A few minutes later, Fanny, in an instant of 
daring, waved to the man!

crossed her face. And Fanny laughed 
aloud.

"Lola!”  she cried. “ Is this good!”
Terry grinned.
"I  promised to pick up Lola at four and 

take her for a drive. So you see, Fanny 
dear, you crashed Lola’s date despite every
thing.”

Lola stepped into the roadster, her eyes 
ablaze with anger. "You chiseler!”  she 
hissed to Fanny, under her breath. " I ’ll

brain you when we get home.”
Fanny snuggled closer to Terry, that 

Lola might have more room; more room 
to sit next to the door while Fanny sat 
next to Terry!

"Where would you like to drive?” asked 
Terry, amused.

And before Lola had a chance to an
swer, Fanny said: "Let’s ride to the zoo. 
Lola loves to visit the trained seals—so 
she can throw them a fish!”
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A n gel K isse s
BY

DIANA PAGE

SLEEPY little waves lapped caressing
ly against the sides of a diving plat
form securely moored to floating 

buoys a furlong off the shore of Long 
Island. The Sound glinted iridescently in 
the bright sunshine of a summer morning, 
and a lone seagull hovered overhead, 
apparently undecided whether to alight 
upon the bobbing planks.

Soon, however, it flapped its wings and 
flew away, squawking, in evident affright 
at the disturbing apparition that had sud
denly come on the scene. A pretty arm 
had reached out of the Waters, and a hand 
had grasped the lower rung of the ladder.

The arm might have belonged to a sea 
nymph or a water sprite who had arisen 
from the ocean depths to view the world 
from the vantage point of a man-made 
platform, and the slim, girlish figure now 
hoisting itself upward would have tended 
to confirm that first impression.

But it was really the mundane form of 
Joan Dawson ascending the ladder with 
practiced ease, and, arriving at the top, 
she gazed at a masculine head and mus
cular arms racing toward her with a pow
erful swimming stroke, dogged with de
termination.

"W hat’s the matter, Rex?” she called, 
a peal of gay laughter shattering the still
ness. There was no answer.

"Y ou’re an old slowpoke today!”
N o reply came from the young man 

whose flailing arms and legs were pro
pelling him rapidly in her direction, and 
she watched him with an amused smile 
of her cherry mouth.

Dewdrops clinging to her rubber hel
met sparkled diamond-like in the rays of

the sun, and streamlets coursed down her 
lithe limbs to tiny pools at her bare feet. 
The curves and contours of an exquisite 
shapeliness were carved in cameo distinct
ness, and the amazing brevity of her 
swimsuit, its color matching the sun
tanned hue of her smooth skin, created 
an illusion of nudity that was well-nigh 
breathtaking in its daring revelations!

"Come on, Rex, attaboy!”
The merry laughter in her voice was 

tinged with sarcastic banter that seemed 
to spur him. He swam the few remaining 
yards in a burst o f redoubled energy, then 
slowly climbed up to her side.

"Phew!” he whistled, his broad chest 
heaving.

"Y ou’re actually winded!” she cried.
' That’ll never do for a fellow who is 
trying to make the swimming team in 
college!”

Sprinting is my meat, not marathon 
races!” he blurted, grinning.

"D o you call that a marathon?” There 
was scorn in her tone.

It isn t a sprint!” he declared, flinging 
himself down on his back, where he lay 
in supine rest.

Joan sat beside him, unfastening the 
strap of her helmet. When she pulled it 
off, it was as though she had uncovered 
a bowl of golden buttercups, set off by 
the deep blue violets that were her eyes. 
The blondeness o f Joan was natural 
blondeness, pure and unadulterated!

Fingers like slender reeds tested her 
curls to see if they were dry, frisking the 
ends, patting here and there.

Satisfied, she murmured: "That’s the 
best cap I ever owned!”
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Rex squinted up at her. "Mustn’t let 
those curls get wet with salt water!” 

"N ot if I can help it!” she smiled down 
at him.

His glance, wandering over her, noted 
the velvety texture that her skin had as
sumed, now that the sun had absorbed 
all traces of moisture. Her back was com
pletely bare to the crescent of her hips. 
In front, a narrow strip of knitted silk 
wool covered her flat little tummy, divid

ing into two bands that partially encased 
the swelling fullness of firm, young 
breasts, their budding tips plainly out
lined. It was really difficult to tell where 
the tan swimsuit ended and where her 
tanned skin began!

"How would a cigarette taste right this 
minute?”

"G reat!” he replied. "But what’s the 
use of talking about it?”

"I don’t suppose you have any!”
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"W hat a question!” he drawled. "The 
idea of swimming with a pack of cigar
ettes! They’d get soaked!”

"It isn’t impossible, Rex, darling!” Her 
hand had slipped inside her suit, and, from 
in the region between delicious breasts 
and delectable hips, she drew a small, 
thin metal case.

'Presto!” she laughed. " I ’m a magi
cian!” '

Rex sat up. "Let’s see!”
She handed him the case. Pressing a 

button at one side, the top sprang open, 
disclosing three cigarettes packed like 
sardines, three matches keeping them 
company.

"W ell, I’ll be darned!” he said. "Y ou’re
a marvel!”

"Let’s share one at a time!” she sug
gested, striking a match and shielding it 
expertly from the breeze. " I ’ll take a 
puff, then you can have a puff . . . won’t 
that be nice and chummy?”

Inhaling deeply, she held the cigarette 
to his lips.

"Perfect!” he muttered. " I ’m falling 
in love with you more and more every 
day!”

"How thrilling!” she breathed.
Propping herself on one elbow, she lay 

on her side, facing him. A lovely breast 
was in imminent danger of escaping in its 
beauteous entirety from the protection of 
the swimsuit, which now permitted even 
a glimpse of its crinkly tip, shining faintly 
pink.

Rex saw that the skin of that breast was 
no whiter than the rest of her sun-tanned 
body. It was an intriguing sight, and led 
to all sorts of interesting speculations!

"Y ou’re as brown as a berry, Joan!” he 
hazarded, carelessly, his hand dropping on 
her knee.

"D o you like it?”
"Yes, it’s very becoming!”
" I ’m that way all over!” she whispered.
"Everywhere? . . . .” He paused in

quiringly.
Slapping his cheek playfully, she

laughed. "I said 'all over’ and I mean 
just what I say!”

"Where do you take your sunbaths?”
"On this very platform!”
"Oh-ho!” He hunched himself nearer 

to her. "The next question is, when are 
they taken?”

"Inquisitive boy, aren’t you?” she 
teased. "It ’s a strictly private matter, and 
you shouldn’t be interested in the details.”

They were reclining so close together 
now that his kneecap was touching a 
warm leg, and his shoulder brushed 
against a soft upper arm.

"Joan . . . sweetheart . . .  do you really 
know how much I love you?” he asked, 
emotion welling up within him.

Her tinted fingernail, tracing the bul
ging muscles that rippled whenever he 
moved his arm, served to increase rather 
than diminish the tension of the moment.

"Tell me, dear, how much?”  The blue 
of her eyes seemed to be shimmering in 
the reflected sunlight.

"I simply can’t express it!” he said, 
hoarsely. "It ’s . . . it’s . . . just a crazy 
sort of feeling!”

His hand was stealing about her waist, 
and her bare back was all a-tingle from 
the thrilling contact of his hot palm.

"That’s how . . .  I feel . . . too!” The 
words were scarcely audible, even though 
her lips were almost pressed to his ear.

"K iss me . . . Joan!”
It took a superhuman effort for her to 

resist the wild urge to throw her arms 
around his neck and give him kiss for 
kiss! But instead of yielding to that 
primal impulse, she placed a resolute hand 
against his chest and wriggled away.

"Perhaps . . . we’d better not, Rex!”
"Where’s the harm?” he protested. 

"W e’re in love!”
She smiled wistfully. "Our kind of 

dispositions don’t want to stop at kisses, 
darling! . . .  We must remember that 
we’re not married . . . yet!”

He flopped over on his back and stared
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up at the sky, flecked by fleecy clouds. 
“When are we going to be married?” 

"After you graduate from college and 
become a lawyer with one of those bril
liant futures we’ve heard about!” She 
was pulling on her rubber helmet, tucking 
in recalcitrant curls. Sitting a few feet 
away from him, her legs doubled under 
her curving hips, the plenitude of her 
charms and the warmth of her smile filled

breast! . . . Joan was no exception! . . . 
She feasted her eyes on him, and every 
fibre of her being responded to the 
thought of heaven in his arms!

"I might consent . . .  if you can catch 
me!”

She had risen to her feet. Rex bounded 
up and leaped toward her, but, quick as a 
flash, she ran to the end of a springboard 
that jutted out from the platform, poised

“ I'm falling in love with you more and more every day !” 
he muttered. “ How thrilling!’’ she breathed.

him with a restless longing.
"In the meantime, can’t we enjoy a 

kiss?” he snorted.
He was like a handsome young sungod, 

broad of shoulder and lean of limb, 
virile, clean, desirable enough to cause 
the heart of any girl to flutter in her

herself and, with tantalizing laughter, 
dove into the water.

I dare you . . .  to catch me!”
The taunt came clearly as she struck 

out for the shore.
"Aw, heck!” growled Rex, starting his 

futile chase!
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T hat afternoon, after luncheon, 
Joan picked up the telephone.

" ’Lo, Clara, darling!”
That affectionate term was her favorite 

appellation . . . Anybody whom she liked 
was "darling” to her.

"How about a sunbath? . . . It’s a 
wonderfully fine day . . . Meet you at 
the landing at two o’clock? . . . ’Bye!”

Shortly after that hour, two helmeted 
heads could have been seen sw’imming 
abreast in the direction of the diving 
platform. They swam with sure, rhythmic 
strokes, as much at home in the water as 
mermaids.

Joan was the first to grab the ladder. 
She was usually first. Nervous energy 
prompted her to spurt the last few yards, 
always, whether she was racing or whether 
she was just rambling along.

Clara was at her heels.
"That was great!”
"Splendid!” agreed Joan. "It’s the 

second swim I’ve had today.”
"D id you come out this morning?”
"Yes, I raced Rex, and left the dear 

boy far behind!”
Clara, squatting down cross-legged, 

whisked off her helmet. "You do lead 
poor Rex a merry song-and-dance, don’t 
you ?”

"H e’s the nicest fellow I know!” re
turned Joan, her own rubber protector 
disappearing from her golden head.

Clara’s neck and ears were now hidden 
by masses of sleek, black, wavy hair. Her 
eyes, of the same shade, shone lustrously, 
offsetting the carmine of her mouth and 
the unrouged, olive complexion that she 
affected.

Possibly it was her brunette coloring 
that mode her white swimsuit seem even 
more daring than Joan’s, then again it 
might have been due to the fact that the 
figure it displayed so frankly was more 
voluptuous, more mature, with a mellow 
ripeness that was an open invitation for 
kisses and caresses.

"The sun feels good!”

"It’s scorchingly hot!”
Shoulder-straps were falling, suits were 

being peeled from as entrancing a duo of 
blonde and brunette bodies as ever sunned 
their alluring charms on a summer after
noon!

"G osh!” said Clara, cupping a hand be
neath each heavy breast, surmounted by 
smooth, round knobs the hue of rich port 
wine. " I f  these lovie-dovies of mine keep 
on grow ing,.I’ll certainly have to begin 
reducing!”

Joan giggled. "W hat does your hus
band say about it?”

"Oh, he’s in favor of expansion!” 
laughed Clara.

"W ell, then, what are you worrying 
about?” Joan picked up her discarded 
suit and searched in it for her waterproof 
cigarette case, while her eyes wandered 
over Clara’s luxuriant form, recumbent on 
the platform.

"Y ou’re the kind of a brunette that 
keeps a man home at night!” observed 
Joan, nodding slowly. "I f  hubby likes 
flesh, you should be glad you’ve got it! 
Besides, brunettes like you, darling, don’t 
bloom on every bush!”

Clara clasped her fingers behind her 
head, thus bringing into still further 
prominence the buxom breasts that were 
the subject of the conversation.

"Thanks for the flowers, blondy!” she 
smiled. "But I thought that all men like 
youthful figures like yours.”

"Some do and some don’t !” said Joan, 
striking a match. "Y ou’ve got one who 
likes an armful and a handful, so con
gratulate yourself!”

Clara’s glance flitted from slim-ankled, 
slender-contoured limbs to the undulating 
lines of hip and waist, pink-tipped breasts 
that were hillocks of delight, a pretty 
face, all crowned by the riotous golden 
curls and blue eyes that made Joan the 
breathtakingly lovely blonde that she was.

"D id you enjoy the morning with Rex?”
" I ’m always happy when I’m with him,” 

Joan answered, rolling over on her tummy
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beside Clara. She looked so charming.
"Love and kisses?” An eyelash drooped 

over one black eye.
"Love without the kisses today!” Joan 

returned the wink.
"W hat? . . . All alone out here with the 

best boy friend, and not even a little 
petting?” murmured Clara, doubtfully. 
"D o you expect me to believe that?”

"But it’s true!” said Joan. "You know 
what happens when a spark of fire touches 
gunpowder! That’s how a kiss works 
with Rex and me! W e’re saving them for 
a honeymoon explosion!”

Clara smiled affectionately. "Y ou’re 
such a sweet kid! When do you plan to 
get married?”

"Oh, that’s a long time off!” Joan was 
staring at the horizon, beyond seemingly 
limitless vistas o f ocean. "Rex won’t 
graduate until next year, and then he’ll 
have to get himself established!”

"Young love!” whispered Clara, sigh
ing and fluttering her eyelids. "I re
member my honeymoon!”

"W as it grand?” Joan’s voice quivered 
throatily.

" Mmmmmmmm!”  Clara wagged her 
head slowly from side to side and her 
body stirred dreamily. "It ’s an experience, 
little buttercup, a glorious experience!”

"Once in a lifetime?” Joan quoted.
"Yes . . . just . . . once!” Clara’s eyes 

were closed, and her chest rose and fell 
with her quickened breathing.

"And later?” Joan pursued.
"W ell,” Clara laughed, opening her 

eyes at last. "Love, to me, becomes more 
marvelous as the months and years go by! 
But there’s something about a honeymoon 
. . . something . . . different!”

Joan wiggled closer, whispering: "Tell 
me . . . about it!”

T here was a dance at the yacht club 
that evening, a glamorous affair made 
more so by midsummer moonlight that 
converted the sea into a sheet of silver. 
Cocktails flowed plenteously, and the

orchestra outdid itself in snappy jazz and 
sentimental waltzes.

Joan found herself dancing every num
ber with Rex. Inseparable lovebirds they 
were, wafted about the waxed floor in 
each other’s arms.

"Heaven must be like this!” she breath
ed in his ear. At the moment, the saxo
phones were sobbing, muted horns carry
ing the air of a lilting melody. The lights 
in the room had been dimmed, and 
through the open windows glimpses of 
moonlit ocean could be viewed.

"N ot as nice as this!”  gloated Rex, 
tightening his hungry grasp on her supple 
waist.

"D on’t squeeze . . . quite . . .  so hard!” 
she giggled.

"Sorry!” he said. "But you’re so . . . 
so . . . wonderfully wonderful!”

She gave his fingers a little gripping 
pressure. "W e were made for each other, 
weren’t we, darling?"

"You said it!”
With a final throbbing note, the music 

stopped. Rex guided her out on to the 
verandah.

"W hat a night!” he muttered, lighting 
a cigarette.

"Look, Rex!” Joan pointed to a path 
of silver, shining with deeper luminosity 
than the surrounding area. "D o you see 
what I see?”

Fantastically, it appeared that the sil
very beam directed the eye straight toward 
a flat, moored object.

"It ’s the diving platform!” he grinned.
"Yes,-darling boy, our platform!” She 

gazed shyly up at him. "Are you thinking 
what I’m thinking?”

"It’d be a lot of fun!” he laughed. 
"W hat do you say?”

"The landing . . .  in five minutes!”
It took less than that for them to 

scurry to their nearby summer homes and 
exchanging evening clothes for swimsuits, 
then, plunging into the sea, they followed 
that romantic, glistening pathway, swim
ming side by side, effortlessly, with per-
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fectly measured overhand strokes.
Joan’s spurt brought her to the plat

form a yard ahead of Rex. Their laughter 
echoed merrily as they climbed up.

"The water’s so warm!” she said, toss
ing the helmet aside.

"It’s always warmer at night!” he re
plied, taking a seat alongside her.

The moonlight, playing among the gol
den tendrils on her head, gave her beauty 
an ephemeral air that was almost weird, 
and, as she sank back on the platform to 
stretch her pretty limbs in comfort, it 
wasn’t possible for Rex to take his eyes 
from her.

"When I look at you, lying there,” he 
said, squirming restively, "it makes me 
wonder whether you’re an angel or a 
human!”

"You bet I’m human!” she whispered. 
"Angels don’t kiss like I can!”

Rex groaned. "Why bring that up? 
You’ll drive me crazy yet!”

Her delicate fingertips tapped his bare 
arm. "Honeymoon time is the real kissing 
time, darling!”

"W ho told you?”
"I  heard all about it this afternoon! . . . 

Clara swam out here with me for a sun
bath! . . . Her honeymoon must have 
been one of those you read about in sizzl
ing novels!”

"D id you get all the details?” asked 
Rex, his upper lip curling in sarcasm.

"W ell . . .  if she overlooked anything 
. . . ” Joan laughed excitedly

"How you women talk!” sniffed Rex.
"Nothing wrong about it!” said Joan, 

defensively. "And did I get a kick out of 
the story? . . . Boy-oh-boy!”

Her fingers were still moving about his 
shoulder, feeling the muscles that she 
loved to imagine would, some day, hold 
her in locked embrace. Rex shivered 
nervously.

"Why talk about honeymoons now?” 
he said, glumly. "That’s so far in the 
future for us that I get wild when I 
think of it!”

They were very close to each other . . . 
His shoulder seemed to be more comfort
able than the hard boards of the platform, 
so she decided to transfer her head to it, 
nestling her curis in the slope of his 
throbbing neck.

Rex slid an arm around her hungrily.
"Let’s . . . stay like this . . . and dream!” 

she whispered. "Dreams of love . . . and 
kisses . . . and honeymoons!”

His other arm went about her, a big 
hand enclosing the luscious softness of a 
breast that was nearly bared by the brevity 
of her silk swimsuit.

Joan sighed, snuggling against him. 
light...just we two and the silvery sea?” 
"Isn’t it lovely . . . out here in the moon-

"Sweetheart!” He strained her to him. 
"Have we got to wait until I graduate to 
get married?”

"It can be sooner, darling!” she answer
ed, her warmly perfumed breath tickling 
his neck. "But what would the folks 
say?”

"D o they have to know?”
"You mean . . .  we could be married . . . 

quietly somewhere?”
"O f course! . . . Why not?”
The swish of the waves gently advan

cing and receding, laving the sides of the 
platform, seemed to echo: "O f course! 
. . .  O f course!”

Her heart was beating so ecstatically 
that he could feel its vital pulsation call
ing, throb for throb, to the pounding of 
his own heart.

Bending his head, he saw her pouting 
mouth, quivering moistly, parting widely 
in avid expectation of his kiss. . . . Her 
arms, slowly but surely, were creeping 
around him.

"Rex . . . dearest . . . could we be mar
ried . . . tomorrow?”

He hugged her so that she could scarce
ly breathe. "Tonight . . . I’ll get my 
car . . . we’ll slip away . . .  we could be 
back before dawn . . . and nobody would 
be any the wiser!”

(Please turn to page 64)
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M an  - T am e r
BY

R. S. V I N C E N T

HAPPY JA C K ’S Amusement Palace 
was crowded to the last square foot 
of standing space. Men, sweating 

and swearing, jostled and crowded for the 
more desirable positions. An extra force of 
bartenders dispensed drinks over the long 
bar which lined one entire side of the huge, 
low-ceilinged room. Around the poker and 
dice tables, the crowd was so thick as to 
impede play. On the dance floor, which 
was connected with the bar room by a 
wide arch, the crowd well-nigh became a 
riot as men attempted to win a dance with 
the jaded honky-tonk queens who swayed 
over the floor, their breasts pressed close 
to the sweating chests of their husky part
ners.

Miners and ranch hands, gamblers and 
thugs, rubbed elbows and swore viciously 
as their toes were trod upon. It was a 
great night in Happy Jack’s, the most 
notorious saloon and honky-tonk along 
the border. For genial Happy Jack had 
promised that on this occasion, there would 
be a new girl in a new dance offering ar
ranged especially to appeal to the appetite 
and desire of his customers. A new girl 
imported from the east, a girl who would 
be both beatiful and also possessed of the 
ability to perform such a dance as would 
make her male audience dumb with delight 
and cause their bodies to pulsate with 
furious desire.

A sudden commotion among the crowd 
at the open door was sufficiently loud to 
attract the attention of the crowd. Above 
the babble of voices there rose a mad bel
low and a giant of a man plowed through 
the jam. Men fell like straws beneath his 
flailing arms which swept a path before 
him.

"O ut of the way, you— an’ let a man 
git in this place,”  roared the giant.

The crowd murmured its disapproval 
but, nevertheless, parted to make way for 
the fellow, who strode to the front of the 
room and took a seat before the small stage 
by the simple means of seizing the occu
pant by the neck and tossing him out into 
the crowd.

"That damned Red Martin’ll go too far 
one of these days,”  whispered one bar
tender to the other.

"A in’t you right?” was the noncommit
tal reply.

"Hey, you flat-footed heathen,”  yelled 
Red in a voice which could be heard 
throughout the room and indicating one 
of the Chinese waiters, "what’re you here 
for? Come and wait on a cash customer.”

The waiter hurried to take the order and 
then Red’s voice rose again above the up
roar. "A ll right, you guys, trot out this 
new gal and let’s see her do some tricks. 
If she’s good enough, maybe I ’ll let her 
come home with me.”

Sitting in her tiny dressing room back 
stage, the new dancer, who had signed the 
name of Babe Leslie to her contract, smiled 
to herself as the all-pervading voice of 
Martin smote her ears. And the smile bod
ed ill fortune for Mr. Martin, for the beau
tiful new-comer, having learned that this 
bully of the town also was the richest man 
in Blue Gulch, had marked him for her 
own. He had been pointed out to her and 
she also possessed the information that he 
was the owner of a claim upon which he 
operated what was generally considered 
one of the richest gold mines in that re
gion. She was mighty clever, this Babe, 
for she used her head to manufacture ideas
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and her marvelous, shapely body to help 
her in carrying them out. She turned lan
guidly about in her chair as the door of 
her room swung open and the face of 
Happy Jack smiled in upon her.

"A ll right, Baby,” he greeted her throat- 
ily, his eyes roaming over the smooth, bare 
body of the dancer. "Let’s get started be
fore that crowd out there goes plumb 
crazy and tears the house down.”

"Suits me, boss,” and the girl rose with 
a movement of cat-like grace, dropping 
the loose, filmy robe from her shoulders 
and standing like a queen, fully aware of 
the breath-taking quality of her rare, phy
sical beauty, a few beads comprising her 
bewitching costume.

Happy Jack’s jaw dropped as he gazed 
intently at the girl before him. Tall and 
lovely she was, shapely and dimpled. Her 
breasts were firm and well rounded, tipped 
with pink, velvet nipples. Pendant from 
her curving hips was a narrow belt of 
beads from which hung a jeweled, oval 
ornament. Her thighs were full and curv
ed and her dimpled knees were works of 
art. Beaded sandals on her dainty feet 
completed her costume.

The man shook himself, throwing off 
the wave of passion which had caused his 
body to tremble like a leaf. Babe watched 
him with a smile on her full, red lips, for 
in his demeanor lay a genuine tribute to 
her loveliness. She knew she was beautiful 
and with this knowledge, she also possessed 
a rare mental ability. And it is well known 
that brains and beauty in a woman present 
a dangerous combination.

"How do I look, Happy?” she inquired 
with a tantalizing smile.

"Aw  Babe, you don’t have to ask me. 
Look in your mirror, or better still, wait 
until that crowd out front gets its eyes on 
you. And by the way, watch your step. 
Red Martin’s out there and sitting as close 
to the stage as he could get. That guy’s 
bad. He’s a bully, but he’s a killer, too. 
Come on now, let’s go,”  and as the dancer 
slipped by him, he could not resist the

temptation to slap her lightly on one 
smooth, round hip.

House lights were dimmed while the 
stage was bathed in a brilliant flood of il
lumination. The three-piece orchestra be
gan a throbbing melody of tropical origin, 
peculiar to kootch dances. The roar of the 
crowd dropped to a murmur, then to com
plete silence as, with tense eagerness, the 
appearance of the dancer was awaited.

Then with serpentine grace, the new 
star glided out on the stage. An audible 
gasp of admiration swept the great room 
as the crowd filled its eyes with the pas
sionate beauty of the dancer. The girl 
swayed and quivered to the throbbing of 
the drums. Faster and faster she danced, 
moving her arms, legs and hips in the in
tricate movements of her dance.

The crowd strained forward. When the 
breaking point almost had been reached, 
when the dancer realized that male endur
ance could stand no more, she made a quick 
signal to the orchestra and as the music 
crashed to a sudden close made a swift exit.

The building trembled under the force 
of the throaty roar which broke from the 
crowd, the stamping of feet and shrill 
whistles of approval. Happy Jack had 
kept his word. He had given his patrons 
a thrill they long would remember.

As the crowd realized there would be 
no more stage entertainment that night, it 
gradually returned to other forms of en
joyment; the bar, dance floor and the var
ious games of chance. But none of these 
things would satisfy Red Martin now. The 
light of desire gleaming in his eyes and his 
hands trembling in eagerness, he made his 
way back stage and to the dressing room 
of the dancer. Without a moment’s hesi
tation, he pushed open the door and 
crowded his heavy body through the nar
row opening. He halted suddenly at the 
sight of the dancer who lay sobbing on a 
couch which extended along one side of 
the room.

"Aw hell, kid, you’re too purty to cry 
like that,” croaked Red in an effort to
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make his bull voice take on a soothing 
quality. "Tell old Red all about it an’ he’ll 
go out and tear somebody plumb apart.” 

"It  isn’t anything like that, Mister. It’s 
just trouble and I’m used to that because 
I’ve had trouble ever since I can remem
ber,” sobbed the girl, hiding her face in 
the pillows on the couch; whereupon Red 
crossed the room, sat gingerly on the edge 
of the divan and clumsily patted the bare 
shoulders of the dancer.

"Now, look here, Baby, you never can 
tell what might happen. Maybe I could fix 
everything if you’d just loosen up an’ tell 
me all about it,”  he urged.

As though actuated by a sudden im
pulse, Babe sat up and with a quick mo
tion, drew a thin silken scarf around her 
bare breasts. One dimpled knee pressed 
gently and warmly against the roughly 
clad leg of her visitor. Martin trembled 
visibly as a wave of intense desire surged 
through his huge body. Suddenly fearful 
that she might have gone too far with the 
big fellow, Babe opened her clenched hand 
and dropped into the miner’s lap a crump
led telegram. He took the bit of yellow 
paper, smoothed it flat and read aloud, 
slowly for the details of his literary educa
tion had been sadly neglected.

Chicago 111
Miss Babe Leslie
Care Happy Jack’s Amusement Palace 
Blue Gulch N  M
Operation imperative for your sister 
stop send money at once stop means 
life or death

Alonzo Bartini M D 
As the details of the message penetrated 

Red’s slow-moving brain, he leaped to his 
feet, grinning broadly. He drew a grimy 
bag from inside his shirt and into the cup
ped hands of the girl, he poured a yellow 
shower of gold coins.

"A ll yours, kid,”  he chortled gleefully. 
"But I can’t take your money without 

giving you something in return. I don’t 
even know your name,”  Babe remonstrat
ed, staring with fascinated eyes at the

double handful of gold he held out.
"Name’s Red Martin an’ you don’t have 

to give me anything more’n one little kiss, 
maybe, if you want, for that money. An’ 
there’s a hell of a lot more gold where that 
comes from,” with which speech Red 
plumped down on the couch again, drop
ping one hand heavily on the soft, rounded 
thigh which was so temptingly near his 
own. Babe barely repelled a shudder of 
distaste at the touch of the calloused palm 
on the smooth skin of her leg. Spreading 
the gcild coins on the couch between them, 
she began to count. The count completed, 
she raised her eyes, again flooded with ever- 
ready tears, to the man beside her.

" I t ’s not enough, Red. I’ve got to send 
five thousand dollars back to Chicago to
morrow.” Then as though struck by a 
sudden inspiration, she added, " I ’ll make 
a bargain with you. I can’t take your 
money for nothing, but if you’ll bring me 
five thousand in cash, I’ll marry you to
night, right out there on the stage in front 
of the whole crowd. That’s fair enough, 
isn’t it?”

“ Gosh-a-mighty,”  roared the stupefied 
man leaping to his feet, "that’s a deal. I ’ll 
be back in ten minutes with the dough and 
a judge.”

"H urry Red, and don’t bother about a 
license because I have one already,” Babe 
cried after the departing figure, whereat 
the fellow turned back and stared inquir
ingly at the girl.

"How come you already got a license?” 
he demanded suspiciously.

“ Oh, I bought it in Kansas City, big 
boy, but the dirty dog I was going to 
marry ran out on me,”  she explained.

"Say, that guy was a damn fool,” 
blurted Red. "Now, don’t you run out on 
me; I’ll be right back.”

Less than an hour later, Happy Jack’s 
Amusement Palace was the scene of some
thing new to that hard-boiled establish
ment. The most beautiful woman ever 
seen in Blue Gulch was married to that 
town’s toughest and wealthiest citizen. It
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was open house for the remainder of the 
night in the place. Red Martin’s money 
paid for a lavish celebration. But Red and 
his bride were celebrating alone, for imme
diately after the ceremony, he led his trea
sure of pink, dimpled flesh and blood away 
to the bridal suite of the town’s one hotel.

For several weeks thereafter, Red was 
absent from his old haunts. He worked 
long hours in his mine, digging out the 
gold which he traded to the bank for gold 
coins and which he then laid as an offering 
at the dainty feet of his bride. And this, 
incidentally, was the one offering he gave 
which she accepted without repugnance.

Since the day after her wedding night, 
when she had sent the required five thou
sand dollars away, the warmth of her af
fection for the wild and woolly Red had 
undergone a distinct cooling. Visitors at 
the Martin shack had been repelled by her 
frigid attitude and had gone away to re
turn no more.

Passers-by had brought the startling 
news to Happy’s customers that Red Mar
tin had been seen with an apron tied 
around his huge girth, busy at the task of 
preparing the meals for his beautiful, if 
cold, wife.

A few weeks later, a handsome stranger 
came to Blue Gulch. He rented the best 
room available at the hotel and made his 
headquarters at Happy Jack’s where he 
demonstrated an uncanny ability as a play
er of the ancient and honorable game of 
poker. Frequently he was seen entering 
the home of Mr. and Mrs. Red Martin, 
choosing for such visits those hours when 
he knew the husky miner would be busy 
at his job of digging precious metal from 
the earth. Tongues wagged merrily in 
Blue Gulch at this development in the 
town’s social affairs, but no one possessed 
the temerity to discuss the situation with 
the blissfully ignorant Red.

Then came a quiet afternoon in Happy 
Jack’s. A few customers leaned lazily 
against the bar, slowly sipping their drinks 
while they discussed the latest news to the

effect that Red Martin’s mine had petered 
out. The bartender was polishing glasses 
while the saloon’s swamper, a scrawny, 
undersized individual generally looked up
on as a "lunger,”  mopped the floor pre
paratory to the night’s rush of business.

Through the swinging doors came the 
station agent, panting after his hurried 
trip from the depot.

"Gimme a drink,”  he demanded, as he 
gained the bar and the security of the foot- 
rail. Gulping the liquor, he turned to the 
interested little group, his face beaming 
with the force of astounding news about 
to be related.

"Say, fellers, whatta ya think? That 
hootchy-kootch dancer of Red’s has jest 
left town. Bought a ticket to Chicago. 
An’ who d’ya reckon went with her? N o
body else but that high-powered card- 
sharp. They had a big iron box shipped on 
ahead by express. Insured it for a hundred 
thousand dollars. Sa d it was full of gold 
an’ they’d hold the express company re
sponsible till it was delivered. An’ you’d 
never guess what that guy’s real name was. 
It was Alonzo Bartini, same as that doctor 
in Chicago an’ th’ same feller th’ girl sent 
$5,000 to th’ day after she married Red. 
I’ll bet he wasn’t no doctor a-tall.”

"Yeah,”  added the bartender, still pol
ishing glass as though that were his only 
object in life, "an’ I’ll bet that marriage 
license was a fake. I got a look at it after 
th’ weddn’ an’ it sure looked like a phoney 
to me.”

The doors of the saloon suddenly swung 
open with a crash and Red Martin stag
gered wildly to the bar, seemingly oblivi
ous to the suddenly quiet group of custom
ers.

"Whiskey,” he croaked, and seizing the 
bottle shoved toward him, he disregarded 
the glass and gulped deeply from the bot
tle. "She’s gone, fellers,”  he said then, 
wiping his mouth with the back of his 
hand. "Left me flat an’ cleaned me out. 
Made me work like hell in the mine.

(Please turn to page 64)
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Ign o ran ce  Is  B liss
BY

A R T  N A Y L O R

W ELL, dearie, what price job? Any 
luck today?” asked pretty au
burn-haired Rose Thorne as she 

entered the cozy apartment she occupied 
with Janice Borden. Janice was a stunning 
brunette with a ravishing figure, crowned 
with a wealth of glistening black hair. Her 
oval face was ornamented with a pair of 
large, snappy black eyes and a little, pout
ing red mouth. Rose stood for flaming 
youth with a bang but Jan ’s sex appeal 
and over abundance of "I t ,”  kept her in 
turbulent waters wherever the masculine 
sex was concerned.

"N o, hon, I ’m still one of the unenjoy
ed,”  Jan answered as she stepped out of the 
bathroom, drying her scented body with a 
huge turkish towel. "The market is simply 
overcrowded and the one or two oppor
tunities I found carried duties of too broad 
and varied a character. If I just have to be 
an office wife, I’d certainly like the play
boy to be at least attractive, and unhappily 
wedded.”

"Competition is awfully keen, girlie, but 
with all that sex appeal and shape yot tote, 
it seems you ought to land a good berth. 
You know, nowadays, the race is not to 
the swiftest but to her who endureth to 
strip to the last stitch.”  Rose slithered out 
of her dress and stood revealed in sheer 
brassiere and panties. "However, Jan, 
you’d better come with me to the office 
in the morning and take up the advertis
ing selling game. One of the salesman left 
today and the boss said he’d give you a 
chance to sell our service.”

The following morning Rose introduced 
Janice to Edward J. Brinks, President of 
the Ajax Advertising Corp., who proceed
ed to outline, in brief, her prospective du

ties. "Miss Borden, selling is a hard game 
at any stage but especially so during this 
period of depression. On the other hand, 
selling advertising is exceedingly profit
able, once you get the knack. If you are 
as well endowed with determination and 
intuition, as you are in personal appear
ance, I know you will make good.”

For two days Janice attended the firm’s 
school of salesmanship, was coached in the 
ways of selling by an efficient instructor 
and encouraged in the manner and 
methods of pretty women by Rose. On the 
third day she was recalled to the president’s 
office. Mr. Brinks was pacing the floor 
while Rose, displaying several inches of 
pink flesh of crossed legs, took his rapid 
dictation.

With the letter completed, Brinks turn
ed to the newcomer. "Miss Borden, I 
have decided to give you an assignment 
which, under ordinary conditions would be 
handled by our best salesman. Your friend, 
Miss Thorne, believes that a little feminine 
strategy might prove advantageous. How
ever, I’ve been tipped off that the Winston 
Corporation has just been granted letters— 
patent for their new Gyro-Flivver Planes. 
That means they will now release their 
three million budget fund for the national 
and international advertising campaign.”

Mr. Brinks lit a cigar and then continu
ed. "Richard, (Dicky) Winston, is the 
very shrewd and fastidious young man 
with whom you must deal, Miss Borden, 
but if you can sell him our complete A-l 
Service Plan, it will mean hundreds of dol
lars in commissions for you. I have pro
vided an ample drawing account for you 
and you need spare no expense in pulling 
the deal. Remember— our nearest compe-
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titor is the Fleming Agency. Watch 
them.”

For several days Janice haunted the lux
urious offices of the Winston Corporation 
but not even a glimpse could she catch of 
Dicky. But a five dollar bill slipped into 
the hand of Jimmie, the office boy, elicited 
the information that Dicky, the elusive, 
was slipping away for a rest at his secluded 
hunting lodge on the Sound. And that he 
would grant no interviews until he re
turned.

But Janice wasn’t at all discouraged. An 
eager light flashed in her magnetic dark 
eyes. It turned out to be a busy morning 
for Janice and she made good use of the 
drawing account. In the afternoon she 
sped out of New York by train. An early 
summer sun was just beginning to wane as 
a lazy yokel took her grip and started his 
rickety taxi. From the unheard of station, 
out into a desolate region, the lanky driver 
took his fare and deposited her at a lonely 
habitation.

As her late companion drove away, Jan
ice felt a twinge of compunction. But the 
die was cast and now, there was no alter
native but to proceed with her plans. It 
was a low, rambling lodge, surrounded by 
a heavy growth of underbrush and timber. 
It truly was a hunter’s haven.

Janice glimpsed the inside of her goal 
through a window but to gain entrance was 
quite another thing. Doors were securely 
locked, the windows, one after another, 
proved likewise, securely latched. Just as 
she was about to abandon the task as hope
less, she spied a high narrow pane lowered 
from the top. Here was the key to the 
situation and after a climb and a squeeze 
Janice entered through the bathroom, into 
a cozy, well furnished interior, with every 
modern equipment.

In an incredibly short time Janice re
moved the accumulated dust and put the 
entire lodge in order. A cheery fire glowed 
in the huge fireplace and by dusk, a tempt
ing, dainty meal was ready to be served on 
the snowy table, set for two, in the large

living room. An anticipatory smile cross
ed Janice’s lovely features as she surveyed 
the results of her handiwork. With the 
curtains lowered and the lights snapped 
off, she repaired to the bathroom.

The exhaust of a powerful motor sound
ed outside the lodge and shortly, there were 
footsteps on the porch. A door opened 
and closed, the lights were snapped on and 
a tall, broadshouldered, handsome young 
man, with a rather stern face, gazed at the 
evidence of very recent occupancy and the 
rather tempting preparation for the very 
present.

The new arrival set down the bag he 
carried and very intrepidly examined the 
two sleeping rooms with their freshly made 
beds. In the kitchen he quickly detected 
the savory odor of simmering food on the 
stove but there was no one in sight. Then 
there came a snatch of song and a splashing 
of water.

With a drawn gun in his hand, the 
young man threw open the door, entered 
the bathroom and stood face to face with 
the most bewitchingly beautiful girl he 
had ever beheld.

"Well—what the hell— ?” gasped the 
intruder, as he lowered his gun. But his 
eyes worked fast and saw plenty. Of 
course the observer had visited Paris and 
there he had indulged in a wild party or so 
but he had never before seen such an ex
tenuating display of feminine loveliness. 
Every passing second enmeshed him deeper 
and deeper in the magnetic net of her rav
ishing charms. And when she answered in 
that soft, throaty, tantalizing voice, he be
gan to flounder helplessly.

"Does it just have to be hell? Why not 
a little heaven, once in awhile?” she asked. 
"But hell or heaven, it seems to me that 
you have looked long enough and hard 
enough to just about have viewed all there 
is to be seen?” she added with a pert smile.

"But who are you and what are you do
ing here?” he demanded as his eyes feasted 
on the glowing pink flesh. Her shoulders 
were straight and her red-tipped breasts
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stood up like oranges. Her dark eyes, un
der a canopy of glistening black hair, snap
ped mischievously and never was a mouth 
so red, so provocative as hers. Her slender 
torso contoured into a pair of gorgeous 
hips, supported by a most wondrous pair 
of legs.

A deep red crept over her pinky skin 
as her companion’s eyes bored into her 
charms and she cupped her little hands be
fore her in a vain attempt to conceal her 
forbidden beauty. " I f  you would only go 
out and g've me a chance to get into some 
c'othes, I could possibly satisfy your curi
osity, if not your gaze.”

"Do you know, young lady, that on 
these premises I am master of all I survey?”

"Well goodness, you should have mast
ered your survey, in this length of time. 
You’ve been looking at me long enough to 
have conquered a new world.”

"Oh! come now— what’s your game? Is 
it badger, hold-up, confidence or what 
have you? I’m sure that no woman, as 
beautiful as you are would be here with
out some definite motive. There’s nothing 
here you could steal so that precludes the 
intention of burglary. And evidences 
prove the fact that you are, or were ex
pecting to entertain or be entertained by 
another party.”

"Correct, right— and you may take the 
head of the class for being so smart. But 
you are messing up the party by holding 
me here in this tub. Now run along like a 
good little bad boy— put on your pyjamas 
so you can be comfortable, get some of 
your best private stock, then wait and see 
if you are worthy of the opportunity that 
has knocked at your door.” Jan bestowed 
a mischievous, tantalizing look upon the 
dazed young man that did not retard his 
burning admiration.

"Damn! you’re the most beautiful piece 
of humanity I’ve ever seen in my life. I’ll 
gladly comply with your request, but I 
must kiss you first.” He placed the gun 
in his pocket, then stepped over to the tub 
and clasped her nearly dried body in his

arms. His eager lips sought and found hers 
with a hot, passionate kiss which affected 
Janice in a manner she had never exper
ienced. When he finally released her, all 
her resistance had fled.

When he had gone Janice rubbed her 
flushed body vigorously in an attempt to 
overcome the lassitude which had so rap
turously enveloped her. She had realized 
she had a hard task before her and to ac
complish it, she must resist all sentiment, 
at the same time lure her intended victim 
by a subtle display of her own sex appeal.

Janice Borden was never more beautiful 
in her life than when she appeared in the 
living-room doorway. Her big somber 
eyes gleamed with anticipation and her 
wavy mass of jet black hair formed a rich 
setting for her lovely features. Her face 
was flushed and her red lips were parted 
provocatively. And added to these heaven
ly gifts was the ravishing contour of her 
splendid figure, accentuated by an imported 
suit of daringly cut French pyjamas.

The tall young man leaped from his seat 
on the broad divan before the grate as she 
entered and stood with awed admiration 
of her beauty. He had donned a silk 
lounging robe over pyjamas and Janice re
gretted the role she was now forced to 
play. Heretofore she had considered her 
actions and the daring display of her body 
as merely a part of a commercial game by 
which she could earn her bread and butter. 
But for the first time in her life, her heart 
had been reached and she longed to bestow 
all the ecstasy of her new-born love upon 
this tall handsome man.

"W ell!” exclaimed the admiring host as 
he gazed at Jan. "You seem to pack a 
whole car-load of surprise punches. So 
now, Lady of Mystery, please be kind 
enough to enlighten your willing victim 
as to the mode and manner of your tor
ture.’

Janice smiled vividly. "You know the 
way to a man’s heart? Well, come and par
take of the portion I have prepared for 
you. It won’t be a quick death, but a plea-
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sant one. And if you die gracefully— I’ll 
burn several tapers for you.”

They faced each other across the small 
table, enjoying the meal and drinks. Jan 
fought her admiration for her companion, 
realizing that he was of a class that she 
could never enter; that she must carry out 
her original purpose even at the cost of any 
foolish sentiment. She must not fail. She 
must carry back a contract from the Win
ston Corporation, no matter what the con
sequences. But she forsook her original 
plan for a course of frank appeal.

"I  am not going to use any subterfuges, 
or claim that I got in here by mistake,” 
Jan began by way of explanation. "I am 
Janice Borden of the Ajax Advertising 
Corporation and I was commissioned to se
cure from you the advertising contract for 
your new Gyro-Flivver Planes. I was or
dered to get that contract no matter what 
the cost—or—lose my job. I just have to 
beat the Fleming Company to it. That’s 
all.”  ; !

Jan ’s companon studied her meditative
ly. "I  see. So Ed Brinks commissioned De
lilah to shear Samson’s locks. How long 
have you been working for the Ajax?”

"Only a short time,” Jan answered with 
concern.

"And you’d barter your beauty for that 
contract?”

"N o,”  Jan answered decisively. "But 
it means a lot to me. I suppose I have act
ed rather brazenly but it’s like this, Mr. 
Winston. If I secure the contract, I’ll not 
only get the commission and have a steady 
job, but they will use me as a model for 
the Gyro-Flivver girl. Mr. Brinks suggest
ed that I— I— I might enhance my chances 
by displaying my qualifications for an at
tractive model.”

"But the Gyro-Flivver won’t be equip
ped to carry any bathroom beauties or 
pyjama princesses,” he smiled.

"N o, but as I understand their control 
and operation, they will be very adaptable

for Romeo to view Juliet unadorned 
through the bathroom window.”

"I see that securing this contract means 
everything to you?”

"But do I get the contract?” Jan asked 
with hope and fear tugging at her heart.

"Only upon certain conditions,” he in
formed her. "Come on and we 11 discuss 
this thing by the fire.”

Jan arose and demurely followed her 
host to the divan by the grate. Now she 
doubted the wisdom of her actions and 
feared the results. Then suddenly she was 
in his arms and the appeal he had at first 
awakened in her now grew by leaps. She 
could not resist him and ecstatically re
turned his burning caresses. Then like one 
in a dream she heard the plea of his im
passioned voice.

"Listen, dear. The only way you can get 
that contract is to take me. But I am not 
Dicky Watson. I am Jack Fleming, owner 
of the Fleming Agency and I closed the 
Winston contract today.”

Jan lay astounded in the strong arms 
that encircled her but there was no sting 
of defeat and the loss of the contract was 
swallowed up in the joy of the moment. 
Nothing seemed to matter but the presence 
of the man who held her.

"You see Janice I have watched you and 
wanted you for a long time but just 
couldn’t secure an introduction. I love you 
and would be the happinest man on earth 
if you would promise to be my wife as soon 
as we get back to town tomorrow. Will 
you promise, dear?” He took a glittering 
ring from his pocket and slipped it on her 
finger as he waited for her answer. He 
held her closer and his eyes and lips drew 
nearer to hers.

"Yes, Jack, if you think I’ll make a good 
model,” whispered Jan. "And just th:nk, 
I paid that freckled faced office boy five 
perfectly good dollars for this trip.

“ That’s nothing honey,” Jack breathed 
between kisses, "I  gave the little devil ten, 
to give you this tip.”
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“ M o o n  M a g ic ”
BY

G LO R IA  D E A N

GAY voices and care-free laughter 
blending in rampant revelry, the 
tinkle of ice in crystal glasses and 

the throbbing notes of a jazz orchestra

summer night.
The club itself was ablaze with the scin

tillating brilliance of an incandescent 
jewel. Beyond the broad verandah, which

The suspense was maddening. Why didn't he crush her 
in his arms and kiss her?

syncopating a popular dance number in 
slow tempo were the sounds that came 
drifting out of the Rockdell Country Club 
to shatter the glamorous stillness of a mid-

was festooned in red-white-and-blue bulbs 
and bunting, darkness reigned supreme, 
paled only by the shimmering glow of 
moonbeams on the rolling hills and dales
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of the golf course, and punctuated by the 
tiny parking lights of automobiles strung 
along the lawn.

From somewhere in the midst of those 
cars, ranged one behind the other in regi
mental formation, could be heard the plop 
of a cork and the gurgle of liquid, fol
lowed by a moment of silence, then a 
faint gasp and a feminine giggle: "Ooooo! 
. . . That was swell!”

The liquid gurgled again, there was an
other silent moment and a masculine com
ment: "Hmmmm! . . . This is certainly 
good stuff!”

"Who’s your bootlegger?” asked Sylvia 
Sturges, leaning back on the deeply re
cessed cushions of Arnold Blake’s sport 
sedan.

"Oh, lady, lady!” he protested, shaking 
his head dolefully. "It isn’t possible that
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you can’t tell the difference between mere 
bootleg and bottled-in-bond!”

Sylvia laughed. "Canada?”
"N o less!” said Arnold. "I bought it, 

bunked it and brought it all the way in 
the car in which the most beautiful girl 
in creation is reclining so seductively this 
very minute!”

"What a speech!” murmured Sylvia. 
“ Does it affect you that way most of the 
time?”

duced a bottle. "Shhhh!”  he whispered. 
"Don’t tell anybody!”

While he was refilling his flask, Sylvia 
rested a hand familiarly on his knee. 
"Listen!”

The orchestra in the clubhouse had 
struck up a catchy foxtrot, and she sang 
the opening bars of the refrain in a purr
ing contralto voice that was vibrant with 
emotional feeling:

" I ’m . . . young . . . and healthy!”

"Heartless creature!” he moaned. "Is 
there no romance in a young soul on a 
n:ght like this?”

He reached into his hip pocket. "By 
heck, my flask is empty, and I’m going 
to replenish it, with or without your kind
permission

"What good on earth is an empty flask?” 
observed Sylvia. "That would never spur 
a lagging romance! . . . Where’s your 
cigarette case?”

Slender fingers flitted about him search-
in8!y-

"H ey!” he chuckled. "I f  you tickle me, 
I’ll surely spill some of this ambrosia and 
there’d be weeping and gnashing of teeth 
instead of a joyous good time!”

Arnold opened a secret compartment 
underneath the instrument panel and pro
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She stopped abruptly, hummed a bit 
and asked: "How do the rest of the words 
go?”

Arnold was carefully conducting the 
refilling operation, fervently hoping 
against hope that he would be successful 
without letting any of the bottle’s con
tents trickle down on his evening clothes. 
Not pausing even to look at Sylvia, he 
muttered:

"Oh, something about the moon in the 
sky and what should a person do about 
it . . . you know . . . romance, darling, 
romance!”  He laughed so that his hand 
shook dangerously. "Whoa, baby! . . . 
There, that’s done, and not a drop wasted 
. . . congratulate me!”

Sylvia was singing again:
" I ’m . . . young . . . and healthy!”

"So am I !”  Arnold interjected.
"Well, you know what to do about it!” 

she said, smiling.
Instantly, his arms tried to sweep around 

her, but she avoided his embrace with play
ful dexterity. "I  was stating a fact, not 
extending an invitation!”  she declared.

"My misunderstanding!”  he grinned.
"I  simply said you know what to do, 

but I didn’t say that I would let you do 
it!” She helped herself to another cigar
ette, lighting it from the glowing end of 
the one she had just finished.

"You’re breaking my heart!”  he groan
ed, feebly. "N ot even a kiss, and look at 
that moon up there!”

Its beams were transforming Sylvia’s 
blonde hair into a silvery sea of efferves
cent curliness, and her eyes into purple 
pools of fern-fringed mystery. She 
snuggled down into the cushions, crossing 
her knees with such nonchalance that the 
skirt of her gown slid far enough to ex
pose all of a gauze stocking and a rose
bud-trimmed garter, as well as more than 
the beginning of a lissom thigh.

Shading his eyes with both hands, he 
turned his face aside, but cast a sidelong 
glance at the gleaming flesh which shone 
like a highly polished marble column:

"That was too sudden!” he said. "You’ll 
blind me!”

Sylva laughed as she lifted the hem of 
the skirt between thumb and forefinger 
and drew it below the garter:

"Naughty boy . . . mustn’t peep!”
"That was almost a whole show, not a 

peep!”  he chuckled.
"Well, the show is over!”
She wriggled further downward until 

the curving crescent of her back, where 
vertebrae met hip, fitted the edge of the 
seat, a position which hunched her legs 
and inevitably caused the skirt to retreat 
again past her knees.

"You’re mistaken!” he joshed. "It was 
only the first scene . . . the curtain is ris
ing for the second!”

Moving nearer to her, a creeping hand 
cupped a kneecap that made his palm 
tingle.

"N o  trespassing!” she warned, pushing 
him away. "You’re not allowed back stage 
at this performance!”  But she didn’t exert 
herself to halt the receding garment, which 
continued to slide.

Noticing that his eyes were glued there
abouts, she added: "Does this bother you 
very much?”

' I ’m all gooseflesh!” he replied, pretend
ing to shiver.

' One would think it’s the first time 
that you ever saw knees!”  She gazed at 
him through half-closed eyelashes.

"N ot exactly!” he said, smirking. 
"However, you must admit that there are 
few as pretty as yours!”

" I ’ll admit it cheerfully!” she snickered.
" I ’m partial to rosebud garters, too!”
"Oh, I’m so glad!”  she murmured, sar

castically. "They’re pink, if you’re anx
ious for details.”

"Thanks for the information!”  His eyes 
were atwinkle. " I t ’s very difficult to tell 
the color by moonlight . . .  I thought they 
were orchid!”

His hand was becoming restive again, 
and a fingertip stroked one infinitesimally 
small bud.
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"Cute!” he said.
Traveling swiftly to a slim ankle, and 

coursing back over the same silky route, 
he commented: "Wonderful!”

Past the garter his fingers slid to the 
smooth, warm skin.

“Delicious! . . . simply d-e-l-i-c-i- 
o-u-s!”

Sylvia had been watching him with a 
smile of sophisticated amusement on her 
luscious red lips. Now she slapped the in
quisitive hand, shoving away the arm that 
was attempting to insinuate itself around 
her waist.

"I came out here to sample your flask, 
not for a petting party!” she declared, in 
a voice that was calm and cool.

"Then let’s have another nip!” he sug
gested, pouring into a silver cup.

“Attaboy!”  she smiled. "I  didn’t think 
you were stingy!”

" It ’s all yours, sweetheart!” he said, as

she tossed the drink down her throat with 
a practiced flip of her wrist. Then, filling 
the cup once more, he remarked longing
ly: "But you’re awfully stingy with your 
kisses!”  He gulped and cleared his throat 
appreciatively.

"They don’t belong to me!” she whis
pered.

He paused in the act of leaning forward 
to pluck the electric torch from the in
strument board. A cigarette was between 
his lips.

"Say that again?” he muttered.
"You heard me!” she laughed. "My 

kisses are mortgaged! . . . Don’t you forget 
that I have a handsome fiance in that club
house who is probably searching high and 
low for me this minute!”

"H uh !” snorted Arnold. "You aren’t 
going to marry that guy!”

"I am going to marry him!” she said, 
spiritedly. “ And he is not a guy! . . .
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Paul Custer is a darling, and I’m crazy 
about him!”

Arnold slumped in his seat, stretching 
his legs beyond the floor pedals. "Is he 
your third or fourth new fiance this sea
son?”

Sylvia surveyed him haughtily. " I f  
you’re going to be talking like that, I 
won’t stay here with you another mo
ment!”

She fumbled with the lock on the door 
of the car.

"Oh, don’t be that way!” He caught 
her hand. "I  was only kidding you a 
1 ttle bit!”

"Do you apologize?”
"Humbly yours!”  he said. " I ’d get 

down on my knees if I weren’t sitting in 
this car!”

Sylvia smiled and rustled into her in
triguing, garter-revealing position once 
again. " I ’ll forgive you if you hand over 
that flask!”

"You like my Canadian joy water, don’t

" It ’s grand!” she replied, tipping the 
flask. " I ’m almost tempted to grant you 
that kiss you’re thirsting for, just to show 
my gratitude!”

"Hungry and thirsty!” he moaned, 
avidly letting his eyes wander over her.
. . . Limbs and garters and patches of lush 
thighs were not the only delectable things 
that he saw. . . .  A throbbing neck, arms 
and shoulders were bared by the daring 
design of her turquoise evening gown, and, 
slouched in that body-curving pose of 
hers, it was easy for him to get a great 
deal more than a glimpse of voluptuous 
breasts that his fingers were itching to 
fondle and caress!

His glance lingered there, teasing his 
mind with the thought of delights to be 
enjoyed if he could only bury his face 
in the fragrant valley between those gor
geous knolls, and nibble at the sharply 
pointed tips that, lacking a brassiere, 
strained piercingly against the silk of her 
gown!

"Help! . . . Helpl”  he groaned, feigning 
acute distress. " I ’m so very hungry . . . 
and . . . thirsty!”

"H ere!” she laughed, pushing the flask 
into his hands. “ You can quench that 
thirst right now, and, later, you can eat 
a sandwich in the clubhouse!”

"How ruthlessly you spurn me!” he be
moaned. " I ’m hungry for you, my be
loved, and thirsty for the nectar of your 
lips!”

"You should write poetry!”  she advised, 
lighting a cigarette. "I  think you’re posi
tively thrilling! . . . But I don’t care to 
be eaten just now, and the nectar of my 
mouth would be entirely too rich for 
you!”

Arnold didn’t take the trouble to fill 
the silver cup. He tilted the flask and 
swallowed several times.

"Ahhhh!” he sighed. “ That only makes 
me thirstier for that kiss!”

Sylvia tried the same flask-tipping tech
nique, but it caused her to splutter: “ I’ll 
take mine from the cup next time!”

Her eyes were glistening brightly, and 
she smoked her cigarette with the excited 
puffs that indicated she was getting a lot 
of fun out of this escapade. . . . Resting 
her head on the cushions, her mind re
verted to Paul Custer, her attentive fiance, 
who was dancing with someone else when 
she had slipped out of a side door with 
Arnold Blake half an hour before.

Had Paul noticed her absence, she won
dered, and was he looking for her? . . . 
He was a darling boy, she mused! . . . 
Could he make love? . . . She felt a ticklish 
run through her veins at the memory of 
.engthy kisses, moistly clinging, while he 
held her in his arms!

Why was she out here with Arnold 
Blake? . . . Why wasn’t she sitting with 
Paul in bis car? . . . Rambling thoughts 
flitted through her mind in a haze. . . . 
Paul should be beside her now . . . she 
could kiss him, kiss him, kiss him . . . !

The reason was simple. Sylvia had been

(Please turn to page 59)
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He: "Suppose your dad found me kissing you like this. Would 
he hold anything against me?”

She: "You bet he would! His best shot-gun!”

Guy: "Say, the President of that big 
bank gypped tne out of two hundred 
thousand dollars.”

Fellow: "How do you mean, ‘gyp
ped’ you?”

Guy: "H e wouldn’t allow me to 
marry his daughter!”

Chorine: "I  won a Dodge car the 
other day by getting the most words 
out of St. Petersburg.”

Ditto: "What about me— I won a 
Rolls Royce by getting just three little 
words out of my sugar daddy!”

!

Him: “ Oh, what a pretty garter you’re wearing!” 
Her: “ Garter? You poor sap, that’s my costume for 

the Ball tonight!”

Any time a man leaves his wife, you can be sure it's a 
case of a little miss understandingl
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Oh, B a b y !
BY

F R A N K  K E N N E T H  Y O U N G

IT  WAS like Bee Johnson to hit upon 
the preposterous idea of giving a baby 
party. Not that she was juvenile, how

ever; there was nothing "babyish”  about 
her except her perpetual desire to be kissed 
and petted. She had been married to at 
least four men and divorced from two of 
them; and what she hadn’t learned about 
love and sex wasn’t worth knowing. No, 
Bee wasn’t babyish; just devilish!

She threw the party in her own home, 
and it was well attended. Among the 
guests was Tommy Cortell, although he—  
in a sense— was an exception. He came 
not to raise hades and put firecrackers 
under it, but to escape the ordeal of being 
vamped by the girl next door, a hottentot 
for whom he had ceased to care.

Dorothy Mundy belonged to the type 
of girl who is determined to "get her 
man.”  Because Tommy had dated her a 
few times, she carried the idea that he 
belonged to her. She was insanely jealous, 
and so daringly aggressive that he dared 
not trust himself alone with her. And 
since she had the distressing habit, when 
drinking, of wanting to strip off all her 
clothes, he dared not escort her to any 
festivity where drinks were liable to be 
served. So, he ditched her at the earliest 
opportunity and came on alone.

He entered the house feeling horribly 
self-conscious and positive that, once he 
had shed his topcoat, his Little Lord 
Fauntleroy costume would render him the 
most conspicuous person on earth. He was 
greatly mistaken, however. Even the wide 
yellow bow tie that adorned the front of 
his ruffled sailor’s collar failed to bring a 
blush to his manly brow, once he had

“ Come with me,” she whispered, 
“ I ’ve found the nicest dark closet!"

glimpsed the costume worn by his charm
ing hostess.

Naturally highly sexed and slightly 
voluptuous, as are all sirens of the flesh, 
Bee had made herself positively scorching 
by donning a child’s party ensemble which
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might have been considered fashionable a 
score of years ago. It consisted of a starch
ed white dress, low-heeled patent leather 
slippers, white rolled socks, and a huge 
pink bow for the hair. The bodice of the 
dress was held in place by ribbons which 
extended over Bee’s bare shoulders and 
down her back. As a match for Fauntle- 
roy, she was a wowl

The instant she caught sight of Tommy 
standing in the doorway, she hop-skipped 
across the room to welcome him.

"Oooh, Tom-mee!”  she cooed, affecting 
the shrill tones and manners of a very 
small girl, “ it is so nice of you to turn to 
my party! I was a’most afraid you weren’t 
tumming!”

Tommy caught her outstretched hands 
and grinned down into her smiling face. 
“ Well, I ’ll be damned!”  he muttered. “ Bee 
Johnson, have you lost your mnd?”

"Now, puh-lease, don’t be horrid!”  she 
coaxed. “ Don’t say those naught-ee 
words! You must be ver-ee nice, like the 
sweet dood, ’ittle boy you are!”

"C ut it out!”  he muttered. "You make 
me feel more foolish than I look in my 
clothes!”

"Oooh, M Y!”—scrutinizing Tommy’s 
elaborate get-up—“ what a nice new suit 
you are wearing! And what a bootiful 
bow tie! But—I has pretty fings, too! 
Don’t ’oo just love my dwess?” She turned 
her back abruptly, and with an impudent 
flounce, caused her skirt to flop up in the 
rear.

Tommy actually blushed!
For the skirt of Bee’s dress was little 

more than a starched outstanding ruffle, 
extending not quite below her rounding 
hips. When she stooped or,leaned for
ward, the ruffle did a tip-up, displaying 
the scantiest pair of white panties it had 
ever been Tommy’s delight to see. Bee’s 
curving thighs were wholly bare.

Laughing at his discomfiture, she 
whirled to face him, and he saw that the 
bodice of her dress was cut extremely de- 
colette. It fitted her figure wth glove-like

smoothness, and cupped her luscious 
breasts like a brassiere. It possessed none 
of the confining qualities of a brassiere, 
however; for as Bee danced excitedly up 
and down, her delightful beauties quivered 
and jiggled like mounds of jello.

"Ooooh!” she cooed, "don’t ’oo just love 
’ittle Bee-Bee?”

"G ’wan!”  Tommy muttered sheepishly. 
"Can’t you see I ’m not myself?”

She laughed, dropping her childish pose 
and reverting to her natural manner. 
“ None of us will be ourselves, Tom, until 
we have had a drink or two,”  she said. 
"Come on, meet the gang!”

Linking her arm in his, she dragged him 
merrily into the next room where several 
guests were already assembled. Dropping 
a childish curtsy, she shrilled:

“ Oooh, boys and durls, see who’s here! 
Master Tommy Cortell, my nicest ’ittle 
playmate! ’Oo must all get acquainted 
and show him a hot—I mean, a swell 
time!”

Shouts of laughter went up as the 
guests^ saw Tommy in his Fauntleroy out
fit, and willing hands led him to the table 
on which stood a large gold fish bowl filled 
to the rim with spiked punch. Drinks 
were poured and passed, sampled and 
approved; and when Tom had a couple 
under his belt, he was better able to ap
preciate the costumes being worn by his 
fellow guests.

There was Marjorie Holman, a red- 
haired girl, with a seductive manner and 
a figure superb. She was attired in a loose 
girlish frock that barely reached below her 
hips and was gathered at the waist by a 
shiny red belt. She sidle$ cose to Tommy, 
rubbed his leg with her bare thigh, trailed 
a finger over the back of his hand, and 
murmured: “  ’Lo, darling!”

Peter Pan and several other childhood 
characters were present. Bee with her 
wanton legs and shimmying breasts proved 
a most cordial hostess, and Tommy derived 
as much amusement from watching her 
absurd antics as from appraising the in
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coming guests. Now and then the starched 
ruffli of her abbreviated dress flopped up 
behind, revealing her snugly-fitting scan- 
ties.

His attention was distracted by the arri
val of another guest—a girl attired in a 
child’s long white nightie. She was carry
ing a lighted candle and yawning horribly 
at every step. Tom glimpsed her face be
tween yawns and gave a start of surprise. 
The girl was Dorothy!

Instantly, his brow clouded and his lips 
set in swift anger. Waiting until she had 
received the welcome accorded each new 
arrival, he maneuvered to a position be
side her and muttered in her ear:

“ I thought you were off parties! You 
were going to be home all evening, you 
said! Then the minute I’m out of your 
sight, you show up here in a nightdress! 
Is that nice, I ask you?”

Dorothy yawned again. “ What you get 
for standing me up,”  she muttered sleep
ily. “ You had dated me for tonight, if 
you care to remember. But you chose to 
come here instead.”

“ And so you trailed me, eh?”—bitter 
scorn in his tones. "Regular female Sher
lock, aren’t you?”

"Please, Fauntleroy!”  she begged. 
“ You’re supposed to be such a sweet 
child!”

Tom muttered an oath and beat a hasty 
retreat.

The next time he glimpsed Dorothy, 
she was passing before a lighted doorway, 
and he observed with a shock of surprise 
that her child’s nightie was her only gar
ment. It was as diaphanous as moonlight, 
and through its thin texture he could see 
the silhouette of her glorious body from 
ankles to arms!

“ Yah,”  he muttered disgustedly. "She’s 
coming as close as she dares! I only hope 
she doesn’t get tight!”  Then he turned 
to glance at a few late arrivals.

There was Jimmy Marsden, a tall slender 
young man wearing only the traditional 
one-piece garment securely fastened in

front by a mammoth safety pin. He sol
emnly insisted that he was The New Year, 
while others believed him to be Mr. Ghandi 
recently escaped from the hoosegow!

There were perhaps two dozen guests in 
all, and when all were arrived the fun 
really began. All the things that children 
are usually denied the privilege of doing 
were now dragged forth from half-forgot
ten memory, and given the air. Inhibitions 
were exterminated by the scores. Naughty 
pranks and gay escapades of every descrip
tion were indulged in, to the great delight 
of everybody present.

Bee took the floor in her starched ruffle 
and panties, and commanded immediate 
attention.

It seemed that she had once been 
spanked for standing on her head in the 
presence of company. She now proposed 
to erase the ignominious stain by perform
ing the unconventional feat in the pres
ence of her guests! She not only at
tempted, but also accomplished; and the 
act was well received and vociferousy 
applauded.

Tom, however, took no part in the hi
larities, nor could he greatly enjoy them. 
His mind was too taken up with the prob
lem of Dorothy. The little minx! How 
had she discovered that he planned to at
tend the party? Why the devil had she 
followed him, anyway? He was positive 
that he hated her! And so, he sat in a 
corner and glowered, while all about him 
pandemonium reigned.

Presently, he felt a light touch on his 
arm, and heard a low ypice in his ear: 
“ What’s the matter with mama’s darling? 
Isn’t he having a good time?”

He glanced up quickly and found Mar
jorie Holman, the red-haired girl, stand
ing beside him. She was frankly smiling, 
yet there was a warm, sympathetic light 
in her smoldering eyes.

“ Er—no,” he muttered in answer to 
her question. “ I’m not quite myself.”

“Come with me!”  she whispered entic
ingly. *Tve found the nicest dark closet,

52



and it’s just big enough for two!"
“ Closet?”  he echoed blankly.
“ Yes,”  she chuckled. “ Didn’t your 

mother ever shut you in a dark closet as 
a punishment for being naughty? Now’s 
our chance to be avenged! We can be 
naughty in a dark closet! Come on, I’ll 
show you!”

In spite of himself, Tom was thrilled. 
There was something fascinating in the 
thought of being alone with this girl in 
a dark closet. He gazed searchingly into 
her eyes, but found her thoughts mysteri
ously veiled. There was a hungry expres
sion in the curves of her red lips, however! 
Tom swallowed nervously and rose.

"All right,”  he muttered, and followed 
her through the jostling throng of merry
makers.

She led him into the hall, through an
other room, and into a sleeping chamber. 
Here she dropped behind to switch out 
the light, then pushed Tom into the black 
interior of a clothes closet, and shut the 
door.

For a moment he stood still and quiet, 
almost breathless. His eyes probed the 
darkness but couldn’t see a thing. He 
could, however, sense the girl’s physical 
warmth, hear the faint sound of her rapid 
breathing, and smell the bewitching 
fragrance of her lips and hair.

Then suddenly, her warm body was 
pressed maddeningly against him; her soft 
bare arms reached around his neck and 
closed in a clinging embrace. He felt the 
contact of her firm, pointed breasts, the 
curve of her soft abdomen, the caress of 
her trembling thighs. Involuntarily, his 
arms dropped to a natural position about 
her, one encircling her shoulders, the other 
embracing her hips. He discovered from 
the feel of her that her loose child’s dress

“ None of us will be ourselves, 
Tom, until we’ve had a drink! 
C’mon, meet the gan g!” she said.
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was her only garment, and that the flesh 
beneath it was nestling eagerly in his arms, 
pulsing with the red blood of passion.

Then she snuggled yet closer, drew his 
head down to her face, and clamped her 
mouth over his lips. As the nectar of her 
woman’s soul poured into his veins, he 
seemed to be standing perfectly still upon 
a high peak, while the walls of opaque 
darkness whirled and swirled about him. 
He caught his breath once, gasped and 
glued his lips again to hers. He felt her 
pulsing heart throbbing like a fire engine 
and knew it was throbbing in unison with 
his own. He realized that she was giving 
him all she had, and yet it wasn’t enough!

His nervous hands strayed up and down 
her back, moved caressingly over her 
rounding hips; they clutched a trifle fran
tically at her loose garment as they strained 
her to him. Somehow, the abbreviated 
garment worked gradually up under them. 
Tom suddenly touched warm, bare flesh 
and realized that Marjorie’s lingerie was of 
the negligible variety! . . .

Long moments passed—moments lived 
silently, but none the less rapturously. . . . 
After a hectic interval, the girl squirmed 
from his embrace, made an ineffectual at
tempt to calm her excited breathing, and 
gasped: "Thanks, little boy! You’ve more 
than repaid me for all the dark closets 
I ever was locked in!”

"But you’re not going now!”  he whis
pered in alarm. "You mustn’t !”

"The time is up,”  she replied, patting 
his cheek lightly. "Another five minutes 
with you and I’d have to be put on ice! 
Besides, there may be other little boys who 
have always been afraid of dark closets! 
It ’s only fair to give them all a chance, 
don’t you think?”

“No, I don’t !”  Tom said quickly.

But he was talking to space. She had 
already jerked the coset door open, and 
leaped beyond his clutching hands.

Cursing his luck and almost frantic at 
having let her escape him, Tom stepped

out into the sleeping chamber. There was 
the click of an electric light button, and 
light flashed on, dispelling the darkness. 
Tom blinked as he saw a girl standing be
fore him, and recognized the cold, accusing 
eyes of Dorothy!

“ Oh, so that’s it?”  she said scathingly.
“ Damn you!”  Tom gritted. "Spying 

again, eh? Why the devil can’t you ever 
mind your own business and stop follow
ing me around?”

But for the second time, he found him
self addressing emptiness. Dorothy had 
flashed a tigerish look and fled to the bright 
light of the living room.

Moving sulkily after her, Tom arrived 
just as the party reached its crescendo. 
Bee had brought out a round of children’s 
toys— drums, whistles and tin horns— and 
the noise was deafening!

The table on which stood the bowl of 
spiked punch was completely surrounded, 
while on the opposite side of. the room, a 
number of boys and girls were engaged in 
playing Leap Frog. The fact that the cos
tumes worn by the girls permitted the dis
play of bare legs, made the game highly 
exciting for the boys; and even as Tom 
watched, the unblushing young ladies 
formed a line, standing one behind an
other with legs widespread, thus making 
a tunnel for their playmates to crawl 
through on hands and knees.

“ What babies!”  someone giggled. And 
a youth with both arms full of girl came 
back with: “ Oh, yeah! Well, when better 
babies are made, the boys’ll make ’em!”

Somebody clutched Tom’s sleeve as he 
passed, and turning, he found Bee Johnson 
beaming into his face.

"What a party!”  she screamed. "Tom, 
I’m going to give a prize for the most 
original costume in the house! You’ve got 
to be one of the judges! I’ll be the other 
one. Two should be enough, don’t you 
think so?”

“ One too many!” he growled, but his 
words were drowned in the din that rose 
from the whistles, drums and horns.
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FRENCH PHOTOS
MEN ONLY: Get a complete set of Real French 
Pictures. Set consists of 6 dozen photos or a total of 72 
photos, all different. Action pictures of young love couples 
in intimate poses. Young and beautiful girls alone in boudoir 
and parlor scenes. Also art poses “Snuff Sed”. The complete 
set for only a $1.00 bill. ALL NEW RED HOT STUFF!
Special: For a limited time only. We will include 
with the above order a sample package of FRENCH 
GOODS, FRENCH STORIES, etc., and etc.

Yes! You will receive everything complete.

A ll fo r  $1.00
You may send cash, money order, or stamps!

Note! Send your order in today!! (Snuff Sed)

REX SALES CO.
4166 Park Avenue, Dept. P. S., New York City

FEMININE HYGIENE
Quick relief ! Women, when delayed 
or irregular \ise Chiron Regulator 
Capsules. Acta quicker than pills or 
tablets! Often relieve* most stub
born long overdue cases in 48 hours. 
Safe. Harmless to take. No inter
ference with work. Guaranteed. 
Double Strength. Mail $2.50 to
day. 3 boxes $Ou_Flain wrapper.

189
CHIKOW CHEM ISTS, Dept. MG 7 

W. Madison St. Chicago, Illinois

M / t R R I E D  W O M E M ' S  
S E C R E T S  M O  V

SE N D  2"  F O B  T B IA L  S i r S

Don’t lie discouraged or alarmed when 
nature falls you. Yon can now depend 
on our new O. J .  O. R ELIEF COM
POUND (a Periodic Regulator) double 
strength. Often relieves unnatural ir
regularities, stubborn cases of long 
overdue delays, generally relieved very 
quickly. Absolutely safe, harmless. No 
inconvenience. Highly recommended 
and used by thousands of women for 
relief. We guarantee to ship orders 
came day received in plain wrapper, 
sealed. Send $2.00 bo* double strBWtni 
S for $5.00. Triple Strength $5.00. 
Trial size 25c Don't delay, send order. 

Free Booklet. A. personal message to you.
o. J. O. M ED IC A L CO. ,

Dept. 2 1 2 -N , 227 W. No. Ave.f Chicago

CONJUGAL SINS
New Illustrated Guide FOR MEN ONLY. All the mysteries 
erf the Bridal Chamber in plain English, Conjugal pleasures 
and duties. Secrets no physician will divulge. 248 pages, 
marked $3.00. Special $1.00. sealed. FR EE WITH ORDER. 
"TH E BR ID E'S CONFESSIONS,”

MYSTIC SHOP
2461 Kensington Avenue, Philadelphia, Pa.

m |J I  Igt f i t  g \  R E ST O R E S,
A U J B | « 9  A  W  VIM 6c VIGOR
A h arm less and successfu l G landular Stim ulant 
used by rundown men everywhere. A  modern 
prescription endorsed by well-known New York 
physician who h as treated thousands of cases 
successfu lly . Send $1.85 for 36 Super Strength 
tablets.

ZENOME PRODUCTS CO.
236-H West 55th SC, New York

Happy Days For You
With a  pal good and true. Meet your Ideal. 
Dandy little ladies, desirable gentlemen, every
where, many wealthy, of course. P articu lars 
Free, sealed .
M R S BU D D  B o x  J53-P San Francisco, Cal.

D aring, Rave A  In tim ate
Poses of Girls Alone. Also with their 

- j A A  Fellows. Also Winnie Winkle, Ttllie |  l  H I  and Mac, Toots and Casper, Etc. 
L W  ALL FOR #1.0#
Cash or Money Order. Send your Order Today.
Don’t Delay.

MONS. L E  GEOS
880 French B id s . 551—“5th Are., N. V. City

SPICY FRENCH TALES
“ A French A ffa ir/* h a u g h ty  N ina/* "Room No. 11 /' 
'Marcello's Embarrassment/' " In  Her Boudoir/' "Madelon** 

L ° ver,"  printed lu English (illustrated), also 4 new Hot 
Spicy Booklet* blood warming atorlea ami exciting pictures. 
$1.00. Express charges, 15c extra.

MYSTIC SHOP
Dept. A, 2163 Kensington Ave.. P h iladelph ia , P a.



French Photos
Beautiful photos posed for by living models. 
The kind men read about but seldom get. Only 
a  limited supply left. 10 for $1.00. Postage 
prepaid. State age when ordering.

M A IT N I E
P. 0 . B ox 257, Grand Central Sta., N. Y. City

MANPOW ER
P E P  — VIM — VIGOR to W EA KEN ED  and 
A BU SED  G lands with PEPTA B S, a  strong stim
ulan t to increase n atu ral pow ers with long last
ing results.

SA FE, E FFE C T IV E  and GUARANTEED 
36 PEPTA BS, FULL, DIRECTIONS and CON
FID EN T IA L INFORMATION all for $1.00.

W & K  D IS T R IB U T E !!G  CO.
Box 5425 Dept. 17 PhiliU, P i .

Fsraiti P a r is  S n ap p y  
B o o k s an d  Pftotos

For Adults only. Each Set of 10 Photo# (Post card 
size):
1. Paris Love 4. Girl's School
2. He & She & How 6. French Kissea
8. Lovely Embraces 6. Tillie & Mac in Paris
Each Set $1. SPECIAL ORDER A L L SIX  SETS 
ONLY $5. and the book of Love &  Passions FREE 
“ THE SCHOOL OF LOVE” . Special Set. “ 32 Best 
Positions" (82 Photos) $3. Mailed discreetly by first 
class mail. No C.O.D. from Paris. Great choice of 
books at $1, $2, $4 and $5. Catalogue of books FREE. 
Stereo Set 14 Photos $2.

EDITIONS MARCO
48 Rue Daguerre, Dept. 9.S. Paris 14e, France

>)/-lTOMINwr/y
Why worry about delayed periods from unnatural 
causes. Get Quick Results using FEM1NESE— 
Liquid-Tablet Relief. Used by doctors. Moves cases 
long overdue. Pleasant, safe, no interference any 
duties. Satisfaction guaranteed treatment $2.95. 
Postage if C.O.D. Specially Compounded for Very 
Obstinate Oases $5.00. Illustrated Folder Freewitb 
order. PET0NE CO., Dept 7M.G., St. Louis. Mo, 

m  ■ mmmmm  t t—  ■ mmammmmmy

i l W s W d  have it—Can get it—Or it isn ’ t.
H ot Su rprise  P ack ag e  will de

light you. Cartoon B o o k s; H ot Coo-Koo C ard s; 
Mutt and Je ff  in action ; A rtists  M odels; Ju s t  
out new movie lens with photos; Sn appy  T an ta- 
lize rs ; H ot-Cha Girl H ip S h ak e r; The K iss. 
E t c . ; (3) H ot Sam ples 25c or a  su rprise  p ack age 
$1.00
S. P . Winkler, 381— U tli S t ,  Brooklyn, N, T.

Heal Action Pictures
Im ported from  G erm any 

Love scenes of men and wo
men, in life-like action, 5 
pictures, all different, for 
$1.00. Free with each order, 
32 sam ples of French models. 

Daring French Bedroom 
Foses

Red Hot French Bedroom 
Poses, every man likes to see.

Taken from real life poses of naughty French 
eirls 12 glossy photos, posed all different poel- 
tlovs, for $1.00 A Red Hot Novelty Free with

' SE A -BR E EZ E  NOVEETY HOUSE 
P. 0. Box 1458, Now Haven. Conn.. Dept. M G-JL-AP.BB

"Hey, hey!”  Bee yelled, trying to make 
her voice heard above the uproar. “ Stop 
that infernal racket! Listen a minute, 
everybody!”

The hubbub partly ceased. Bee grabbed 
a chair and climbed upon it, her ruffled 
skirt standing out stiffly as she leaned 
over. She waved her arms to attract at
tention, and then said:

"I  want all of you to come out into the 
hall. When I give the signal, you are to 
return, one at a time, to this room. Tom 
and I will act as judges. And the girl or 
boy having the most original child’s cos
tume will be awarded a prize! Hurry now 
—action!”

Bee and her speaker’s stand were almost 
overturned in the mad rush as the laugh
ing, shouting crowd stampeded into the 
hall. When the room had been emptied, 
Bee and Tom moved to the table and stood 
ready to judge the costumes.

"A ll right!”  Bee sang out. "Come on, 
one at a time!”

In single file, the grown-up children 
entered the room and paraded past the 
judges, to line up after being appraised, 
along the opposite wall.

Tom gave each the once-over, mentally 
comparing each costume with others that 
had already passed. But his heart was not 
in his work. He had already decided in 
favor of Bee Johnson; he believed her cos
tume the most attractive and also the most 
daring of any in the house. Whether it 
would be considered fair to award the 
prize to the sponsor of the contest or not, 
h e -----

Bee’s voice sang out: “ Is everybody 
here? Last call! Anybody else?”

Every eye in the room was turned to
ward the doorway. Everyone was ex
pectantly waiting. Nor had they to wait 
long. For, suddenly, a figure loomed in 
the doorway and staggered into the room. 
Tom gasped. Bee made a strange, clucking 
sound in her throat. The guests drew 
breath in shocked amazement. For the last 
lone person was Dorothy, and she was
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tanked! She had completely discarded her 
long, trailing nightie!

She reeled nonchalantly up to the 
judges, and stared impudently into their 
faces. She was holding a large can of Tal
cum Powder in one unsteady hand. 

"Mermen's for mine!”  she drawled. 
Then Tom awoke to furious anger. 
“ Hey, you silly little fool!”  he splut

tered. “ You’re drunk. You do this every 
time you get drunk! That’s why I don’t 
want to take you places. Now you think 
you’re the whole show! All right, you are! 
You’re a wow—a knock-out! But you 
won’t win the prize! The prize is to go 
to the one wearing the most original cos
tume! You’re wearing no costume at all!”  

“ Why not?”  she retorted, returning his 
glare and dusting her shoulders with tal
cum. “ Wasn’t the first baby—the original 
baby—born like this? I ask you!”

"Get out of here!”  Tom exploded, tak
ing a step toward her. “ You trailed me 
to this party deliberately! You were jeal
ous—sore! You’ve done this for the sole 
purpose of humiliating me before every
body! But it won’t work— see? From now 
on, I ’m through with you! We’re all 
washed up—get me?”

"Perfectly, dear!”  she sneered. “ But, 
still, you haven’t informed me who is to 
receive the prize!”

"My vote goes to Bee,”  said Tom flatly. 
" I f  she doesn’t care to accept the honor, 
then I’ll agree with her decision.”

Dorothy glanced toward Bee.
“ Honey,”  said Bee in strained tones, 

" I ’m afraid you’ve gone a trifle too far!
I’m broad-minded, b u t----- ”

“ Okay,”  Dorothy drawled. Then turn
ing to face the crowd: “ Is there any 
gentleman present who would care to es
cort me home?”

All of the men, except Tom, swarmed 
to her side, hemmed her in and pressed 
about her, offering their respective ser
vices.

"H a, ha!”  Dorothy laughed. “ I f  you’re 
ALL going, we’ll have to charter a bus!”

RARE and UNUSUAL
PRIVATE PHOTOS

A»  a  SPEC IA L and to introduce our name, we 
offer a  big DOLLAB package consisting of over 
70 photos, many of men and women together In 
various positions, also  others difficult to describe. 
Complete sets only.

P R I V A T E  A S S O R T M E N T
included with French Style T IL L IE  & MAC, 
ADAM *  EV E, H E & SH E, BO SS & B U B B L E S , 
HAEOLD T E E S' & LILLU M 8, BEA C H ES A 
BBQW NIHG, F B E S C H  STEN O G BAPH EB, 
W hat & m arried man wants to know about 
women. Everything carefully wrapped and 
shipped in plain wrapper.

AB of the above for only $1.00 Bill
LA  FA BESIEN K E CO., D ep t P.S.

Main Floor 4100 Park Ave., Sew  York, S .  Y.

P R I V A T E L Y !
Printed  R eal Photos, Cartoon Books, Stories bet
ter than “ F an n y  H ill” and m any others. L ist  
where to get them 10c or $1.00 brings sam ples. 
E x p re ss  only. No P erson al Calls.
EXCH AN GE, 289 W. 42nd Street, Sew  York City

L O N E L Y ?
Make new friends. Exchange interesting letters and 
photos. Many attractive with means. 3 Big Lists $1. 
3 pjiotos of members with club information 10c.
S .  M . B E A U S  80S W. 47th, Chicago

M E N -A re Y o u  Slipping?
, Try This New Gland Tonic-FR EE *
Seience has now found a  way of supplying the body with 
gland secretions which certain glands often fail to produce 
sufficiently and which are absolutely necessary for building 
health, strength and vitality. You can have free  prooy. 
Send for our wonderful GLAND TONIC-GOLDGLAN-and 
T r y  It  2 0  Days A B S O L U T E L Y  F R E E — NO  O B LIG A TIO N  
This successful treatment has brought pep and strength 
to thousands of run-down, weak men and women. Should
Juickly do the same for you! NO LETTER NECESSARY, 

□at send this ad with your name and address and 10c for 
postage and packing. Complete treatment Bent at once. 
MedicalAk2 Bureau,529 S. LaSalle St., Chicago. Dept.GA*’4 1 4

Thrilling Love Photos!
Beautifully colored nudes of stunning girls, 8 for $1.00; 25 
for $2.00. Lovely women In scanty lingerie, 15 for $1.00. All 
are postcard size. Six red hot comics Included, free with each 
set. Cash or Money Order. Samples 25o»

A. RAY COMPANY
P. O. Box 83, Station N NEW YORK CITY

“ Snappy Girl Photos”  
Posed in the “ NUDE”
Ail “ Front Views’ ’ , 8 for $1.00; 25 for $2.00 Other poses 
(Bide and Back Views). 10 for $1.00; 30 for $2.00. “ Girls in 

Dainty Lingerie , 15 for $1.00; 40 for $2.00. (The above are 
ail postcard size). Please order by MAIL and state age. 
(None sold to Minors).

S. Creed, 6441 Cottage Grove Are., Chicago, 111*

CORRESPONDENCE CLUB
sssf mem-
Tbe Exchange, K3827 Main, K an sas City, Mo.
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LADIES
I positively guarantee my great 
successful “ R e lie f  Compound.*' 
Safely relieves some of the most 
unnaturally painful and function- 
ally delayed cases In 8 to 6 days.
FOR OVER A QUARTER OF A CENTURY 
women from all over the country have used this com
pound with remarkable results. Testimonials without 
number. No harm, pain or interference with work. 
Mail. $2. Double strength. $3. Booklet Free. Also

Sex Life”  by Dr. Greer. Simply mail this ad and your or
der today for either single or doable strength treatment to
DR. A.N.S0UTHIR8TCH REMEDY CO., KANSAS CITY, MO.

RAR E ROOKS
C on fession s of a  Gold Digger, Romances of 
P aris , The Vampire, A Nun's Desire, Room No, 
11, M istresses of Today, Gourdon’s  4 D ays of 
Love. 3 for EOc, 7 for $1 with lists for men. 
S P E C IA L  extra big assortm ent girl photos, 
books, cartoons, etc., ?3.

M i G. BRAUN, 853 W. 47th, Chicago

“ EXPERIENCES OF Bv Peaches Herts. Pun-L A r t R l t n  .HO w  ishment of Rapper Stu-
T H I R T F F N  r . l R I  S M dents! $3.00 “ Revelations i n m i b U D i  i s l K L a  ot a Flapper",

By Peaches Hertr, $3.00. 
“ Sex in the Sticks” , By Daisy Barton. Seven Spicy 
Stories of Sex Life in the Country! $2.00. “ Erosion , 
By Ray King. Conquests of Forbidden Loves! Gay 
Ladies, Love, and Liquor] $2.00. All Four Books Fully 
illustrated t ,

*  The Four for $10.00, Express Prepaid, 
ARTO p u b , CO. D eik k  Folia , Mo.

NOTICE TO M E N /
S.P. VITA-TONIC TABLETS

Are you nervous? Do you feel w eak? Nerve 
force and manly vigor Ss best replenished fey 
rich new blood. Try S.P. Special Vita-Tonic 
tablets, they are a  patent tonic, and nerve stim
ulant for men. L arge  box $2.00 postpaid. 2 for 
$4.00. One box free with $4.00 order. Money 
back guarantee.

SN YD ER PRODUCTS CO.
227 IV. North Ave. D ep t 450 Chicago

Books on Corporal 
Punishment &  Other Curios

Unabridged, privately printed and unusually illustrated 
volumes. Send stamp for descriptive ILLUSTRATED 
catalogue. No postals or foreign inquiries answered. State 
age and occupation. Address:

T H E  G A R G O Y LE P R E S S  
(Dept, m g  ) DD Fifth  Are.. Hew York

C artoon Books
Action pictures, spicy stories, etc. FO R MEN 
ONLY. A large sample assortment, consisting 
of one of each of our complete line ($3 worth) 
for only $1.00 bill. E xpress only. (Catalog for 
stamped, addresssd envelops).

SPEC IA LTY  IM PO ST CO.
9$ Melrose St., Brooklyn, N. Y. i

Still laughing, she passed into the hall, the 
young men at her heels.

“ I—Pm sorry she spoiled your party,” 
Tom blurted, turning toward Bee. “ She’s 
a jealous cat, that’s all! I used to like her, 
but I don’t any more!”

“ Never mind, Tommy!” Bee chuckled, 
her breasts shimmying worse than ever. 
“ I wanted to give this affair a final touch, 
but didn’t quite have the nerve. Dorothy 
supplied all the fireworks needed!”  She 
gazed a moment into Tom’s troubled face, 
then threw her arms about his neck and 
kissed him. “ Forget her!” she advised. 
“ You can easily get you another!”

"Thanks, Bee!” he answered. "You’re a 
real sister! . . . ”

Tom bid his hostess good night, covered 
his kid costume with a topcoat and left 
the house. Descending the steps, he ran 
to his parked car, and without a glance 
about him, leaped into the front seat. 
Hastily, he inserted the ignition key.

“ Well,”  remarked a feminine voice from 
the rear seat, "did Mamma’s little boy have 
a good time?”

Tom whirled in swift surprise, and 
found Marjorie, the girl of the closet, 
smiling vampishly at him.

"What are you doing here?”  he ex
claimed.

"Oh, just waiting,”  she murmured— 
“ for you!”  She leaned forward, resting 
her bare arms on the back of the front 
seat. “ Tommy,”  she whispered, "were you 
ever, when you were a child, sent to bed 
without your supper?”

“ Huh?”  he said, staring.
“ I was once, when I was a kid,”  she 

replied dreamily. “ So, just to get even, 
in this instance, Tommy, we’ll have our 
supper first!”

With a broad grin covering his face, 
Tom snapped into action. "Yeah,”  he 
chuckled, as he spun the motor, “ and 
when we’ve had our supper, Pm going to 
give you a darned good spanking!”

“Aw, Tommy,”  she breathed2 “ I know 
the nicest p lace----- ”
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(Continued from, page 4 8 )

dancing with Arnold, and ha had whis
pered something about a special brand that 
his flask held that night. Paul never car
ried a flask. She had imbibed just one 
wee cocktail earlier in the evening, because 
Paul didn’t care for anything to drink and 
she had been with him most of the time.

Arnold’s tempting whisper had found 
receptive ears, and they had danced 
through a side entrance, on to the veran
dah, then had skipped across the lawn to 
his car. Sylvia had intended to return to 
the dance floor after one nip, but she had 
succumbed to the truth in the saying tha* 
"one good drink deserves another!”

Now, comfortably snuggled in Arnold’s 
sedan, the night wind toying with the 
curly tendrils of her hair and softly caress
ing neck and shoulders and cheeks, she 
wanted the ecstatic feel o f strong arms 
about her yielding contours and hot lips 
plunging ever deeper into the tongue-filled 
lusciousness of her crimson mouth!

" I ’m . . . young . . . and healthy/”
She felt an arm working its insidious 

way beneath her as she sang the lilting 
melody, and creeping fingers slipping into 
the low corsage of her gown, tenderly tra
versing the valley of her bosom and as
cending the hillsides abutting thereon.

Sylvia didn’t open her eyes. . . . The 
glamor of that moment permeated her 
heart and soul. . . . Thrill after thrill shot 
through her. . . . She found herself eagerly 
awaiting the kiss that seemed so slow to 
materialize!

She had no illusions about the situation. 
. . . She realized that it was Arnold, not 
Paul, whose fingers were now feverishly 
sinking into the resilient firmness of her 
breast! . . .  It was Arnold, not Paul, whose 
arm was successfully worming its passage 
into territory that was pulsing with ex
pectancy! . . .  It was Arnold, not Paul, 
for whose kiss her mouth was opening 
tremulously! . . . But it could have been 
Paul!

TILLIE and MAC
(NEW 8 T O T 1 ) Peaches and Browning, Dujnb Bora, Mag
gie and Boas and Bubbles, The Gumps, French
Stenographer, A Bachelor's Bream, Adam and Eve, Kip 
and Alice, A Model's Life. Original — "Night in Paris,** 
Toots and Casper, A Coachman's Daughter, and over 100 
more. Also over 70 Bare and Daring French type pictures, 
inch 18 Action Photos Montmartre type of Men and Women 
in various poses. Also inch Women Alone, in different 
positions, etc., special free with order. "Advice on How to 
Win at Cards,”  also "The Night Life of P aris" and 
some short rare French stories, etc., etc. Goods sent sealed 
in plain wrapper. You will receive all of the above. You 
may send cash, money order or stamps.

SPECIAL: ALL FOR $1.00
PA R IS IM PO R T  CO .

41 6 6  P ark  Ave. New York City— Dept. P .S .

LOVERS’ SCENES
Pretty girls and fellows in amorous love # scenes, close 
views, post card photographs taken from life, imported, 
15 for $1. 7 French stories, 16 miniature photos, lists
for men free with order. Special extra big assortment girl 
photos and stories $2.

N. M . BRAUN' 858 TT. 47th, Chicago

LADIES! LaBonte's French Specific 
Pills of Tansy and Penny
royal relieves many unnatural 

delayed and Irregular periods, often in 48 hours. No inter
ference with work. $2.00 a box, 3 boxes for $5.00. Special 
itrength $3.00. Booklet free with order.

WERCO LA B O R A T O R IES 
203 Middlesex Street Lowell, H ass. Dept. R

A R T I S T S !
Art Students! Get these Chalk-talk stunts. Great 
for parties. I f  you thought "M aggie and Jig g s” 
funny, buy this. It ’s  a  riot $1.00

V. BOULANGER, 2 4  W. 20th  St., New York

M A N H O O D
YouthSul Power and Strength

by VIRITON
G ives V ita lity  and V igor. The S a fe st and Most 
E ffective Tonic Tablet. W hy be ash am ed and 
backw ard. U se “ V IR IT O N " for M anly S a t is fa c 
tion. Form ula  prescribed by  lead in g  physicians 
everywhere.

$1.00 per Box
Send money order, cash or C. O. D. 

K E P E C 8 PHARM ACEUTICAL LABORATORY 
41 Convent A ve* New York City, (Dept. S)

Wife Assured Every 
Man

Write today for a startling offer from the world's largest and 
most successful correspondence olub. Confidential, dignified 
and efficient service. Success assured. Special offer sent FR EE 
Enclose stamp, please.

CORA CURTIS 
New Carlisle, Indiana.

59



V im—V igor—V itality
M«n—Women—Kecaift that lost w p  tljat M M : P g *  to 
the optfoelte sk* T # &  noweet FULLER. FB P  HJOSlQtTB TABS 
wUl help you to rejuvenate your mswsI wmIbim m b. Thfi 
wonderful results from usln* the tabs win surprise SPtt* 
Bent Bealed, plain wrapper, prepaid. 12.00 oesh c? ! * • »  
C.O.D. Speeial strength containing a Bland product » r  use 
In severe case* $3.00. Satisfaction guaranteed or m o w  
refunded. One box free if two of either kind are ordered.

*  PRINCESS ANNE MFG. CO.
P. O. Box 693 Dept. H«7<> Baltimore, Md.

P r i v a t e
PHOTOSRARE COITIONS 

EACH  set 15 photos

I N® 1. Paris Love 
I N® 2. Lovely Embrase 
[ N® 3. Barbary Kate

I Each setS f.~. All Six Set* only S 5.~
I And Beautiful Miniature Setfree.Mai*
I led by first class mail. Rapid and Dis.
I cret Service. N o C .O .D . from France.

" f f e « /  S tu ff "  fuerenteed
• H. LJtralrle ParletenM, 4 Rue dH Peooca*. Parle (2«).

N® 4. Maggie & Giggs 
N® 5. Glrlspenslon 
N® 6. He & She

f>om

PA R IS

LONELY?
Let mo arrange a romantic corres

pondence for you. Find yourself a  
sweetheart thru America’s foremost 

select social correspondence dub. A friend
ship letter society for lonely ladies and gentlemen. Members 
everywhere; CONFIDENTIAL introductions by letter; 
efficient, dignified and continuous service. I  have made thou
sands of lonely people happy — why not you? Write for FR EE 
sealed particulars. Evan Moore, Box 608, Jacksonville, Fla.

!By Express Only!
“ WOMAN’S DOCTOR”
256 Pages of AMAZING reading m atte r !! !  So 
daring, so startling it Is impossible to describe! 
Doctor Lennox leaves nothing to the imagination 
In this novel of unwanted children!

“ Lady Chatterley’s  
H usbands”

An Anonymous sequel to “Lady Chatterley’s 
Lovers". Fully a s  excitingl Fully as blunt. 
Unexpurgated! 233 P a g e s ’

“ Marriage By Capture”
Published originally at $4.00 to be PRIV A TELY 
Circulated! A famous study of world s oldest 
profession! Nothing like it exists!

“ A Young Man About 
To Commit Suicide”

Before he pulls the trigger, the young man looks 
back on his life a n i  LO V ES! Some will call 
his mind obseeae, but his confession, are un
deniably passionate! 254 P ages!

Two Dollars Each
Send No Money! We will ship H X P EK eSC .O .D . 
Check bosks desired, tear out this ad and mall 

immediately! 12 hour service!
E R O » PU BLISH IN G  CO.

1309 Avenue J  Brooklyn. New T o rt

The suspense was maddening! . . . Why 
didn’t he crush her in his arms, she won
dered, hold her breathless and kiss, kiss, 
kiss . . . I

A quivering sigh shook her!
And just at that palpitating instant his 

murmuring voice broke the spell: " The 
moon is in the sky . . .”  he hummed.

It was like suddenly awakening from 
an exquisite dream of paradise to find one
self earth-bound, after all!

She gasped and tore herself away. . . . 
She was disappointed. . . . The web of 
romance had been rent asunder by his 
voice. . . . Why, oh why, she thought, had 
he considered it necessary to speak?

"W hat’s the matter?”  muttered Arnold, 
hoarsely.

"You can answer that question!”  she 
retorted, smiling queerly, and rearranging 
the lowcut corsage that had been disturbed 
by his hands.

"W e’re behaving like a couple of kids 
who’ve just discovered the meaning of 
sex!”  she added, sitting up.

Arnold took a long swig from his flask. 
" I ’m sorry!”  he said, as he inhaled a vast 
cloud of cigarette smoke. "But . . . tell 
me . . . why did you break away so sud
denly?”

"You wouldn’t understand!”  she whis
pered, sniffing.

"You acted like you were willing to be 
kissed!”  he went on.

"Maybe I was!”  she giggled. "Why 
didn’t you?”

"In  another moment you would have 
been kissed . . . and how!”

"Delays are fatal, Arnold . . . even a 
m om ent. . . sometimes!”  She reached for 
his cigarette case. " I ’ll smoke one more, 
and then we must go inside. . . . Paul will 
think I’ve been kidnapped!”

They sat in silence for a minute that 
was pregnant with thoughts, on Arnold’s 
part, o f what he had evidently missed by 
some strange quirk of feminine tempera
ment. . . . Sylvia was thinking of what 
might really have happened if he hadn’t
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seen fit to talk!
"People should have their tongues cut 

outl”  she said to herself, gazing up at the 
moon that had attained its zenith, then 
she reconsidered the thought: “ No, not 
cut out! I mean conversationally har
nessed! They can have other uses!”

“ What are you thinking about?” asked 
Arnold.

“ The moon . . . and kisses . . . and 
things!”  she whispered.

He gazed at her desirously. “ I started 
to sing just now, and you wrenched your
self out of my arms!”

“ Why sing or talk?” she murmured. 
“ At such a moment, action is what’s 
needed . . . quick, sizzling, decisive action 
. . . not conversation or a song!”

“ Thanks for the lecture!”  he said, 
acidly.

“ You should brush up on your knowl
edge of women!”

"Will you give me a post-graduate 
course in love-making?”

A cool glance was followed by a broad
ening smile, as Sylvia spun her half-con
sumed cigarette out into the roadway.

“ I’m not taking in pupils . . . yet!” she 
said.

Idly swinging a foot and swerving a 
leg to and fro, Sylvia stared into the sky, 
now beginning to be flecked by stars that 
were too bright to be paled by the moon’s 
luminosity. . . . She knew that Arnold’s 
eyes were upon her. . . . She knew that 
the dangling of her leg was causing her 
skirt to recede more revealingly than ever, 
and she was conscious of the fact that her 
low-neck gown was exhibiting full-fleshed 
breasts much more fascinatingly. . . . She 
had so arranged it purposely!

Arnold’s pulse was pounding, his eyes 
burned and his face felt flushed as his gaze 
meandered here and there about her be
witching form, recalling the perfumed 
softness of her during the hectic minute 
that he had embraced her. . . .  He had 
missed a kiss from that luscious mouth!

The thought maddened him, tortured

TILLIE and MAC
Maggie and Jiggs, Dumb Dora, The French Stenographer. 
A Baohelor's Dream, Adam and Eve, Kip and Alice, 
Peachea and Browning, A Model's Life. Boss and Bubbles, 
also 100 PICTURES OF ACTRESSES AND GIRLS IN 
D IFFEREN T POSITIONS. 14 Rvoly pictures of a young 
couple before and after marriage. See what they do. 
Confidential advice for young maidens and hoys. WHAT 
TOMMY SAW UNDER THE PARLOR DOOR. ''Private" 
tips for men and women, A great I ova and sex poem. 
15 different version* of love. Set of the richest card* out 
(wait till you see them). HOW TO CAUSE VARIOUS 
DREAMS. GAY L IF E  IN PA RIS, etc., etc.

All for $1.00
You may send cash, stamps or money order. 

STERLING SALES CO.
1181 Broadway, New York City

Attention .  h a m  i  Renew
MEN MANOIDS VITALITY

Are you the Red-Blooded, Vigorous Man you 
would like to be? Are you still Vitally Alive or 
do you lack Pep and Manhood? Don’t be a  
F a ilu re !
TA K E MANOIDS, the ethical prescription treat
ment for W eakness due to Over-work D issipa
tion, Worry, Nerve-Fatigue, etc. Results are 
guaranteed, or your money refunded. Cor
respondence confidential. Mailed in plain wrap
per. Special Strength $1 for 80 doses. $2 for 75 
doses. (Add 15c for C. O, D.)

D O N’T  D E L A Y . W R IT E  T O D A Y

TH E nOW BY LABORATORIES 
Box 57, B raid  Station, Baltimore, Md.

C U R I O U S  B O O K S  
o£ C H A STISEM EN T
Private Presses, Esoterica and Am atorla such 
a s :  Strange Adventures; French Lovers; Un
controlled D esires; Seductive Women; Monster 
At L arge ; etc. Catalogue of Unusual Books. 
Send Stamp. State Age and Occupation.

J .  D E MU8ET
929 Broadway Dept. F-2 New York City

PHOTOGRAPHS Tell the Story
GENUINE PHOTOS

Set "A ” —A set of 15 wonderful girl photo# In very daring 
and tantalizing poses to show everything to the best advantage.

Set " E " —15 revealing new cartoons, 8 of which show a  dar
ing version of The Pretty Farmer’s Daughter and the Traveling 
Salesman. Also 7 additional cartoons each of which tell a  com
plete story in itself. Printed on gloss photo paper.

Set " G " —16 actual photos of men and women together! 
Very Intimate. These are the kind of photos that you keep in 
your inside pocket and you make sure there are no holes in 
the pocket either.

Set " J " —A raro set of photoa never offered before. 14 of 
the finest, clearest Hula Girl photos. One photo shows 14 girls 
but most of them show only one girl in the hottest, most re
vealing poses in the clothes a s  nature intended. Most of these 
photos actually photographed in Hawaii.

Check Bets desired. $1.00 per set or if this Is your first 
order, we will Bend all four sets for $2.00.

We also have a new book title "For Men Only." Spicy read
ing that Men will enjoy. Full library size, over 1 inch thick 
and weighs 1 pound. Price $1.50 if ordered alone or $1.00 if 
ordered with above photos. Express shipments only. Immediate 
service. Cash, stamps, money order.

N O V E LT Y  STUDIO  
P. O. Box 1002 Kockford, ID.

------------ — --------- ----- when nature fails you _
You can now depend an our new 8 .  P . R elief Com pound I 
(a Periodic Regulator). Double Strength often relieves f 
nnnatural irregularities, stubborn eases of long overdo 
gelajTi generally relieved very dmekly. Absolut?!? effs 

•atged and net
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NEW STUFF!

WINNIE WINKLE
For men only. Tillie & Mac, Toots & Casper, 
B oss & Bubbles, Farmie Hill, Only a  Boy, H ar
old Teen & Lillum s, Boob McNutt & Pearl, The 
Vampire, The End of Helen, W hat Tommy Saw  
Under the Parlor Door, Twelve Gay Love L et- 
tesr Read Two W ays. Gay L ife  In Paris, also  
SO R are and Daring: French type pictures, 
(Kind men like.) Also 50 Montmarte type pic
tures of beautiful girls in thrilling, snappy, a r 
tistic  poses with their fellows. We fill orders 
the sam e day wle receive them. All for only 
11.00. ^ Sen d  cash, stam ps or money order.

IMPERIAL NOVELTY CO.
175 F IF TH  AVEN UE NEW YORK C ITY

B Y  d ,se a $ES — No Matter
H ow Bad or Old fha Cos#

or What'g the Cause. Send for FR E E  Booklet about Dr. P a s 
ter's Treatment. Used successfully for over 25 years.

P a n t e r  R o m e d y  Co., 54 W. Lake, R m . ^ o S i  Chicago

PARIS HOT 
LOVERS PHOTOS
Taken Prom Life Po«es of French Girl* 
and Fellows, In Passionate French Style 
Love Scenes. 15 Daring and thrilling 
photographs, all different pose*, for only 
$1.00 or 50 for $3.00. Action pietur* 
booklet Free with each order.

CARRAtfO SA LE S CO.
P. O. Box 1458, New Haven, Conn., Dept. M G -JL-t

Free To Men 
"New VIGOR Tablets"

If you want to know what a REAL Medicine la like—a safe, 
snappy, tonic-stimulant, write for trial package my famous 
"Vigor Tablets" sent free, sealed ready for use. Used by men 
everywhere.

P IE R  CO*t 19A-74 Cortlandt Street. New York

L A D I E S  O N L Y !
For unnatural delay or Irregularity use 
harm less B  X  MONTHLY TA BLETS.
Quick, painless relief even in many 
worst cases! Absolutely safe ! No in
convenience or interference with duties!
Used by thousands I. Enthusiastic wo
men report unbelieveably prompt, sooth
ing, seemingly m agical relief! Used by 
doctors! Guaranteed! Double Strength $2.00. 
Rushed 1st c lass mail, in plain wrapper, within 
1 hour of receipt of order.
B  X  Laboratories, 1515 E . 60th St., J-7, Chicago

W e Have “IT”
5 different rare and daring French stories, also 
12 photo’s  of French girls and their fellows In 
passionate love scenes, also 16 Min. pretty girl 
photo's, and pocket novelty, all for $1.00 post
paid. Illustrated catalog 10c.

UNION SA LE S CO.
$88 W. Madison St., Chlcaro, III.

him, now that she seemed so near and yet 
so distant. . . . She had been so warm and 
vital, throbbing with the yearning desire 
to be loved, apparently on the verge of 
sweet surrender to his kisses and caresses! 
. . . But now she appeared to be as un
attainable as the twinkling stars above!

"Sylvia!”  he muttered, bending over 
her.

“ Yes, Arnold!”  she replied, allowing his 
eyes to burn into her orbs with fierce im
periousness.

"D id you . . . want me . . .  to kiss you 
. . .  a while ago?”

She laughed merrily, tapping his cheek.
“ You’ll never know!” she whispered. 

Then she straightened up and, unlocking 
the door, sprang out of the car.

"Come, Arnold!”  she called. "Paul will 
be very anxious!”

His heart felt as empty as his flask as 
he accompanied her to the verandah!

“ Thanks for a pleasant interlude!”  she 
murmured. "And don’t forget to take 
that post-graduate course from some
body!”

She left him standing there, chagrined, 
and fled into the clubhouse. Paul met her 
at the door, a puzzled look in his eyes.

“ Hello, darling!”  she cried. "Did you 
miss me?”

“ Where in the world have you been?” 
he demanded.

"Oh . . . outside on the lawn . . . study
ing astronomy!” she smiled.

"Who was with you?” he asked, quickly.
“ H-o-n-e-y!”  she breathed. "You seem 

to be angry with me!”
"Good reason!”  he retorted. "Here I’ve 

been looking for you to dance with me, 
and you’ve been . . . been . . .!” He began 
to stutter with indignation.

"Only out for a breath of air!”  she said.
Paul whiffed the decided aroma of stale 

cigarette smoke and pungent alcohol.
"H um pf!”  he snorted. "You did get a 

breath! . . . Get your cloak! . . . I’m tak
ing you home!”

(Continued in August PEP)
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S p i c y
S t o r i e s
A Wow of a Magazine!

Eight snappy, peppy stories, to warm 
the cockles of your heart—to delight 
you in your leisure hours and give you 
pleasant memories when you’re toiling 1

Each yarn peppily illustrated with 
the brightest, the gayest, the most 
sparkling pictures we can get our artists 
to give youl

“Between You and Me”—a nice, 
homey corner where our readers can get 
together via their letters, and exchange 
opinions and ideas and criticisms about 
anything and everything!

What are we talking about? Why, 
that spiciest of spicy magazines— 
SPICY STORIES!

If you haven’t tried a copy, let us 
recommend it to you like a tonic. It’s 
good for what ails you—and then 
some!

SPICY is on sale at all newsstands 
for only TWO BITS!—2Sc.

Get Your Copy 
Today1

Tf6T56 CASPER
Mm -

d A nte , nl, Get
New and different from the rest, lnduflln 
f ie  and Jlg g s, Bose and Bubbles, K ip an<
Winnie Winkle, Boob McNutt and Pearl, 
and Gussle, Peaches and Browning. Also 4 com
plete sets, all dliierent, in series, totaling 47 
French type pictures, 1 set men and women in 
Intimate positions (Muff sed).
F R E E  Confidential and Private Edl-

“ART OF LOVE”
by Count K. Fully Illustrated. French Apache 
Love, Turkish Love. Every young man should 
have a  copy. Shows all. Included A BSO LU TELY 
WITHOUT CHARGE with every order. 

Everythin!? described above sent 
on receipt of only $1.00

You m ay' remit either cash, money order or 
stam ps and immediate service can be assured. 
Plain wrapper.

TH E H ELL COMPANY, Dept. P.S.
Box 14 Fcrdham Station New York, N. Y.

WERCO FRENCH TONIC TABtETS
Double Strength. A potent tonic and nerve stimulant 
for men $2.00 postpaid, in plain wrapper (or C. O. 
D. $2.1$), 5 boxes for $5.00. Special Strength $5.00. 
2 boxes Special Strngth $5.00 Money-back guarantee.

WERCO LABORATORIES, 20S MIDDLESEX ST., 
LOWELL, MASS., DEW. R

P R I V A T E  EDITION
WOW -  HOTTEST OF THEM ALL
Showing the female form In sensational. Thrill
ing, Reahot Bedroom, Boudoir poses, Actual life 
model*. Naughty stuff, Dazzling bewitching

tables, American Burlesque Queens, Youth — 
eauty—Exuberance, Close-ups. 15 Front full 
figure 6x7 Photos $2.00 (25 Different $3.00) Male 

and Fem ale — 16 — 6x7 Photos $2.00 (25—$3.00) 
Glossy Prints. 16 Postcard sam ples with SP E- 
CIAL^EDITION $1.00.
DB LUXE STUDIOS, Suit* p. S. 501 McAdoo, Penn*.

Confessions OS A “ Pansy”
Learn what actually goes on at these Pansy 
Conventions, Drags, etc. Read of unbelievable 
activities a t  Pansy Dances where the sky is the 
limit and only men (?) attend. The Ins and 
outs of their queer enjoyments related in start
ling, understandable language. Delightful and 
frightful orgies told in 'Pansy style’. Get the 
real lowdown on these Pansies for one dollar. 
Darn right, we’ll send it In a  plain wrapper.

PH ILM ORE PU BLISH IN G  CO.
Dept. PS‘, 112$ Broadway, New York City

A utom atic C igarette  
H um idor

Every Cigarette smoker needs 
Press down handle and cigarette 
appears. Handsomely enameled 
with highly polished brass trim
mings. Bottom felt covered. 
Simple, compact and aristocratic. 
An attractive, useful article for 
home, office or den or bridge prise. 
Only 60c postpaid.

GEORGE CO,, 487 Franklin Are., B'klyn, N. Y.
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Tillie and Mac
Maggl® and Jiggs. Dumb 
Dera, Bo»® ana Bubbles. 
Peaches a n d  Browning. 
French Stenographer. A 
Bachelors Dream, A Model a 
Life. Adam and Eve. Kip and 
Alice. Harold Teen aha Lil- 
lums. Toots and Casper. The 
Gumps. Winnie Winkle. Gus

_ -------------  and Gussie. Barney Google
and Spark-Plug, Boob McNutt and Pearl. TlUie 
the Toller. Cave-man Love; Chorus Girl Love; 
Turkish Love; Apache Love; Old M aids Love; 
Papa Love; Sailors on Shore; What Tom Saw 
Through the Keyhole; When Hubby Comes 
Home: What the Window W asher Saw ; Mabel 
and the Icem an; A Turkish H arem ; Mexican 
Love; and 80 Snappy French Girl Poses. 6 full 
size French Lovers Pictures, French Men and 
Women In Passionate Love Poses. Also Huia- 
t ju la  Dancing Girl. All the above will be sent 
yxia prepaid for only $1.00.

,  S E A -B R E E Z E  N O V E L T Y  H O U SE  
P. O. Box 1458, New Haven, Conn., Dept. MG-JL-TC

B E  C A R E F U L  MEN
Avoid costly results. Use NRC Safety Brands; 
prevents infections and disease. Mailed In plain, 
sealed envelope postpaid by us. Write for our 
mail-order price list, saving 60%.
P. 0. Box 91, Dept C*2- Hamilton, Ontario

Are You Premature In Loss Of
V I T A L  P O W E R S ?
To men over 85, who feel the need of regaining 
prematurely lost VITAL POW ERS, VIGOR, P E P  
and EN ERGY — use the am azing scientific 
DORAL VIGOR TAB. A glandular stimulant 
recommended by physicians to increase natural 
powers with long lasting results. $1.95 postpaid, 
for ONE MONTH’S treatment. 3 boxes $5. Super 
strength $2.95, 2 boxes $5. (C.O.D. 15c extra. 
Cash with order outside U.S.)

DORAL LABORATORIES 
Dept.G -26 303 West 42nd Street New York City

Boss and Bubbles
Tillie and Mao, Dumb Dora, Farmer’s Daughter, Maggie 
and Jiggs, A Bachelor’s Dream, Toots and Casper. The 
French Stenographer, Peaches and Browning, Adam and 
Eve, Harold Teen and Lillums, Boob McNutt and Pearl, 
Gay Life in Paris, Twelve Gay Love Letters, Read Two 
Ways. Also 50 Rare and Daring French type pictures. 
(Kind men like.) Also 50 Montmartre type pictures of 
beautiful girls in thrilling poses with their fellows.

All for $1.00
Send stamps, cash or money order.

P A R A  C O
949 Broadway N«w York City

IM M
When delayed use Dr. Rogers g re a t . | 
successful Reiief Compound. Many 
stubborn cases relieved in 2 to 5 days without 
pain or inconvenience. Mrs. G., Pa., say s: 
"1 got results. Best I  ever used." Mrs. P., M iss.: 
"Cannot give it praise due it. Am telling my 
friends." Every m sm ed  woman In need should 
send today for this r#isa ridable remedy. Pull 
stw path $2: 2 for $8.50. Special Triple strength 
Regulator for very Obstinate eases $5.00. *
R ogers'R em edies, L.14, <052 Harper, Chicago

(Continued from page 34)

Wouldn’t even let me hire hdp for fear 
they’d steal some of the gold. She’s gone 
an’ I’ll never see her any more,”  and the 
once notorious bad man of the border laid 
his big head on the bar and blubbered.

His boots caked with clay, Red had left 
a muddy trail from the door to the bar. 
The little swamper strode over to the sob
bing figure, seized the big miner by one 
arm, whirled him around and shoved his 
mop into the huge paws which could have 
crushed him with ease.

"G it busy, yuh big louse, an’ mop up 
that mess yuh made on my clean floor,”  he 
ordered.

Martin stared at the little fellow for a 
moment, his lips moving soundlessly, the 
tears streamed down through the stubble 
on his face. The on-lookers stepped back 
out of harm’s way. Then Red turned and 
began cleaning up the tracks he had made 
on the floor.

(Continued from page 24)

"You make the nicest plans, darling!” 
Her lips sank bitingly into a muscle on 

his shoulder.
Then, tossing her curly head in wild 

abandon, she drew his head slowly down 
to hers, whispering:

"Isn ’t this . . .  an ideal spot . . .  to 
start our honeymoon?”

(Continued from page 2)

Calif.), 2J years of age, 5 feet 10 inches 
tall, and fust raring to go. Sure, I’ll answer 
the letters, too.

Another Pep Booster,
E. S. Carlstown. 

General Delivery, San Pranciscol Calif.
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A P R O O F  A
“ I am the mother of four children, 

and although pretty young, my busts 
became flabby and started to sag. 
Now 1 have once again achieved for 
myself that feminine loveliness which 
1 thought was out of my life for
ever.”

Mrs. M. M., New York, N. Y.

NOW it i:
Fashion demands.

Just Give Me 30 Days
Y ES,  in just 30 days, you can increase the size of 

your breasts and mould them to that firm 
shapeliness that is so smart and alluring. The 

application of my wonderful Miracle Cream and easy 
instructions will work wonders. Thousands of women 
everywhere praise this simple, harmless home treat
ment for the splendid results obtained in just a few 
minutes each day. Take advantage of my big special offer and 
see how easily you  can have the charm of a full, firm, shapely 
bust.

Beautiful
Breasts for YOU

N o matter what else you have tried, no matter how small or 
flabby or sagging your breasts may be, you owe it to yourself 
to try my wonderful method. Day by day you will see your 
breasts grow in size and loveliness. And it ’ s so easy and sim
ple ! Nothing to do but apply dainty Miracle Cream, follow the 
instructions, and watch the wonderful change take place.

No longer need you be self-conscious of your undeveloped, 
unwomanly form. N o  longer need you be pitied by women and 
ignored by men. Let me increase the beauty o f  your bust. 
Tear off coupon below and mail it TO D A Y .

NANCY LEE, Dept. FF-7 
816 Broadway, New York

♦ ♦
V

Dear Nancy Lee: I  enclose only A  
$1.00. Please send me your Miracle 
Cream treatment, including large ^  
container ot Miracle Cream with ~  -  
Instructions. Also your new F R E E  ^  
book.

FREE

“ My chest was so thin, but it sure
ly is rounding out nicely, and my 
bust is coming along fine. Just tell 
the world if they want to know any
thing about your Miracle Cream 
method to write to me.”

Mrs. II. E .. Sioux City, Iowa.

Town................................................. State

BeautifulForm
T h is  f a s c in a t in g  i l lu s t ra ted  book tell s  how you  ca n  ga in  

the  id ea l  p ropo rt ion s  of perfec t  w o m a n h o o d .  And it  is 
yours ,  F R E E !  It te ll s  the secret  of  fe m in in e  c h a r m  a n d  
how you  ca n  qu ick ly  an d  eas ily  develop a  lovely fu l l  bu st .  
Spec ia l  offer n ow: Mail  the  co u p o n  with only  $1.00 for 
your  Miracle  C r e a m  t r e a t m e n t ,  in c lu d in g  la rge  co n ta in e r  
of Miracle  C r e a m  a n d  In s t ru c t io n s .  F R E E  B O O K  included.  
Sen d  now, before th is  offer is  withdraw n.

- NANCY LEE, Dept, f f -7
816 Broadway New York, N.Y.



KNOW THE AMAZING TRUTH

Tihz%ftbiddm Seoiek Sex oneT^onbî i ilevedlall
AWAY with false m odesty! A t last a lam- 

ous doctor has told a ll  the secrets o f
sex in frank, daring language. N o  prudish 
beating about the bush, no veiled hints, 
but T R U T H , blazing through 576 pages 
o f  straightforw ard facts.

Love is the m ost magnificent ecstacy in 
the world . . . know  how to hold your 
loved one . . .  d on ’t glean half-truths from 
unreliable sources . . .  let D r. H. H. R ubin 
tell you w bat to do and how to d a  it.

MORE T H A N  1 0 0  VI VID PICTURES
The 106 illustrations leave nothing to 

the im agination . . . know  how  to over
come physical m ism ating . . . know  what 
to do on your w edding night to avoid the 
torturing results o f  ignorance.

Everything pertaining to sex is discussed 
in daring language. All the things you 
have wanted to know  abou t your sex life, 
inform ation about which other b ooks only 
vaguely hint, is yours at last.

Some will be offended by the am azing 
frankness o f  this book  and its vivid illu s
trations, but the w orld has no lon ger any 
use for prudery and false modesty.

WHAT EVERY MAN SHOULD KNOW
T h e  Sexu a l Em b race  H o w  to Regain  V ir ility
S ecre t* of the H on eym o o n S ex u a l Starvatio n  
M istake * of E a rly  M arriag e  G la n d s  and  S ex  Instinct 
H o m o sexuality  To  G a in  G r e a te r  Delight
V e n e r e a l  D ise a se s  T h e  Truth A b o u t A b u se

WHAT EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW
Jo y* of P erfect M ating H ow  to A ttrac t and  Hold  
W h a t to A llo w  a  L o v e r  M en

to  d o  S exu al S la v e ry  of W o m en
Intim ate Fem inine H yg iene Essen tia ls  of H ap p y  
Prostitution M arriag e
Birth Control C hart T h e  S ex  O rg ans

D on ’t be a slave to ignorance and fear. 
Enjoy the rapturous delights Of the per
fect physical love!

Lost love . . . sc an d a l. . . divorce . . .  can 
often be prevented by know ledge. Only 
the ignorant pay the aw ful penalties o f  

~  ' the factw rong sex practices. Read the facts, clearly, 
startlingly told . . . study these illustra
tions ana grope in darkness no longer.

Y ou  want to know  . . . and you should 
know  everything about sex. Sex is no longer 
a sin . . .  a mystery . . .  it is your greatest 

Knowledge is the basis o f  the perfect, pow er for happiness.Y ou  ow e it to yourself
satisfying love-life. Step out o f  the dark
ness into the sunlight .,. . end ignorance, 
fear and danger today! M oney back at once 
if  you are n or com pletely satisfied!

5 7 6 D A  
106 VIVID  
PICTURES

RI NG PAGES

uT1 A  F A M O U S  J U D G E
S A Y S  T H A T  M O S T
D IV O R C ES  A R E  C A U S ED

§| 1

B Y  S E X  IG N O R A N C E I
N o r m a l ,  s e x - s u ite d

young people  are torn  
apart because they lacky «ilfcV___ [jUM1 sex know ledge.

SEND NO MONEY
PIONEER PUBLI SHI NG
Dept. 768 1570 Sixth A v e .. New York , N . Y .

Please send me. "Sex Harmony and Eugenics" in plain 
wrapper. I will pay the postman $2.9s (plus postage! on 
delivery. If I am not eompletely satisfied. I can return 
the book and the entire purchase price will be refunded 
immediately. Also send me, FREE OF CHARGE, your 
book on "The Philosophy o f Life."

N am e„

Address_
Orders from  Foreign Countries $3.US in advance

... to the one you love, to tear aside the cur
tain o f  hypocrisy and learn the naked truth/

A T T R A C T  T H E  O P P O S I T E  SEXI
K n ow  how to enjoy the thrilling experi

ences that are your birthright . . . know 
how to attract the opposite  sex . . . how 
to hold love.

There is no lon ger any need to pay the 
aw fu l price for one m om ent o f  bliss. Read 
the scientific p ath ological facts told so 
bravely by Dr. Rubin. T h e chapters on 
venereal disease are alone w orth the price 
o f  the book.

IS  S E X  I G N O R A N C E  
D R IV IN G  T H E  O N E  Y O U  
L O V E  IN T O  T H E  A R M S  

O F  A N O T H E R ?
Let "  Sex  H arm ony "  

teach you how  easy it is 
(o  win and hold your 
loved  one!

THIS BOOK NOT SOLD TO MINORS

FREE!

l f>iiletopiy

L ire

ph ilo so ph y  o f  life
This astonishing book,telling 

frankly and clearly the differ
ence in construction  and func
tion o f  man and wom an, is sent 
w ithout cost to  all who order 
"S e x  H arm ony and Eu gen ics" 
at $2 .98 . AM about the thrill
ing mystery o f  sex ! FREE ! 

P IO N E E R  P U B L I S H IN G  C O .  
R ad io  City

1*70 Sixth A v « ., New  Y ork . N .Y .


