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W H A T  A  BRU TE
By LLE LOWELL 

Well Worth Waiting For

E
b VEN as Tom
*  and G 1 e n n a

\ huddled c l o s e
|  there on  th e
y  campus— mck- 
«  named Bridge

of Thighs, he 
saw how she was straining at the 
harness, tugging for a preview 
of their future daily love dramas.

"Tom . . . please,” Glenna
breathed hoarsely, pressing her 
warm lithe body to him. "Please, 
let’s kick the traces just tonight, 
like the rest of these sensible 
people.”

Tom smiled tolerantly and 
looked about him at the 'sensible 
people’. They were paired off 
there in the dark, some sitting on 
the broad concrete railings of 
Swarthton College’s romantic 
Bridge of Thighs— named that 
by an undergraduate of a few 
years back, who evidently had 
come, had seen, and had con
quered, Torn mused. For this 
student rendezvous had long since 
earned its title, judging from this 
and other nights.

Glenna’s breathing became un
usually heavy whenever they 
spent their dates here. Tom 
looked down at her, pouring him
self into those pools of brunette 
eyes where he wanted to drown 
someday.

"Glenna, sweet,” Tom began 
tenderly. "Listen to me for the 
hundredth time. Remember 
when you were a little girl and 
wanted candy so very badly? 
Wasn’t it fun to be hungry for 
it?”

"Yes,” panted Glenna, clutch

ing at his body and his metaphor, 
"but when I was a little girl I 
knew just the kind of candy I 
was crying for. Now I’m a big 
girl— hungry—starved to find 
out just what kind of candy I’m 
to get the rest of my life. It’s 
different, you see.”

The tension of her generous
sized breasts, the flint-hardness of 
nipples, the gentle swaying of her 
warm thighs—-these could have 
shaken Tom’s theory. But didn’t. 
Though his hand trembled, his 
pulse raced—his thoughts were as 
steady as they had been since 
their engagement began. And he 
told himself for the hundredth 
time: "Here is one time I ’m wait
ing for th'* lelicacies to be put on 
the festive board, in cld-1 ashioned 
style—with a blessing from the 
justice of peace. . . . And then— 
oh, boy!”

And aloud he said to Glenna, 
very softly:

"Anticipation is half the fun.”
"Yeh. And then if I’m stung!” 

she flung back, her passion turn
ing to impatience. She whirled 
slightly from him, looking away, 
across the bridge. "Look, Mr. 
Self Control,”  she acidly re
quested.

Tom, putting his arms around 
her from behind, obeyed her com
mand. What he saw gave him a 
vicarious, electric thrill.

'Two or three of the co-eds and 
their men were strolling through 
the blackness to the nearby mea
dow, the traditional Old Ox 
road.

"That’s where we should be go
ing now!”

As she declared this, Tom’s 
fingers felt her lush young flesh 
quiver. Then she turned back to 
face him, and he saw a new kind 
of light in her eyes.

"Tom,” she said feelingly, "I 
wouldn’t believe you normal if 
your technique didn’t seem so ex
pert; and if those co-eds from 
your home town hadn’t told me 
you used to have four or five 
girls singing your praises at the 
same time Maybe I should write 
one of thev girls asking for des
criptions.”

His van i ty  touched, Tom 
smiled generously. He had had 
an interesting past, and was proud 
of it—was glad Glenna had heard 
of it. Pulling her lithe, curved 
body closer, so he could hear her 
labored breathing and feel her 
trembling breasts against him, he 
purred:

"Maybe we won’t wait so long. 
Graduation only two weeks away. 
Perhaps then— ”

Glenna had squirmed up onto 
the bridge railing, and like so 
many of her sorority sisters there 
about her, she pulled her quarry 
to her and trapped him momen
tarily, her arms doing but half 
the work. Her words came hiss
ing:

"Tonight . . . Tom . . . please 
. . . please . . . give me an idea of 
what it’s going to be like!”

Her feminine charms pressed 
to him tightly, and Tom felt the 
weeks of emotional thrift were 
beginning to take their toll. His 
usually clear head began to pound, 
his nerves started shivering, as his 
pliant yet trembling fingers
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caressed the soft beauties nestled 
in the flimsy silk of her dress.

Bong! . . . Bong! . . . Bong!
Startled, Tom’s fingers slowed, 

his mind cooled.
Bong . . . bong . . .
The clock in the tower.
Bong . . . bong . . bong . . . 

bong . . . bong . . .
Ten o’clock. He lunged from 

his amorous trap.
"Quick, Glenna! I’ve got to 

'scram’ !”
Glenna flared.
"Why?”
"To catch my train for Cin

cinnati . . . for the national stu
dent convention! . . .  it leaves at 
10: 21 ! ”

"Tom Bailey,” Glenna cut in 
vehemently, "you’re giving cow
ard’s excuses. Your train doesn’t 
leave until midnight. You said 
so yourself, just this morning!”

"Forgot to tell you . . . change 
in schedule . . .”

He had her arm, racing her up 
the rough, shadowy road, enroute 
for her sorority house. Glenna 
was pulling back stubbornly, and 
beginning to give vent to her un
requited passion.

"A  dirty trick!” she screamed. 
"Bet that train doesn’t go until 
midnight . . . you’ve got another 
woman.”

"Sh! . . . sh . . .someone will 
hear you and ask questions. 
Honest, now,” Tom panted, " I ’m 
on the level about this. I’m really 
going now, on this train . . . ex
cursion special for students from 
this part of Middle West . . . 
Well, here we are. Goodbye, dear. 
Goodbye kiss? Please now. Not 
so hard on me. When I get back 
from Cincinnati we’ll get this 
ironed out!”

"Yeh . . . ironed out when all 
the starch is gone out of me, on 
our wedding day. Then when 
they play 'Oh Promise Me’, I’ll

be getting a pig in a poke.”  Her 
brown eyes were blazing.

"The same for me,”  Tom jaun
tily threw back. "Say, before I 
forget it. Tell me about this girl 
you write to and are so intimate 
with. This Virginia Peyton from 
Duke University. If she’s repre
senting her school at the conven
tion I want to meet her. Anyone 
that you put so much confidence 
in, should be worth knowing.”  

Glenna replied resentfully: 
"Virginia Peyton wrote me she 

won’t be there,”  adding quickly. 
"A t least she doesn’t know for 
sure about her going.”

Tom crushed his lips to hers in 
a farewell kiss.

His last words came tenderly: 
"Y ou’ll soon sample it, Glen

na.”  ;
Her reply was lost to him, as 

he hurried from the shadows 
toward his room— and Cincinnati. 
So she was left sobbing to herself: 

" I f  I only could find out now 
. . .  in some way or other . . . 
before I cut myself off from 
Denny Marstons forever.”

But Tom must never know 
about Denny!

Things began to happen the

I

minute Tom arrived in Cincin
nati. Taxi-ing along Fountain 
Square he saw hundreds of stu
dents, from all over the United 
States, who had arrived earlier 
than he. The taxi was moving 
slowly enough, through the traffic 
jam, to permit him to read the 
badges of the fellows and girls 
promenading along the pictur
esque Square. Nebraska, Florida, 
Southern Methodist, Notre Dame 
—these he read on a group of 
nattily dressed men. But the 
luscious women claimed his eyes 
pronto. The cream of the crop 
from all campuses. There was a 
blond from California, tall, lis
some— poetry in motion! Dark 
little girl from North Carolina;

-the blond from California entered— ”
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'— there were three other boys and girls-

shouting 'you-all’ to a friend. 
Three aristocratic looking babes 
from Vassar— though their aris
tocracy certainly didn’t exempt 
them from having emotions. For 
they looked receptive, judging 
from their jiggling unbrassiered 
breasts, to the pliant fingers of 
any collegian who could move 
them expertly enough.

When Tom came up to the 
desk at the convention hotel, the 
bizarre, modernistically-adorned 
Sinton-Netherdan, another thing 
happened which became a sort of 
good omen.

"National Student Convention 
representative?”  divined the dap
per and smiling clerk. As Tom 
nodded, he went on: "You’ll

want the ninth floor, I believe,”  
and with a wink explained: "The 
girls are quartered from the 
tenth up. Even some on the 
ninth.”

"The ninth floor please, sir!”  
laughed Tom.

"909 then it is. And in 910 
there is a tall blond goddess from 
California who will curdle your 
blood!”

An ebony porter carried his 
bags to 909. Tom flipped him 
two-bits, and his black face fell 
back into a smile, pearly teeth 
shining.

“ Is deah anyt’ing special I can 
git you, sah?”

Before Tom could shake his 
head, the door of 910 across the

hall was opened, and there entered 
the 'blond from California’. She 
was looking back at Tom, invit
ingly.

The darky left chuckling: 
"Deah won’t be much call fo’ 

special suhvices with a hotel full 
o’ gals like dat.”

Tom wanted to sing out: 
"Right-O.” For things began to 
look as though he were going back 
to his old home town days and 
leave all his anticipating for one 
little Glenna Weston.

When he was slipping into 
clean shirt and fresh tie, a gentle 
knock sounded on his door. Fie 
flung it open, and 'his blood 
curdled’. His visitor was the 
statuesque blond from California,



W H A T  A B R U T E S

wearing a gauzy black negligee 
which set off rather than hid the 
curving mounded whiteness be
neath.

" It ’s cocktail time!”  she called 
gaily in a low rich voice.

"Drinks on whom?” Tom ban
tered.

"University of California! And 
who is drinking?”

"Swarthton College! A n d  
where?”

"Into my parlor said the spider 
to the fly!”  And Tom followed 
the tissue-thin negligee which 
made even more alluring the 
sinuous movements of white hips, 
unhampered by even the froth of 
underdainties.

Inside 910 he was royally wel
comed. There were three other 
boys, and girls to go around. He 
and ‘California’ made the fourth 
couple. The other six people 
hilariously introduced themselves 
as:

"Dartmouth . . . Arizona . . . 
Cincinnati University . . . Drake 
. . . Washington State . . . Miami 
. . . Northwestern.”

The girl from Cincinnati 
raised the first glass, toasting:

"Here’s to the convention of 
1931. May it be as lively as last 
year’s— and last year’s was damn
ed lively.”

"Hurrah! ! !”
Evidently they were all several 

drinks ahead of Tom. So he set 
his mind to catching up. In a 
little while it seemed his whole 
universe had settled down to the 
creamy-skinned blond and her 
pouring his drinks. She poured 
one . . .  he drank . . . she poured 
another . . .  he drank. His only 
other distraction besides the egg
shell smoothness of her mounds 
and valleys which his eyes gloated 
and fed on, were the shoutings of 
the three other couples who were 
now going under the weather.

Tom felt himself tingle as he saw 
the girl from Cincinnati go be
hind the little screen. Two of 
the other fellows went behind 
with her. He was feeling the 
magnetism of this golden girl 
who tantalized his every fiber.

"Kish me . . .”  he ordered, pull
ing her onto his lap.

"Shure . . . shure . . . I ’ll kish 
you . . . forever ’n’ ever . . .”

And she was swimming her 
lips on his.

The next thing his befuddled 
brain recorded was a picture of 
himself and the girl in Room 910. 
His pliant fingers were molding 
gorgeous expanses of white yield
ing flesh. And through a silver 
haze, he was conscious of his 
draping black wispy silk over the 
lamp shade, Before he began to 
live in a silver whirlwind which 
swept him ever upward. . . .

The next two days he went 
around in a half-delicious, half 
maddening stupor. It seemed he 
couldn’t get sober. Just when he 
was coming out of his alcoholic 
tailspin, someone—usually a sou
thern boy—would hand him an
other glass.

"Heah, suh, with mah compli
ments.”

Away . he would go again. 
Drunk as a loon. The tall, lithe 
Californian goddess at his side, 
walking the streets, looking in 
shopwindows, attending meetings 
whenever they c o u l d  read 
the print on their programs, 
listening to speeches from which 
Tom could only retain such 
phrases as: "representatives from 
all our fair universities and col
leges,”  "it is the duty of the un
dergraduates of this land.”  He 
was a dream walking, sitting, or 
what have you. Whether he 
spent the next two nights with 
the blond he never did know. It 
seemed to him at the time that

he fondled over her luscious torso 
on innumerable occasions, and 
lived in delirium countless times.

But fired-up as he was, he went 
around inquiring from everyone 
he met about whether or not Vir
ginia Peyton, of Duke Univer
sity, was attending the conven
tion. If so please take him to her! 
But not even the pretty Duke 
delegates had expected her to 
come. Nonetheless Tom went 
right on asking here and there. 
It seemed to give his benumbed 
brain some ease. It proved to him 
that he was thinking of Glenna, 
despite it all. What if she knew 
all this! She’d certainly thumbs 
down on him after he had

r—a statue unveiled—”
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checked her feminine impulses for 
so long.

"Have you seen Miss Virginia 
Peyton, of Duke University?” he 
asked the black elevator boy for 
the fifth time that day. " I t ’s the 
last day of thish big pow-wow 
and I mush shee her, shee?”

He was soon fumbling with 
the door of his room, trying to 
insert the key, and saying so-long 
to the blond at the same time.

"Goo’bye for now, yoo big 
booful blondie . . . old girl . . . 
old girl . . .”

Succeeding, he stumbled into 
909, flopped onto the bed, and 
slept for what seemed decades. 
He wouldn’t have awakened then 
had there not come a tapping at 
his door.

"Come in, California! It isn’t 
locked.”

So confident it was California, 
he didn’t even get off the bed to 
receive his caller. He lay with 
his head buried in his pillow. A 
small warm hand touched his 
shoulder.

"Mr. Tom Bailey, I presume?” 
asked a melodious Southern voice.

Tom scrambled to his feet, 
nodding, and saw her, the most 
striking Titian-haired girl he’d 
ever seen.

" I ’m Virginia Peyton, Glenna’s 
friend,”  she drawled on, kissable 
lips framing back over shining 
teeth.

"Yes . . . yes . . .”  muttered 
Pom, a little foggy yet. " I ’ve 
been looking all over for you.”

"Just arrived, Tom,” she ex
plained in that voice which Tom 
believed could call a man to his 
death. "The other Duke dele
gates told me the drunk from 
Swarthton was turning over 
stones looking for me, so I hur
ried around. I knew it was you. 
Glenna had written, you see.”

Tom swayed a little. He was

still very dizzy. Too dizzy to 
appreciate the splendid contours 
and curvings of this Titian’s gor
geous body, though he did note 
the bosom which flowed out into 
twin hillocks.

"Why are you coming so late?” 
he asked bewilderedly. "The con
vention’s over this evening, 
everyone goes home.”

"Well . . . uh . . . you see, 
Tom,” Virginia faltered, "the 
college sent me to bring some 
special information to our regu
lar delegates.”

Tom looked at her sharply.
"Uh . . .  uh . . .  if you’ll ex

cuse me now, Tom, I’ll slip up to 
my room, tidy up a bit, call back 
for you, and we’ll go out— or go 
somewhere. Agreed?”

Tom nodded dumbly. Vir
ginia left. Suspicious, Tom threw 
on his coat and followed her. She 
went down into the hotel lobby, 
to the long distance phone booths, 
entering Number four. Tom, his 
back turned, fumbled over the 
magazines at the newsstand. 
Hearing her heels click across the 
floor, he ruslied to number four.

"Hello . . . hello . . . long dis
tance operator? . . . there was a 
call made just now from booth 
number four in the lobby of the 
Sinton-Netherdan Hotel . . . 
where did it go? . . . all right . . . 
I can wait a few minutes . . . yes, 
I ’m listening . . . What? To 
Swarthton C o l l e g e ?  O. K. 
Thanks.”

So! Virginia Peyton was spy
ing on him. Reporting back to 
Glenna. Probably been here all 
this time, watching me reel 
around with the blond— thought 
Tom as he hurried back to his 
room. Now he’d be in a fine mess. 
Glenna— the one girl in fife he 
had wanted for keeps— would 
quit him cold . . . Well, he’d give 
Virginia Peyton something to

phone Glenna about. Really 
something this time. He slammed 
his room door, started climbing 
into his lounging clothes, began 
furiously to mix plenty of drinks.

Someone tapped. Tom jerked 
the door open.

"May I come in— for a long 
evening?” California asked.

"Hell, no,”  snapped Tom. 
"Stay away tonight. I’m going 
to give a little girl what is coming 
to her, and if you hear any 
screams or squeals stop up your 
ears and forget ’em.”

When Virginia arrived, Tom, 
two drinks under his belt, was 
equal to the occasion. He arose, 
clad in pajamas and dressing 
gown.

"Take off your coat. We’re 
staying here!”  he bellowed.

Virginia’s eyes opened wide.
"And you’re doing all the 

things I want you to do!”
"Why, Tom . . .”  she breathed, 

without enough fright—Tom 
felt.

"Drink this!” handing her a 
triple-potent cocktail. As she 
tilted it, Tom surveyed the object 
of his chastisement. Pale pink 
skin, long tapering thighs, un
dulating inviting hips.

He was eager to give her some
thing to remember him by, for 
more reasons than one!

"You make good drinks, 
Tom,” she purred. "How well 
do you do other things?”

"You’re going to findi but 
right now!”

He stepped to her and grabbed 
her dress at the shoulders. It 
went floating to the floor, and 
she was a statue unveiled, except 
for silk-sheathed legs, the web
like bandeau about her bulging 
breasts, and the fluff of under
dainties around her voluptuous 
hips.

"What a brute!”  she com-
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plained, with a noticeable ring of 
insincerity.

Tom snatched her to him, 
bending her far back to press the 
contours of her waist tight 
against him. His lips were smoth
ering her. His hands wandered 
about her charms. And she was 
responding! Burning lips, slen
der fingers that pulled him to her, 
and upthrust breasts.

"What a brute! What a brute! 
What a brute!”  she kept repeat
ing. . . .

Hours later, Tom sat in the 
smoking car in sullen mood. 
Though Virginia Peyton was a

heavenly nightmare, she was still 
a nightmare. He would be losing 
Glenna now, just as soon as Vir
ginia wrote new confidences. He 
savagely lit a cigarette with 
cigarette. Well, he’d taught two 
women not to spy and tattle. The 
train jostled along, and Tom rode 
on through the night toward 
Swarthton— and his break with 
Glenna.

Late that same night, a messen
ger boy called at Glenna’s sor
ority house, thrusting a telegram 
into her trembling hands. She 
was fluttering, nervous. She had 
seen the sender’s address. Her 
excited hands ripped it open and

she read first with misapprehen
sion, then with an increasing sense 
of relief— which blossomed into 
untrammeled joy.

Sinton-Netherdan Hotel, 
Cincinnati, Ohio. 

Miss Glenna Weston 
Swarthton College 
Swarthton Pennsylvania 
Your orders carried out com
pletely but somewhat unex
pectedly Have no fear about 
Tom Everything OK What a 
brute What a brute

Virginia
Glenna sighed happily and 

longingly. A brute was worth 
waiting for!
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L O V E  S P A N K IN G
By KIRK W AYNE 

A Grand Slam!

I ALLY BLAIR’S big,
d a r k  e y e s ,  were 
filled with tears. 
'It’s about Alan,” 

| she confessed. “ He 
doesn’t love me any 
more. And it’s all

my fault!”
“But why?” asked Wanda 

Fisher, her best friend.
“ Because I’m so cold, that’s 

why! I’m simply an iceberg, I 
can’t respond to his love making 
at all. At first, I thought it 
would wear off, in time. But 
we’ve been married six months, 
and it’s no better. Oh, I ’ve tried 
everything, but it’s no use. 
And I guess I’m too honest 
to pretend. Now Alan is be
ginning to look at other wo
men, and I really can’t blame 
him.”

Wanda eyed her tall, slim, 
brunette loveliness critically.
“ I can’t see anything wrong 
with you!”  she remarked.

"Oh, I guess it’s the way I 
was brought up,”  explained 
Sally. "You know, my par
ents were very strict, and 
very old fashioned. Ever 
since I can remember, they 
taught me that no lady, no 
nice woman, could or would 
get any pleasure out of sex.
It’s inhibited me. I’d give 
anything in the world if I 
could only let myself go, but 
I simply can’t !”

"You poor dear!”  sympa
thized Wanda. " I f  you only 
knew what you’re missing!”

“ Is it really so much fun

as they say?” asked Sally wist
fully.

"O f course it is!”  said Wanda. 
"Tell me, Sally, have you ever 
tried letting Alan spank you?”

Sally looked frankly puzzled. 
"Letting Alan spank me?” she 
said. " I  don’t know what you 
mean!”

The blonde, voluptuous Wan
da laughed. Turning over on her 
face on the divan where she was 
reclining, she whisked up the 
diaphanous negligee that veiled 
her luscious body. "Look!”  she 
invited.

Sally gave a gasp. Her friend’s

shapely bottom was covered with 
angry red weals, obviously fresh!

"Where on earth did you get 
those?”  cried Sally.

"Doug gave them to me, last 
night,”  declared Wanda, proud
ly-

"Oh, the brute!”  said Sally.
"Silly!”  laughed Wanda. "Do 

you suppose, for one minute, that 
I’d let Doug spank me, if I didn’t 
want him to?”

fHave you ever tried letting 
Alan spank you—:
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"You mean you like it?”  gasped 
Sally.

"Like it?”  asked Wanda. 
"Darling, I’m simply crazy about 
it! Doug spanks me at least 
once a week,— a good, hard 
spanking,— at least fifty whacks 
on my bare anatomy. Sometimes 
he uses his palm, sometimes the 
back of a hairbrush. He always 
lays on as hard as he can. And, 
take it from me, Doug is no 
weakling, either!” -

Sally felt more bewildered than 
ever. "But why?” she whispered.

Wanda laughed again. “ Why? 
Sally, you are innocent! Don’t 
you suppose any man alive gets 
the biggest possible kick out of 
giving a good, hard spanking to a 
pretty woman? And don’t you 
suppose any woman gets every 
bit as big a kick out of being 
spanked, that way, by the man 
she loves?”

"Maybe it does, but just try it 
once!”  urged Wanda.

" I ’m desperate enough to do 
anything,”  said Sally. " I ’ll try 
it!”

Alan Blair, his brawny, six- 
foot frame attired in the lower 
half of a pajama suit, sat dis
consolately on the edge of their 
bed.

He was watching his wife un
dress. It was a simple process. 
First she removed her dress, then 
her shoes, then her garters, then 
her sheer stockings, then her wisp 
of a brassiere and her equally 
wispy step-ins. Alan wondered 
if she were deliberately torturing 
him. Or didn’t she really know 
what the sight of such charms as 
she was revealing must do to any 
man? Never was there a body 
so perfectly made for love. From 
her dark head to her slim little

Just now she was seated at her 
mirror, with her back to him. 
But that didn’t contribute any
thing to his peace of mind. Her 
dimpled back, and the tempting 
mounds below, were far too beau
tiful. Hers was a body divinely 
fashioned for love, — but she 
didn’t seem to know what love 
meant.

To-night, for some unknown 
reason, Sally seemed anxious to 
make herself as beautiful as pos
sible. She let down her hair, 
combed it out carefully, removed 
all her make-up, manicured her 
fingernails, and even her toenails. 
Then she began to scent her whole 
body with her most expensive 
perfume.

Alan found that he couldn’t 
resist the temptation to torture 
himself by watching her. Her 
preparations puzzled him. She 
had never made them before. At

"But I should think it would 
hurt, awfully!”

"O f course it hurts, plenty!” 
agreed Wanda. "That’s just 
what makes it so delicious! If it 
doesn’t drive you simply wild, 
nothing will!”

"It  all sounds crazy to me!” 
confessed Sally.

feet, every inch of Sally’s body 
invited caresses. The perfect 
hemispheres of her ivory breasts 
with their alluringly lovely buds, 
the sleek whiteness of her dainty 
torso, the sumptuous round ness 
of her hips, the clean lines of her 
tapering legs and thighs, were 
enough to madden an ascetic.

last Sally seemed to be satisfied 
with her appearance. She stood 
up, turning to face him.

"Alan,”  she asked softly, 
blushing a little, "would you— 
would— would you like to— to 
spank me?”

Alan couldn’t believe his ears. 
"To— what?” he demanded.
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Sally’s blush deepened. "To 
spank me!”

“ But why on earth— ? Who 
ever put such an idea into your 
head?”

Sally was blushing furiously. 
"It was Wanda! Doug spanks 
her all the time! She says it’s 
lots of fun!”

She came over and lay down on 
Alan’s lap, face down. So this was 
why she had beautified herself! 
The twin hemispheres of Sally’s 
beautiful bottom were just below 
his eyes. He thrilled to their per
fect softness.

Sally twisted her head to look 
up at him. "Please spank me!” 
she breathed.

"You" little devil!”  laughed 
Alan. He gave a smart slap on 
one snowy mound. Sally’s bare 
flesh felt deliciously soft and re
silient under his palm.

"I  can’t even feel that!” com
plained Sally.

Alan gave her a good, hard 
slap.

"Harder!”  urged Sally. "H urt 
me! I want you to spank me just 
as hard as you can!”

This time, Alan put everything 
he had behind his broad palm. 
Smack! Sally had never imagined 
that anything could hurt so 
much. It stung like fire, not only 
on the afflicted part, but sent a 
burning sensation throughout her 
entire body. But mingled with 
the pain was a strange feeling of 
voluptuous pleasure, such as Sally 
had never experienced.

"Again!”  she gasped. "H ard
er!”

Alan’s blows were falling thick 
and fast now. "Slower!”  she 
pleaded. "Slower— and—harder!”

Every blow hurt more than 
the one before as the tender flesh 
grew more and more sore. She 
trembled uncontrollably with the 
pain, presenting a maddeningly

voluptuous spectacle to Alan’s 
eyes, but she didn’t cry out once, 
or even moan. She held her slim 
hands clasped behind her head.

He began to use his left hand as 
his right became weary, then his 
right again. After twenty blows, 
he stopped. Sally felt every fiber 
of her body invaded by strange, 
thrilling sensations.

"What are you stopping for?”

she asked. "Don’t you like to 
spank me?”

" It ’s wonderful!”  Alan en
thused. "But I don’t want to 
hurt you too much.”

"But I want you to hurt me!” 
insisted Sally. "I  can stand it! 
Go on, spank me more!”

"My hands are dead!”  con
fessed Alan.

Without changing her position,
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Sally reached over to her dressing 
table, and handed him her ivory- 
backed brush. “ Spank me with 
this!”  she ordered. “ H ard!” 

" I t ’ll hurt you like the very 
devil, Sally!”  her husband warned.

“ I don’t care!”  said Sally. "I  
want it to hurt!”

After fifteen more blows, Alan 
dropped the brush.

"W hew!” he said. “ I can’t lift

my arm any more!”  He looked at 
her admiringly. “ You took fifty 
wallops, just as hard as I could 
give, without a single squawk. I 
didn’t think any woman had that 
much nerve!”

Her whole body seemed on fire. 
But she threw her bare arms 
around Alan’s neck, pressing her 
body against him feverishly. "I  
love you, Alan!”  she breathed.

“ Love me! Kiss me. Oh, how 
I want you to!”

“ So you’re going to divorce 
Alan, after all!”  exclaimed Wan
da. "Didn’t that spanking-cure 
work?”

"That’s just the trouble!” ex
plained Sally. “ It worked alto
gether too well! I ’m divorcing 
Alan because he can’t satisfy me 
any more!”

M OTHER GOOSE REVISED
t

Twinkle, twinkle little star, 

How I wonder where you are— 

After all, I am your spouse; 

Stick around, my little souse, 

Lest I start a man-sized war 

Silencing your busy jaw.

W /s

There's many a poor 
fish

who goes to see.



THE T W O  TIMERS
By FREDERICK SHIRLEIGH and FRANK K EN N ETH  YOUNG

O NA HALL, ar- 
r a y e d  i n  the 
naughtiest p a i r

^ ^ 1  w i s p y  brassiere 
that barely cov

ered her large, luscious breasts, 
rat on the edge of the bed, chin 
resting on her knees, while she 
drew a silk stocking up over a 
full-fleshed calf. Well aware that 
her scanty garments concealed 
practically nothing, she stole a 
shy glance at her husband who, 
in shirt and shorts, was search
ing for a pair of socks.

His attitude of indifference 
was far from complimentary. In 
a gesture of abandonment, she 
suddenly reclined at full length 
upon the bed, and clasped her 
hands behind her head. Her 
breasts jutted out like large, suc
culent melons, her legs were 
slightly asprawl.

"How do I look, Bob?” she 
murmured seductively.

Bob Hall scowled as he glanced 
at her, and he appeared unaffected 
by her sensual allure. His gaze 
strayed indifferently over her 
glorious breasts, hesitated at her 
wide, curved hips, and swept 
down to her trim dainty ankles.

"You look all right,”  he mut
tered, turning away.

Nona frowned. This was hard
ly the way a husband of only four 
months should behave. Suddenly, 
she decided to try another pet 
lure which had always interested 
her husband. Swinging her beau
tifully curved legs to the floor,

Mixed Doubles In A Love Game
*

she rolled to a sitting posture, and 
stood erect.

For a moment she eyed her re
flection in the vanity mirror. 
Then reaching behind her, she 
breasts proudly, and curved long, 
slender fingers about each swollen 
unsnapped her silken garment, 
and let it fall from her gleaming 
torso. She eyed her trembling 
mound.

“ Look, Bob,”  she coaxed. "Do 
you think I’ll need a brassiere to
night?” She closed the deep val
ley by pressing on each side of 
the luscious globes.

"W hat’s the matter with you?” 
he muttered peevishly.

She stared searchingly. "Don’t 
you know?”

“ We’re late for the party now,” 
he gave in excuse.

“ You haven’t always been so 
considerate of the time,”  she re
minded.

He shrugged. " I ’ve had a busy 
day at the office, too!”

“ Yes, playing golf!”  she ridi
culed, though her heart was 
heavy.

"It  was work, nevertheless.” 
He struggled into a clown suit 
of blue silk, trimmed with bright 
yellow pompons.

Nona turned back to the bed 
and picked up her other stocking. 
Slowly, she pulled it on over a 
pink-and-white foot, up over a 
lush calf and dimpled knee, 
stretching it high upon the 
satiny-smooth skin of a soft, 
white thigh. And she sighed.

Bob Hall was no longer the 
impetuous lover he had been.

" —drew a silk 
stocking up 

over a 
full-fleshed 

calf— ’1
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Was it true that he was being un
faithful to her? Had he really 
met somebody who appealed to 
him more than she did? A friend 
she met recently had intimated 
an affair; but then, Mary Hud
son had always been a scandal 
monger. Still, the thought per
sisted. Why hadn’t Bob respond
ed to her seductive allure?

Irked by her thoughts, she rose 
and stood before the long mirror 
across the room. Her body was 
a thing of melting curves and be
witching contours, her skin was 
soft, fragrant and white. Hers 
was a body made for love, and 
all that love implied. Bob surely 
must know how perilously close 
to the surface her fiery passions 
lurked. But perhaps, knowing 
how easily she was aroused, and 
how unwilling she would be to 
leave the arms of Eros, he had 
denied temptation believing there 
was no trifling with love.

Sighing, she returned to the 
bed, and began again to dress for 
the forthcoming party.

It was quite an affair, after 
all. The soft, seductive dance 
music, supplied by two imported 
dance orchestras, permitted the 
youthful merrymakers to dance 
as close together as possible. Nona 
danced so, too, in the arms of a 
tall, masked Arabian; and as she 
clung to him, she could feel the 
excited tremors rippling through 
his muscles under the silk of his 
blouse.

She was dressed as a French 
maid, in a clinging black silk 
dress with a white lace collar, and 
a little white apron to match. 
She knew that she was an attrac
tive picture. She knew it be
cause she had not replaced the 
brassiere, and the bold push of 
her unconfined breasts was clearly 
delineated by the tight-fitting

bodice of her well-fitting dress.
Then, too, her 'panties’, barely 

reaching the undulating curve of 
her waist, did little to hide the 
attractive lure of her nude 
thighs, brought out in bold re
lief by her skirt which seemed to 
melt between her legs as she 
walked or moved about. The 
scanty skirt, barely reaching to 
her knees, caused many males 
present to steal a second and a 
third look at her ravishingly full 
calves and dainty ankles.

“ Some party!”  her partner was 
saying.

“ Everybody seems to be having 
a good time,”  she replied.

“ Bet you don’t know me!”
She glanced at his masked fea

tures and studied his dark, smil
ing eyes. “ Do you know me?” 
she countered.

"Could I ever forget you?” he 
whispered ardently, and increased 
the pressure of his arm about her.

“ You’re not wearing much 
under your costume, are you, 
Nona?”  he whispered unsteadily.

Shivery ecstasies were racing 
up and down her spine. She was 
trembling. Her gaze leaped to his, 
and clung.

“ You do know me!” she gasped 
incredulously. “ Who are you?”

“ I won’t keep you in suspense, 
Nona dear,”  he murmured. " I ’m 
Frank Merrick.”

“Frank Merrick!”  she cried, 
slipping out of his arms and star
ing as though hypnotized.

Her school day sweetheart! 
The boy who had received her 
first kiss! The man she had been 
dreaming of for three years!

“ I can’t believe it!”  she mur
mured in an awed whisper. "You 
—you’re so different!”

"I  should be, don’t you think?” 
he asked. "W e’ve both grown up 
in the last three years. I wouldn’t 
have known you, either, if you

had been wearing a longer dress.”  
"You mean— ?”
“ Your legs!—I’d recognize 

them anywhere!”
"Because they’re so fat?”  
“ No, no!”  he laughed. "Be

cause they’re as beautiful as 
ever!”

"Frank,”  she giggled, "you’re 
starting at the wrong end of me!”  

"Oh, no, I’m not!”  he pro
tested. "Your other interesting 
features are even prettier than 
they were.”

"Oh, yeah?”  she teased. 
"Listen, Nona, suppose we sit 

out somewhere and talk? Now 
that you know who I am, there 
are several things I’d like to say 
to you.”

"Talk?” she smiled. “ Is that 
all you want to do?”

"You know it isn’t. But that’s 
what we’ll call it!”

Why not? she argued with her
self. Then, suddenly, she realized 
that she had not seen Bob for 
quite a while. She looked about 
the room.

"Excuse me a minute or two, 
will you, Frank?” she asked. " I ’ll 
meet you over by die door lead
ing to the veranda. All right?” 

"Don’t be too long, honey,”  he 
whispered.

"I  won’t,”  she replied, walking
away.

She surveyed the couples on 
the 'love seats’. Their hands were 
hidden, their cheeks were flushed. 
Walking along the corridor to the 
ladies’ rest room, she saw a limp 
brassiire dangling from a door 
knob, and a listless pair of blue 
silk stepins hanging from another 
farther down. She stepped over 
a dance slipper, and avoided a 
pair of silk stockings which lay 
in her path.

"Some party is right!”  she mur
mured aloud, as she entered the
rest room.
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Hurriedly removing her mask, 
she extracted her compact from 
a little pocket in her apron, and 
went over her lips and powdered 
her nose. Satisfied that her fea
tures were as delectable as she 
could make them, she walked 
from the room. Then, suddenly,

long had this affair been going 
on? A thousand questions tum
bled into her brain, as she listened 
to the muted love whisperings

she stiffened and shrank back in
to the doorway.

Coming down the corridor was 
Bob— she’d have recognized that 
clown suit, anywhere—and with 
him was a slim, boyishly curved 
creature attired in nothing but a 
pair of flannel shorts, and a blue 
silk bandeau about her chest. Her 
legs, long and tapering, were bare. 
Bob’s arm was drapecf across her 
undulating hips. Stealthily, they 
crept down the hall, stealing fur
tive glances over their shoulders. 
They came to a door, and entered 
a room.

Anger in one quick, swelling 
throb, surged through Nona’s 
body. Tiptoeing to the door, she 
glued her ear to one of the panels, 
and listened.

“ Just a minute, darling!”  she 
heard a feminine voice whisper. 
For a moment Nona was unde
cided whether to break into the 
room or not. Her anger cooled 
only to be replaced by a feeling 
of stunned disillusionment. Bob 
was being unfaithful to her! 
Mary Hudson had been right. 
She had said he was infatuated 
with a tall, slim girl. But what 
could Bob see in a girl of that 
sort? Nona couldn’t understand 
it. How often he had raved over 
her own luscious charms. How

that came from behind the closed 
door.

Someone then came softly up 
the stairs. She heard the ap
proaching footsteps and whirled. 
It was Frank!

“ I thought you were lost, 
honey,”  he whispered.

She had been too deeply hurt to 
think about Frank. But now as 
he stood there, looking search- 
ingly at her, a desire for revenge 
pulsated through her veins. Frank, 
or any other man, would serve to 
lessen her humiliation.

“ I had a faint spell, Frank,” 
she lied, “ and leaned against the 
door a few minutes, waiting for 
it to pass.”

“ I thought you looked pale,” 
he observed. "Suppose I take you 
for a little ride in my car? The 
night air may do you good!”

“ I am sure it will,”  she said 
softly.

“ Then, let’s go!”  and he tucked 
his arm in hers.

Presently, she was seated in 
Frank’s glittering coupe, and they 
were speeding over a concrete 
road. She sank back against the 
cushions, and studied his profile 
as he leaned intently over the 
wheel. He had removed his mask, 
and she could scarcely restrain 
her surprise. How handsome he

was! She trembled with eagerness, 
as she pictured herself in his 
strong arms.

She inched closer to him, 
crossed her shapely legs, and gave 
her skirt a sly hitch. As the 
cream-white of her thighs peeped 
from beneath the hem, its beauty 
enhanced by black stockings, she 
saw his quick downward glance.

Experimentally, he rested his 
hand on her leg.

"You don’t miss anything, do 
you?”  she teased.

"N ot if it’s nice!”
“ I suppose you think that’s 

nice!”  she reproved.
“ I’ve never found any that I 

liked better!”
"A fter all, Frank, we’re in a 

car, not a boudoir,”  she reminded, 
grasping his fingers.

"Yes,”  he admitted, "we 
started out in one, but we’re not 
going to remain in it long.”  

"Boy,”  she breathed, "you cer
tainly have learned fast during 
the past three years. Who was 
your teacher?”

"Someone you don’t know. 
But— she’s good!”

"Is? You mean she’s still 
tempting you?”

" I ’m not trying to kid you, 
Nona. I’m married!”

"You’re not kidding me,
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Frank.”  She caught her breath 
sharply. “ I suspected as much, 
when you commenced to man
euver me into a corner at the 
dance.”

"And I know that you are 
married to Bob Hall.”

"Good! Now that the con
fessions are out of the way, what 
do we do next?”

"Go places and do things.”  
"All right. Then turn down 

the next road. We’ll be at my 
apartment in ten minutes.”

Half an hour later, Nona was 
seated in a low lounge chair in 
her living room, sipping ' her 
second highball. Frank sat in 
another chair beside her. They 
had been chatting amiably, sparr

ing for an opening that would 
permit the broaching of the sub
ject uppermost in their thoughts. 
Both seemed somewhat restrained. 
Nona was a bit frightened at her 
daring; Frank was apprehensive 
about Bob. But Nona, receiving 
courage from the potent liquor, 
decided she had waited long 
enough for Frank to take the in
itiative.

"Frank,”  she murmured, rising, 
"do you mind if I change into 
something more comfortable?”

"O f Course, not!”
Nona knew they would have to 

hurry. They had already been 
absent almost an hour from the 
party. They couldn’t remain 
away much longer without excit

ing suspicion. She raced into her 
bedroom. It was the work of but 
a moment to snap out of her 
French maid’s costume; to kick 
off her slippers, and peel down 
her long, black stockings. She 
giggled naughtily as she squirmed 
out of her filmy 'panties’.

From a clothes closet she took 
the sheerest silk negligee she could 
find. You could see right through 
it. Quickly, she draped it about 
her nude body, observing that it 
enhanced the beauty of her 
charms in a manner most intoxi
cating. The gown was sleeveless. 
Although she fastened the clasp 
in front, the upper hemispheres 
of her gloriously rounded breasts 
were revealed above the neckline.
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She dimmed all the lights but 
one; her eyes glowed with pas
sion as she called softly:

"Frank! . . . Oh, Frank! . .
With bated breath she heard 

his approaching footsteps, sensed 
his eager gaze upon her.

Half an hour later, they faced 
each other in the dimly lighted 
room.

"Darling,” murmured Nona, 
"I never dreamed that stolen love

could be so sweet!”
He kissed her, murmuring: 

"You wonderful sweetheart!” 
"Bob doesn’t think so, honey,” 

she sighed. "H e’s running around 
with other women. That’s why 
I’m so abandoned tonight. And, 
Frank, the woman he loves is a 
skinny thing—I saw her tonight. 
She was dressed in a pair of flan
nel shorts and a blue bandeau. A 
girl friend told me that Bob has 
been running around with this 
skinny creature for almost a

month. But I don’t care— now!” 
She kissed him tenderly.

“ Were they behind that door 
I found you leaning against?” 
asked Frank queerly.

"Yes! Did you see them? 
Isn’t she a fright? I don’t see how 
any man could possibly be 
thrilled by a woman so painfully 
thin! Isn’t she just awful?”

"Yes, Nona—awful!”  Frank 
agreed gravely. "That woman is 
my wife!

" \  hear Laura's romance went up in smoke." 

"Yes, her boy friend burned her up."



Making Your
M ark

ROUGH A N D  "RED D Y"
Girl’s Story to Graphologist Not a Literary Gem,

It Was Just "Slapped” Together.

by Charlotte Rollen
Famous Handwriting Analyst and Graphologist

THIS— and I am referring, of 
course, to the , letter I have
just received from Joyce J -----

of Alabama— might well be the mo
dern version of "She Stoops to Con
quer.”  You see, it was not until 
this ravishing little 18-year-old bac
chante stooped into the most sense- 
maddenings and spankable position 
that she conquered the most 
delirious peak of sensation and 
thrill.

Perhaps you are wondering how 
spanking links up with Hand
writing Analysis. If you are, I 
am going to let Joyce’s letter tell 
"all.”  It’s really a very remark
able letter— so well written and 
fairly throbbing with descriptive 
phrases that I am going to print 
it "as is.”  Here goes:

"First,”  begins Joyce, "let me 
tell you something about myself 
so that you can get a mental pic
ture of me. I am 18 years old 
and about as healthy and well- 
formed as it is possible to make 
the female body. Yes, I suppose 
that sounds as if I’m pretty much 
’stuck’ on myself, but when I tell 
you that I’ve won a beauty con
test,— that I have modeled rubber 
bathing suits for local department 
stores,— and that I receive offers 
from photographers to pose for 
advertising pictures almost weekly, 
you’ll see that I have evidence 
with which to back up my former 
statement. But I didn’t ait down to 
write you about my physical shape, 
Miss Rollen, but about the aatural de
sires and hunger for a mysterious 
and almost indefinite thrill that has 
gnawed on my sensibilities like the 
craving for a powerful drug.

"I ’ve had more than my share of 
petting, necking, romancing and 
playing daringly with men’s desires. 
Somehow, however, there was always 
something lacking in all this. Both 
Willard and Peggy sensed the restless
ness that was tormenting my soul. 
Willard is my very best boy friend.

WH A T does your handwriting re
veal? How can intimate, personal 

problems concerning love, romance, 
personality, etc., be answered by a scien
tific analysis of your handwriting? 
Through special arrangement with this 
magazine, Miss Charlotte Rollen will 
gladly send you her personal analysis of 
your handwriting. She will tell you 
just what your best points are; what 
habits and traits to guard against; and 
how you can be most successful in 
affairs of love as well as friendship. 
Simply send her a sample of your natural 
handwriting on unruled paper, written 
in ink and bearing your signature.

She will also tell you how you may 
obtain her novel LOVE CH ART, by 
means of which you, too, will be able 
to 5’read between the lines”  of all letters 
and notes you receive.

Simply address your letter to CH AR
LOTTE ROLLEN, 143 Halsey Street, 
Brooklyn, N . Y. Be sure to enclose a 
stamped, self-addressed envelope and 10 
cents in stamps, or coin, to cover mail
ing and handling.

'There is something distinctly 'cave- 
mannish’ about him which has 
stirred me from the day I first met 
him. He is cruelly handsome, too. 
Time after time I have yielded to 
wanton abandon when crushed with
in his taut arms.

"It is different with Peggy, of 
course. Peggy is my room-mate and 
the only girl in whom I can safely 
confide. Although we are practically 
the same age, we are of two widely 
different temperaments. Peggy is re
served, studious, aggressive and al
most mannish. She sneers at me for 

primping, for trying to be coy 
and cuddly; and for making abso
lutely certain that every curve 
and contour of my body is proper
ly accentuated as only the sheath
lines and the daring brassieres of 
modern fashion can accomplish.

"It was after a particularly 
and yet unsatisfying evening with 
Willard that I rushed, slightly dis
hevelled and flushed into our little 
room. Peggy was up. She sensed 
that there was something emo
tionally wrong with me, and in 
her customary blunt manner asked 
me for an explanation. Naturally 
I could only hurl myself, face 
downward on the bed and sob 
futilely.

"  'What you need’,” she rasped 
in a voice curiously strained, 'is a 
darned good spanking. In fact, 
you’ve needed it for a long time, 
and you’re going to get itV 

"This wasn’t an idle threat, 
either. In less than a second Peg
gy had suited her actions to her 
words and I was being rolled 
around unceremoniously on the 
bed. For a short time I was in a 

bedlam of confusion until I suddenly 
realized that I had been ruthlessly 
stripped of every stitch of clothing. 
Vaguely I realized that the firm 
mounds of my breasts had been un-

(Continued on page 24)



Moonlight Madness
By ROYAL BAXTER

And What Happens When Lovers Meet

UDY glanced at 
the stone in her 
hand, then at the 
window some two 
f e e t  above her

__  h e a d .  It wasn’t
likely that there 

was another soul within a mile, 
but she didn’t intend to take 
any chances. She stooped over 
to quickly rip a swath of cloth 
from her dull-gray skirt, baring 
the white flesh of her thighs 
above the cheap stockings en
casing her slender legs. This 
piece of c l o t h  she wrapped 
around the stone and gave it 
a gentle toss that sent it through 
th e  window.
There was the 
smash of bro
ken glass, then 
silence.

G r a s p i n g  
t h e  l e d g e ,
J u d y  d r e w  
h e r s e l f  up.
With one free 
h a n d  s h e  
r e a c h e d  
through t h e  
jagged pane, 
s l ipped t h e  
l o c k  a n d  
r a i s e d  t h e  
window in or
der that sh e  
might scram
ble over t h e  
s i l l ,  q u i t e  
heedless of the 
m o m e n t a r y  
revealment of 
a good deal of 
her figure.

Things like that didn’t mat
ter. Nothing mattered now ex
cept the fact that she was safe, 
able to breath easily for the 
first time in twenty four hours. 
There wasn’t a chance in the 
world of being trailed to this 
isolated c a b i n  on the rocky 
Maine coast unless the owner 
should decide to pop in, but it 
was late in the season and Judy 
wasn’t worried about that possi
bility.

She inspected her pro tern 
home with satisfaction. It was 
completely and rather elaborate
ly furnished. There was a kit
chen, a f a i r l y  well-stocked

" —attired in one brief article o f lingerU-

lardar, and e v e n  a bathroom 
with a shower. It was this last 
that appealed most to Judy just 
then. The prospect of a shower 
and at least eight solid hours of 
undisturbed sleep seemed a Par
adise indeed.

She went into one of the two 
bedrooms and sat down wearily 
on the bed to slip off her ill- 
fitting shoes. There might be 
some clothes lying around the 
cabin, too, she reflected as she 
arose again, increasingly anx
ious to get out of those she wore 
now. The ugly gray dress slip
ped from her shoulders to the 
floor disclosing her slender body 

attired in o n e 
b r i e f  article 
o f  l ingerie.  
Where she had 
come f r o m ,  
t h e y  hadn’t 
bothered much 
about a per
fect fit a n d  
t h i s  c h e a p  
rayon chemise 
w a s  uncom
fortably small 
for her delect- 
a b 1y curved 
figure, but the 
drabness of her 
apparel could 
hardly detract 
from the lus
cious contours 
of h e r  firm 
breasts and the 
tapering curve 
of her waist.

With an al- 
m o s t audible
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sigh of relief she peeled off this 
last garment, revealing the de
liciously petulant tips of her 
symmetrical breasts a n d  t h e  
sculptured perfection of h e r  
slim white body. Quite nude, 
she scampered happily into the 
bath and turned on the shower 
full force, unmindful of the 
frigidly cold water.

A few moments later she re
turned to the bedroom, her 
unclad figure tingling from a 
brisk rubdown. A search of the 
closet failed to bring forth any 
pajamas but she did find a 
couple of blankets. Wrapping 
herself in these she sank onto 
the bed to relax into slumber 
almost at once.

The morning sun, sending its 
rays through the bedroom win
dow, managed to rouse her to 
startled wakefulness. As her eyes 
opened, her heart pounded mad
ly with instinctive fear, only to 
subside peacefully as she realized 
where she was. She smiled and 
stretched luxuriously, ready for 
anything after a night of, un
broken rest.

It was pleasant to know that 
no prison gong would clang, 
t h a t  no stern faced matron 
would be on hand to rout her 
out to a tasteless breakfast and 
a morning of menial labor. Here 
it was truly a heaven, though 
Judy knew too well that it was 
at best, a temporary one.

She sprang from the bed and 
went to the window to drink 
deeply of the vitalizing morn
ing air. She stood there, com
pletely nude, her white-limbed, 
full-bosomed figure a picture of 
vibrant beauty as the tips of 
her breasts rose and f e l l  in 
rhythm with her breathing.

Further search of the closets 
brought forth a pair of white

duck trousers and a man’s white 
shirt and Judy donned these 
without bothering about t h e  
distasteful undergarment which 
she had so gladly discarded the 
night before. The next thing on 
the program was breakfast and 
she hurried into the kitchen to 
see what might be had there.

With coffee, canned milk and 
dry breakfast food, she made 
out very well. There was even a 
half filled package of cigarettes. 
Lighting one of these, she filled 
her cup again and sat back in 
her chair totally at pe^ce with 
the world.

It was obviously a man’s cab
in; the furnishings were all dis
tinctly masculine and Judy fur
ther surmised that the man was 
some sort of an artist. An easel 
stood in the corner of the main 
room along with some sketching 
paraphernalia and the walls were 
dotted with a variety of paint
ings and etchings, too vaguely 
initialed for her to make out 
the name.

Judy arose to stroll casually 
about. Surely, she smiled to her
self, the owner wouldn’t object 
to her being here if he knew 
the facts. Artists were supposed 
to be tolerant and generous and 
not too prone to jump hastily 
at conclusions. A cozy divan be
fore a h u g e  fireplace finally 
claimed her, and s h e  sighed 
audibly in sheer contentment, a 
sigh that was abruptly broken off 
as a strangely foreign sound came 
fearfully to her ears.

The snapping of twig, the 
f a i n t  crunching of footsteps 
sent a little shiver of terror up 
her back. With a scared, hunted 
look in her eyes she went swiftly 
to the window. Her ears had 
not been wrong; t h e r e  was 
someone. A man was coming 
up the rocky path, coming slow

ly to be sure, yet it was but a 
m a t t e r  of seconds before he 
would be at the cabin. Too late 
for Judy to flee; too late to do 
anything but face him.

It might be the owner; in 
fact she hoped to heaven that 
it was; with him she still had a 
chance at freedom. If it wasn’t 
—-but she instantly decided to 
make a bold play and to trust to 
luck. With a confident smile on 
her lips, she flung open the door 
and stepped out onto the porch to 
greet him.

"Welcome!”  she murmured 
debonairly.

He stopped short to stare at 
her. At last he smiled and Judy’s 
heart leaped with joy. "Welcome 
yourself,” he echoed.

“ I’m the new guest,”  she of
fered, as he came up the steps. 
"I  hope you don’t mind.”

"N ot at all,”  he replied hos
pitably. "I hope you found every
thing all right.”

Judy followed him inside, 
"There’s one window that is 
broken, no soap in the bath
room, and I really prefer to sleep 
in pajamas. Aside from that, 
everything’s swell.”

He shrugged his shoulders 
apologetically, " I ’m terribly sorry. 
It was clumsy of me to leave the 
place locked up,—but you know 
how men are.”

Judy nodded, "Artists are irre
sponsible, aren’t they?”

"So you’ve been investigating,
eh?”

" I ’m a smart girl.”
"Are you?” His eyes met hers 

bluntly and Judy read a few un
spoken words into his question. 
It wasn’t difficult to understand 
what he meant as she felt his 
gaze upon her, critically apprais
ing the lissom contours of her 
sketchily attired figure.

Her hand moved instinctively
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to the opening of her shirt; but
toned low, it gave more than a 
hint of the luscious roundness of 
her scarcely covered breasts.

The man threw his bag into a 
corner and took off his hat.

"Had breakfast?”  he asked 
pleasantly.

"A' half hour ago. Would you 
like to have me get you some?” 
Her eyes said, "I  play the game.
I don’t expect something for 
nothing.”

"All right,”  the man answered. 
" I ’ll wash up,—I brought my soap 
along,” he added humorously.

It was something at least, Judy 
reflected as she went into the kit
chen, to have him young and 
not unattractive. He didn’t look 
the part of an artist, but then 
there were few who did. She 
judged him to be about thirty, 
certainly not any more. Black 
hair shaded his dark piercing eyes, 
and his swift, easy movements 
were those of an athlete.

His conversation at the table 
as he ate was strictly impersonal 
and it was Judy who was forced 
to mention the subject uppermost 
in her mind.

"You’ll let me stay here?”  she 
asked jerkily.

"Let you?” he echoed. "I  can’t 
very well make you go, can I?”

"You know what I mean,”  she 
persisted. " I ’ll do the work—- 
anything at all, if you only let 
me stay a little while.”  An idea 
suddenly flashed into her mind* 
and she went on eagerly. "You’re 
an artist; perhaps —  perhaps I 
could pose for you, if you’re that 
kind of an artist,”  she added, 
blushing slightly.

"Maybe you could,”  he replied 
slowly. "Anyway, I’m not going 
to kick you out. Why should I?”  
he smiled. "Being alone isn’t al
ways so hot.”

After his breakfast, he talked

more freely; explaining that he 
was a New Yorker, that he liked 
this cabin better than any other 
spot in the world and that he had 
wanted to be an artist but had 
found it easier to make a living 
as a lawyer. His name, he in
formed her, was Steve Thorne.

"And mine’s Judy,”  she res
ponded. "Is that enough?” 

"Plenty,”  he answered, arising 
and retrieving his hat. "Got to 
go back to town for some sup
plies,”  he said brusquely. "Be 
back in an hour or so.”

It was nearly noon when he 
returned and almost time to eat 
again. She studied his counten
ance carefully; it was evident

that he was curiously concerned 
about her, but it didn’t seem to 
be a suspicious curiosity. As time 
passed, her fears lessened and she 
began to realize instead that per
haps she had really found a friend 
in Thorne. It was friendship at 
a price, but to Judy even that 
seemed better than none at all.

" I  suppose there are a lot of 
giirls in situations like yours,”  he 
remarked with feigned casualness 
as they sat down to luncheon.

"On the loose? Perhaps there 
are, though I haven’t met any. 
Weren’t you a little surprised to 
find me here?”

Thorne nodded and smiled 
faintly; "N ot that I’m sorry.
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After all, I came up here to paint 
and it isn’t every artist who’d 
find such an attractive model 
waiting on location for him.”

Judy reddened, " I ’m not used 
to flattery.”

"Look here,”  he interrupted, 
noticing h e r  embarrassment. 
"You don’t have to do this, to 
pose for me, you know. It was 
you who suggested it.”

"I  know it,”  she replied quick
ly. " I  don’t mind. It’s just that 
I’ve never done anything like 
that before.”

"I  understand,”  Thorne put in.
"Then we’d better get started 

pretty soon. The days are getting 
shorter. I’ll set up my things 
while you get ready.”  Very mat
ter of factly, he arose and went 
into the other room.

Judy went into the bedroom 
and closed the door. A few mo
ments later she emerged, wrapped 
in a blanket so tattered that it 
brought a smile from Thorne.

" I  thought I’d thrown that 
away long ago,”  he laughed, but 
immediately became professional 
again. "Better stand over here, 
looking out of the window. 
There . . . hold that. Now, if 
you’re ready.”

Judy let the blanket fall to the 
floor, her heart thumping madly 
as she revealed her nude, ivory
like figure to his piercing gaze. 
A strange feeling possessed her as 
she heard him calmly discussing 
the rough pencil sketch he was 
making first. This man, this 
Steve Thorne saw something in 
her that he was re-creating on 
canvas; something beautiful. It 
was the first time that any man 
had considered her in just that 
way, as something beautiful in
stead of something merely the ob
ject of crude desires.

As he progressed with his 
work, Judy felt less ill at ease,

less self conscious of the fact that 
his eyes were eagerly traveling 
the supple, well molded contours 
of her firm breasts, her slender 
torso and tapering thighs. The 
blood coursed faster and faster 
through her unclad body, white 
and lovely, as she abruptly rea
lized that she wanted his admira
tion. It was like a heady, potent 
drink, sweetly intoxicating.

It seemed but a minute until 
he called a halt. "Like to rest 
a bit?”  he asked kindly. "We’ve 
been working over an hour.”

She stood motionless as he 
dropped his things and came 
toward her and knelt to pick up 
the blanket. The touch of his 
hands upon her bared shoulders 
as he placed it around them sent 
a quivering thrill racing through 
her nude figure; she was half ex
pectant that he would seize her 
in his arms.

To understand Judy’s conflict
ing emotions one would have to 
know that never before in her

life had a man ever offered her 
anything without demanding the 
price that she expected Thorne 
to ask. The difference now was 
that she intended to pay—when 
he asked.

It surprised her to find that he 
didn’t seem to be impatient. 
Offering her a cigarette and tak
ing one himself, he spoke leisurely, 
"I hope you’re not in a hurry. 
It’ll take me a week to get this 
done. But you can dress now 
if you like; the light’s getting 
bad.”

Judy silently returned to the 
bedroom to don again the white 
trousers and shirt, a lackadaisical 
attire that seemed to enhance her 
piquant curves. Indeed, her ripe 
breasts pressed so firmly against 
the shirt that she might just as 
well not have worn it at all.

Outside the wind had risen to 
whistle eerily through the pines. 
That and the booming of the 
surf upon the rocks made the 
cozy snugness of the cabin all 
the more desirable, as the crack
ling logs in the fireplace cast a 
cheery glow throughout the 
room.

Thorne sat by Judy’s side, 
smoking his pipe in silence. She 
could sense his hot burning gaze 
upon her, his avid eyes that 
seemed to strip the clothes from 
her body to reveal her nude and 
trembling as she had been that 
afternoon. He moved a trifle 
closer to her and in doing so an 
ember fell from his pipe upon 
her arm. Thorne abruptly flicked 
it away, but that brief contact 
had an almost electrical effect. 
His arms went suddenly about her 
shoulders and his lips impetuously 
sought the tremulous scarlet of 
her own. His kiss was as ardent 
as it was impulsive and Judy’s 
eyes closed in a strange ecstasy 
as his hesitant han'*~ ~'>lved the
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fastening of the ragged shirt 
covering her breasts.

Passionately, yet tenderly, he 
caressed the pink tipped perfec
tion of their luscious, petulant 
fullness, whispering as he molded 
her lithe body to his, " I ’m mad 
about you, Judy. I can’t let you 
go— ever.”

She smiled faintly and Thorne 
released her almost as quickly as 
he had taken her. "Tired?”  he 
asked impersonally and answered 
for her, "O f course you are.”

Judy didn’t quite know what 
to think as she arose and went 
into her room; her brain was a 
chaos of conflicting emotions. 
The door had a lock but she 
didn’t use it. Instead she sank 
down on the bed, listening tensely 
to Thorne moving about in the 
other room. Through a crack in 
the door she saw him hanging 
his coat on the back of a chair 
and throwing another log on the 
fire. Then he snapped out the 
lights and she heard him going 
into his room. Her pulse doubled 
and tripled its speed, then slowly 
relaxed. All was still. She was 
alone— and going to remain alone.

Baffled, she arose and went 
to the window, the moonlight 
casting a silvery glow upon her 
ragged deshabille as the jutting 
loveliness of her bared breasts 
was revealed. She gave a little 
laugh, a bitter one. What could 
she be to a man like Thorne? If 
they found her here, and they 
were likely to if she stayed, it 
would put him in a dangerous 
position. Better to go at once; 
to forget, if she could, that he 
had treated her differently than 
any other man ever had.

Waiting until she thought he 
was soundly sleeping, she moved 
stealthily out of her bedroom in
to the living room. H sr hand

" —saw something beautiful— ”

touched the coat he had left on 
the chair and she recklessly drew 
out a wallet from the inside 
pocket. It was well filled, but 
she took no more than two bills. 
That much she had reason to be
lieve she could pay back.

Money in hand she walked 
softly toward the door. Her 
fingers were already grasping the 
doorknob when Thorne’s cool 
voice brought her up short.

"A  walk at this hour?” he 
murmured calmly. The lights 
flashed on and Judy wheeled 
toward him, the haggard look of 
one trapped, in her eyes.

" I ’ll pay you back,”  she cried 
desperately. "But you’ve got to 
let me go.”

He shook his head and ad
vanced toward her, " I t ’s the other 
way around. You’ve got to stay 
—and I ’ll try to pay you back.” 
His strong arms drew her into a 
firm yet tender embrace as his 
voice throbbed huskily, " I  can’t

let you go, Judy; I’m in love with 
you. I have been ever since the 
first moment I saw you.”

"You couldn’t be,”  she fal
tered. " I ’m only a jailbird, an 
ex-con.”

"You were,”  Thorne corrected 
her. "T o  me you’re the woman 
I love. As Mrs. Steve Thorne 
they’d never find you.”  His lips 
sought hers insistently, passion
ately, and his gentle hands slipped 
the shirt from her shoulders to 
caress the soft white flesh of her 
quivering, half nude body.

"Marry you?” Judy echoed in 
bewilderment as each caress, each 
touch of his upon the pulsating 
tips of her bared breasts sent her 
heart to pounding fiercely.

"Tomorrow if you like. Say 
you will,”  Steve implored.

"N ot tomorrow,”  she replied 
after a moment of hesitation. 
" I ’m going to go back to— to 
where I came from,” she said 
grimly. " I ’ve had enough of be
ing hunted. It ’ll be five months, 
Steve, then I’ll come here again. 
If you still want me, you’ll know 
where to find me.”

" I ’ll be here, Judy,”  Steve said 
soberly.

She smiled happily and let her 
arms creep up around his neck 
as she pressed ecstatically against 
him in reckless abandon. It was 
temptation beyond reason and 
Steve’s ardor knew no bounds as 
his fervent caresses burned hot 
and cold upon Judy’s nude figure. 
He swept her impetuously into 
his arms and murmured in a 
voice full of passion, "You’re not 
going, Judy. Not till morning 
anyway!”

And the answer she gave him 
made it seem all the more likely 
that, after such a delightful pre
lude to a honeymoon, Steve would 
be waiting for her five months 
hence!
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M A K IN G  YO UR  
M ARK

('Continued from page 18)

cupped from their lacy confines and 
were tingling with the throb of a 
rather fascinating flush. I knew, too, 
that the full expanse of my creamy 
thighs, my dimpled area of stomach 
and my swelling hips were exposed. 
But I didn’t have time to contem
plate on this long.

"With a shove, a wrench and a 
twist I was bounced over on my 
stomach. An amazingly strong arm 
whipped under me and I was hunched 
into a queer kneeling posture, with 
my head almost buried in the silken 
pillow.

"Then, without warning, the pun
ishment started. A stinging slap 
flooded my entire being with acute 
pain coupled with the instantaneous 
kindling of a devilish abandon.

Through a thin film of conscious
ness I realized that Peggy was be
laboring every tiny square inch of my 
bottom, hips and upper thighs with 
a hair brush. Her blows were de
livered with fiendish rhythm. Every 
one left its wake of flaming skin. 
I flailed the bed surface with my 
arms in an ecstasy of unprecedented 
agony. The smothering indentation 
of the pillow muffled my cries and 
pleadings as I found myself shrieking 
in the grip of the wildest hysteria I 
had ever known. Peggy’s strong, 
athletic arm continued its merciless 
arc, and with each vicious descent it 
added a new height to my screaming 
torture.

"It may have been an instant, or 
it may have been an hour later that 
I discovered Peggy sprawled, sobbing 
and inert across my back. She 
bathed my battered bottom tenderly 
and we dropped off into the slumber 
of warm exhaustion. There have

been many spanking sequences after 
chat, Miss Rollen. In fact, Peggy 
tow thrashes me soundly for almost 
any tiny little infraction. Please 
analyze my handwriting and tell me 
what it’s all about.”

This is simply another case of 
liberated emotionalism. It is, of 
course, a very unusual case. Bold, 
slashing pen strokes speak eloquently 
of Joyce’s inner desires and yearnings 
for thrills. She is not the type of 
person to be content with half-mea
sures. Hers is a temperament which 
is Graphologically defined as "strictly 
physical.”  I would wager that Joyce’s 
handwriting has undergone a rather 
striking change since her first spank
ing. Violent emotional uprisings are 
always detectable in handwriting. 
The alignment of her writing is some
what uneven. This reveals that Joyce 
is the sort of person to waver from 
the depths of despair to the very 
peak of dizzy delights.

MOST MEN 

C A N

BEAR FACTS  

MOST W OM EN  

PREFER 

TO

BARE FACTS

He: "W hy does Jane wear mesh stockings?"

She: "Oh, I guess she wants to cast her net on 

the right side."

M A N Y  A  HIGH  

FLYER  

JU ST HITS  

TH E C E IL IN G  

A T  HOME.



WHANG! WOW! WHAM!
Chicago, Illinois.

To the Editor:
While standing in a drug store 

waiting for a car, I purchased my 
first copy of "STO LEN SWEETS.”

I enjoyed Helen T .’s spanking 
letter from Chicago. I think it is 
too bad that Helen and her friend 
Alice have to lie on the bed all set 
for a spanking and have to be satis
fied with a mind picture of being 
spanked. They ought to be spanked 
good and hard just for that and I 
mean just that.

Both of them should have their 
clothes stripped off and spanked by 
a good big husky boy friend. Helen 
and Alice will never know the joys 
of being spanked until some boy 
places her over his lap and spanks her.

She also wonders how many men 
like to spank a girl that way. If 
Helen and Alice will look at the last 
photo of the March issue they will 
see my idea of a girl ready for a 
good spanking.

Well Helen and Alice I believe in 
people having their pleasure. Hope 
you have yours in many real spank
ings and hope you enjoy them all.

Would like to read more of your 
letters Helen and Alice. I also have 
plenty of experiences of which I 
may write later on.

Sincerely,

Dear Sir: Clarence M.

I have been reading your magazine 
for several months now, and it is 
impossible for me to state how much 
I enjoy every page of it. I like the 
spicy stories, and the photographs of 
the nude girls— especially those dis
playing their rear views to good 
advantage. However, the absolute 
prize is your 'Whang! Wow! Wham!’ /  
column. How I enjoy that! I no
tice that many of your feminine fans 
want to hear more accounts of boys 
receiving whippings and whether 
they enjoy them or not. I am go
ing to describe some of the beatings 
I have had, and the amount of plea
sure derived from them speaks for 
itself.

When I was sixteen my family 
sent me away to a well-known prep
aratory school in the east. I roomed 
in a small dormitory or cottage pre
sided over by a man of large physical

proportions and stern countenance. 
In his first talk to the twenty resi
dents of the dormitory he told us he 
would not tolerate any breaking of 
the rules, and that he had a very 
good way of enforcing them. How 
soon we found that out! The next 
Friday night we were all told to 
gather in the assembly room dressed 
ready for bed in our pajamas and 
bath robes. When we were all seated 
he said that two rules of the house 
had been broken that week, and the 
offenders would now be punished. He 
then named the offences and those 
who had committed them. Another 
boy and I had been the two guilty 
ones. We were told to come forward 
and face the other students. Almost 
before we knew what was happen
ing he had removed our bath-robes, 
slippers and the uppers of our pa
jamas. He then untied our pajama 
trousers and slid them to the floor. 
We were then made to show every 
part of our naked bodies to the other 
boys. Quickly the master laid us 
side by side over a long table so that 
our legs, thighs, and shoulders were 
touching, and our tender bottoms 
were prominently exposed. Then 
Wham! I felt the sole of my own 
slipper descend on my rear. Bang! 
Bang! Bang! The blows increased 
in force until the smarting and burn
ing seemed to penetrate clear into 
my body. The other boy was evi
dently due for his share as the blows 
abruptly ceased. By looking over my 
shoulder as he was being whipped, I 
could see his fleshy white mounds 
turn a light crimson as the slipper 
descended, and then a deep red as the 
force of the blows increased. With 
a final blow of the slipper his twin 
globes quivered and became still, 
their former white now a brilliant 
crimson. We thought we had been 
punished, but were now informed 
that he had just been warming us 
for the whipping to follow. And 
what a whipping it Was! It was done 
with a birch rod, and was laid across 
both our rears at once, so that one 
blow served as two. He was whip
ping with real strength now, and I 
had to bite my lip to keep from yell
ing out. I could see the other boy 
quivering in pain. I looked back and 
watched the end of the rod making 
vivid red welts on his bottom. We

were squirming and twisting, and I 
could feel his legs and thighs rubbing 
against mine. When I felt that I 
would faint from the pain, the rod 
descended for the last time. We were 
then made to stand in front of the 
other boys and display our burning, 
tingling, and well-thrashed rears. 
Everyone was then ordered to bed.

I roomed down at the end of a 
hall by myself. In the days that fol
lowed the master would often come 
down after lights and give me a pri
vate beating. He would turn on a 
small bed-lamp, and make me get 
out of bed and stand up while he 
stripped me. Then he would lay me 
sideways across the bed so that my 
feet were touching the floor on one 
side and my fingers on the other. He 
would then tie my ankles together 
with a soft rope, and run another 
rope underneath the bed to each 
wrist. If you don’t think you are 
helpless, try it sometime. He became 
so savage with the birch when he 
found I could not move, that I cried 
out. I wish I had not, for the next 
day, a beautiful Spring day, he made 
me take a long walk with him into 
the country away from everybody. 
When we were completely by our
selves, he wasted no time in stripping 
me, and tieing me to a tree, leaving 
my bottom at his disposal. I then 
received the thrashing of my life with 
a bamboo cane to teach me to suffer 
in silence at the dormitory, which, 
believe me, I afterwards did. After 
the whipping he left me tied to the 
tree for over an hour while he read 
and smoked, looking up from time 
to time to enjoy a view of my lacer
ated and bleeding bottom. The man 
was later discharged from school 
after I left through some boy’s com
plaint.

For the last few months a young 
lady and I have been deriving mutual 
enjoyment tanning each other. We 
would make each other get on hands 
and knees and read your column 
out loud when each new copy came 
out, while the other gave the reader 
a severe thrashing until the column 
was finished. Now, my friend has 
moved away, and I was wondering 
if I couldn’t find some female fan 
around Los Angeles, who would like 
to change places with her. E. K.
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Niagara Falls, New York. 

Dear Editor:

I thought I would write and tell 
you how much I enjoy reading your 
'Whang! Wham! Wow!’ in "G IN 
GER.”  I wish you would use more 
letters as I think that they are won
derful.

I never knew about your magazine 
until I happened to go to a young 
people’s convention last October. I 
stayed in a hotel with another girl 
whom I had never met before. She 
had a copy of “ G I N G E R ’' 
and after reading it I wondered if 
spanking really was so wonderful. 
This girl with whom I roomed was 
always naked when she was lounging 
around in our room, so I thought I 
would do the same.

I noticed that we both had well- 
rounded bottoms and her breasts were 
real firm, but mine have sagged a 
little, as I am thirty years old— I 
suppose that is the reason.

Well Alice was lying on the bed 
with her bare bottom up in easy 
reach, so I gave her a slap on it and 
she said to keep on as that was what 
she had wanted since the first night 
we had stayed together. I started 
to spank her good until I noticed her 
stiffen and say she had enough.

She made me lie down over a pil
low and she started to spank me. She 
started easy at first getting harder at 
every smack and it really did feel 
good. Even now, as I am writing 
this letter, I burn inwardly at the 
thoughts of my first spanking.

Since I came home I have spent 
quite a lot of my spare time with my 
younger sister. She is seventeen years 
old and has two gorgeously full 
breasts capped with nice pink nipples, 
and a well rounded and well devel
oped bottom.

We 6ure owe our new found happi- 
n e s s  t o  " G I N G E R ”  a n d  
only wish you would print more 
spanking stories. Hoping you will 
print this as it might do some others 
the good it has done us.

Yours for a good spanking,
G. M.

Santa Fe Springs, Calif. 
Dear Sunny Sands:

I should love to hear from girls— 
especially California residents— who 
are interested in "spanking.”  I could 
tell them more about this fascinating 
subject than all your contributors 
put together.

My experiences commenced at the 
age of six, when a pretty little miss 
of twelve bribed me with candy to 
spank her. A t the age of twelve I 
became a member of an exclusive 
"Spanking Club,”  a club composed 
almost entirely of young society 
girls. O f the 50 odd members, an
other boy and myself were the only 
males. Ages ranged from 12 to 25 
years.

Our meetings were beautifully 
stage managed. A background of 
crimson velvet, which draped the 
walls, soft rosy lights which en
hanced the beauty of satiny skins. 
The exotic odor of incense and in 
this setting, the lovely willing vic
tims in their long chiffon silk hose, 
pretty garters, and dainty high 
heeled pumps. During the prelim
inary stages of the punishment, 
which lasted an hour or more, tight 
little snowy white drawers and 
brassieres would be worn. Hose and 
shoes were always retained, even when 
a member was otherwise stripped 
naked, for a pretty leg looks both 
prettier and naughtier so clad.

Hose were worn pulled up to their 
fullest extent, not rolled just above 
the knee and garters were worn near 
the stocking tops. Our club garter 
was Old Rose and Gold. These are 
just a few of the finer points which 
we studied.

A. L. F.

The hair brush, bare skin, doth 
impart

The most atrocious sort of smart, 
You grovel full of dread suspense 
Waiting for it to commence.
And suddenly a loud report,
O f a sharp and wicked sort,
Sets twenty thousand nerve ends 

blazing
In a manner most amazing.

While full of horrified surprise 
The second red Hot Spank arrives 
And one more awful tender spot 
Is indescribably Hot.

Your mind in panic and despair 
Is sure it’s more than you can bear, 
But you can very safely bet 
You simply ain’t felt nothing yet.

Oodles more will be applied 
Before Justice is satisfied.
Smack, smack, smack, and each 

well freighted
With punishment unmitigated.

The first cruel smart will not subside 
Until about eight are applied,
And then an awful, awful lot 
O f naughty skin is awful Hot.

And you can howl, yell and entreat 
But it is kept at frenzied heat;
That busy paddle seems to know 
If any spot has ceased to glow.

And, back there, you’ve just lots 
and lots

Of awful tender, wincing spots.
And the brush will smack every one 
Many times before its done.

It’s awful to get two or three 
In very close proximity.
It’s awful to feel fresh ones smart 
On places rather far apart

And "stray”  on firmly .muscled 
thighs

Provoge most horrible surprise.
High up where not padded so well 
They are as maddening as hell.

But this sad fact is very true,
On thicker padded portions too.
The meanest kind, of all the lot, 
Seems always the kind you just got.

Oh smack, smack, smack, so very 
heated,

Stinging, smarting and repeated.















The Handy Young Man
By RAE GORTON

Rendered Various Services

• Randall stood and

Except for black
slippers and chif

fon hose, her fascinating young 
body was totally nude. For an 
instant, her blue eyes lingered on 
the tempting reflection of plump, 
milky breasts, tipped with tiny 
pink rosebuds. Then her gaze 
moved slowly downward, along 
the flowing lines of perfect hips 
and soft, creamy thighs.

Faye sighed. It was rather ex
citing, she decided, to study one’s 
nudity. On an impulse, she raised 
her slim bare arms and grasped 
each side of the mirror. Then, 
gradually, she drew herself for
ward, crushing the entire length 
of her velvet-soft body against 
its reflected likeness. For a mo
ment she remained thus, pressing 
herself against the sleek, thrilling 
coolness. She moved her hips, 
ever so slightly, in a slow, weav- 
ing gyration.

Suddenly she stepped back, 
somewhat alarmed at herself. She 
noticed that she was flushing. 
Again she sighed. At any other 
time, Faye knew, she would have 
laughed at her impetuous action. 
But tonight she was in no mood 
for laughter. No, she reflected, 
it was impossible to be gay. 
Shrugging, she stepped from the 
vicinity of the mirror and flung 
her nude body across the wide 
bed.

Downstairs in the big house, 
was her future husband. His

name was Bernard T. Williams. 
He had come all the way to New 
York from Los Angeles and was 
known to be worth at least sev
eral million dollars. Faye had 
heard him arrive at the Randall 
home about half an hour ago, and 
she knew he was going to stay 
for three or four days. But, 
though she had 
p r o m i s e d  to 
marry him be- 
f o r e  he  left 
New York, she 
had never in her 
life set eyes on
him!

S h e  turned 
restlessly on the 
bed and lay out
stretched on her 
back, a bewitch
ing morsel of 
curving loveli
ness. S h e  r e - 
m e m b ered a 
fragment of the 
long conversa- 
t i o n between 
herself and her 
parents, at the 
dinner table the 
night before.

"Yes, Faye,” 
her father had1 
said, "Bernard 
Williams w a s  
my best friend 
in college. He’s 
here in New 
York on a busi
ness trip. This 
afternoon h e 
visited my office 
and saw your

photograph on my desk. He fell 
in love with you at once, and 
wants you to be his wife.”

"But—”  the girl had started 
to protest.

"Darling,”  her mother broke 
in, "don’t you realize how it will 
help us? Your father’s business 
has been declining very rapidly
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lately— and Mr. Williams is 
worth millions!”

So, after a few more weak 
protests, Faye had listlessly agreed 
to the proposition. She decided, 
anyway, that she’d played around 
New York long enough and that 
it was time to settle down to a 
peacful, married life. The only 
trouble was that Bernard T. 
Williams was doubtless an old 
washed-out buck and F a y e  
liked them young and w i t h  
plenty * of fire. However, she 
thoughtfully reminded herself, 
a man worth millions wasn’t to 
be taken lightly.

Turning slightly on the bed, 
she glanced at the tiny clock 
on her dressing t a b l e .  S i x  
o’clock. In another hour supper

wealthy husband-to-be. Deciding 
that she’d better hurry and fin
ish dressing, she rose from the 
bed and started across the room 
toward the closet.

When she was halfway there 
a voice brought her to a sudden 
halt.

"Good-evening,”  it said pleas
antly.

Faye swung around. She gasp

ed. A tall handsome young man 
was regarding her with admir
ing eyes from just inside the 
bedroom door. Instantly sh e  
realized that she must have left 
the door partly ajar and that he 
doubtless had seen her from 
the corridor outside.

"Er —  who are you?” she 
asked, forgetting for the mo
ment to try to cover her exposed 
charms.

The m a n  walked s l o w l y  
toward her. He was, she saw at 
once, marvelously good-looking 
and impeccably clad. A half 
smile was on his well-shaped 
mouth. But in his dark, laugh
ing eyes was a definite eagerness. 
He paused in front of her. Not 
answering her question, he said

the past ten minutes. You are 
very beautiful,— and,” he added, 
"very tempting, too.”

Faye blushed furiously. She at 
last tried to cover her revealed 
charms with her small white 
hands. But the effort was a vain 
one. Very little, if any, of her 
lovely form was hidden from 
the man’s exploring eyes. She pre
sented a charming picture.

"Do you realize,”  sh e  de
manded hotly, "that I am Faye 
Randall? And that this is my 
father’s house? Please go!” She 
raised one hand a n d  pointed 
toward the door, completely for
getting that that same hand 
was supposed to be covering a 
very tempting spot.

But the man obviously had 
no intention whatever of leav
ing. Suddenly, still smiling, he 
stepped forward, encircled her 
with his arms, and crushed her 
against him.

"Stop!” cried Faye, at the 
same time thrilling to his em
brace. She struggled fiercely.

Laughing softly, he tightened 
his arms.

"You little devil!” he whis
pered.

"Stop!”  she said once more. 
"Who—who are you, anyway?”

"Bernard T. Williams,”  he 
said promptly.

Faye drew in a sharp breath. 
She immediately stopped strug
gling. She remained acquiescent 
in his arms.

"You are?” she breathed.
"The same,”  he assured her.
"But — but my father said 

he and Mr. Williams went to 
college together. Why — why 
you’re much too y o u n g  t o  
have— ” Her voice trailed off.

He hesitated for an instant.
"Well,”  he finally explained, 

"you see, I was extremely young 
—much younger than the aver
age student—when I went to 
college.”

"Oh,” Faye said. She hardly 
could believe her ears. And here 
she had thought all along that 
Bernard Williams would be a 
pompous, plump individual of 
middle-age! It hardly ssemed 
possible.

"And so have you got a kiss 
for your future husband?” he

would be ready and for the 
first time she would meet her

frankly:
" I ’ve been watching you for
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asked slyly, still holding her 
nude body close against him.

"O f course,”  she murmured. 
Slowly she raised her arms and 
curled them about his neck. Yes, 
she decided, this was almost too 
delightful a discovery to  be 
true! Down came his firm lips 
and pressed hard against hers.

She felt one of his hands 
leave her curving back, and 
wander. She didn’t resist. After 
all, she asked herself, why should 
she resist the man who was soon 
to be her husband? The hand 
moved slowly upward along the 
satin-smooth flesh of her warm 
waist, at last reaching a coral- 
crowned mound of plump, silky 
loveliness. His long fingers curl
ed about her breast.

Her brain whirled. Her heart 
throbbed with increasing tempo. 
A consuming blaze was gradual
ly seeping through her body, 
ever increasing in intensity. She 
felt his hand begin to explore 
the milky curves of her lovely 
back. Her toes curled up ecsta
tically in the soft nap of the 
carpet. Her arms t i g h t e n e d  
about his neck.

Suddenly, with a quick cap
able motion, he bent over and 
lifted her into his arms. Before 
she actually knew what had 
happened, he had laid her on 
the wide bed. He paused for a 
moment, standing over her, gaz
ing down at her outstretched 
figure.

"Beautiful!” he breathed, as 
if in a trance.

Faye said nothing. There was, 
indeed, nothing to say. Her be
witching mouth curved into the 
faintest of smiles—a half smile 
that sh e  desperately h o p e d  
would convey to him all the 
passionate desire that his brief 
caresses had sent shooting elec
trically through her p u l s i n g

veins. Her temples pounded. She 
felt deliciously warm all over.

He continued to stand over 
her. His dark eyes dwelt raptur
ously on the twin globes of 
snowy delight that rose erectly 
from the silk-soft perfection of 
her irresistible body.

And then he bent forward. 
The fire in Faye’s veins rose 
with a leap. Her heart raced 
madly. Impetuously, passionate
ly, she raised her hands, grasped 
his head, and pulled his lips down 
to the sweetness of her own. 
Fiercely she kissed him; eagerly 
she pressed her sweet lips to his.

A short while later he left. 
And Faye dressed quickly, not 
wanting to offend her father by 
being late for supper. Hurriedly 
she went downstairs and appear
ed in the spacious Randall liv
ing-room. The two men who 
had been smoking and talking 
on  th e  chesterfield instantly 
arose.

"Faye, dear*”  said her father 
at once, "I  want you to meet 
my old school chum—Bernard 
Williams.”

Faye almost let out a gasp; 
but she managed with a tre
mendous inward effort to pre
vent herself from appearing sur
prised. Mr. Williams was not 
the young man who had visited 
her bedroom only a moment 
ago! He was, indeed, just as she 
h a d  previously imagined h e 
would be; fat, pompous, and 
middle-aged.

"How do you do, Mr. Wil
liams,”  she managed to smile.

The round plump face of Ber
nard T. Williams beamed at her. 
"Call me 'Benny’,”  he said, with 
a rather childish grin.

Faye turned for an instant to 
her father.

"Tell me,”  she said gradually

"Faye was dressed quickly—”

regaining her composure, "who 
was that young man I — er 
—  passed in the hall on the way 
down?”

The portly Bernard supplied 
the answer.

"It was probably Billy Gren
ville, my valet,”  he told her. 
"H e always travels with me. 
He— ”

"Oh.” said Faye. She remained 
silent for a moment. She smiled 
inwardly. Well, she decided, per
haps matrimony with old Ber
nard wouldn’t be so bad, at 
that, — with a man like Billy 
around. And, she reflected, it 
probably was Billy’s duty to 
stay home when Bernard was at 
his office during the day. Faye 
w a s  inwardly jubilant. S h e  
gazed up at her future husband.

"H e looked like a very effi
cient young man to me,”  she 
said. "I  imagine he’s r a t h e r  
handy to have around.”



Exchange For A  Night
By JAMES DOUGLAS 

With Husbands And Wives
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T A G G E R I N G  

a wk w a r d l y ,

emerged from 
the elevator on 
the fourth floor 
of the Hotel 

Crillon. It was close to midnight. 
John, of course, was quite drunk. 
In fact, he was gloriously drunk. 
With a ridiculous grin on his 
handsome young face, he pro
ceeded in a weird corkscrew 
fashion down the wide, well- 
lighted corridor. A t last, he came 
to an abrupt halt before a door. 
He paused.

As he hesitated, John stopped 
grinning. After all, he vaguely 
reflected, he had nothing to grin 
about. He felt rather guilty. He 
was quite certain that Dora, his 
wife, would not appreciate his 
late arrival— especially in this in
ebriated condition. Gradually the 
sensation of guilt became stronger 
in John as he realized that un
doubtedly he hadn’t been very 
thoughtful of Dora tonight.

For tomorrow, John knew, he 
and his wife would be leaving 
Paris, to return to New York. 
They had been in the French cap
ital two weeks now; two grand 
weeks of champagne, dancing 
and gayety. And yet tonight, 
even though it was the last one 
of their vacation, John had felt 
an overpowering desire to go out 
alone.

He had silently slipped out of 
their hotel suite at eight o’clock, 
while Dora was bathing, and had 
gone straight to the romantic sec
tion of Montmartre. And there

he had drifted from one gay cafe 
to the other—from the notorious 
La Florida to the obscure Le Rat 
Mort —  imbibing liquor quite 
freely as he meandered. Nothing 
really adventurous had happened 
to him, however, and at the time 
he had somehow wished that 
Dora was with him.

And now he was back at the 
hotel. Well, he decided, there 
was nothing to do but to go in 
and doubtless listen to a relent
less irade from his young wife. 
He reached down and tried the 
knob, to see if she had locked 
the door. It opened. Still 
swaying drunkenly, he 
stepped inside. He man
aged to close the door 
quietly behind him, how
ever, as he realized that 
if Dora had gone to bed 
it would be foolish to 
take a chance on waking 
her.

Cautiously, yet awk
wardly, he crossed the 
dark living-room. Slowly 
he pulled open the door 
that led into the bedroom.
Then, abruptly he came 
to a frozen halt. He 
stared, almost unbeliev
ably. He lifted one hand 
and dazedly rubbed his 
eyes.

"O h !” The girl, sitting 
quite naked on the edge 
of the bed, at last man
aged to gasp. And yet it 
was evident that she was 
not offended. She con
tinued to sit, gradually 
regaining composure, her

blue eyes gazing perplexedly at 
John from under her curly array 
of soft golden hair.

"I—I’m John Mason . . .  an 
American,”  he said, wondering if 
she understood him. “ I—er—
must’ve come in the wrong door. 
What suite is this?”  His eyes, 
though trying hard not to do so, 
couldn’t keep from continually 
lowering themselves to her ex
quisite nakedness.

It was apparent at once that 
she spoke English.

"Oh . . .  an American,”  she 
murmured. She paused. "Thees

blue eyes gazing perplexedly—”
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ees suite 462. I am Babette 
Bellier. My husband and myself 
have leeved here for four years.” 

"462?” he echoed.
" O ui”

eyes. And this time there was 
n o mistaking t h e  delightful 
promise in them. He laid his hat 
on a chair. Slowly he stepped 
forward. His body felt strange
ly hot beneath his impeccable 
attire. Then, as he sat down be
side her on the bed, John noted 
at once that, though her eyes 
were still gay, their lids were 
faintly red.

" — in her eyes was an elfish sparkle—”

John looked at her foolishly.
"And mine’s 463,”  he mum

bled.
The girl smiled— a fascinat

ing smile, and made no effort 
at all to cover h e r  revealed 
charms. For an instant John 
doubted the inviting message 
that he seemed to see in the 
depths of her gay, blue eyes. He 
wondered if he was so drunk 
that his imagination was run
ning away with him.

However, as a matter of fact, 
John was now cold sober. One 
couldn’t help but become so 
when given an eyeful of a figure 
like Babette’s. Her breasts, he 
saw, w e r e  absolutely perfect. 
They w e r e  s m o o t h ,  firm, 
creamy, with kissable pink tips 
protruding deliciously f r o m  
nests of delicate maroon. The 
flesh of her waist, her flat little 
stomach, her curving thighs and 
hips, was delicately and flawless
ly smooth. Even her tiny pink- 
nailed feet looked as if they 
would be deliciously sweet to 
kiss.

Again John looked into

"Been crying?” he asked.
She nodded slowly.
"Out, — a little,”  she ad

mitted.
"Why, Babette?” He gently 

encircled her slim shoulders with 
one arm. She cuddled warmly 
against him.

"Eet was my husband,”  she 
explained. "H e went downstairs 
for some cigarettes and has not 
yet returned. He make me very 
angry. I cry. I know he has met 
a lady friend.”  Babbette sighed 
and added softly: "But I am not 
sad any more, cherie,—now that 
you are here.”

John was becoming increas
ingly conscious of her tempting 
body —  so much so, in fact, 
that he only vaguely heard her 
words. Slowly, uncontrollably, 
he lifted his hand to one plump 
rose-tipped globe. His fingers 
curled excitedly about its firm 
resiliency.

Babette coyly a s s u m e d  a 
shocked expression.

"Monsieur!”  s h e  exclaimed. 
But on her lips was a smile, and 
in her eyes was an elfish sparkK

And she made, of course, no 
move to stop him.

John realized that perhaps her 
husband might arrive at any 
moment. He realized that he 
was undoubtedly in a precar
ious situation. Yet the delight 
of it so outweighed his appre
hension that he dismissed all 
caution entirely. Gently his lean 
hand caressed the luscious breast.

Babette glanced down with 
half closed eyes at the caressing 
hand. She watched it m o v e  
about her breast with a sort of 
blissful fascination. She purred 
softly, contentedly.

"Ah, cherie!”  she breathed. 
"Thees ees heaven!”

John thought so, t o o ,  al
though he didn’t say so. A wild 
surge of passionate desire was 
coursing through his veins. Sud
denly, removing his hand, he 
put both arms about her waist 
and pulled her to him, crush
ing the glorious mounds of her 
breasts against his broad chest. 
His lips groped hungrily for 
hers.

Their lips met passionately. 
His arms no longer confined 
themselves to an embrace; they 
moved w i t h  daring freedom, 
searching for and finding all the 
delectable portions of her vel
vet-soft body.

Then at last the kiss ended. 
One of John’s hands had paused, 
cupped about a p r o m i n e n t  
breast. The other gently caressed 
the expanse of warm, soft, vel
vety flesh. Babette gazed at him 
with blue eyes that were slight
ly hazy with unmistakable de
sire. Her delicate nostrils quiver
ed. Her exquisite mouth was 
half open.

"Mon amour.”  she murmured, 
and no more. It was plain that 
by those two whispered words 
*he meant to convey to him all
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that her pulsing body demand
ed.

And John understood. But, 
suddenly, at that moment, he 
thought of Dora. W h y  he 
should have done so — especial
ly at a time like this — was a 
mystery to him; but, absurd 
though it was, a sudden wave of 
painful, b i t t e r ,  self-reproach 
swept through him.

"My wife” he muttered ab
sently.

"What — what about her?” 
sighed Babette. So great was 
her passion that it was all she 
could do to force out the words. 
"Tell her that you weel not be 
home tonight.”

John knew that he wanted to 
tell Dora just that, even though 
he hated to admit the fact to 
himself. He felt like the rotten- 
est cad on earth. And yet, he 
realized, he would have to be 
superhuman to leave the lus
cious Babette now.

"But—er your husband . . 
he began.

"Oh,” she said, "you need 
not worry. When he has been 
out this late, he usually does not 
come home teel the next day.”  
She gazed at him with impa
tient eyes.

Her breasts, hard under the 
emotion of the moment, seemed 
to mock him; their coral-like 
peaks coaxed his already willing 
acquiesence to her suggestion. 
She was the most alluring crea
ture he had ever seen and the 
thought of possessing her, of 
feeling those passion-mad curves 
pressed close against his hungry 
body, made his pulses pound like 
savage tom-toms.

"Well . . .”  John reached for 
the small cradle-phone on the 
table beside the bed and asked 
the operator to connect him 
with suite 463. It was some min

utes before he received an an
swer.

"Hello . . . Dora?” he began.
"Yes,”  came her voice to the 

receiver, and John w a s  sur
prised that her tone was not 
angry.

Indeed, she seemed almost 
pleased. A little note of laughter 
added a delightful tone to her 
words. John felt an unreasonable 
surge of resentment at her appar
ent indifference, but a glance at 
the coaxing body of Babette drove 
every emotion but desire, from 
his heart.

"I—I’m sorry I left you to
night,”  he went on, very apolo
getically; "and I won’t be able 
to make it back to the hotel to
night. You see, I— ”

"Oh, it’s perfectly all right, 
dear,”  she assured him. "A ny
way, I know you’ve probably 
met some beautiful girl. As for 
me, I’m being very nicely en
tertained by a charming French
man —- Monsieur Bellier. We 
met in the lobby this evening

and I invited him up. And so 
good-night, John dear, I must 
hurry back to him. And don’t 
forget that we have to be pack
ed by three tomorrow after
noon.”

The phone clicked in his ear 
and John hung up. Though he
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was rather surprised at Dora’s 
unfaithfulness, he was q u i t e  
aware that he couldn’t blame 
her. Anyway, he reminded him
self, the whole affair would be 
doubtless forgotten by the time 
they were back in New York. 
He turned, smiling, and drew 
the eager and impatient Babette 
into his arms, holding her close.

"My wife is entertaining your 
husband,” he s a i d ,  laughing 
softly.

Babette gave h im  a slight 
smile. Her nude, seductive body 
cuddled warmly against h i m.

The curve of an alabaster thigh 
delighted his senses, as he per
mitted his hands to glide gently 
over the flawless skin. Stretched 
out as she was, Babette permitted 
one arm to extend over the edge 
of the lounge. The gesture 
brought all the beautiful, fluid 
lines of her seductive body to the 
attention of John’s avid gaze.

Her arms curled ardently about 
his neck. It was quite obvious 
that she didn’t give a hoot where 
her husband happened to be.

lar moment, concerned w i t h  
only one thing. Gradually they 
descended to the delight of pas
sion.

"Ah, mon c h e r i e she breath
ed passionately against his ear, 
"then we know we shall have 
a night of uninterrupted bliss!”



F L A T  TIR ES
By JO H N  M. GLADE 

With An Unexpected Blowout

l L  TERRY pulled his 
weaving coupe 
over to the side

V of the country
road, got out 
a n d  w a l k e d  
around to the 

front. Just as he thought, both 
front tires were going flat. That 
made three in the last five miles, 
and the spare was flat. He cursed 
long and heartily under his 
breath. It would happen like 
this: thirty miles from the near
est town, getting dark and no 
way to get to Porter to keep the 
date with Letha.

He sat down on the bumper 
and lit a cigarette. No telling 
when a car would come along; 
he hadn’t passed one for hours on 
this short-cut. Letha would be 
mad as the devil; she always was 
when he didn’t get there on time, 
and tonight he probably would 
not get there at all. Besides that, 
he hated to miss the good time 
he had planned.

He ground the cigarette dis
gustedly under his heel, then bent 
his head to listen intently. From 
down the road came the sound of 
a speeding motor. He came to 
his feet and through the gather
ing dusk he could see a small 
roadster, weaving dangerously 
and coming towards him. He 
stepped out in the road and 
waved. Brakes squealed and the 
car turned into a half hidden side 
road not ten feet in front of him 
and stopped. A girlish voice 
hailed him:

“ Hello there. Is that you 
Dick?”

Al stepped up to the car grin

ning. “ No. But won’t I do?” 
He was looking down into a 
frankly smiling face, deep blue 
eyes and a mouth that was made 
for kissing. A small dainty hand 
brushed curly blonde hair back 
from a high forehead.

"Well, you might do if you’ve 
got anything to fix tires with. 
Somebody must have dumped a 
truckload of tacks on this road.”

“ I’m afraid we’re both out of 
luck then; I’ve got three flats 
and not a patch in the car. Are 
you sure they’re tacks; it may be 
a valve leak?”

"I  think so. There was a tack 
in the other one when I changed 
it.”  She turned on the headlights, 
got out and walked around to the 
front. “ Yes, here it is, look.”  She 
bent over and pointed to the tack. 
But Al wasn’t looking at the tack, 
his eyes were riveted on the sha
dow of her form where the head
lights showed through the thin 
silk of her dress silhouetting a 
full, plump breast firm and erect! 
There was no sign of a restraining 
brassiere!

"See it?”
"Yes, it’s— ” he was going to 

say 'beautiful’ but checked him
self just in time. "Yes, it’s a 
tack all right.”

"Well, we can run up to Dick’s 
and see if he has any patches. 
Jump in.”

Al hesitated. "Maybe I ’d better 
take my sample case along; some 
one might steal it here on the 
road.”

"That’s right; but hurry.”
He ran back to his car, got the 

sample case and returned. She 
sent the little car spinning down 
the rutted, winding road.

“ Is Dick your— fiance?”  Al 
asked in an effort to make con
versation.

"Oh no. He’s just a friend. 
I came out to spend the— the 
evening with him.”

“ Oh.”  Al was sure he under
stood. "You haven’t told me 
your name yet.”

She looked up and smiled teas- 
ingly. "D ot Barton, if you must 
know. And yours?”

“ I’m just Al Terry, toy sales
man.”

The car grated to a stop, the 
headlights focusing on a small, 
cozy summer cottage that faced 
a tiny lake set down among tall, 
majestic pines. She got out, ran 
up to the back door and stopped, 
then reaching up she took a card 
from a nail on the door.

"Can you imagine this? Listen: 
'Will be back Saturday, Dick’.”  
Her eyes widened. “ And today 
is only Thursday!”

Al Terry had a feeling of exul
tation rush through his body and 
tremble down his spine. But her
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voice quickly dampened it. of step-ins as she swung her
" I ’ll tell you; I know where shapely legs over the sill and dis- 

the key to the garage is if we appeared into the room, 
can only get in the house. I ’m It was several minutes later 
sure Dick has some patches in that a light gleamed from the

the garage.”  She tried the door 
and found it locked. The win
dow on the porch was also locked. 
They circled the house together 
but every window which they 
could reach was securely fastened.

" I f  I could only reach that 
bathroom window, I’m sure it’s 
unlocked.”

A l’s heart bounded. "Here I ’ll 
lift you up.”  His arms went 
around her shapely calves and he 
raised her from the ground. A 
soft breeze fluttered the thin silk 
of her dress and his heart skipped 
a beat as his eyes were rewarded 
with a fleeting glimpse of a well 
formed thigh and the lacy edge 
of scanty step-ins. He heard the 
sash grate as the window opened 
then with a quick boost she was 
sitting on the window sill. His 
avid eyes received another glimpse

window on the back porch. He 
mounted the steps as the door 
opened. She was clad in a heavy 
wool bathrobe that was several 
sizes too large for her.

"I  tore my dress on the win
dow and had to get Dick’s bath
robe,”  she explained. "Here is 
the key to the garage and some 
matches.”

He took them reluctantly and 
went out to the garage. Just his 
luck to have her dressed in a 
heavy, shapeless bathrobe instead 
of the thin silk dress that clung 
to her body and augmented the 
delightful curves of her slender 
form. He thrust the key in the 
lock. Anyway, that bathrobe 
would be pretty warm and . . .

The first match A1 struck dis
closed a tube of patches on th* 
shelf of the garage. He stared f

them for a moment, then with a 
crafty smile he picked them up 
and dropped them behind a spare 
tire cover in a corner. He would 
not need them until morning 
anyway. He went back into the 
house with a feeling that bordered 
on avid anticipation. She was 
tuning in a station on the radio.

"I  guess we’re out of luck for 
patches. What’s the next move?”

She looked up and a troubled 
expression crossed her face; and 
her full red lips pursed into a 
pout. "Well, if we’ve got to wait 
here until morning I’m going to 
find something to eat!”  She went 
out into the kitchen, A1 trailing 
after her.

"I  hope Dick left something in 
the refrigerator.”  She opened the 
door and smiled happily. "What 
will you have, baked ham or roast 
beef?”

Al swallowed hard; he just 
realized that he hadn’t had any 
dinner, he had expected to take 
Letha out. " I  don’t even care, 
I’m that famished!”

"Fine. I ’ll make some sand
wiches and coffee. You go out 
into the other room, I can’t work 
in this bathrobe, it fits like a 
tent.”

Al’s heart bounded into his 
throat. "Why don’t you take it 
off.”

" I ’m going to, silly. Scram. 
And don’t look so dejected, we'll 
eat in a minute.”  Al was glad 
she thought the dejected look was 
caused by hunger.

"Okay. I’ll go out and look at 
the lake.”  He left the room 
grinning widely, then went out 
the front door and circled the 
house. Stealthily he mounted the 
steps of the back porch and 
looked in the window. The bath
robe was over the back of a chair 
and she was clad only ie the 
<L riefest of lace 'panties’. T*^re
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was no brassiere to hamper the 
movements of those full, plump 
breasts; they shimmied and 
bobbed about deliriously as she 
cut large slices of meat from the 
roast. Her hips too, joined in the 
movement, executing a circular 
motion that caused Al’s heart to 
labor and an icy trembling thrill 
to course down his back. What 
a form! "Come and get it! I’ve 
got enough food for a regiment!” 
she called.

"And you’ll need it.”  He en
tered the house and followed her 
into the kitchen where they sat 
down to a table with a huge plate 
of sandwiches. The music of a 
hot dance band came to them 
from the radio in the living room.

"Let’s eat in the other room; 
we can dance between bites.”  Al 
suggested.

"N o  sir,”  her eyes twinkled. 
“You just want to jiggle down 
what you eat by dancing and I’m 
not going to make sandwiches 
all night.”

Al laughed. “All right. We’ll 
dance afterwards.”

They ate in silence and with a 
slowness that seemed to Al to be 
entirely unnecessary. Finally they 
finished and went into the living 
room where the radio filled the 
air with syncopation. He slipped 
an arm around her slim waist, an 
arm that tingled pleasantly at the 
touch. Al’s temperature soared. 
They danced for a long time be
fore she raised her smiling face up 
to him.

"You dance nicely—”
His lips stopped the flow of 

words with an ardent kiss. She 
returned it coolly.

"Was that nice?” she asked re
proachfully.

"I  think it was. At least it was 
necessary.” he grinned. Lord, the 
girl must be made of ice! They 
danced on. She was cool and col

lected while Al’s temperature was 
near the boiling point. Finally 
she raised her head again.

"We’d better go to bed; I ’m 
frightfully tired.”  She moved to 
the radio and turned it off. 
"Don’t forget your sample case 
in the car.”

Keen anticipation hurried his 
feet out to the car and back. He 
followed her down a short hall. 
She stopped, opened a door and 
turned on a light in the bedroom.

"This is your room.”  She 
stepped across the hall and opened 
another door. “ I’ll see you in the

breath, closed the door and re
moved the clothes from his body. 
Then lighting a cigarette he sat 
down on the bed. The feel of 
the cool sheets was maddening! 
He got up, turned off the light 
and opened the door softly. A 
beam of light came from a wide 
crack under her door. She hadn’t 
gone to bed yet. He grinned into 
the darkness of the hall.

It was some time later that he 
heard a startled cry from her 
room.

"A l! Help!”
He dashed into her room. She

" —returned his 
»

morning. Good night.”  She 
closed the door softly.

"Well I’ll be damned,”  he 
muttered disgustedly. "O f all the 
'flat tires’ I ’ve had today this is 
the worst.”  He took a deep

was standing on the bed. "A  
mouse!”  she wailed.

He picked her up. Her arms 
went around his neck in a des
perate embrace. The softness of 

(Continued on page 56)
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Rockland, Maine

Dear Sunny Sands:
I have been reading over some of 

your "G IN G ER ”  magazines, and 
and will say that they contain very 
smart and snappy stories too, which 
I have enjoyed to the utmost.

Now I want to ask you for a bit 
of information, concerning the "Hey 
There”  column, which I am anxious 
to join and relieve my lonesome situ
ation, by getting in touch with a 
few lonesome girls, who have put in 
their pleas for someone who desires 
writing them a word of cheer. So I 
am writing to you in the hope that 
you can help me find some girls to 
whom I can write.

I promise to answer all letters and 
I am sure I can interest all girls who 
write to me. So, Sunny Sands, please 
send some girl correspondents my 
way.

I am considered good looking by 
girl friends, but it doesn’t seem to 
acquire me any particular girl friend 
of whom I could think seriously, so 
I just could not resist the temptation 
that your friendly column holds for 
me. I just can’t seem to get up 
courage to talk to girls, that is un
less they start the conversation first.

I know that I can write much 
better and easier than I can converse. 
I am a young man— 25 years of age 
and Maine is the state in which I 
live. I am 5 ft. 6 in. tall, weigh 130 
lbs. Have medium brown hair, and 
blue-grey eyes. If I were less bash
ful I am sure I would get along fine 
with the girls.

Would you please publish my let
ter in your 'Hey There’ column, and 
perhaps I could obtain a few new 
friends.

Hoping you can help me in my 
difficulty, I remain,

Cordially yours,
Bob

Chicago, Illinois.
Dear Miss Sands:

I am hoping that my letter will 
be put in your marvelous magazine.

I especially like the pictures with the 
first story.

Like Helen T., I strip and read 
while I lie on a pillow. In answer to 
Helen T ’s question I would certainly 
love to spank her. I hope to meet 
girls who do not wear too much 
clothes and let their skirts show a 
bit of their legs.

I am 17 years old, 5 ft. 5 in., 
brown eyes, blond hair, nice looking, 
healthy and ready to spend money 
on a girl who likes balconies.

Yours truly,
A. C  H.

San Diego, California. 
Hello Sunny Sands:

Well, old dear, I have been reading 
your 'Hey There’ column for about 
nine months and I like "GINGER.” 
Anyone who doesn’t read it is just 
plain crazy.

By this letter I hope to get in 
touch with H. G. of San Francisco, 
California.

I am a lonely sailor and not bad 
looking. I am 5%ft. 8^' in. tall, 
blond hair and blue eyes.

H. H. U.

San Pedro, California. 
Dear Sunny Sands:

Will you please print these few 
lines for me. There isn’t anything 
more in the world that I like better 
than to write letters.

I am 5 ft. 6 in. tall, weigh 160 
lbs., have blond hair and blue eyes.

My main sports are swimming, ice 
skating of which I hardly get any. 
I love music and am reading "GIN
GER” all the time. Won’t some girls 
between the ages of 19 and 25 please 
write to me? I promise to answer 
all letters. I can tell some tall tales 
since I have been around the world. 
Let’s see how many of you girls 
write.

J. H.

Hanover, Pa.
Dear Tommy:

I enjoy the 'Hello There’ column 
tremendously. I am writing to the

guy who calls himself a nut although 
he has signed his name 'Tommy’.

First, here goes my description. 
I am 5 ft. 4 in. (I might be little 
but I can take it.) I am seventeen 
years old and have blue eyes. I 
weigh 110 pounds and am a blonde 
(and I’m proud of it). I am fairly 
good looking— anyway other people 
say so and am popular among girls 
and boys. I have a Mae West figure 
(if you know what I mean). My 
name is Kassie and I’m a fine little 
lassie. I’ve got a lot what it takes 
to get along. The way your letter 
sounds you must be a fresh guy but 
I can do a lot with fresh guys. (If 
you doubt my word—come up to see 
me sometime.) I am romantic at 
times—just depends on how I feel. 
If your feelings get hurt quick, don’t 
take this letter to heart. I am a 
good "Blues” singer. I like most 
everything you do except swearing. 
I hope you will answer this.

Yours till Flirtation Walks,
Kassie.

Rosedale, Kansas.
Dear Sunny Sands:

I have been reading your "GIN
GER”  and ran across your 'Hello 
There’ column. I see that one may 
write to friends that one makes 
through it.

I am a girl and 18 years old. I 
have blue eyes, dark eyelashes and 
dark-red curly hair. I am 5 ft. 2 in. 
tall, weigh 112 pounds. Now, that 
that is over I will tell you what I 
want.

I want boys of my own age to 
write to me,— those from the ages 
of 18 to 21. I live in Kansas and I 
get lonesome for friends. I have 
friends here in Kansas, boys and girls 
both, but would like more for I 
don’t see them very much.

I hope I will see this letter in 
'.'GINGER” soon. I will answer all 
letters as soon as I receive them. My 
friends call me Little Red Head, so 
I will close, hoping to hear from 
some nice boy soon.

Red Head.



FUN O N  TH E FARM
By FRA N K KEN N ETH  YOUNG

With Pleasure Bor All

(Synopsis of Preceding Parts)

Barney Blaine, city dweller, goes to the country for a three-day vacation. He 
meets the Merkel family—Mrs. Merkel, Bill, and their daughter, Molly—and enjoys 
their delightful hospitality. He also meets and experiences a spicy adventure with Hulda, 
the Swedish maid, who, the first night, steals into his room and offers her love.

The next day, Bill and Molly go to town to be gone all afternoon, and Mrs. Merkel 
invites Barney to go with her after a load of melons. The melon patch, with its shady 
seclusion and soft, green grass, lures them, and the married lady forgets her marriage 
vows.

It is almost supper time when they return to the house, and learn that Bill and 
Molly have not yet arrived. . . .

Now, go on with the story! . . .

[HE maid, Hulda, 
seated upon the 
back porch, was 
seen by Mrs. Mer
kel and Barney as 

kt h e y walked up 
the path toward 

the house. Evidently, she had fin
ished her afternoon’s work, and 
was now waiting for Molly and 
Bill to return from town. As 
Barney approached, he could not 
help noticing things of which 
Hulda, probably, was unaware of 
their existence.

He was especially susceptible, 
for he had not yet forgotten the 
pleasure her charms had given 
him on the first night of his stay 
at the farm. Yet he tried to mask 
his emotions as he paused before 
her.

"M y!” remarked Hulda inno
cently, "you bane gone a long 
time to get the melons! Ay 
thought you was never coming!”  

Mrs. Merkel chuckled. "Don’t 
tell Bill!”  she whispered, "but we 
had a bit of motor trouble! The 
delay simply couldn’t be avoid
ed.”

With that she jumped up the 
steps and entered the house, leav-

PART III

ing Hulda and Barney alone.
Barney tried to behave in a 

natural manner, but he found it 
difficult to meet the Swede’s 
bright blue eyes.

"A y told you Ay thought you 
was pretty fast worker,”  she 
murmured provokingly. "Now 
Ay know it!”

Barney sank down beside her 
and placed a hand upon her knee. 
"Well, Hulda,”  he said, " I  won’t 
argue with you. But I do hope 
you’ll be discreet and not mention 
your suspicions to anyone else!”

"Y ah!”  she muttered. "What 
a man! First, me—now, Mrs. 
Merkel! And Ay wanted you all 
my own!”

"Listen!”  he whispered, "do 
you know how I can get Molly 
alone for a little while?”

"N o !” she said positively. 
"And if Ay did, Ay would not 
tell you! Yumpin’ Yudas, am Ay 
yealous!”

"Don’t feel bad, Hulda!”  he 
grinned. “ I’ll be coming back 
next Summer!”

Swiftly, he caught her to him, 
and pressed a passionate kiss to 
her ripe, red lips. She caught her 
breath sharply, and responded

with equal fervor. He pressed 
close to the curve of her volup
tuous hip, and felt the hard thrust 
of her firm, pointed breasts 
against his chest.

Scarcely had he released her 
when the purring of a car was 
heard, and Molly and Bill drove

ff— caught her to him— ”
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into the yard, waving gayly as 
they went by.

Supper, that evening, was made 
more palatable by several of the 
large, juicy melons that Mrs. 
Merkel and Barney had brought 
from the field. Bill, apparently, 
suspected nothing, and Hulda 
wisely kept her suspicions under 
cover. Mrs. Merkel chatted 
gayly, as was her usual habit, and 
Barney maintained a straight 
poker face. After supper, he fol
lowed the men to the barns, to 
watch them do the 'chores’.

As he approached the cow 
barn, he heard a faint commotion 
and a feminine voice raised in 
angry threat and imprecation. 
His curiosity stirred, he passed to 
the side of the building, and there 
paused, his face creased in a fine, 
large grin.

For there, on a three-legged 
milk stool, sat Hulda, the Swede, 
milking—or, at least, attempting 
to milk—a Holstein cow that was 
tied to the fence. Evidently, this 
was one of her regular duties. 
She was not attired in overalls, 
however; this time, for some rea
son known only to herself, she 
was wearing her usual gingham 
dress.

Barney noticed this in particu
lar, because she had raised the 
garment high upon her fleshy 
thighs, the better to hold the 
milk pail between her parted 
knees. The dress was folded back 
almost to her hips, displaying 
long lengths of nude, white flesh. 
The legs of the stool were short, 
thus providing a very low seat— 
and the view was simply won
derful!

As she leaned forward, her 
movements in milking caused her 
full, firm breasts to sway in the 
loose front of her garment, and 
her tight grip upon the milk pail

revealed the rippling muscles of 
her thighs.

Barney was mentally caressing 
the charms that so excited him, 
when some faint sound fright
ened the cow, and with a well- 
directed sweep of her hind leg, 
she kicked the pail from between 
Hulda’s knees and sent her 
sprawling upon her back, almost 
drowned by a shower of fresh, 
warm milk!

“ Oh!” she screamed, feet 
threshing the air, and tiny rivu
lets of milk running down her 
bare legs. “ You yust wait, you
----- ! Ay get even with you for
this! Ay make you go hungry 
four whole days!”

Barney exploded with a roar 
of hilarious laughter, and laughed 
till obliged to hold his shaking 
sides.

“ You, too!” she yelled, strug
gling to rise and shaking a tremb
ling fist. “ You are no yentleman, 
Barney Blaine!”

“ Why, Hulda!”  he remon
strated. " I  thought you liked 
me!”

"Oh, yah!”  Her cheeks were 
crimson; her blue eyes flashed 
flames. Picking up the milk stool, 
she hurled it at him with all her 
strength.

Still laughing, he dodged the 
flying missle, and took to his 
heels.

When the evening’s work was 
done, the family gathered around 
the table in the cozy living room, 
Hulda with the others; and Bar
ney noticed with an inward smile, 
that she had changed her milk- 
spattered dress for a fresher gar
ment.

For awhile the conversation, 
though brisk and lively, main
tained a general trend, and all 
took part in discussing recent 
happenings, the crops, the wea

ther, and sundry matters usually 
of interest to farmers or people 
who live on farms. And during 
this time, Barney was wondering 
by what excuse he might contrive 
to get alone with Molly.

Then, suddenly, Molly solved 
the problem for him, when, ris
ing, she remarked: "I  must have 
a drink of fresh water!”

“The windmill isn’t running,” 
said Bill. “Do you know how to 
throw it in gear?”

This was the opportunity 
Barney had been waiting for. “ I 
do!”  he exclaimed eagerly. "Let 
me go with you, Molly!”

Molly nodded graciously, seem
ingly oblivious to the smiles and 
winks that went the rounds. 
Barney rose and followed her 
from the house.

It was a beautiful evening! 
Night was curving gently down, 
lowering a veil of dusky shadows 
that lent romance and mystery 
to the most commonplace sur
roundings. Naturally, Molly and 
Barney sensed and felt the lure 
of it all, as they lingered beside 
the windmill. He set the ma
chinery in motion and pumped 
a glass of clear, cold water from 
the bowels of the earth; and she 
drank with grateful appreciation. 
Yet neither seemed in haste to 
return to the house! The night 
was too beautiful, and they were 
too glad of the opportunity to 
be alone.

“ It’s quite a while till bed
time,”  she remarked shyly. “ Shall 
we stroll?”

"Yes— let’s stroll!”  he replied 
softly. And linking his arm with 
hers, he permitted her to lead him 
in whatever direction she might 
wish to go.

Side by side, they walked slow
ly down the path that led to the 
barns and beyond. Her soft, lit
tle hand was closely clasped in
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his tingling fingers, and he felt 
the gentle caress of her rounded 
hip against him. Tenderly, he 
slipped his arm about her, thrill
ing as he felt the soft flesh of her 
slender waist yield to his urging.

"Gee, Molly, you’re sweet!”  he 
murmured, suddenly remember
ing that he had spoken the same 
words to her on the first night of 
his visit.

" I  like you, too, Barney,” she 
admitted. "But I haven’t had a 
chance to tell you until now.”

if they let you! Only—I rather 
wish that I had known you first!” 

"Molly,”  he whispered huskily, 
"do you care that much— for me? 
Somehow, I have the feeling that 
— that I would be taking an un
fair advantage of you!”

"Because I’m so young and ap
pear to be so innocent?” she 
asked.

He nodded.
"Forget it!”  she chuckled. "I  

assure you that I know what I’m 
about! I learned a few things at

her dress revealed her softly 
rounded calves and tiny patches 
of snow-white flesh above the 
stocking tops. She patted the 
grass beside her, indicating where 
she wished him to sit, and he 
threw himself down, his arms 
reaching around her, his face close 
to her youthful bosom.

The faint moonlight, filtering 
through overhanging foliage, re
vealed her lovely face and slender 
neck, like living statuary, rising 
out of her low-cut dress. He fol-

" —followed her from the home— ”

" I ’m sorry!”  he whispered. "I 
have wanted you, honey— ever 
since that first night!”

She stirred slightly in his em
brace. " I  believe you,”  she mur
mured. "And yet, I suspect that 
you have been carrying on with 
Hulda and— and mother! Have 
you?”

Barney caught his breath and 
was silent. Molly, evidently, was 
wiser than even he had suspected!

"Oh, never mind!”  she said 
lightly. "I  had an idea you would,

school, and— well, nature, you 
know— ” she stopped, leaving the 
sentence unfinished.

Barney was temporarily at a 
loss for words.

"Let’s sit down!”  she suggest- 
ted, and led him to one side of 
the path, where a large, spreading 
tree cast its friendly shadow upon 
a delightfully soft spot of grass.

To Barney’s delight, she sank 
down at the base of the tree, rais
ing one knee and extending the 
other leg, so that the bottom of

lowed the pale, lustrous flesh to 
the place of disappearing beauty, 
where it vanished in the low "V ” 
of her collar, and the vision so 
tempted him that, lowering his 
head, he pressed his lips to the soft 
creamy skin. She started slightly 
as ecstatic emotions coursed 
through her; then her hands 
clasped his head and pressed his 
face deep into the luscious valley, 
while her lips rained kisses upon 
his hair.

"Barney,”  she gasped, "I  love
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you more than I’ve ever loved any 
other man!”

The admission thrilled him to 
the depths. He embraced her 
more passionately.

"I  love you, honey,”  he whis
pered. "D o you suppose— would 
your parents suspect things, if we 
remained out here very long?”

"They probably would,”  she 
replied faintly. "But we aren’t 
going to remain here long, darl
ing! I have a much better plan!”

"What is it?”  he asked, nest
ling his face in the hollow of her 
neck, and kissing her satiny 
cheek.

"Now, we’re supposed to be 
spooning in the moonlight,”  she

said. "In  a few minutes, we’ll 
return to the house, and they’ll 
think we’ve merely indulged in, 
a little love and kisses.”

"Yes,”  he breathed.
"When bedtime comes, we’ll 

retire as on ordinary nights, you 
to your room, I to mine. But— 
we won’t go to sleep at once, 
heart’s dearest!”

"N o ?”
"N o—we’ll don our pajamas, 

and wait!—when we think every
body else is asleep, you will creep 
softly out into the hall, and come 
to my room!—I will be expecting 
you, and will let you in! . .

"Molly!”  he exclaimed rap
turously. "But will it be safe?

Are you sure nobody will hear or
discover?”

“Dad and mother sleep down
stairs— they won’t hear us. Hul- 
da’s room is nearest to mine, but 
she won’t talk! — At least, I 
didn’t tell on her when I heard 
her go to your room that first 
night!”

Barney jumped. "You—you 
knew about that?”  he stammered.

"Silly!”  she laughed. "O f 
course, I knew! And I sobbed 
almost all night because she got 
ahead of me!”

"Molly, you little devil!”  he 
murmured, hugging her warmly 
and biting her soft, moist lips. 
"Ju st wait till I think everybody 
is asleep!”

"You must be very quiet—and 
careful!”  she cautioned. "Some
time before morning, you can re
turn to your own room, and no
body will ever know!”

"Angel!”  he mumbled against 
the thrilling tickle of her fra
grant hair.

"O f course,”  she informed him, 
"this is mostly an experiment— 
to find out if we really care for 
each other. If we do— ”

"Then?” he prompted.
"Well, dad has given me per

mission to go to New York for 
a month’s vacation, and I’m to 
leave next week. I’m supposed to 
be going to /visit a girl friend 
whom I met at school. But if 
you were to give me your ad
dress— ”

"Darling!”  Then Barney, over
come with happiness, could no 
longer restrain his impulsive emo
tions. Pulling her close to him, 
his hot lips clamped firmly over 
her sweet morsel of mouth. Again 
and again he kissed her, while her 
firm, pointed breasts prodded his 
chest unmercifully, and he heard 
her nervous feet beating a fran
tic tattoo upon the ground.
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Then, presently, she placed her 
hands against his shoulders and 
pushed him forcibly from her. 
"Come!” she panted, struggling 
dizzily to a sitting posture. " I t ’s 
getting late! We must go back!” 

Reluctantly, he helped her to 
rise. "What a figure!”  he mut
tered, as she urged him down the 
path. "And what a time we’ll 
have when you come to New 
York!”

"Don’t forget!”  she cautioned. 
"My room is the last one at the

end of the hall! . . .  Be very care
ful, and very quiet! . . .”

Their belated return to the 
living room was greeted by a 
number of quips and sallies, to 
which they endeavored to give 
nonchalant replies; and after a 
short time, Bill called “ Bedtime!”  
— and each member of the house
hold sought his or her respective 
sleeping chamber.

Dressed only in his pajamas, 
Barney waited impatiently for 
perhaps an hour, then slipped out

into the hall, and stole cat-foot- 
edly to the door of Molly’s room. 
Lightly, he touched the door
knob, and waited. But as still as 
he had been, Molly, evidently, 
had heard his approach; for 
almost immediately, the door 
swung silently inward, permit
ting him to pass into the dark 
interior.

Waiting until she closed the 
door once more and turned 
toward him, he took her hun
grily in his arms, and knew
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Ttterrif Order of St Bridget
"The Well of 
Loneliness of 
Flagellation."

The whole amazing record and 
fascinating account of fla-* 
gellation—the wierd sexual 
mystic practices of whipping. 
Greatest psychological auto
biography of the century, by 
Margaret Anson. Complete 
and unexpurgated. Stirring! 
Exciting! Gruesome! Am
azing! Brutally frank illus
trations vividly portray every 
minute detail.

ORDER TO-DAY
LIMITED TIME OFFER 

Mail Coupon

General Publishing Company
4 E. 53rd Street (Dept. BG-6) N. Y. City

Please send "M erry Order of S t. Bridget”  
in plain wrapper.
Name ....................................................................

Address

City State..

D o y o u  la ck  pep, v ig or, 
v ita lity ?  A re  y ou  run 
d ow n ? H ave y ou  lo s t  the 
charm  and v ig o r  o f  you th ? 
I f  y ou  have, y ou  w ill  be 
am azed a t the sta rtlin g

---------1 reports about G lann ux
Com pound. U sed and endorsed by  
thousands. A  tru ly  rem arkable 
p reparation  com p osed  o f  ingredients 
fused b y  p h ysician s fo r  the restora 
tion  o f  fu n ction a l w eakness. Con
ven ien t tab let form . C ontains no 
harm fu l dru gs. M ake the G lannux 
T est. T ry  it  f o r  7 daya—does not 
co st  you  a  s in g le  penny i f  it  fa ils . 
M ailed in plain w rap p er  fo r  on ly  $2 
cash, m oney  order o r  stam ps, o r  sent 
C. O. D. p lus postage. A ddress 

WALTEN CO., Box 336P, St. Joseph, Mo.

N A U G H T Y  H I L D A
Hilda’s Adventures with Bob, with the pretty 
sisters. “ The Bare Facts,”  “ The Whipping 
in the Wood Shed,”  “ Four Tender Tales.”  
Spicy, painful, joys. Thrillingly illustrated. 
Privately printed. Marked $5.00, Special 
$1.00. FREE WITH ORDER, 4 booklets 
of hot, blood warming tales and pictures.

" C o l e t t e ' s  S H A M E "
The Misfortunes and Spicy Adventures of 
“ Colette,”  “ Her Sweetheart's Strange Pas
sion,” “ The Naughty Aunt,”  "Bedroom 
Scenes,”  “ Odd Spankings,”  “ Wanton Devil
try,”  “ Ugly Evil,”  “ Wicked Passion.”  Pri
vately printed, marked $5.00. Special $1.00 
Express prepaid.

"Slaves of the Strap"
By Dolly Morton. The Hairbrush Honeymoon. 
“3 Pretty Slaves,”  The Whipping House. 
“ Meet Mrs. Jones,’ Double Whippings, etc. 
Privately printed. .v'5.00 Special, $1.00. Via 
Express.

MYSTIC SHOP 
2463 Kensington Ave.

the supreme satisfaction of feel
ing her slender, yet curved, figure 
pressed warmly to his heart. He 
discovered that she was wearing 
only the thinnest of sheer silk 
pajamas, and that she had 
thoughfully left the upper part 
of the suit unbuttoned.

He felt her warm, bare arms 
twine tightly about his neck; 
felt her crush her nude breasts 
against him. Then his hands 
clutched her sensuous curves 
tightly, and his lips descended 
passionately upon hers.

"Molly!" he choked between 
kisses.

"Uh-huh!” she replied eag
erly.

The following day, being the 
last day of his vacation, he said 
good-bye to Bill and the hired 
man before they left for the 
fields. Mrs. Merkel managed to 
catch him alone a minute and give 
him one of her hottest, most 
thrilling kisses. Hulda came to 
his room and helped him pack his 
traveling bag. And then, des
cending to the yard, he climbed 
into the car beside Molly, who 
was to drive him to the station.

As they turned into the road, 
Barney glanced back and saw 
Mrs. Merkel waving from one of 
the large, bay windows, and Hul
da offering a similar salute from 
the front verandah. The final 
good-bye had proven too affect
ing for the Swede, however, and 
she needed an apron with which 
to dry her tears. Not wearing an 
apron, she was using the bottom 
of her dress; and thus Barney 
glimpsed her last, with the hem 
of her dress raised to her eyes, 
and her nude legs gleaming in 
the sunlight!

"Barney!”
Molly’s sharp tone recalled him 

with a start, and turning toward

her, he lovingly appraised her 
pink cheeks and dark, sparkling
eyes.

"Well, honey,” he asked, "what 
did you think of our experiment? 
Was it successful?”

Her cheeks flushed a darker red, 
and the smile she flashed told that 
she had forgiven him for watch
ing Hulda.

"Darling, I can hardly wait till 
I get to New York!”  she mur
mured.

L I Q U O R  H A B I T
Send for FREE TRIAL of Noxalco, a guar
anteed harmless home treatment. Cani be given 
secretly in food or drink to anyone who drinks 
or craves Whiskey, Beer, Gin, Home Brew, 
Wine, Moonshine, etc. Your request for Free 
Trial brings trial supply by return mail and 
full $2.00 treatment which you may try under 
a 30 day refund guarantee. Try Noxalco 
at our risk.
ARLEE CO. Dept. 178 BALTIMORE. MD.Phil*.. Pa.
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iwshmeni
Amazing stories of practices 
among all classes of society. 
Also, many other curious, 
absorbing volumes, unusu
ally illustrated, unabridged 
and privately printed. Des
criptive illustrated catalog 
in sealed envelope. Send 
stamp. State age and occu
pation. Address:

THE GARGOYLE PRESS 
Dept. CT, 70 Fifth Ave. \ New York

French Stenographer
O R I G I N A L

ALSO NEW Tillie & Mac, Adam & Eve, 
Dumb Dora, Harold Teen and Lillums, Barney 
Google, Bachelor’ s Dream, Toots & Casper, 
Kip and Alice, Gus & Gussie, A Model’s Life, 
Boob McNutt and Pearl, Maggie & Jiggs, 
Boss & Bubbles, The Gumps, Winnie Winkle, 
Tillie the Toiler, etc. Also 12 letters with 
double meanings, read two ways. Apache 
Love, Cave Man Love? Turkish Love, Chorus 
Girl Love, etc.
FREE—With this order only, we include a 
set of well made, glossy finished ACTUAL 
photos, comprising in all 30 thrilling poses, 
made from French originals, 12 of which are 
of men and women together. Genuine photos 
for the connoisseur, who wants quality and 
not quantity. Actual contact prints such as 
you would take with your own camara, care
fully developed to _ show all details clearly.

All the above included and sent sealed, 
prepaid by us on receipt of $1.00 cash, money 
order or stamps.

BOROUGH NOVELTY CO.
Dept. JM, 4160 Park Avenue, New York City

ACTUAL REPRODUCTIONS
Original Photographs

M ade in P aris
As our SPECIAL, and to convince you that 
we have the stuff, we offer on GLOSSY 
FINISH photographic paper, well made and 
clearly developed, the following 4 groups of
Photos:
No. 1 Group consisting of 8 Picture Com

bination
No. 2 Group consisting of 8 Picture Com

bination
No. 3 Group consisting of 12 Picture Com

bination
No. 4 Group consisting of 12 Picture Com

bination.
The above include photos of men and women 
in interesting poses, women alone, etc., all 
real photos for the Ldver of Art. Remember, 
they are all actual reproductions of genuine 
French Pictures.

Also, with the above, we include a com
bination of 72 miniature pictures, 24 of 
which are of couples, at no extra cost. These 
are included so that you may select your 
own subjects, and we will make up a largo 
photographic reproductions of any size, at 
moderate price. These will be actual photo
graphs made from original negatives.

FREE— Send this ad with your first order 
and we will also send you absolutely free, the 
following: 12 Love Letters, read two ways, 
also some short stories, and an illustrated 
booklet of interesting cartoon scenes. Get 
your order in NOW and get acquainted. 
Everything mentioned above included all fo r  $1 

Send cash, money order or stamps. Sent 
sealed.

LE FLEUR COMPANY
Dept. JM, 548 Melrose Ave., New York City

Methods of Forcing!
The most complete collection ever assembled 
under one cover—written in plain, outspoken 
English—nothing left to the imagination— 
many ways you would never dream of— one 
for every condition and circumstance—methods 
used by professionals—you need never again 
fail to gain your end—mailed under plain 
wrapper. PRICE $1.00.

PERSONAL PUBLICATIONS 
P. O. Box 65 Waverly, N. Y.

B U Y  D I R E C T
Enormous Saving on 

SANITARY RUBBER GOODS
for men. Finest Grade Latex products at 
less than & retail prices. Sample dozen 35c, 
4 dozen assorted $1.00, gross $2.50. Fresh 
guaranteed stock. Illustrated catalog of 1000 
Bargains 10c. Catalog and -valuable gift 
items FREE with $1 order. Sent in plain 
wrapper. Order today.

RELIABLE PRODUCTS, Dept. 331 
504 S. Crawford Ave. Chicago, 111.

Use Time Proven G.M. fir S. Products
Scientifically prepared and patented. For 
Irregularity when Nature Fails. Speedy and 
effective in relieving some of the most dis
couraging cases. GUARANTEED, PURE 
AND HARMLESS Vegetable and Herb In
gredients. Favored by Doctors and Thousands 
of Thankful Women. No interference. POST
PAID, Plain Sealed Wrapper Marked “ PER
SONAL.”  Formula No. 1—$2.00. A  SPE
CIAL FORMULA No. 2, compounded for 
Chronic, Stubborn cases, $5.00. Write 
Madame D for trial size and complete Hygiene 
Catalogue, 25c.

QUALITY PRODUCTS
3301 Beach Ave. Dept. B-5 Chicago, 111.

Sanitary Goods. SAFELY THIN. Guar. 5 
years against Deterioration. 24 asstd., $1.00; 
5 doz., $2.00; a gross, $14.00. SP E C IA U - 
Three Doz. Sample Asstd. $1.00. Sent in 
TLAIN  WRAPPER marked “ PERSONAL.”  
Handy Metal Case “ FREE”  with all orders. 
Ulust. Catalog & Samples, 10c. Large Trial 
Pkg., 25c.

QUALITY PRODUCTS
3301 Beach Ave. Chicago, 111.

S \

Guaranteed RUBBER DODDS - •
GENUINE LIQUID LATEX 

. . .  STERILIZED . . . 
SUPERSENSITIVE

Special 4 Doz. Assortment $1. Prepaid
in plain wrapper marked “ Personal.”  

FREE! Beautiful Metal Pocket Container 
with 3 rolled Prophylactics with efrery $1 
order.
Men’s and Women’s personal specialties, Sex 
Books, etc. Send 10c for Sample and Illus
trated catalog.

BOSWELL PRODUCTS, Dept. L-l 
159 N. State Street Chicago, 1211.

UP TO 800% PROFIT SELLING
R U B B E R  G O O D S

Guaranteed S U P E R S E N S IT IV E  
Send for agents* outfit consisting of 30 as
sorted samples from the LEADING FAC
TORIES, with retail value of from $5.00 to 
$7.00, shipped by express PAID in a plain 
package, sent on the- receipt of $1.00 to cover 
cost of packing and shipping charges. This 
refunded on your first $10.00 order.

ARTEE CO.
Dept. B.G. Upper Darby, Pa.

RUBBER GOODS
Best quality. Texide Brand. Thin, strong, 

supersensitive. $1.00 dozen. Sent prepaid in 
plain cover.

SHERELL PRODUCTS 
22 Norwood Rochester, N. Y.

No More
W H ISKEY D R IN K IN G
An Odorless and Tasteless Treatment 

When Used as Directed
Any lady can give it secretely at home in 

tea, coffee or food, and it costs nothing to 
tryl I f  you have a husband, son, brother, 
father or friend who i9 a victim of whiskey, 
beer or wine, send your name and address to 
Dr. J. W. Haines Co., 1985 Glenn Bldg., 
Cincinnati, Ohio, and they will send you abso
lutely free, in plain wrapper, a trial package 
of this wonderful treatment. What it has done 
for others is an example of what it should 
do for you. Write today and be thankful all 
your life.

RUBBER 3 for i Cent. Catalogue FREE.
AGENTS! Make Easy Money. 

G O O D S  Sell our Super Liquid Latex 
Rubber Goods. Everybody buys. 

Your profits will roll in faster than you can 
count them IF YOU FOLLOW OUR IN
STRUCTIONS. Our rubbers are thin and 
strong, air-tested, and Guaranteed for 5 years. 
Packed beautifully, three to a box. MORE 
THAN TWELVE VARIETIES in Large 
Sample Assortment for $1.00. We positively 
beat all competition. Send 10c for samples. 
FREE CATALOGUE and complete details.

PENN SUPPLY CO., Manufacturers 
SBD Penn Bldg. Bayonne, N. J.

M E N 'S  New Cartoon Booklets; New 
. _ _ Cartoon Cards; Just Out— SPECIAL! IS Snappy Girl Models, 

postcard size. Wow! 1935 
Scandals; Maggie & Jiggs; Tillie & Mac; 32 
French-type Girl Photos; 12 Hot L<Jve Let
ters; 14 Lively Pictures of young couples be
fore and after marriage: Two Spicy Cartoon 
Books, illustrated. And Morel ALL FOR 
50c. (Money Order.) Surprise Pack $1. 
X. WINKLER, 331- 14th St., B ’klyn, N. Y.

THRILLING LOVE PHOTOS
Six beautiful nude girls— “ front views.”  Six 
stunning girls in scanties. (All postcard size.) 
Sizzling booklets, containing 24 daring car
toons of men and women together. FREE— 
with order, “ Pansies of America.”  Positively 
all the above $1.00.

A. RAY, (Dept. BD-1)
Box 83, Station. N. New York City

BEW ITCH OTHERS!
Make them love you. Wield powerful love 
control. Secure clever woman’s private me
thods (confidential). Get secret charm. Re
vealing book, introducing you to new power, 
only 10c (sealed).

GARDIN CO., Dept. 3340 
Box 352, G.C.A. New York, N. Y.

M EN—Avoid Infection
Our Sanitary Goods guarantee perfect safety. 
Highest grade Latex. Extra thin—Extra 
strong. Sent prepaid in plain wrapper. 2 doz., 
$1.00: 5 doz., $2.00.

PROTEX PRODUCTS (Dept. G)
1317 New York Ave. Washington, D. C.

SNAPPY GIRL PHOTOS
Posed in the “ Nude.”  All “ Front Views.”  
10 for $1.00; 30 for $2.00. (Postcard Size.) 
“ Girls in Dainty Lingerie”  15 for $1.00; 
40 for $2.00. (Postcard Size.) None sold to 
MINORS.
T. CREED, 6441 Cottage Grove, Chicago, 111.

COTE French Tonic TABLETS
A potent tonic and nerve stimulant for either 
sex. “ Keep fit” — “ Enjoy life.”  $2.00 post-
Eaid, in plain wrapper (or C.O.D. $2.15), 3 

Dxes for $5.00. Special Strength $3.00, 2 
boxes Special Strength $5.00.

COTE LABORATORIES 
205 Middlesex St. Dept. A Lowell, Mass.
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CARTOON BOOKS
NEW STUFF —  JUST OUT

Miner’s Daughter, Coachman’s Daughter, 
Peeping Through the Keyhole, Shoe Dealer’s 
Daughter, Up for More, In the Shadows, The 
Night Shift, Original Peeping Tom, Hubby 
Comes Home, Under A Texas Moon, First 
Non-Stop Flight, Came the Dawn, Watching 
His Step, What the Window Washer Saw, 
Fireman Save My Child, Bargain Day In 
Glasgow, A Tough Break, After Their Shore 
Leases, Kelly the Iceman, I ’ll See You, etc., 
etc. These are all spicy scenes from Cartoon 
books. Also 110 Miniature French Type 
Pictures of Beautiful Girls in Startling and 
Artistic Positions, 40 of these consist of Men 
and Women together in snappy and Intimate 
poses. FREE—a set of 30 Pretty Girls in
striking and naughty bedroom scenes and a 
Booklet containing 12 Beautiful women in 
inspiring and sensational poses, Something New 
and Different. These Pictures ar Post Card 
Size. We will send all of the above upon 
receipt of $1.00. Send Cash, Stamps, or 
Money Order. Prompt Service, Plain 
Wrapper, Sealed.

CRESCENT NOVELTY CO.
287 Broadway Dept. 5-N N. Y . City

"GET THE LATEST"
H A R O L D  & L I L
FOR MEN ONLY: The French Stenographer, 
Boob McNutt & Pearl, The Farmer’s Daugh
ter, Boss & Bubbles, 10 Versions of LoVe, A 
Model’s Life, A  Maiden’s Dream, The Vam
pire, Maggie & Tiggs, Spanish Lover, Toots & 
Casper, The Girl with Eleven Lovers, Twelve 
Gay Love Letters—Read Two Ways, What 
L)hnn»y Saw Through the Window; Sadie & 
The Milkman, Gus & Gussie, Dick & Rose, 
Papa & Mama, etc., etc.,— 65 Daring, Artistic, 
French Type Pictures of Girls & 50 with 
Their Lovers in Intimate & Thrilling positions. 
Also 32 Dashing Photos of Beautiful Girls in 
Different poses. Boudoir Scenes, Thrilling 
& Daring Montmartre Type. (Kind Men 
Like.) SPECIAL: Absolutely FREE with
order—Copy of Paris Thrills with Snappy & 
Spicy Illustrations such as, The Old Fiddler, 
Pleasure Bend, Oiling His Typewriter, etc., 
etc. Also 15 Beautiful Girls in Dazzling 
Scenes, Post Card Size, Booklet form. Every 
man should have one of these booklets. Send 
Cash, Stamps or Money Order.

All for $1.00, plain wrapper.
CONCORD NOVELTY CO.

P. O. Box 623. City Hall Sta.
Dept. L-5 ___________________ New York City

SENSATIONAL BOOKS
O f a Curious Nature 

Privately Printed, Rare, 
Illustrated "Books. Con

taining Intimate Details on 
W HIPPING, SEXUALIA, 
WOMEN LOVE and other 
U N U S U A L  SECRET 
PRACTICES. Illustrated 
Catalogue for 3c stamps. 
State Correct Age— Occupa
tion.

FRANCINE COMPANY, Dept. B-68 
210 Fifth Ave. Suite 1102 New York City

Thrilling Love Photos
Six Beautiful Nude Girls—“ Front Views”  
Six stunning girls in scanties. (All post
card size). Sizzling Booklets, containing 24 
daring cartoons of men and women together. 
FREE—with order, “ Pansies of America.”  
Positively all the above $1.00.

A. RAY, Dept. BG-3
Box 83 Station N New York City

10 living nude models in 
daring positions on» glossy 
paper. Will be sent (Ex
press Prepaid) for only 
$1.15, or 25 for $2.15. 

With each order we will send absolutely 
FREE this fascinating book entitled “ An En
cyclopedia of Sex.”  Send cash, stamps, Money 
Order. GEM SALES
P.O. Box 601 Dept. F Rockford, Illinois

RARE
PHOTOS

R A R E  N U D E
Undraped and Unretouched pictures of living 
nude models in daring positions. Each picture 
Post Card size and on glossy paper. Send $2 
for 25 positions or $1 for 10 positions and get 
FREE 15 versions of Ldwe, Gay Life in Paris, 
What Tommy Saw, 12 Gay Love Letters (read 
two ways), Private tips and The Vampire. 
Send stamps for FREE Circular on B O O K S. 

LaROMA, Dept. E-10
4 West 15th Street New York

M E N  : BETTER! CHEAPER1 
T  riple tested, tearproof t 
guaranteed. GENUINE 
GOLD-TEX!

Specially packed 3 in box; rolled ready for 
use— Finest quality rubber goods.

2 doz. for $1.00 —  6 doz. for $2.50 
12 doz. for $4.00.

All orders sent express prepaid.
SENA PRODUCTS

24 W . 20th St. Dept. C -ll N. Y. City

T IL L IE  TH E TO ILER
"OO-LA-LA"

The famous book, only 60 cents. Also “ Con
fessions of a Young Nietsche Girl,’ ’ “ Con
fessions of Kelly the Hotel Bell Hop,”  “ The 
Unwanted Child,”  “ The Unmarried Mother,” 
“ Red Hot,”  “ Married Life,”  “ Lovers’ Se
crets.”  All these sizzling books for $3.00 by 
express. Send stamps or money-order. No 
C.O.D. shipments.

PAN-AMERICAN CO.
215 Beaumont Street, Manhattan Beach 

Brooklyn, N. Y., Dept. “ K.M.”

T E X I D E  brands paid, re-inforced tip
Sanitary goods of every description. 100% 
A1 QUALITY. Write for generous samples 
and catalog 10c.

RELIABLE SALES SERVICE 
1420 N. Spaulding Chicago

ONE WOMAN TO ANOTHER
S ’  V  G E T  A M O D E R N  WO M A N  s R F M t O T  TO

4  R E L I E V E  PAIN A N D  DELAY NOW

Don’t suffer unnecessarily when 
nature fails you. Do as other 
women do. Get a modern 

woman’* praised remedy for gaining quick 
relief. My “ Special Relief Compound”  has 
been used by many thousands of women for 
relief of overdue (delayed), late appearing, 
suppressed periods and similar abnormal men
strual irregularities. QUICKER IN ACTION 
THAN PILLS OR TABLETS. Compounded 
of vegetable extracts used by physicians and 
nurses more than. 25 years because of reputed 
power to relieve pain and aid in restoring a 
normal /low. Safe. Harmless. Women re
port relief in a few days without pain or in
convenience. Wonderful testimonials. C.W. 
“ I was delayed for nine weeks. Had a 
natural flow in 3 days.”  D. C. “ I was about 
six weeks past, in 5 days I was O. K.”  
E. U. “ Delayed three weeks. Menses started 
on the 4th day. Simple as A. B. C. to take.”  
Don’t let disorders persist. NOTE: Some
women even report quick relief after spending 
many times the cost on other treatments that 
they found unsatisfactory. H. E. “ I was 
delayed 12 days and all I needed was one box 
Formula No. 2. Sorry I did not know of 
your Compound before as I spent a lot of 
money on other treatments that did not help 
one bit.”  J. McC. “ 1 have just finished one 
box of your Compound and found relief after 
being six weeks overdue. I had spent con
siderable money on medicines before I tried 
yours but no relief until I used one box 
Formula No. 2. I shall never be without 
them.”  Send for my Special Relief Com
pound today. I don’t believe you will find 
another exactly like it. FAST SERVICE. 
Plain sealed wrapper. Regular package $2.00. 
Special Formula No. 2 for slow regulating 
functions $3.00. TRIAL SIZE 25c. Private 
information from a modern woman with order. 
Literature FREE. MARTHA BEASLEY, 
Box 22, Northwestern Station, Dept. 269, 
Detroit, Michigan.

Am azing New

VITALITY
double-quick

Thousands of weak, tired, pale, 
washed-out folks who felt that they 
could never again thrill to the simple 
pleasures of life now praise a startling 
new discovery in an old product of 
nature called Mate.

LOST V ITA LITY , NERVE 
POWER REGAINED 

QUICKLY

To MEN or WOMEN who feel the need 
of quickly gaining NATURAL POWERS, 
VIGOR, PEP, ENERGY and AMBITION, 
— Use GENUINE BRAZILIAN MATE.
the amazingly effective proven STIMU
LANT, recommended by Authorities to 
increase and restore NATURAL POW
ERS and DESIRES.-— Surprisingly LONG 
lasting results.— ACTS SAFELY, SURE
LY; TONES and REMEDIES THE EN
TIRE SYSTEM. Extremely pleasant 
tasting,— improves all meals or drinks. 
Preferred for giving to ailing man or 
woman without their knowledge. Sent 
in plain wrapper, express prepaid.

30-DAY GUARANTEE: Send ONE
DOLLAR with distinct understanding 
that unless you are delighted with re
sults that your money will be refunded 
on return of box. Prove to yourself at 
our risk that health, strength, happiness 
and the simple joys of life can still be 
yours.

THE MATE CO.
145 W. 45th St. Suite 804 N. Y . C.
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M E N
You Need Not Lose the Joy of Lift. 

After 40
Don’t resign yourself to growing old. Your 

good times need not be only memories after 
you are 40. It is no longer necessary to lose 
your pep as your age increases.

Nu*Life Pills can help you keep your youth, 
your ambition and your desire to live. They 
revive the glandular extracts that pep you up 
and keep you going. Your age will no longer 
be a detriment to your vitality.

Don't Lose Your Pep
Nu-Life Pills are made from a private 

formula that kept an old Pharmacist very 
much alive until he was well past 60. You 
need not be a “ Has Been.”  What Nu-Life 
Pills did for him, they can do for you. You 
can now share his secret. The fountain of 
youth is now yours.

Send $2.00 to the URANIA PRODUCTS 
COMPANY, at 11 WARREN ST., NEW 
YORK CITY. You will receive by return 
mail a bottle of 25 Nu-Life Pills, or $3.50 
for a bottle of 50. Take one whenever you 
want Pep.

W OMEN DELAYED?
Use marvelous MENSTRUA when delayed 1 
POSITIVELY FORCES REMARKABLY 
SPEEDY RESULTS in many most discour
aging abnormal delays, without pain, harm or 
inconvenience. Especially recommended where 
ordinary compounds fail, as QUICKER ACT
ING and much easier assimilated by body. 
TYPE DOCTORS PREFER. Costs us over 
300% more than ordinary compounds, but 
costs you no more! Tasteless, easy to take. 
Mrs. M. M. “ Delayed 9 weeks. Yi box 
worked. Other remedies failed. A  Miracle.”  
Mrs. L. G. "Ended 2 delays (5 weeks and 9 
weeks.) Wonderful. Painless.”  SAFETY 
PURITY GUARANTEED! $2.00. Orders 
rushed day received, plain sealed box. 
“ PRICELESS INFORMATION”  free with 
order.

PURITY PRODUCTS CO.
6023 Harper Dept. 5BG3 Chicago

L A D I E S  O N L Y !
D F | _ A Y F n ?  Use reliable time-tested B-X 

MONTHLY R E L I E F  
COMPOUND when nature fails! STARTS 
WORKING INSTANTLY! Brings relief 
without pain or inconvenience in some of 
longest, most discouraging unnatural delays 
very quickly—in only a few hours in some 
cases! Mrs. G. M. “ Delayed 9 weeks. Re
lieved in 10 hours.”  Mrs. N. H. “ 1 Box 
B-X worked after 3 other remedies failed.”  
GUARANTEED-PURE-HARMLESS. Con
stituents used by doctors and nurses many 
years. Used and praised by thousands grate
ful women. $2.00. AMAZINGLY PROMPT 
SHIPMENT! Rushed 1st class  ̂ mail, plain 
sealed box, within 1 hour of receipt of order. 

B-X PRODUCTS
1505 E. 60th St. BG-5 Chicago

Every man and woman should know 
the naked FACTS on sex harmony 

and happiness, marriage relations and 
sex hygiene as exposed in the frank, 
plain talk of Doctor L. A. Brown, in 
his amazing new books, “ SEX SE
CRETS,”  “ SUPREME CARESS,”  and 
“ TRUE SEX LOVE.”  Get them 

TODAY! Send $1.00 for all 3. postpaid 
in plain wrapper with “ My 6 Nights in 
a Nudist Camp”  (illustrated), 6 French Art 
Photos, and set of interesting action pictures 
included FREE! Address PEACOCK STU
DIOS, Suite 1232, Dept. FI, 6 E. Randolph 
St., Chicago.

D IRECT From FRANCE
Real French Private Photos and Spicy Books 
in English. The kind Men like. Two sample 
Books and New Catalogue for a $1.00 bill. 
Catalogue only 15 cents (stamps).

NOUVEAUTES PROUVE, Guichet 
PA VILLON S-Sous-BOIS (Seine), France

Victory Over Ageing
not by drugs; with a Cream Embrocation* 
acting instantly, better than all tonics. Re
sult guaranteed. The tube $1.00 only. In
formation FREE. Luc ProuVesky, M.D., 36 
Alee Danton, Livry-Gargan (S.-et-O), France.

C C D A EVERYBODY W ANTS
j t D A w  THIS PRIVATE

POCKET MICROSCOPE 
See Sweethearts, friends and 
what’s doing. No one knows 
by this arrangement of re
flecting mirrors. Hard rub
ber, perfectly made, unique
Sadget. Fits eye as monocle.

lade like jeweler's glass. 
Lasts lifetime. With 8 as

tonishing, Peppy, Frenchy, pictures. $1.00
CASH With Order, if you mention where 
you saw this advertisement. No C.OJ>.
shipment.

RAYLITE CO.
Dept. “ KM” , City Hall P.O. Box 830, N.Y.C.

Have You a Good Line?
The “ l,200_Quotations”  in the “ Lover’s Com
panion”  gives you a “ line”  for which they 
all fall. Impassioned, hot stuff. Priceless to 
all who would succeed with the opposite sex. 
The most PEPPY words ever written about 
Love and Passion. Sweep ’em right off their 
feet. Open the door to their hearts with the 
ardent words of the great SEX writers.  ̂ The 
appropriate words to meet every occasion of 
Love and Passion. Send $1.50 stamps, check 
or money order.

PAN-AMERICAN CO. Dept. “ KM”
215 Beaumont St., Manhat. Bch., Bk’lyn, N.Y.

“T H IS  PASSION  
CA LLED  LOVE”

A  daring book—brimful of naked truth, un
ashamed facts, frank discussions, and intimate 
secrets of sex, love and marriage. Ruined 
romances and blasted marriages are due to 
ignorance of vital questions which are laid 
bare in this amazingly frank book which re
veals the most intimate relations of men and

It contains EVERY
THING the curious in
experienced youth and the 
most blase much-married 
divorcee might want to 
know from the first 
awakening of youthful 
love to the fu* flowering 
of the grand passion;— 

hold love, restore love;—  
how to charm, fascinate, captivate,— mistakes, 
marriages, birth control;—wisdom, warnings, 
vampings;— petting, honeymooning, mating, 
winning whom you want by arousing respons
es;—deception, infidelity, outwitting third 
party, etc.

An endless source of 
intimate intriguing infor
mation—in the frank 
words of the present-day 
youth, answering any ques
tion you might even hesi
tate to ask your closest 
friends— answers to a 
bride, and others, which 
of course cannot be men

tioned here. Simply Priceless Secrets that 
will change jrour loneliness to happiness, your 
longing* to joy in possessing. Send money 
order or stamps for $2.00.
UNITED PUBLISHERS ASSOCIATION

City Hall P.O., Bo* 830, Dept. ‘KM’ N.Y.C.

T IL L IE  & M AC
Winnie Winkle, Kip & Alice and 100 More, 
all short stories, snappy cracks, etc. 32 
classy miniatures, 72 flappers, 15 love ver
sions, 20 actresses, 100 real reproduced im
ported photos pretty young French girls, 16 
Burlesk Stars, etc. All for $1. Extra big 
package girl photos, stories and 150 cartoons 
$2. H. BRAUN, 353 W . 47th, Chicago.

T IL L IE  &  GU S!
TH E LATEST STUFF FOR MEN 

Also Tillie and Mac, Maggie and Jiggs, Dumb 
Dora, Boss and Bubbles, Peaches and Brown
ing, French Stenographer, A  Bachelor’s Dream, 
A  Model’s Life, Adam and Eve, Kip and 
Alice, Harold Teen and Lillums, Toots and 
Casper, The Gumps, Winnie Winkle, Gus and 
Gussie, Barney Google and Spark Plug, Boob 
McNutt and Pearl, Tillie the Toiler. Cave-man 
Love; Chorus Girl Love: Turkish Love; 
Apache Love; Old Maid’s Love; Papa Love; 
Sailors on Shore; What Tom Saw Through the 
Keyhole; When Hubby Comes Home; What 
the Window Washer Saw; Mabel and the Ice
man; A  Turkish Harem; Mexican Love; and 
80 Snappy French Girl Poses. 16 French 
Lovers* Pictures, French Men and Women in 
Passionate Love Poses. Also Hula-Hula 
Dancing Girl. All the above will be sent you 
prepaid for only $1.00.

SEA-BREEZE NOVELTY HOUSE 
P.O. Box 1458, New Haven Dept. M42-8-TC

NEW STUFF FOR MEN
M AGGIE & JIGGS

Tillie and Mac; Dumb Dora; Boss and Bub
bles; Peaches and Browning; A  French Sten
ographer; A  Bachelor’ s Dream; A Model’s 
Life; Adam and Eve; Kip and Alice; Harold 
Teen and Lillums; Toots and Casper; The 
Gumps; Winnie Winkle; Gus and Gussie; 
Barney Google and Spark Plug; Boob McNutt 
and Pearl; Tillie the Toiler; A Broker’s 
Stenographer; Mabel with the Old Fiddler; 
The Unfaithful W ife; What the Janitor Saw 
in the Artist’s Studio; A Strip Poker Card 
Game; A  Saleslady and a Scotchman; Tho 
Iceman on the Look-out; The Butler and the 
Missus Taking Her Morning Exercise. Also 
54 high-grade glossy photos of naughty French 
Poses, French Men and Women in French 
Style Love Scenes. Also Women alone in 
different poses. And Photos of Beautiful 
French Models with beautiful forms, in daring 
poses taken from life. All the above will be 
sent you prepaid for only $1.00. CARRANO 
SALES CO., Dept. M42-8-TP, NEW HAVEN

D I D D L I N G
— AN EXACT SCIENCE—
B y  A World Fam ous Author 

You will want this book. Illustrated, unex
purgated. (Sold to ADULTS only.) Includes 
16 Real Life Poses. Sent to you in plain 
wrapper— $1.00 cash or Money Order. 

RICHMAR
P.O. Box 1511 Dept. 10 Hollywood, Calif.

DIRECT FROM PARIS 
REAL FRENCH ART PHOTOS 

RARE BOOKS
Men and women in life-like ac
tions. Six different scenes. 
Consisting o f six various series 
o f 15 photos each. Each set $1, 
the six series together $5. 
ONLY.
With four additional books in 
English all illustrated and very 
curious (for adults only) $10. 
Beautiful miniature set free. 
Mailed by 1st class mail. Rapid 

and discreet service against each payment. 
“ Real Stuff”  guaranteed.

EDITIONS MARCO
48 Rue Daguerre Paris (X IV ) France, Eur.

RUBBER GOODS
Men and Women. Our rubber goods are 

mailed in plain, sealed envelope, postpaid by 
us.
Write for Free Mail-Order catalog, saving 50% 

BOX 353, Dept. A17, Hamilton, Ontario

women.

W A R N IN G / 
This book will 
not be sold to 
anyone below 
18. State age 
when ordering.

how to win ldve,

Strictly
Secret

Sent sealed in 
plain, wrapper. 
Must be pre
paid. No C.O. 
D. shipments.
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(NEW STUFF!) Peaches and Browning, 
Dumb Dora, Maggie and Jiggs, Boss and! 
Bubbles. The Gumps, French Stenographer. 
A  Bachelor's Dream, Adam and Eire, Kip and 
Alice, A  Model’s Life. Original— "Night in 
Paris," Toots and Casper, A  Coachman’# 
Daughter, and over 100 more. Also over 70 
Snappy and Daring French type pictures, 
incl. 18 Photos Montmartre type of Men and 
Women in various poses. Also incl. Women 
Alone, in different positions, etc., special free 
with order, "Advice on How to Win at Cards," 
also "The Night Life of Paris”  and {some1 
short unusual stories, etc., etc. Goods sent 
sealed. You will receive all of the above. 
Send cash, money order or stamps.

SPECIAL: All For $1.00
PARIS IMPORT CO.

4166 Park Atve., Dept. JM, New York City

SIZZLIN G SEX PHOTOS
SENSATIONAL EACH AND EVERY ONE 

Rare Collection—Never Seen Before 
Set of 9 living positions, post card size, 
French Type Pictures consisting of unusually 
formed Women, Lingerie & Boudoir Scenes & 
Women Alone and other fascinating positions. 
Sent prepaid upon receipt of $1. State Age.

L a  COSTE COMPANY 
24 W. 20th St. Dept. A -12 New York City

IN TIM A TE BOOKS
The kind you hear about but can’t seem to 

get.—A PIECE OF THE PRINCESS and 
THE POSITION OF THE GREEK WO
MAN (a riot). Each contains 32 pages of 
original action that will kindle your flame 
anew I Mention this magazine and get 32 
page SKETCHES OF NAUGHTY LADIES 
FREE. Everything under plain cover for 
$ 1.00.

PERSONAL PUBLICATIONS 
P. O. Bo* 65 Waverly. N. Y.

BUY THIS BOOK
"STRANGE LUST"

By A. Hesnard, M.D., is the most power
ful and compelling book ever written on this 
sexual aberration. For the first time in the 
history of sexology has so capable a physician 
come forward with such a startling and daring 
treatise on the most curtained of all perver
sities. Nothing short of genius could conceive, 
and so /vividly depict the violent sexual im
pulses of the invert.
Notv the whole world may look behind the 
scenesl Send $2.50 for this wonderful book to:

John Francis
91 Oxford Rd. Rockville Center, N. Y.

A LL FOR 25c

/D are You j
FRENCH

LOVE
DROPS

An enchanting, ex-
___ _________  otic, seductive, tan

talizing concentrated essence of irresistible 
charm, clinging for hours like lovers loath to
Kart. Just a few drops is enough. Full size 

ottle. Directions of how best to use and
ORIENTAL PASSION POWDER
both at $2.00 cash with order. No C.O.D. 
shipments.

HE-MO CO., Dept. "K .M ."
City Hall P.O., Box 830, New York City

ELIXIR de Espana
This Cencentrated SPANISH 
essence has so powerful and 
pervading an influence, and is 
so exotic that its use stimu
lates with delightful charm. 
Lovers cannot separate from 

its clinging enchantment. It hypnotizes the 
senses and so magnetizes, that dreams come 
true. $2.00 CASH with order. No C.O.D. 
shipments.

KATHOS COMPANY 
215 Beaumont St., Manhattan Beach 

Brooklyn, N. Y. C.

T(bTS5CASPER
New and different from the rest, including 
Maggie and Jiggs, Boss and Bubbles, Kip and 
Alice, Winnie Winkle, Boob McNutt and 
Pearl, Gus and Gussie, Peaches and Brown
ing. Also 4 complete sets, all different, in 
series, totaling 47 French type pictures, 1 set 
men and women in intimate positions. Glossy 
finish, actual photos. (Nuff sed.)

FREE —  "ART OF LOVE"
PRIVATE EDITION

by Count K., illustrated, French Apache Love, 
Turkish Love, Youth Love, Chorus Girl Love, 
Sweetheart Love. Every young man should 
have a copy. Shows all. Included ABSO
LUTELY W ITHOUT CHARGE with every 
order.

Everything described above sent on 
receipt of only $1.00.

You may remit either cash, money order or 
stamps and immediate service can be assured. 
Plain wrapper.

THE BELL COMPANY 
Box 14, Fordham Sta., Dept. JM, New York

Latex Rubber Goods
Disease preventatives. Guaranteed 5 yrs. 
4 doz. $1.00; 7 doz. $1.70; 12 doz. for $2.50. 
Wrapped plain, marked "Personal.”  Catalog 
free with order.

EDWARDS PRODUCTS CO., Dept. H 
119 N. Wells Street___________Chicago, 111.

S P E C IA L  O F F E R — 50 miniature pictures of 
handsome men and beautiful girls in thrilling 
love poses— 50 miniature pictures of beautiful 
girls in snappy poses— 8 imported art cards 
—also 12 gay ldve letters. All for 25c. Send 
cash or stamps.

FAMOUS NOVELTY COMPANY 
30 Irving PI. (Dept. RB> N. Y . City

KAN-DU FOR MEN ONLY. 
Controls, causing better 
harmony and happy wives. 

Trial size, 25c. Full size, $1.00.
L. SCHUCK

1*5-65 116th Drive Jamaica, N. Y.

M E N
Best Goods;

REX
201 E. 35th Street

and Women. 3c stamp brings 
catalog of finest Rubber Goods. 
Fresh Stock. Guaranteed.
Lowest Prices. Save 50%.

DRUG CO., Dept. 30E
Chicago, 111.

Spanking Thrillers
LOVING LASHES, illustrated..............$2.00
REAL SPANKING EXPERIENCES,

illustrated, Vol. 1 or 2, ea................ $2.00
SPANKER REJOICES, illustrated.......$2.00
HAND OF THE MASTER, illustrated..$2.00 
Any 3 for $5.00. Send stamp for illustrated 
descriptive bulletin. Adults only.

ABBEY PRESS, Dept. B-2 
179 W. Washington Chicago, 111.

Y O U ' L L  N E V E R  
K N O W  L I F E

Until You've Read the Greatest 
of All Forbidden SEX Books

Tales from
TH E GREAT DECAMERON

Here in the most revealing tale* of sex- 
practises and passion ever written are situa
tions so startling, so true to life. Written 
in an age of plain speaking, they show us 
how real flesh and blood men and women act 
—the deep secret motives that influence our 
actions today.

For centuries the Decameron has thrilled 
millions— has inspired countless great authors, 
has been lauded by the most discriminating 
critics. Rich in fascinating plots, vibrant 
with all the passions, it has furnished forth 
plots for the world’s great masters of liter
ature— Shakespeare, Chaucer, Keats, Tenny
son, Dryden and Longfellow. A large volume 
would be required to list the writers who 
have copied or adapted some of the plots. 
Hardly a great sex-book, or a poor one, exists, 
which is not in part or in whole taken from 
the Decameron. No one can know SEXU- 
ALIS, can call himself truly a master of life 
in all its infinite variety, until he has drunk 
from the bottomless loving cup of great 
Giovanni Boccaccio.

Morals and customs are all laid before you 
—the way people lived, the hovels and palaces 
they dwelt in— all are told with a wit and 
pathos that never crept between the covers of 
any book of passionate love. Stories which 
rejuvenate, which after all is the first re
quirement, but they give use the history of 
the manners, customs and morals. They 
constitute a landmark of literature, which 
must not be passed dver, if you would live.

We are enabled to offer you this great 
book, stories from the famous Decameron— 
for the amazingly low sum of only $2.10! 
Fill out coupon below. Mail coupon this in
stant before this low price offer is withdrawn!

UNITED PUBLISHERS ASS’N.
(Established in 1904)

P. O. Box 830, City Hall Post Office 
New York City. Dept. "K .M ."

Please send me a copy of The Tales from 
the immortal Decameron by Boccaccio. 
Enclosed $2.10.

Name ..............................................................

Address ..........................................................

City .....................................  State..............
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A REAL SENSATION

"TEN DER BOTTOMS"
This interesting book is a complete and 

detailed expose of a common contemporary 
sexual anomaly, describing in a delightfully 
vivid manner the use of the ROD, and the 
playful arts of SPANKING, commonly prac
tised in the secret and mysterious RITES of 
FLAGELLATION.

Sent on receipt of $3.00
John Francis

91 Oxford Rd. Rockville Center, N. Y.

Book of the Century
The Constant Sinner

by Mae West
Miss West is the greatest modem 

champion of frankness with Sex. This 
is her own novel about an underworld 
girl who handles her man like a three 
ring circus. Sent on receipt of $2.00 
cash or M.O. None sent C.O.D.

JOHN FRANCIS
91 Oxford Rd. Rockville Center, N. Y.

ARTISTS AND STUDENTS

DISROBE MODELS
BY THE TOUCH OF A

MAGIC DIAL
Tune in on N U D ITY  Whenever 

You Please!
Wonderful New Invention

Undress the model instantly by virtue of 
certain spectromatic phenomena. Clothing 
seems to disappear leaving only the nude 
body beneath. A great help in figure draw
ing. See what the body under the clothing is 
like, how it affects the folds and draping. 
BEAUTIFUL GIRLS— ONE MOMENT 
CLOTHED and THE NEXT—N U D E —  
AT YOUR COMMAND. No artist or art 
lover should be without this amazing "Visu- 
alizer.”  Just attach a dollar bill to this ad 
and send at once to Dept. "K .”

V-RAY VISUALIZER
175 Varick Street New York, N. Y. 

and we will express the Visualizer to you. 
Act quickly, supply limited.

SEXUAL SLAVERY
Privately Printed and Illus
trated Books on SEXUAL 

L I F E  IN  AMERICA,
Underworld Vices, Sex 
Horrors, Secret Flagella
tion Clubs, Etc. Send for 
package of illustrated con
fidential catalogs. Mailed 
in plain, sealed envelope 
free.

BIBLION BALZAC 
^ 104 Fifth Ave. Dept. 1005 N. Y. C.

| Name ................................... A g e ..........

Address

FREE FOR MEN O N LY
My "New Vigor Tablets”  are a famous tonic- 
stimulant used by men everywhere. Trial 
Package sent free, sealed.
PIER CO. 127A-72 Cortlandt St., N. Y. C.

English Photos RBa0Ceks
Ra-e Action Photos and List, $1 and $3. 
Specials (Sealed Pkts.) %$.— 200 Miniatures, 
$1. Nudist Magazine, $1. B. G. DANE, 
64 Stanley Street, Liverpool, England.

HOT REA D IN G !
12 copies, (back numbers) of magazines, 

for $1.00, cash. Spice, laughter, thrills l 
Now is the time to stock upl A miscellaneous 
assortment, containing spicy stories and pic
tures; a large package o f fascination! Shipped 
by Express only; give your Express address. 
No C.O.D. orders.

FRANK KENNETH YOUNG 
903 W . Seventh St. Traverse City, Mich.

PROBLEMS ferent ?

OF LO VE! lost interest?
Have you a problem 

of intimate love or sex which you hesitate 
to discuss with your friends? .

I f  s0—let me solve your problem, inclosing 
one stamp with your request. Correspondence 
STRICTLY CONFIDENTIAL. Don’t delay. 
Know what to do!Frederic E. Scheuerle
814 E. Allegheny Ave. Philadelphia, Pa.

L O N E S O M E
Meet ladies and gentlemen everywhere. Get 

acquainted. Exchange letters and photographs. 
Join my correspondence club and acquire new 
friends all over the world. Great fun.
$1 Pays a year's membership $1

—Join Today—
FRIENDSHIP CLUB Hawthorne, N. J.

TH E A R T OF LOVE
ETHNOLOGY

OF THE SIXTH SENSE 
Hundreds of erotic curiosities and anom

alies, hundreds of strange erotic practices. 
A sacrifice to Venus well performed, curious 
pleas of husband and wife.

Sent on receipt of $3.00
John Francis

91 Oxford Rd. Rockville Center, N. Y.

"IF  O N LY HER SKIN  
WERE CLEA R"

"She's such a swell girl. She dances well. 
She's lots of fun. She’s got a beautiful figure. 
She’d really be good looking if her skin were 
only clear.”

Do men say this about you?
Are you being robbed of romance by a skin 

that is blemished and unattractive, by large 
pores, blackheads and pimples. You no longer 
need lose the romance that should be yours, 
when only a few treatments with Velskin Balm 
will clear your skin and restore the bloom and 
charm to your face.

Velskin’s Balm is made from the private 
prescription of a registered pharmacist. It 
was first developed to clear complexions that 
would not respond to standard lotions. It 
has met with tremendous success wherever it 
has been used. No matter how bad your 
complexion may be, a few applications of 
Velskin Balm will clear it up.

Romance can be yours. Don’t let other 
girls run off with all the desirable men. Make 
your dreams of beauty and ldve come true. 
Don’t deny yourself life’s pleasures. Send 
One Dollar ($1.00) to U R A N IA  P R O D U C T S  
CO M PA N Y at 11 Warren Street, New York 
City. You will receive by return mail a 
large sized jar of Velskin* Balm.
Claim the Beauty that Is Yours

SPECIAL OFFER: Good cartoon books, 
illustrated, 14 lively 

pictures of a young couple before and after 
marriage, set of girl art models, whip flirta
tions, 12 hot love letters. See what Tommy 
saw under the parlor door. French Stenog, 
Winnie Winkle, Gay Life in Paris, Great 
sex poem, Paris Thrills and more. All for 
50c (Money Order). Surprise Pack $1.00. 
B. G. WINKLER, 33114th St., BTclyn, N. Y.

Sex Novels
That Strip off the Veils from 

the Joys of Life.
The kind of books you always wished 

could be published. They hide nothing. 
They skip over nothing. They dare to 
reveal all the facts of life.

Tales that are wilder, more sizzling 
and amusing than a barrel of sly French 
novels. A  fan dance is tame compared 
to some of the bedroom scenes. Here 
are eight big volumes of private delight 
for you.

THE CONSTANT SINNER
by MAE WEST

THE LITTLE FRENCH DAUGHTER 
OF JOY

GEORGE C. FOSTER

TH EY CALL IT  SIN
by ALBERTA STEDMAN EAGAN

BRIDE OF THE NIGHT
by LOUISE GERARD

THE UNCONSCIOUS SINNER
by VICTORIA CROSS

HOT NEWS
by EMILE GAUVREAU

THE RED HOUSE
by ELSA JERUSALEM
THE WEEK-END WIFE

by DOLF W YLLARDE

SPECIAL OFFER
1 Book ..........................  $2.00
3 Books ........................ 5.00

The price of books is going to be 
increased. You had better order at once 
before these prices are withdrawn.

(You should be at least 18 years old to 
order these books.) Send cash or money 
order. NO C.O.D. orders accepted.

JOHN FRANCIS, Dept. A 
91 Oxford Rd- RocWille Center* N. Y,
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D I A B E T I C S :
Read How I Had SUGAR RELIEF 

In 48 Hours
after years of suffering. Now I can eat, 
work and enjoy life. No costly or painful 
treatments. Sugar removed in easy natural 
way. Pleasant. Results amazing. Write for 
Specialist’s Free Book.

ARTLEE REMEDY CO.
Dept. 83 BOX 1314 CHICAGO, ILL.

THE M YSTERY SEX
HALF MAN - HALF WOMAN

Sensational booklet exposes their strange ldves, 
passions, secret practices. Adults only. Post
paid in plain envelope. Price 20c.

FEDERAL SALES CO.
Box 344XC Indianapolis, Ind.

SPICY BOOKLETS!!
For Adults Only. We have a Limited Supply 
of: 26 Men and a Girl; A  W ife’s Confession: 
Sketches of Naughty Ladies; Confessions of 
a Gold Digger; Strange Marriage Customs 
and Illicit Lohres, etc. Each book over 30 
pages. All six books sent upon receipt of 
$1. Stamps accepted.

GARBER PRESS
96 Fifth Avenue New York City

Kidneys Must Clean 
Out Acids

The only way your body can clean out 
Acids and poisonous wastes from your blood 
is thru 9 million tiny, delicate Kidney tubes 
or filters, but beware of cheap, drastic, irri
tating drugs. If functional Kidney or Blad
der disorders make you suffer from Getting Up 
Nights, Nervousness, Leg Pains, Backache, 
Circles Under Eyes, Dizziness, Rheumatic 
Pains, Acidity, Burning, Smarting or Itching, 
don’t take chances. Get the Doctor’s guaran
teed prescription called Cystex (Siss-Tex). 
Works fast, safe and sure. In 48 hours it 
must bring new vitality, and is guaranteed to 
fix you up in one week or money back on re
turn of empty package. Cystex costs only 9c 
a day at druggists and the guarantee pro
tects you.

100 Photos of Yourself
for $1.0 0

Send any size photo 
of Yourself, Sweetheart, 
Mother, Wife, Child, 
Pet, Landscape or any
thing. We will repro
duce it exactly and send 
you 100 stamp photos, 
perforated, gummed, 
bearing your initials, 
ready to affix. Stick 
them on letters and on 
backs of envelopes. Start 
a stamp album of your 
friends —  everybody’s 
loing it. It’s the latest 
fad, sweeping the coun
try. Invaluable in busi
ness to real estate men, 
to farmers, to manufac

turers of every kind. Agents, write for our 
big profit offer. Photostamps sell like wildfire. 
Enclose* $1.00 and 5c stamp for 100 photos.

IDO for *B9

NATIONAL PHOTOSTAMP CO.
280 Madison Ave. Dept. 11 New York

PENNIES W A N TED
W E PAY If more than
UP TO «{)*■ E Q .  11 years old

and up to $500 for certain U.S. Cents 
Send 10c today for 16 page fully illustrated 

catalog
NATIONAL COIN COMPANY 

Box 731-MM MILWAUKEE, W IS.

FLA T TIRES A N E W  S K I N
(Continued front page 43) 

her warm body against him re
leased his passion anew as he car
ried her into his room. Her warm 
breasts were palpitating against 
his chest; his lips found her hot 
cheek, then pressing her warm, 
moist lips. She returned the 
caress with a fervor that startled 
him. Her body relaxed in his 
arms. . . .

Al Terry opened his eyes with 
the first break of day and looked 
tenderly at the sleeping form of 
the girl at his side. Then he steal
thily left the bed and tip-toed in
to her room. Several minutes 
later he returned grinning, 
dropped the mechanical mouse in
to his sample case and went back 
to bed.

S 0 H C  W R I T I N G
r  B IG *R O Y /\L T IE S < * l

paid by Music Publishers and Talking Picture 
Producers. Free booklet describes most com
plete song service ever offered. Hit writers 
will revise, arrange, compose music to your 
lyrics or lyrics to your music, secure U. S. 
copyright, broadcast your song over the radio. 
Our Sales Department submits to Music Pub
lishers and Hollywood Picture Studios. 
W RITE TODAY FOR FREE BOOKLET.

UNIVERSAL SONG SERVICE 
652 Meyer Bldg, Western Ave. & Siera Vista 

Hollywood, Calif.
LINCOLN AND INDIAN HEAD

ACTION FILMS!!
Free— 3 Genuine Nude glossy, post card size 
Pictures (undraped and unretouched) with 
every order of Films that will give you a 
thrill if used with our Komic Kamera. Winnie 
Winkle, Moon Mullins, Dick Tracy, The 
Gumps, Harold Teen and many others. Spe
cial Kamera and two films sent prepaid for 
$1. LIMITED SUPPLY!

C. GARBER
2 W . 15th St. Dept. G-16 N. Y. City

IN 3 DAYS

Read this F R E E  O F F E R  
■—and learn that what was considered im
possible before— the removal of pimples, black
heads, freckles, tan, oily skin, large pores, 
wrinkles and other defects in the outer skin 
—can now be done harmlessly and economically 
at home in three days’ time, as stated by the 
legions of men and women, young and old.

It is all explained in a new free treatise 
called
“ BEAUTIFUL NEW SKIN IN 3 DAYS”  
which is being mailed absolutely free to readers 
of this paper. So worry no more over your 
humiliating skin and complexion or signs of 
aging if your outer skin looks soiled and worn. 
Simply send your name and address to 
MARVO BEAUTY LABORATORIES, Dept. 
388-C, No. 1700 Broadway, New York, N. Y., 
and you will receive this new treatise by return 
mail in plain wrapper, postpaid and absolutely 
free. If pleased, tell friends.

SNAPPY BOOKLETS
NUDE PHOTOS

Illustrated Booklets of Winnie Winkle; 
French Stenographer; Bachelor’s Dreams; 
Parson’s Daughter; Tillie & Mac; Bubbles & 
Her Boss and 5 Nude Pictures (undraped), 
post card size on glossy paper in thrilling 
positions. All 6 Booklets and 5 Pictures for 
$1., or 15 Pictures and 6 Booklets for $2. 
DeSOSNE, 1107 B’way, Dept. G-3, N. Y. City

BE TALLVo«> Hei ght  
Increased In 14 
days or money 
b a c k  1 T h e
amazing Subbing 

;em soon bring* 3-5 Inches Increase now “ pep”
energy. A valuable Health Course and “ Sue-

___  and Popularity*' Course included F R E E  with
System , sent complete for $2.00. Send Sc tor con
vincing Free Book with testimonial! and Guarantee 
in  plain sealed envelope. W RITE NOW TO:—

ST E B B IN U  SY ST E M  *
O ut. M. S.~ DEFOREST .HILLS. NEW VtfRK

AMAZING BARGAINS
Can be found in our Catalogue. Our SANI
TARY PROPHYLACTICS guaranteed 100% 
perfect or money refunded. SAMPLE and 
Catalogue 10 cents. Or send 25 cents for a 
trial package, catalogue included. THE JADE
PRODUCTS CO., (Dept........ ) 32 Union Sq.
New York City.

B O O K S  o n
CORPORAL PliniSHITtenT

Remarkable stories of Whippings inflicted on both 
sexes, disclosing the strange grip the Rod has had on 
men and women sinoe the beginning of Time.« > >

Also many other curious and absorbing volumes 
on strange amatory customs and practices,—unabridged., 
privately printed and unusually illustrated.» a *

ILLUSTRATED booklet, handsomely printed describing these 
volumes in great detail, sent free in sealed envelope to responsible 
adults only. Send stamp. State age. Postcards ignored.

THE GARGOYLE PRESS 
70 Fifth Ave. Dept. R.P. N. Y. City
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AND TO THINK THEY USED TO 
CALL ME SKINNY

Results guaranteed

Posed by 
professional 

models

SKINNY? NEW EASY 
WAY ADDS POUNDS

-  so fast you're amazed
Astonishing gains with new double tonic. Richest 
imported ale yeast now concentrated 7 times, iron 

added. Gives 5 to 15 lbs. in a few  weeks

DOCTORS for years have pre
scribed yeast to build up 

health. But now with this new 
discovery you can get far greater 
tonic results than with ordinary 
yeast— regain health, and also 
put on pounds of firm, handsome 
flesh—and in a fa r  shorter time.

Not only are thousands quickly 
gaining good-looking pounds, but 
also clear skin, new pep.

Concentrated 7 times
T his am azin g  new p ro d u ct, 
Ironized Yeast, is made from spe
cially cultured brewers’ ale yeast 
imported from Europe—the rich
est yeast known—which by a new 
process is concentrated 7 times— 
made 7 times more powerful.

But that is not all! This super
rich yeast is then ironized with 3 
kinds of strengthening iron.

Day after day, as you take

Ironized Yeast, watch flat chest 
develop, skinny limbs get husky, 
skin clear—you’re a new person.

No matter how skinny and weak 
you may be, this marvelous new 
Ironized Yeast should build you 
up in a few short weeks as it has 
thousands. If not delighted with 
the results of the very first pack
age, money back instantly.

Special F R E E  offer!
To start you building up your health 
right aw ay, we make this FREE of
fer. Purchase a package o f Ironized 
Yeast at oncet> cut out the seal on the 
box and mail it to us with a clipping 
o f this paragraph. We will send you a 
fascinating new book on health, “ New 
Facts About Your Body," by an au
thority. Remember, results are guar
anteed with the very first package—  
or money refunded. At all good drug
gists. Ironized Yeast Company, Inc., 
Dept. 744, Atlanta, Ga.



(l\u%t\nddm SeeieU c|5ev me Daiiti(jCi| keveaGzdt!
A W A Y  with false modesty! At last a fam- 

ous doctor has told all the secrets of 
sex in frank, daring language. No prudish 
beating about the bush, no veiled hints, 
but TRUTH, blazing through 576 pages 
o f straightforward facts.

Love is the most magnificent ecstacy in 
the world . . 4 know how to hold your 
loved one. . .  don’t glean half-truths from 
unreliablesources.Nowyoucanknowhow 
to end ignorance...fear...and self denial!

MORE THAN 100  VIVID PICTURES
The 106 illustrations leave nothing to 

the imagination . . .  know how to over
come physical mismating . . . know what 
to do on your wedding 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 about your sex life, 
information about which other books only 
vaguely hint, is yours at last.

Some will be offended by the amazing 
frankness of this book and its vivid illus
trations, but the world has no longer any 
use for prudery and false modesty.

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 IVO RCES A RE CAU SED  
B Y  S E X  IG N O R A N C E !

N o r m a l ,  s e x - s u i t e d  
yo u n g  p eo p le  a re  to rn  
apart becau se  they lack  
sex  kn ow led ge.

SEND NO MONEY •••MAIL COUPON TODAY 1

WHAT EVERY MAN SHOULD KNOW
The  Sexu a l Embrace How to Regain V irility
Secrets of the Honeymoon Sexual Starvation 
M istakeso f Ea rlyM arriage  G lands and Sex Instinct 
Hom osexuality To G a in  G rea te r Delight
V e n e rea l D iseases The Truth About Abuse

W HAT EVERY W OM AN SHOULD KNOW

Dept. 523-A 1 2 7 0  Sixth A v e ., New Y o rk , N .Y .
P lea se  sen d  m e, “ S e x  Ilnrm ony and E u ge n ic s”  in plain  

w rapper. 1 wiil pay  tiie postm an  $2.98 (p lu s p o sta g e )  on 
delivery . I f  1 arn not com pletely satisfied , 1 can  retu rn  
the hook and the en tire  purch ase price  w ill be re fun ded  
m m ediately . A lso  send me F R E E  O F  C H A R G E , your 

boon on "W h y  B ir th  C o n tro l? ”

Narns

Address—

Joys of Perfect Mating 
W hat to A llo w  a  Lover 

> to do
Intimate Feminine Hygiene
Prostitution
Birth Control Chart

How to A ttract and Hold 
Men

Sexual S lavery of W omen 
Essentials of Happy 

M arriage 
The Sex Organs

H O M O S E X U A L I T Y . . . S E X  A B N O R M A L I T I E S
Do you know about the astounding world 
of ''half sexes” ? They crave the companion
ship o f their own sex...their practices are 
unbelievable to the normal mind...yet you 
should understand them.
Money back at once If you are not satisfied I
5 7 6  DARIN G PAGES

■ City and  State-  
I  Orders from Foi

- A ge-
eign Cour '~iea $S.A5 in Advance

Don’t be a slave to ignorance and feat 
Enjoy the rapturous delights of the pel 
feet physical love!

Lost love . . .  scandal. . .  divorce . . .  car 
often be prevented by knowledge. Only 
the ignorant pay the awful penalties ol 
wrong sex practices. Read the facts, clearly, 
startlingly told . . . study these illustra
tions and grope in darkness no longer

You want to know . . .  and you should 
know everything about sex. Sex is no longei 
a sin . . .  a mystery . . .  it is your greatest 
power for happiness. You owe it toyourseli 
... to the one you love, to tear aside the cur
tain of hypocrisy and iearn the naked truth1

ATTRACT THE O P P O S I T E  SEXI
Know 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 longer any need to pay the 
awful price for one moment of bliss. Read 
the scientific pathological facts told so 
bravely by Dr. Rubin. The chapters on 
venereal disease are alone worth tht* price 
o f the book.
IS S E X  IG N O R A N C E  
D RIV IN G T H E  O N E YO U  
L O V E  IN T O  TH E  ARM S

O F  A N O T H E R ?
Let **S ex  H arm ony ”  

teach you how  easy it is 
to w in and h o ld  your 
loved on e!

this b o o k  Will not be sold to mino

Take advantage 
ofthisREDUCED 
Price NOW I

F R E E ! NEW BOOK 
" W H Y  BIRTH CONTROL?"
'"This startling hook discusses 

birth con trol in an entirely 
new  way — T e lls  you many 
things abou t a much discussed 
subject. ‘ ‘W hy Birth Contrc 1” 
— w ill be a revelation to you — 
Sent free to  all those who order 
“ Sex Harm ony and E u gen ics” 
at the reduced price $2 .98 . 
P IO N E E R  P U B L IS H IN G  C O . 

Radio City
1270 Sixth A v e ., New York , N .Y .


