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TO REDUCE

Try the Perfolastic Girdle
For 10 Days At Our Expense!

“IREDUCED My Hips NINE INCHES” writes

Miss Healy “I reduced from 43 inches to 34Y%
inches” writes Miss Brian.
@ So many of our customers are delighted with
the wonderful results obtained with this Perfor-
ated Rubber Reducing Girdle that we want you
to try it for 10 days at our expense!

Massage-Like Action Reduces Quickly.
Thegirdleisventilated to allow the skin to breathe
and works constantly while you wallk, work, or
sit...its massage-like action gently but persis-
tently eliminates fat with every move you make.
e The Perfolastic may be worn next to the body
with perfect safety for a special inner surface of
satinized cloth protects the skin. So soft and
smooth, it prevents any friction. So porous, it
actually absorbs perspiration. This “inner sur-
face” keeps your body perfectly cool and fresh.

Don’t Wait Any Longer...Act Today.

@ You can prove to yourself quickly and defin-
itely in 10 days whether or not this very efficient
girdle will reduce you. You do not need to risk
one penny ... try it for ten days... then send it
back if you are not completely astonished at the
wonderful results...and your money will be
immediately refunded...including the postage!

SEND FOR TEN DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER!

PERFOLASTIC, Inc.
41 EAST 42nd ST., DEPT. 1811 NEW YORK, N. Y.

Without obligation on my part, please send me FREE BOOKLET
desctlbinfg aad 1llu_stratmg the new Perfolastic Reducing Girdle,also

sample of Perfolastic Rubberand your 16-DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER.
Name

Address N _
City State

Use Coupon or Send Name and Aadress on Penny Post Card
sy
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WHAT EVERY WOMAN Aeeds

for Feminine Hygiene!
ot Complete Outfit | Outfit

worry and uncertainty — to safeguard

Ty
your health and happiness. This amaz-
ing introductory offer gives you this
whole outfit FREE with your order for
the famous SANI-DOUCHE, the mod-
ern way to sure pmtecuou Order your
SANI-DOUCHE now at the snecial
price of $1.95 (regularly $7.50) and get

all the other articles FREE.

WHAT YOU GET
l Complete SANI-DOUCHE Combina«

tion, including bulb and Attacho

nozzie. _ Patented nozzle may be ‘, M

3se(:‘hwnt|:1 the Ilt:ulb ordondmar.{ N ONEY lN
ouche bag. expands as i

sprays, opening the membranous ADVANCE
folds—ant!septlo spray reaches every

art, effectively destroying germ- 3

ife.  Physicians recommend this
principle of dilation.

2 SANI-JELL—free. A squeeze of
the tube sends soothing, antiseptic
jetly up through the long nozzle to
form protective coating that is proof
against passage of germ-life. Con«
venient to use, positive in action.

3 Box of WIN-FORMS—free. These
vaginal suppositories are the most
convenient way in feminine hy-
giene. Always ready for use, no
water or accessories. Just use one
of these handy cones, any time,
anywhere. Meclt at body tempera-
ture, forming protective antiseptic
film; sure protection against germs.

Box of ANTISEPTIG POWDER—
free. little mixed with water
makes an ideal douching antiseptio
harmless yet EFFECTIVE.

Box of WIN-TABS Antiseptic Tah-
Iets»—free Just drop a tablet in
lass of water for effective douch-
ng solution. ldeal for traveling.

Box of DATEX—free, One or two
t?blats brlnu' quick relief in ?a?ei 3 %
:mga:atural y delayed or painfu : TABLETS

Box of REJUYOS—free. These
harmless tablets stimulate the
glands, build heaith and vitality.
Tired, nervous women find them
wonderful.

8 TWO BOOKS on Feminine Hy-

giene—free. Intimate facts that

every woman should know. ay
save you untold suffering, worry
and harmful consequences.

9 COMFO SANITARY BELT—Wo-
'llne(tl' r'/‘elcomqtthls n&oqlern \yta:y to e
0 o sanitary pad in position—
defys detection even under tho REJUVOS TWO BOOWS
sheerest gown. Flesh-color eiastic % 3 B
web complete with pins—regular
$1.50 value.

lOPI_LE SUPPOSITORIES. Instant
relief for piles (hemorrhoids). Just
use one of these convenient sup-
positories and pain vanishes al-

most at once. Scientific and safe. g i
SANITARY BELT PILE SUPPOSITORIES

SEND NO

MONEY!

SANI-DOUCHE

NN it

Just send your name and address and the COMPLETE
OUTFIT will come to 5you by return mail, in plain wrapper.
Pay postman only $1.95 plus few cents postage You save
over $5.50 on the SANI-DOUCHE alone and you get the other
nine ‘valuable items FREE. Don’t miss this sensational offer.
Only limited number of these Feminine Hygiene Outfits to be
distributed. Write for yours NOW. Address:

FAITH WINSTON, Dest. pg 11. 122 Fourth Avenue, New York, N. Y.




Between You and Me!

Dear Editor:

Spicy Stories is the spice of life and believe
it or not I never paid any attention to your
contribution column.

I just read the ome of February and am
interested in Miss A. H.s letter. 1 disagree
with ber about the girls’ pictures being borrid
because we men like a display of feminine
charms.

I do believe that the magazine should give
the girls a break with some masculine figures.
Those girls that posed for the pictures on
pages 30 and 45 of the February issue are a
treat and a letter from them wouldn’t be
sneezed at.

If Miss A. H. wants a mannish picture 1
will be pleased to draw her one.

1 belicve man’s philosophy of woman comes
from contact in any manner, shape or form.

Yours truly,
Pete Roberts.
3705 Gratiot Ave., Detroit, Mich.

Dear Editor:

I have been a reader of Spicy for quite some
time and still look forward to it.

1 believe 1 enjoy Kay Carroll’s work the
most. But they are all good.

This is my second attempt to break the
readers page. Of course I realize you must
receive quite a number of such attempts.

I am free, white, 24, and anxious to hear
from some of your girl readers.

Sincerely,
Jack Regier.
Care Gen. Del., Kansas City, Mo.

Dear Editor “Between You and Me”:

Just another ardent reader with a well-
earned word of praise for your truly spicy
magazines. They certainly are a bright spot
in these trying times.

Would you kindly print this in your col-
umn as early as convenient as it is a request
for Pen Pals, girls from 16 to 25 years pre-

ferred. I am 25 years old, € feet tall, slender
build, dark hair and complexion, and gray
eyes. Have been a sailor, aviator, professional
baseball player and wanderer. Traveled ex-
tensively in U. S., Mexico and Canada and
through Panama Canal. Can promise spicy
and entertaining letters. 1 also write, having
contributed to the waste paper baskets of some
of the best known magazines in the U. S.

Thanking you and wishing you and your
magazines every success, I am,

Yours sincerely,
Walter W. Burnett.

4492 16th Street, Detroit, Mich.

Dear Editor:

Just finished reading September number
and so enjoyed it. “Between You and Me” is
a very fine department. 1 read every letter.
1, too, think like “Maude C.”, a few spank-
ing stories or real experiences would be very
popular.

Hope your magazine grows.

Mrs. J. E. D.

Dear Editor:

1 have been reading Spicy Stories for the
past few months, and 1 enjoy them wvery
much.

I am a soldier way up bere in the far north,
and 1 wonder if you would put this letter in
your “Between You and Me” section in your
Spicy Stories?

I would like to correspond with some pen
pals of your readers. Especially some girl that
likes to write letters.

I am 21 years old, 6 ft. 1 in. tall, weigh 180
pounds. Have smooth dark bair and brown
eyes. 1 will answer all letters, and exchange
snapshots if they wish.

So come on girls, get your paper and pens
out, and write me a letter.

Sincerely,
Pvt. Jobn Felix.
Co. E, Seventh Infantry, Chilkoot Barracks,
Alaska.

(Please turn to page 63)



‘“Business
Betfore
Pleasure”’

“Is . . the . . door

: locked?” she
asked.

HERE was a smile on the thin red lips

of Alma Fantelle as she sat at her desk

in The Fantelle Shoppe, reading a letter
which lay on the blotting pad before her.

“Audrey Monroe must be undergoing a
mental rejuvenation!” she thought. “Fancy
her ordering an interior decorating job like
this! . . . Her latest and most exciting gigolo
must be putting ideas in her pretty head!”

The letter was postmarked at the Monroe
summer camp in the Catskill Mountains, and
it contained detailed instructions for the re-
decoration of the city apartment that the
Monroes occupied in the autumn, until, with
the first snow flurry, they flitted to their
winter home at Miami.

“Darling Alma:” the letter began. ... All
her feminine acquaintances were darlings to
Audrey, and it made no difference whether
the connection was a business or a social one.
. . . She gushed, just the same!

“I am enclosing the keys to our apart-
ment,” she wrote. ‘I would love to have you
drop in there soon and look the place over,
with a view to making any changes in fur-
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nishings that your marvellous judgment may
dictate before we return to the city the latter
part of this month.”

“My marvellous judgment!” Alma snicker-
ed. “Audrey, you’re a born flatterer!”

She read on:

“You can do anything you like to all of
the rooms. . . . The only thing I have to sug-
gest isn’t really a suggestion, it’s a demand,
and it is this: The bedroom, my bedroom,
darling, must be done in the style of sweet
Marie Antoinette’s boudoir. . . . I saw a pic-
ture of it the other day in a book of French
memoirs, and I’ve been covetous ever since.
.« +» Do me a real bizarre bedroom, won’t
you?”

Alma laughed outright. “Audrey wants to
be loved in the atmosphere of a royal courte-
san. . . . Her new gigolo must be a type!”

On went the letter:

“The bathroom must be done in black-and-
gold, with beveled mirrors everywhere, walls,
ceiling, floor, everything! . . .1 read the other
day that Patricia Reynolds, the movie star,
has such a bathroom, and it intrigued me, it
really did! . . . I must have one!”

Alma smirked. “I wonder what old Henry
Monroe will say when he sees my bill? . . .
He’ll probably say nothing, just tap Audrey
on her perfumed shoulder and smile. . . . It’s
great to have a husband who indulges the
slightest extravagant whim of his wife, especi-
ally when he knows, or should know, that her



boy friends and girl friends are going to enjoy
the result far more than he ever will!”

The letter closed with a torrential gush:

“I trust you, darling, very much more than
I do myself, venturesome thing that I am. ...
I do, I mean, I really do! . .. You're such a
darling! . . . I can scarcely wait until T see
the wonderful way in which I know you are
going to execute this assignment. . . . Yours,
as ever, Audrey.”

There was the inevitable postscript:

“Oh, darling, I almost forgot! . . . Henry
says that you mustn’t touch his bedroom or
his library, because he is perfectly satisfied.
. . . Just like a man, isn’t it? . . . He would
say that! . . . Well, ’'m not satisfied with
things as they are in my own rooms, so do
a ducky job, please!!!”

Alma flicked the letter with a polished
fingernail.

“Leave it to me, Audrey Monroe! . . . I'll
make you gasp when you get back to town!
. .« And my bank account will be enriched
by a sizeable check from old Henry.”

She pressed a button on her desk, and, to
the boy who bobbed into her private office,
she murmured nonchalantly:

“Tell Mr. Satterwhite I would like to see
him at once.”

She was smoking a cigarette, thoughtfully,
when the young man she had summoned en-
tered the room. He was immaculately garb-
ed, tall, slim, a masculine fashionplate!

“Anything new?” he asked, sauntering
over to Alma’s desk. She tossed the letter
across to him.

“I want to see your eyes pop open when
you read that order!” she said.

Dick Satterwhite read. . . . His eyes only
gleamed, but his grin was very broad as he
muttered:

“Phew! . . . Another fat check from the
Monroes!”

Alma laughed. “I’ll say it will be fat!”

“But we redecorated the place only this
spring!” added Dick.

“You know Audrey Monroe!” said Alma,
carelessly. “She has everything done over
every time she hooks a new gigolo.”

Dick glanced at the letter again. “A Marie
Antoinette boudoir, and a black-and-gold
bathroom completely mirrored! . . . Audrey

wants to imagine she is a king’s favorite, I
guess.”

“She can imagine anything she likes, Dick,”
remarked Alma. “And we’ll give her some-
thing to rave about, won’t we?”

Dick chuckled. “And we’ll give Henry
something to rant about, too, when he gets

the bill.”

Alma shrugged. “He won’t complain! He
lets her do just as she pleases, and why should-
n’t he? You remember the apartment we
decorated for one of his many sweeties not so
long ago.”

“It was a swell job, too!” replied Dick,
proudly.

He selected a cigarette for himself, and
hitched on to the desk, bending over Alma.

“We’ll be able to take that winter vacation
at Palm Beach, won’t we?” he whispered.

His partner’s seagreen eyes winked lazily,
and she raised her face to meet the kiss that
sought her tenuous lips, while a long, slender
finger poked its way into the inordinately
deep schism between plump breasts that hung
on her torso like honeydew melons, clearly
outlined beneath her silken blouse.

With a laugh, Alma drew away from him
after the lusciously moist kiss had spent its
breathless force, and she patted his cheek lov-
ingly as she whispered:

“Certainly we’ll run down to Florida,
honey! . . . But, always remember, business
before pleasure!”

He grinned again. “You’re right, as al-
ways.”

“We’ll make out a list of purchases for that
bedroom and bathroom,” Alma went on. “She
is specific enough about those two rooms! . . .
Then we will run over to the apartment and
take a look around the suite. There’ll be
plenty of things we can do in the way of
new draperies and so forth to add dollar signs
to the bill.”

“Whether or not anything is needed?”
smiled Dick.

“Audrey Monroe always needs new things!”
laughed Alma. “New lovers, new decorations,
new thrills!”

Dick seized her by the arm and pulled her
over to a wide couch that stood between the
curtained windows of her office.

“You work entirely too hard; Almal” he
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suggested. “On the strength of this order we
surely can relax for a few minutes!”

She let him draw her down on the couch,
his fingers fumbling with the catch on a lace
brassiere while his other hand caressed the
smooth warm skin of the thigh that peeped
from above her gartered stocking.

Sighing, she gave him her lips, murmuring:

Is . .. ther .- door .5 locked?”

“Of course, precious!” he breathed, huskily,
as their arms entwined passionately.

The breeze from the open window frisked
Audrey Monroe’s letter from the desk, and it
fluttered to the carpet unheeded. . . . Silence
reigned in the office, to be shattered by a soul-
ful gasp and a tremulous moan as problems
of interior decoration faded momentarily!

APPROXIMATELY three weeks later, Audrey
Monroe stood in the doorway of her remod-
eled bathroom, uttering squeal after squeal of
delight and clapping her hands. Her enthusi-
asm was like the gleeful exultation of a pam-
pered child over the possession of a new toy,
rather than what might be expected from a
woman whose adolescent days were but a dim
and distant memory of the long ago.

“Just too gorgeous for words!”
claimed.

Audrey had just arrived from her summer
home, traveling alone to the city because
Henry Monroe had decided that he wished a
few more days of trout fishing and golf.

Ordinarily, Audrey would have remained
in the country until he was ready to leave,
but she couldn’t contain herself when she re-
ceived word from The Fantelle Shoppe that
her instructions had been carried out and the
redecorated city apartment was awaiting her
occupancy. She had bestowed a wifely kiss on
Henry’s cheek, and, with a murmured: “See-
you-later-darling!” she deserted the mountain
camp, leaving her maid to attend to the pack-
ing.

Without pausing to remove her hat or
gloves, she had passed through the rooms, not-
ing various changes, artistic touches here and
there, until she reached her own bedroom,
which had been converted with the speed of
a magic wand from a modernistic spot for
sleeping and resting into the old-world charm
of a Marie Antoinette boudoir.

she ex-
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Audrey’s exclamations were enthusiastic
enough as her restless blue eyes flashed over
the ensemble, but it was when she stepped to
the arch that now formed an alcoved door-
way to the bathroom that her pleasure became
spasms of ecstatic rapture.

The fixtures were of shining black marble,
with gold trimmings, otherwise the room was
paneled, ceilinged and floored with the glassy
mirrors that she desired. Her own reflection
came back to her from every angle of her
glance. The sunken bathtub was a black
splotch in the mirrored floor, giving forth the
musical trickle of water constantly flowing in
and out in the manner of 2 swimming pool.

“Divine!” gasped Audrey, then she giggled:

“I'd be satisfied to spend the rest of my
days in here . . . with proper company, of
course!”

Back into the boudoir she hurried, whisk-
ing off her gloves and hat as she walked, bring-
ing to light the heavy mop of ashe-blonde
curls that were the result of frequent visits
to a hairdressing salon. With Audrey, disrob-
ing was a matter of only a few moments. She
was never overburdened with clothing. Now
she removed a pink linen tailored suit, a silken
chemise, stockings and slippers, which left her
unadorned save for the hugging clasp of the
satin brassiere that performed the three-fold
purpose of controlling, uplifting and pointing
the voluptuous fullness of her breasts, twin
promontories of rounded magnificence that
sprang from the valley of her bosom and dom-
inated her softly curving torso.

With the removal of that brassiere, the
effects of a thrice-a-week massage and unre-
mitting tender care could be seen. . . . The
way in which such heavy globes of solid flesh
were separately poised indicated that the sag-
ging, drooping tendency of mature sinews had
been thwarted by the expert toning and
grooming of a masseuse’s hands, plus the aid
of oils and creams that kept the pink skin
youthfully supple and firm.

Slipping her feet into satin sandals, she
glided snakily through the portals of her bath-
room, oval hips and blue-veined thighs mingl-
ing in seductive undulations, while there was
a barely perceptible quiver to the jutting
roundness of her breasts.

Audrey’s ripe lips parted in a smile of



witchery as she stood at the edge of the sunk-
en bathtub. . . . Her nudity seemed to be
more nude in that mirrored room. . . . Dozens
of times her soft contours were pictured, from
every possible angle of vision, giving the im-
pression that she was looking at a collection
of photographs of herself.

“That’s why some movie stars like this sort
of a bathroom!” she thought. “They can see

themselves in such intriguing postures. . . .
And I’ve heard that they actually have photo-
graphs taken like this!”

Audrey’s eyes traveled from her toes to the
curly crown of her head, and automatically,

it seemed, her hands were pressed to the yield-
ing mounds of her breasts. . . . Rosy-hued
nipples stiffened at her touch, and slowly her
fingers traversed the firm solidity of the area
surrounding each bud.

“Not many of them have what I've got!”
she boasted. “And that’s a fact!”

Up and down the silkiness of her skin her
hands were now wandering, and she tingled
to the contact of sensitive fingertips.

“At my age!” she murmured. “It seems
that my figure becomes more lovely - with
each birthday! . .. And my skin . .. !”

She pinched the warm flesh of a columnar
thigh.

“So firm and springy . . . just like a kid’s,

With Audrey, dis
robing was a matter
of a few minutes.

I think. . . . But that’s due to the masseuse
at the beauty shop, I suppose, and not to me!”

Back to her breasts her hands flew.
“Look at these beauties!” she said, exult-

antly. I don’t know of anybody who has as
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fine a pair! . . . Alice is ten years younger
than I am, and hers hang down like long-
necked gourds. . . . Betsy is a mere child when
eompared to me, and hers are shriveling al-
ready. . . . Virginia has a pair that are prettily
shaped, but they’re so small. . . . Hazel’s are
large, but, heavens, I’ve seen cows with more
shapeliness. . . . Tessy is as flat as a pancake

Her eyes traveled from
her toes to her curly hair.

therey so flat that I don’t believe her hubby

knows what a nice breast feels like!”
Audrey laughed and winked at her reflec-

tion. “I must give him a play at mine some
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time. . . . He’s a nice chap. . . . He deserves
a break once in a while. . . . Some evening at
a country club dance I’ll take a stroll with
him on the lawn and introduce him to the
delights of fondling that is fondling. . . . If
he ever got his hands on these, Tessy would
be out of luck sure enough. . . . But I'll just
tease him!”

Then a thought zipped contrarily through
her mind. “But maybe he doesn’t like flesh.
. . . He may prefer ’em flat. . . . If so, he’s
a fool, though they say there’s no accounting
for tastes!”

The rosebuds were now projecting their
sweetness with ardent and thrilling crispness.
Audrey plucked and tickled them until they
were almost bursting.

She giggled mischievously.

“That little Polly Manton has a marvellous
pair, but ’'m old enough to be her grand-
mother! . . . When she grows up, she will be
a beauty! . . . I must warn her to take care
of them. . . . So many girls neglect them-
selves and lose the loveliness that nature lav-
ished upon them. . . . It’s a shame to see
that happen. . . . I'll invite Polly to tea some
afternoon and bring up the subject! . . . May-
be I’ll even let her see herself in my mirrored
bathroom, after a few cocktails!” =

Audrey immersed her toes in the water.
“So cool and refreshing!” she whispered. “The
temperature is just right!”

Then her thoughts whizzed to Alma Fan-
telle. “She is certainly the wonder of the
world when it comes to interior decorating.
.« . And, thinking of figures, hers is the near-
est approach to mine of any grown woman
I know. . . . I wonder if she is as pretty un-
dressed as she is when she is all dressed? . . .
Alma and I should become better acquainted.
... I think I’ll ask her up this afternoon to
thank her personally for the wonderful work
she has done here, and I don’t suppose she’ll
have any objection to a dip in this cool tub
with me! . . . She likes cocktails. . . . And,
speaking of that, I wonder if the supply of
ingredients is exhausted? . . . I've been away
all the summer!”

Audrey tripped out to the pantry and tip-
toed to open the doors of a cupboard. There
she saw many bottles of assorted sizes. An
experienced eye noted labels and brands.



“Plentyl” she whispered. “Alma and I
shall have a cocktail party to dedicate my new
bathroom.” She laughed. *“And, later, there’ll

“be another with Philip. . . . He simply must
see this gorgeous layout, and maybe he can be
persuaded to relax beside this tub like a Ro-
man noble of old! . . . I'll play the part of
the slavegirl in attendance!”

Audrey’s eyes sparkled. “That’ll be fun!”

Into the tub she stepped, letting herself sink
below the surface of the water until her ashe-
blonde head was the only clearly visible part
of her. But as she wriggled to let the tepid
water caress her, the rosy buds on her breasts
appeared above the water line.

“I must call Alma right away!” she
thought.

Opening a tiny door built into the glass
wall by the side of the tub, invisible unless
one knew that it was there, and knew how
to open it, she picked up a telephone receiver.

“Alma, darling!” she gushed, when a cool
voice replied. “I don’t know how to thank
you. . . . It’s beyond words. . . . I'm simply
crazy about it and I want you to drop in for
a cocktail this afternoon. . . . You know, just
to wish me luck. . . . Okay? . . . About two
oclock? . . . Splendid! . . . I'll expect you,
darling! . . . ’Bye!”

Audrey stretched out comfortably, causing
little wavelets that lapped against the buds on
her breasts.

“All the brainy women I know are like
physical sticks!” she mused. “I’ve simply got
to find out if Alma Fantelle is really as lovely
as her gowns make her appear!”

Her hand reached out for the telephone
again.

“Darling Philip!” she cooed. *“I suppese he
has missed me terribly! He doesn’t even know
that I'm back in town again!”

The “hello” of she masculine voice made
her smile.

“Phil!” skie murmured.

“Precious!” he replied. “Where are you?”

“In town!”

“Really?”

“Absolutely!”

“I'm aching to see you, honey

“So am I!” Audrey’s flushed tongue ca-
ressed the mouthpiece of the telephone. “Can
you come up this afternoon? . .. There’s
something I’ll have to show you! . .. No, not
two o’clock, darling! . . . Oh, just because!
Make it four o’clock! . . . Fine! . . . Until
I see you, here’s a kiss!” She made a swishing
sound with her ripe lips. “’Bye, and don’t
be late!”

Audrey placed the receiver on its base.

“It’ll be a busy afternoon!” she smiled,
moving her legs lazily under the water. “Very
busy, indeed!”

!’!

ALMA FANTELLE hung up her telephone
and smiled cynically. Then she buzzed for
Dick Satterwhite.

“You haven’t sent that bill to Audrey
Monroe?” she asked.

“Not yet!” he replied.

“Well, hold it!” she murmured. “I’m going
to her apartment at two o’clock. . . . She wants
to thank me in person. . . . She ran into town
today to look at the place!”

“Does she like it?” queried Dick, eagerly.

“Silly!” whispered Alma. “She’s so de-
lighted that I may double the amount of the
bill! . . . I'll let you know tomorrow!”



Christened Don Juan

BY
WALLACE J. KNAPP

ONALD KENNIGREW JOHNS sat

in his shiny taupe roadster, watching the

afternoon promenade from the campus
toward town. To the array of ankles and
and calves he paid little attention for he was
waiting for Peg Schuyler, leading light of
Lowater College.

But before she got out of her class in the
Botany Building, across the street came the
wife of Professor Davila, her arms full of
bundles. Especially Spring-like and lovely she
looked, so that with a sudden inspiration
Johns vaulted over the door. He approached
her, bareheaded and with a light in his eyes
that made girls believe he considered them the
reincarnation of Helen of Troy and the Queen
of Sheba, all rolled together.

“May I play chauffeur?” he suggested, let-
ting his admiring gaze play over what was un-
doubtedly a beautiful body. The student body
had frequently voiced its opinion that, even
if old Pedro Davila let himself be bluffed in
class, when it came to women, he knew his
senoritas. And as one of the honor students
in Spanish, Donald Johns had frequently met
Mrs. Davila in Spanish circles and at her home.

“I do look like a truck wagon,” she agreed,
giving him part of her parcels.

He preceded her to his car and threw open
the door, and then everything happened at
once. A gust of wind snatched a notebook
out of the back of the car. As he tried to
seize it, he jostled the lady beside him who
dropped one of her smaller packages. She
caught it before it reached the ground, but
something on her sleeve snagged the hem of
her skirt, and unknowingly, as she reached
over to put her load on the seat, she raised
her scanty skirt high enough to reveal a pair
of perfect legs, covered only to the knees by
sheer hose. For a brief instant Don had a
vision. Like a cocktail, it gave him a great
hunger for more.

He ushered the flushed Mrs. Davila into the

auto where her piquant turban over jet black
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hair and sparkling black eyes made her look
very adorable. Then he retrieved the wind-
blown notebook. By the time he had gone
around to his side of the car, she had settled
herself in her seat, but by accident (or was
it design?) that rebellious skirt had slipped
sufficiently high to prove her modern enough
to roll her stockings below her knees.

“How about going home through the lower
campus?” he asked, and not waiting for either
an answer or Peggy Schuyler, he slipped in
the clutch, whirled the wheel, and was off
down a side street.

Out of sight of everyone, where the road
ran between arching elms, he suddenly rolled
open the windshield. The air, sucking down
into the car, billowed out the clothes of the
lovely woman beside him. He put out his
right hand to hold them down, only somehow
it missed the dress entirely and rested on a
beautifully rounded thigh that quivered at his
touch.

She pushed her garments down over it, but
for a moment left the exploring hand in
place. However, as he tried to inch up higher,
both her hands rushed to dislodge it. Johns
did not insist. By now they had almost
reached the main road. He swung into traffic,
and a moment later the car drew up beside
the apartment house where the Davilas lived.

“No. Don’t!” she whispered as he began
loading his arms with her bundles.

“Sure. I'll be glad to give you a lift.”

“Not this time. Besides, what would people
say?” Her voice was a little breathless.

“What’s wrong about my carrying a few
groceries up for you? And who would know
it, anyway?”

“Anybody who saw your car outside.”

“Then I’ll park it around the corner.”

She moistened her lips, then she shook her
head. The hand that dropped over hers as she
reached for the groceries lingered there a little
while. At last with a hesitant laugh she
roused herself. But so slowly did she move



that he was around on her side, helping her
out, almost before she touched the handle.

“Hasta lueguito,” he whispered. She was no
Spamard herself, but she knew he was prom-
ising to see her in a very little while. She just
raised one quizzical eyebrow, thanked him for
the ride, and went into the house.

With every evidence of nonchalance, the
senior lounged back into his seat and let in
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the gear. Where should he go? It was now
after three o’clock, too late to go back after
Peg. And then another thought struck him.
That morning he had tried to get an appoint-
ment for a conference with Prof. Davila, to
see about writing a report instead of taking
the last examination in Spanish, but the man

had replied in his squeaky voice and mur-
dered English that “Eet would be emposee-
blay,” because there was a faculty meeting
that afternoon. If he could not see el Senor
Davila, why not content himself with la Se-
nora Davila? If her actions a few minutes be-
fore proved anything, such a call might have
its interesting moments.

With a quirk of his lips, he swung back,

He feasted his eyes on a
curving back that made
his mouth water!

found a parking spot a block from the apart-
ment, and left the car there. Then, pausing
only long enough to get a large box of candy,
he tucked it under his arm and passed through
the same door that had swallowed her barely
fifteen minutes before.

Up to her rooms on the third floor he
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climbed unseen and knocked at the door.
There was a wait of a long time. He knocked

again. Finally the door opened slightly and

he caught her sharp intake of breath as she
recognized him. Behind him he heard foot-
steps ascending the stairs, so he pushed inside
and shut the door noiselessly.

“But what—what—?” She no longer wore
the jaunty turban and skirt. She had slipped
into light blue lounging pajamas, sketchily
covered by a blue and white kimono.

“You must have dropped this,” he told her,
holding out the box.

Almost in a daze she took it and felt of it,
before she thrust it back at him.

“That isn’t mine. You know it isn’t. Take
it and go.”

He saw that she was trembling all over so,
instead of accepting the box, he tossed it into
a chair and threw his arms around her. For
a second she struggled mutely, but when he
persisted and even let one hand imprison a
rounded breast, she burst out with:

“You’re insane. Let me go! Suppose some-
one comes?”’

It required only the last to make him sure
she did not object strenuously. In his experi-
ence, he had discovered that few girls grew
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tremendously insulted if the lovemaking were
sufficiently skillful.

“Don’t be afraid; dear!” he whispered, his
voice a little husky now. *“No one will come.
Lock the door and let’s visit.” Since he cov-
ered her mouth with kisses, she could not well
answer, and when she made no objection, he
reached out and thrust home the bolt. Then
an agile hand dropped inside the pajamas. He
felt her thrill, and only his restraining arm
kept her from falling. After a delightful in-
terval manipulating a firm breast, he picked
her up and carried her over to a sofa.

/ Such a storm of Spanish
profanity poured down
/ upon him that he was
drowned beneath it!




“It fecls lovely,” he breathed in her ear
while his other hand was slipping the pajama
strap off her shoulder. For a moment she
fought him, but he conquered her with a kiss
that found tongues battling until she sur-
rendered. Like a veil pulled aside, the pajama
fell from a conical mound of ivory, tipped

with a cherry already hard and outthrust, and
so tempting that his lips dropped instinctively
to pluck it.

He buried his face in the valley between
her breasts, and then his mouth getting drier,
he dared more. The pajama dropped to ker
waist.
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“But this is madness!” she cried, pulling
herself away. “Pedro will be home any mo-
ment.”

“He has a faculty meeting after his last
class.” The knight errant could talk, even
while his hands were exploring farther.

Suddenly, when he was within sight of vic-
tory, she seized her slipping garment and
broke away from him. He followed, recogniz-
ing the room into which she had escaped as
her bedroom. By the time he reached her, she
had almost repaired the damages, but the
battle began all over again.

Off one shoulder, down over a luscious
breast, bidding farewell to a shell-like navel,
slipping over a glistening hip, the light blue
pajamas rustled softly as they reached the
floor. And over them stood such a vision as
he had never seen. She buried her face in her
arms and pressed hard against the wall, as
though trying to conceal herself, but as he
ripped off his shirt so violently as to send a
couple of buttons flying, he feasted his eyes
on a curving back that made his mouth water.

In no time he was in the same Adam and
Eve primitiveness that she was. He approach-
ed her and slowly, gently, turned her to face
him. Then she pressed against him so that he
could still see nothing of the charms of the
front of her body. His hand dropped down
her back, and gently patted the rounding sur-
faces he found.

Still she clung to him. He picked her up,
laid her tenderly on the white counterpane of
her twin bed, and stepped back to admire.
But again she rolled over and he saw nothing
but her back. Over he turned her, this time
restraining her while his avid lips rained kisses
upon her. And she, gasping, closed her eyes.
When he could stand it no longer, he threw
himself upon her.

Sharp teeth buried themselves in his shoul-
der. Frantic fingers chutched at him. Then a
long, breath-taking sigh, and both relaxed.

“You were named wrong!” she whispered
as she lay in his arms. “You should have
been Casanova or Don Juan. Why, you are!
Donald John, Don Juan. You are—"

Then came a violent pounding at the apart-
ment door. Both leaped up. The newly
christened Don Juan, perfect lover, threw his
clothes on as quickly as any fireman ever
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dressed. And the senora slipped into her pa-
jamas.

There was only one way out of the apart-
ment. All he could do was to hide in the bed-
room until Mrs. Davila got rid of the visitor,
so there he remained, putting the last finish-
ing touches to his attire while she opened the
door. And then his heart sank. He recog-
nized that piping voice, that torturing of the
English language. Pedro Davila had come
home.

“But I thought you were—at a—a meet-
ing, Pedro,” the woman mumbled.

“It ees true, but I am verry eell. I could
not to go. I want only that I lie myself in
bed.”

Donald Johns swallowed hard. It was all
up! But the girl still used her brains.

“Come on into the kitchen, then, dear, and
I'll make you some yerba mate to drink.”
From the sounds, she was even trying to pull
him, but the man was stubborn.

“I want the bed.”

Johns looked for a hiding place. There was
the closet. The door wrenched open under
his frantic hand. But something on the floor
tripped him as he sought concealment. There
was a metallic clatter and he fell headlong.

Before he could get up, the door crashed
open again and Professor Davila glared down
at him with so demoniacal an expression that
Donald was terrified for the first time in his
life. And such a storm of Spanish profanity
poured down upon him that he was drowned
beneath it and could not understand anything
but a couple of “Sin verguenza!” the fighting
epithet among Spaniards, and that, he sur-
mised, was the mildest thing the frantic
teacher called him. Donald learned what
Spanish temper was.

“If you will let me explain,” he began, try-
ing to scramble to his feet, for he could not
very well argue tangled in stockings, dresses,
and shoes. But Pedro Davila needed no ex-
planations. He had read too many of the
triangle novels of his native literature to fail
to suspect what had happened.

A man hiding in the closet, a tumbled bed.
What need for words, after that?

“But you are jumping to conclusions,”
Donald tried to explain. “It was all very
simple. You see—"



“I see I keell you!”

“What for? Because I did you—or rather
Mrs. Davila a kindness?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean I was in a store when she called
up and wanted something in a hurry. The
man could not deliver it at once, so I offered.
And when I got here, she had been taking
a siesta.” He gestured toward the bed casu-
ally. “I brought them in and was just get-
ting ready to leave when I heard somebody
coming upstairs. I knew everything was in-
nocent, but what would somebody think, see-
ing me come out of your apartments and your
wife, in—well, like that, at the door? I step-
ped back and closed it. Then the knock.”
He was getting more fluent as he went along.
He saw holes in his story, but he hurried on.
“I hid in the next room till she could get
rid of whoever it was, and it was you. So
you see nothing happened. You wrong both
of us if you think anything else.”

Those Spanish triangle novels usually depict
the detected villain breaking down and con-
fessing. This was so different that the fiery
Spaniard hesitated and looked again at the
bedroom. Luckily Donald had seen one of his
shirt buttons and was concealing it under his
foot.

“Where ees that wheech you carry to here?”

“It’s in the kitchen, dear.” His wife spoke
for the first time. “He brought it from Sieg-
fried’s.”

Again the Latin grunted. Whether he be-
lieved the flimsy story or not, Donald Johns
could not be sure. Perhaps he believed because
he wanted to. Anyhow,—“Eef I find you lie,”
he muttered, “I keell you!”

Donald Kennigrew Johns took that as his
exit cue. Old Davila meant what he said.
Lowater would certainly be a dangerous place
if the jealous husband found out. And he was
very likely to. If he happened to inquire
about the senior’s reputation, he would soon
discover that Don Juan was a good name for
him. And right then Johns made up his mind
to go somewhere, anywhere. He felt cramped.
Why not New York? Why not Europe? He
had plenty of money.

“Goodbye,” he said with a side glance at
the lovely senora.

“Goodbye,” she replied, “and—thank you.”
She added two words he could not distinguish.
But as he raced down the steps, he was pretty
sure she had again called him Don Juan.

Well, if she was satisfied, he was. The world
was ahead of him that early day in Spring,
and far horizons were calling.
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You Can’t Make ’Em
Good By Contract!

ROBERT DUMONT

ANET floundered about in the water,
cleverly imitating the struggles of a swim-
mer in distress. Meanwhile, she kept one

“Help! Help!”
she squealed.

alert, naughtily-inclined eye fixed on the al-
most too-handsome-to-be-true lifeguard.

“Help! Help!” she squealed, just loud
enough for him to hear.

The lifeguard’s magnificent physique stif-
fened to attention for an instant, then he ran
into the foamy surf, plunged in and swam
. rapidly toward Janet. Within a few seconds,
he had reached her and had clutched a hand-
ful of the back of her swimming suit. Janet
craftily pretended to be half-drowned while
her rescuer towed her toward the beach.

Once the water was shallow enough to ob-
tain a footing, the lifeguard took her in his
arms and carried her toward the shore line.
Janet’s heart beat a rapid, rapturous tatoo. At
last what she had so ardently desired was tak-
ing place—she was in this wonderfully attrac-
tive man’s arms!

“Oh—oh, where am I?” she asked, looking
about bewilderedly.

“Right here safe in Don Crawford’s arms,
girlie,” the guard reassured in a richly mas-
culine voice. “Don’t be afraid. Everything
will be all right.”

“I’'m not,” Janet said, giving him the full
benefit of her devastating eyes. “I—I feel so
safe in your arms!”

Actually, Janet was entertaining much
more hectic emotions. Her whole being was
athrill with amorous impulses. Had she list-
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ened to her inclinations, she would have
slipped her arms up about Don Crawford’s
neck and kissed him then and there. Instead,

she snuggled her head closer against his shoul-

der and sighed her happiness.
“You are so big—so strong!” she mur-
mured, winking her eyelashes provocatingly.
Don looked down at her keenly, searching-



ly. A faint understanding smile curved his
firm lips.

“I’ll be off duty in half an hour,” he said
persuasively. “And I was thinking of going
in my little coupe way out along a deserted
section of this beach with a bite to eat and
a bottle of vin rounge and some sparkling read-
ing matter, to get away from it all. But since
I’ve seen you, I've realized it would all be so
dull and stupid by myself. Please say you’ll
come—before that crowd waiting on the beach
get hold of us!”

Janet vacillated a moment. Then she re-
called the purpose of her visit to the beach
resort—an escape to some spot where she
could spread whoopee uncurbed. And, too,
those strong arms pressing her close to a broad
chest were caressing, tantalizing.

“You may call for me at my hotel in half
an hour,” she finally said softly, little flickers
of naughty promise in the depths of her eyes.

This madcap date with almost a perfect
stranger was just about what might have been
expected of Janet. There was something in
her that clamored for adventure, amorously
flavored, something that had a suggestion of
playing with fire in it.

Perhaps because she was not yet quite nine-
teen, there was all that bewitching youth can
impart in her dazzling smile. Auburn-haired,
violet-eyed, with a straight little nose that
would have made a sculptor crave to repro-
duce it, and a crimson little splash of a mouth
he undoubtedly would have been wild to kiss,
a figure that displayed stunning curves in a
swimming suit, she had, almost overnight,
with her first feature picture, made the movie
fans all hot and bothered about her.

It may be that success and a fabulous salary
went to Janet’s head. Be that as it may, the
parties she commenced throwing in her Bev-
erly Hills mansion made even blase Hollywood
gasp. Finally, though, when she landed in
court as the result of a raid on a notorious
night club, the producer who signed the pay-
ing end of her contract did more than gasp
at the ensuing newspaper notoriety. He fairly

bellowed.

Consequently, Janet had perforce to sign an
agreement stating that the very next slip on
her part would annul her contract, which cat-
astrophe would have been rather disastrous for

poor little Janet. The silken caress of riches
had become a necessity with her. She had
fumed for months in drab loneliness unenliv-
ened by the zip of whoopee.

And then, at last, she had been struck with
what she had considered a bright idea. Why
not slip away incognito to some gay spot and
indulge her propensity for cutting up?

No sooner thought of than done. That was
Janet’s way. Within forty-eight hours, she
was occupying the best suite in the ritziest
hotel at Golden Sands with her trusted com-
panion-secretary.

And within the next twenty-four, she had
spotted Don Crawford. He was so good-look-
ing that it gave Janet shivers up and down
her spine to look at him. His brief swimming
suit, upon which was lettered, Lifeguard, dis-
closed a brawny form of statuesque propor-
tions, with bulging muscles that rippled under
his coat of tan. On the screen, his face would
have been his fortune, Janet felt certain, for
the features were strong, masculine, in perfect
proportion, his hair close-cropped and tawny,
his eyes a piercing, flashing gray. A veritable
super he-man!

It had been but a matter of minutes for
Janet to land her man by pretending that she
was drowning. . . .

The deserted spot along the beach to which
Don took Janet proved to be all that could be
desired in so far as privacy was concerned.
From the oily swell of the ocean’s gray-blue
stretched sand dunes that terminated in thick
woods.

They ran about, chasing each other about
like playful puppies, then, tired, bright-eyed,
they sat down to partake of the lunch Don
had brought. Janet took one, two and finally
a third glass of the vin rouge with her sand-
wiches.

Gradually a lilting abandon began to flood
through her. What did she care for that old
producer and his stupid contract? Hollywood
itself seemed a million miles away. What mat-
ter that Don was a mere lifeguard? Regard-
less of who or what he was, his hot, bruising
kisses were rapture, his crushing embrace an
ecstatic hurt. This was what she had yearned
for during all those months of dull abstin-
ence.

“Who are you? What are you, darling?”
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Don breathed against the soft peach-bloom of
her cheek. “You aren’t just an ordinary girl!
You know how to play the lover’s role too
well for that. You remind me of a white
rosebud, but I know now that you’re really
a full-blown red rose!”

“I am living only for today, this wonder-
ful hour, my precious!” Janet said tenderly.
“Why should we go back into the yesterdays
or look too far forward into the tomorrows?
Kiss me!”

“Darling, darling—” Don muttered un-
steadily, his torrid lips following hers as the
flaming aureole of her hair sank slowly, sub-
missively to the sand.

But at that instant, the noise of a car’s en-
gine beyond a clump of sand dunes caused
them to straighten up from their embrace
and listen intently. Voices soon became aud-
ible, one high-pitched and feminine, the other
a deep, rich baritone.

Presently there emerged from behind one
of the sand dunes a strangely assorted couple.
The platinum-blonde slip of a girl was wear-
ing a daringly brief green swimming su't,
while the elderly, paunchy bald-headed man
accompanying her was attired in a swanky
one of red and white stripes.

Their behavior was, to say the least, kitten-
ish. The girl would trip away over the sand,
pursued by her companion. Ever and anon,
she would stop, run around, and wait for
him. Then he would shower her with kisses,
on her slim shoulders, on the arched column
of her throat, on the wanton crimson streak
of her mouth. Very obviously, a good time was
being had by all.

“It’s the little public stenographer at the
hotel!” Don whispered.

“That man with her—he mustn’t see me!
It would ruin me!” Janet gasped.

“Aha, a phantom out of your crimson
past!” Don jibed.

“No, no,” Janet explained impatiently.
“He’s the big movie producer who has me
under contract. If he catches me out of Hol-
lywood and way over here, mixed up in an
escapade like this, it’ll mean my finish! He
made me sign to that effect!”

“Old meany!” Don commented, grinning.
“Wait, let me get a snapshot of this before
we slip away. It’s too good to miss!”
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He secured a small kodak from the things
he had brought along and focused it for a
snapshot at a moment when the paunchy in-
dividual and his fair companion were locked
close together in a passionate embrace. Then
he and Janet slithered away unseen among
the sand dunes until they reached his car.

Janet was so furious she could have bitten
a piece out of the windshield. Old Stronsby,
of all persons, to pop down here at the beach
resort! Did he suspect her and was he on her
trail, she asked herself, all atremble with ap-
prehension.

Now she must be extremely careful to tread
along the straight and narrow. Indeed, she
even considered immediate flight as the safest
course. But she had fallen for Don from sky-
high, and she hated to leave without experi-
encing the full bliss of his expert love-mak-
ing. It was really Don himself, however, who
decided the matter.

“I'm living in one of those little cottages
up the beach. How about a nice, two-soms
dinner tonight—just you and me. I’ll have
some eats sent from one of the restaurants.
And I think I can safely promise that that
fat old satyr and his blondie plaything won’t
intrude on us this time!” he proposed.

“Simply marvelous!” Janet cooed. “Come
for me at eight. I'll wear a veil so that old
Stronsby won’t recognize me.”

That night, in Don’s cottage, everything
was like a beautiful dream to Janet. They ate
the delicious dinner seated by a small table
set before a crackling aromatic little wood fire
in the wide fireplace. Only one tiny shaded
lamp lit up the interior of the room eerily,
seeming to bring them even in greater inti-
macy.

The meal over, the last sip of wine sipped,
Don seated himself on the thick rug before
the fireplace, and held out his arms toward
Janet.

“Come, darling, let’s look at the funny
faces in the coals. You may see your future
husband,” he suggested enticingly.

“I already know what I'd want him to look
like. I've seen his very image,” Janet said
meaningly. “Big and strong and unbelievably
handsome.”

Don chuckled and crushed her close. His
clinging, possessive kisses covered her pulsat-



ing throat, her fluttering eyelashes, her tremu-
lous, passion-bedewed lips.

“Only you and I here alone, precious,” he
said ardently. “It makes me feel as though
we’re the only two people in the world—a
world in which we had been created only for
love!” .

Janet knew how he felt. She, too, was con-
scious only of a strong primordial, amorous
urge toward this man. Outside the moonlit

sea broke on the beach with a muted roar,
which blended with the tumult of passion
surging in her ears.

“It’s divine being like this—just we two
alone!” she breathed against his lips.

Crooning exultantly, Don held her closer
and closer in a frenzy of ardor. . . .

The first intimation they had that anyone
was in the room with them was when the
yellow swath of a flashlight limned them
starkly. They sprang to their feet, startled,
incensed. Don switched on the full lights.

“Well, Janet, you incorrigible madcap, I've
caught you red-handed now! Your contract
is off!” It was old Stronsby’s snarling voice.

“Just a moment,” Don said, stepping f'or-
ward to confront the intruder. “It was just
poor Janet’s luck that you’d come down here

He would have
been wild to Riss
that little red
splash of a mouth!

to see if you couldn’t reconcile me to posing
before your cameras, even though you knew
that what I was interested in most was win-
ning swimming championships, at the very
time when she had come here for a little fun.
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And another stroke of bad luck befell her, I
guess, when you walked in without letting
the—er—butler announce you!”

“I’'ve warned her, and she’s signed a con-
tract to quit her monkeyshines,” old Stronsby
growled.

Don secured a photographic print from the
table, the one depicting old Stronsby cavort-
ing on the beach with his slim plaything.

here alone,
cious!” he said.

. — 7
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“Couldn’t this—er—possibly induce you to
come to some kind of an agreement, dad? I
imagine that if I took this picture to my step-
mama; even though she’s not so crazy about
me, it would make her all hot and bothered,”
he drawled.

“Only you and I are ! ?/ 2ALﬁ ~
pre- \i //‘}/)

Stronsby, pere, gaped like a fish out of
water at sight of the print.

“But—but—"" he foundered.

“That’s agreed upon then,” Don went on
glibly. “Now, as to behavior in the future,
I think I can answer for that. I know she’ll
be a good, faithful little wifie after she’s
agreed to love, honor and obey—"

“Oh, Don!”

Stronsby stole out without another word.
He was clever enough to know when he was
beaten. And, besides, he was feeling decided-
ly out of place there while two lovers were
exchanging their bethrothal kiss with a fervor
that embarrassed even him.

N
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Flapper Fanny told us she was out
with a jockey last night.

“How did you know he was a jockey ?”
we asked her.

“Because,” she said, “every time he
kissed me he held on to my ears!”

©ee

“Did you hear about that nurse at
the hospital?”
“No. What about her?”

“She gave a patient temporary re-
lief and then went for the doctor!”

eee

“Helew’s calling her new boy friend
‘Dissipation’.”

“Why?”

“Oh, because he’s beginning to tell on

her?!”’
(JN JN J]

Slim:; “My girl wants to know if it’s
okay for her to go out and get herself
tight as a drum. What say you?”

Slam: “It’s fine — as long as she
doesn’t faw down and go boom!”

“Ever hear of the fellow who wasn’t
an engineer and yet—"

“Yet what?”

“He started a girl off on the wrong
track!”

(SN SN J)

PRUDENT PETER THINKS
THAT HEAVEN MUST BE A
PLACE WHERE A GOOD GIRL
DOESN’T HAVE TO YELL “STOP!”

Beautiful Bertha says she thinks it
takes a lot of strength for a gorgeous

girl to play strip poker all night long
without a single let-down!
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Last Fling

EDNA HELENE CASTELLIC

ERALD WILLIS, fat, bald and fifty,
G charged angrily into an elevator in

the Read Building, in San Francisco,
barked, “Sixth floor,” to the natty attendant,
then scowled at a2 man who bumped his
shoulder a little. Mr. Willis was in one of
his periodical black moods that came every
time his wife, and two grown daughters, asked
for checks, as they had done this morning.
They treated him, he thought, like he was
the United States Mint instead of just a com-
paratively wealthy man; and, he would have
told you at the moment,—an old man, and
very tired, and through with life. And tender
emotions.

And then the elevator chose to stop in-
stantly between the fifth and sixth floors,
flinging everyone rudely together. After Mr.
Willis recovered his breath, and while the
operator proceeded to fuss with some gadgets,
Mr. Willis turned to apologize to whomever
it was he had been made to walk on by the
sudden halt.

And there he encountered a pair of black,
long-fringed, dreamy eyes that were leveled
directly into his, and the apology stuck in
his throat. He was suddenly aware of jet
black hair pulled tight against creamy white
skin, and full, sensuously inviting lips smiling
above even white teeth. Years dropped from
Mr. Willis like faded leaves from a tree, and
when she laid her hand on his arm,—well, it
had been years since he had felt that warm,
pulsating glow sweep over him.

While they stood thus, close together in the
stalled elevator, life was reborn to Mr. Gerald
Willis, and he was not exactly surprised to
find himself suggesting they have lunch some-
where together; nor was he particularly as-
tounded to hear this utterly ravishing creature
accept his invitation. After all, wasn’t there
a sort of compelling fascination about a digni-
fied, prosperous man of fifty?

When the stalled lift was finally persuaded
to move again, Mr. Willis had forgotten the
fact that he had started up to see his broker

on the sixth floor. He wasn’t even sure he
was entirely conscious. He felt, in fact, as
though he had been enveloped by some glori-
ous, mysterious magic, in a rosy, warm haze,
where material things, like brokers, wives,
daughters, and yes, check-books, were forgot-
ten.

He floated on thusly until he found himself
actually seated across from this lovely young
woman in the seductive seclusion of a private,
doored restaurant booth. Too, he was sud-
denly aware of her foot, which, he had noticed
through his daze, was expensively shod, was
touching his with a subtle, caressing move-
ment, and his blood pressure raced up in noth-
ing flat.

Time passed, as Time will; and he was back
in his office trying to attend to business; but
remembering only that he had promised to
call on the black-eved lady in her pent-house
apartment that night.

When he remembered, too, the thirty odd
years he had been faithful to his wife, he im-
patiently thrust the memory from his mind.
After all, 2 man was entitled to live a b't.
Wasn’t he generous with his family? Wasn’t
he always writing out checks for them? Good
fat checks, too, by golly! It was different
with a woman. She was old at fifty; but a
man . . . .

And so the argument went on with his
conscience (only he didn’t think of it in that
way), far, far into the afternoon; and it was
nearing five o’clock when he finally sum-
moned the moral courage to phone Mollie, and
tell his first serious, marital lie. A man from
out of town, he explained, a big customer,
etc., etc.

And he wondered why, when he replaced
the phone, he was damp with perspiration.

Stopping at a florist’s later, he bought roses,
red roses; and a box of candy tied with a big
bow, and started out for Jeanie’s pent-house
with all the studied nonchalance of a youth-
ful Don Juan. The elevator boy grinned when
he emerged from the lift. “You’ll have to
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walk up that short flight of stairs over there,”
he said. Then, with a wise wink, “and she’ll
be waiting for you in a black lace negligee.”
The elevator door closed abruptly behind him,
and Mr. Willis was quite alone.

He stood, for a moment, in perplexed un-
eertainty regarding the place where the im-
pudent elevator boy had been, then tossing
the youth’s remark aside as gawkish, stupid
wit, he climbed the stairs, and with a heavenly
sensation of young devilishness, pressed the
bell. .

In a moment the door was opened, and
Jeanie stood before him, smiling, magnificent,
in a revealing, clinging, black lace negligee!

For just an instant Mr. Willis had the in-
sane, premonitory desire to run. Run fast!
Then she had his arm, and against his own
volition, he was being propelled into a pillow-
bedecked room; where eerie-looking, long-
legged dolls held sway. He studiously avoided
looking at that lace thing that clung to her
beautiful form, like paper to a wall. Some-
how he managed to give her the roses, and the
candy.

“Ooo0!” she cooed, with pursed-up lips,
“you are a darling! For all this, I shall kiss
you, thus—like this.” She did! Like #hat!

The floor went out from under Mr. Willis.
The next thing he knew he had her in his
arms, and was kissing the bareness of her
white shoulders, and was thinking that up in
this pent-house, high, high above the world
was just about as close to Heaven as he’d ever
get. Gone was the earthly world below. Gone
was everything, except this exhilarating
warmth that had flooded his being with fire,
and made him believe that life, after all, was
not all finished for him.

“The minute I saw you step into the eleva-
tor,” she was saying, as she drew him down
beside her on a divan, “I knew you were the
man for me. Your distinguished bearing en-
tranced me immediately.” She slid her hand
caressingly about his neck, and toyed with the
short hairs on the back of his neck. That
soothing movement made his spine crawl
pleasantly.

Distinguished! Now, here was a woman
who appreciated him.

“I'll mix a little cocktail,” she said, and
added with a naughty wink, “that’ll put zip
into you.”
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Mr. Willis grinned. “Why not?” He
wasn’t, in fact, a drinking man, but he guessed
he could hold one cocktail without getting
light-headed. She was smiling at him in a
tantalizing way, while she deftly mixed a
drink in a glass shaker that had cocky red
roosters strutting over its surface. This was
the life. This was a damned sight better than
handing out checks to greedy women! Who-
ever coined the phrase, “it’s the woman who
pays” obviously, in Mr. Willis’ opinion, had
never been married. Or so Mr. Willis had
found it to be from his experience. He re-
membered sadly that all his life he had handed
out checks.

And now this exquisite, lace-clad creature
was touching her glass to his with a startling
little click. “To a warm evening,” she toasted
airily.

The amber liquid burned a path right from
Mr. Willis’ lips clear down to the very bottom
of his tummy, and tears stung his eyes. He
tried to be nonchalant. “Swell stuff!” he said.

“Ill say it’s swell. Just off the boat,” she
assured him; and he wondered, for a minute,
if that gleam in her eyes was amusement. But
no, she couldn’t have seen how poorly he
downed that fiery drink. He was instantly
reassured.

She snuggled up close to him, and pulled
his arms around her. Her dusky eyes seemed
to burn into his. “Tell me, sugar papa,” she
murmured in a low, husky voice, “where have
you been all my life?”

The whiskey warmed his veins. “Gosh,
Baby,” he said deprecatingly, “you don’t really
think I’'m that swell, do you?”

“Sweller!” She wrinkled her face up in what
Mr. Willis thought was an awfully cute little
way, to emphasize the word. “Honestly, you’re
just plain smooth-looking. You’ve got me
completely floored. Absolute knock-out! I
suppose you think I'm terribly brazen telling
you how crazy I am about you, but ... .”

“I kinda like it,” grinned Mr. Willis above
his pouchy tummy. And wondered if all
whiskey was that strong, and made you feel
so sort of, well . . . detached.

The scantily-clad girl in his arms heaved a
great sigh. “I suppose, though, you’re mar-
ried. All the nicest men are. It’s just tough

on a lonely girl like me.”
Mr. Willis didn’t want to tell her about






faithful, dowdy Mollie, but the drink had
loosened his tongue, and the first thing he
knew, he was telling all about Mollie, and even
his daughters, and the way they were always
shaking him down for money, and had, in
fact, that very morning, been given generous

checks by himself.

She was so sympathetic. Here was a woman
who understood him. She poured another
drink. “You poor darling! But you’ll always
find there are women in this cruel world who
will just prey on the kindness of a good man
like you.”

He nodded, miserably. The second drink
was sending a queer flush over him, and he was
beginning to feel very strange. He frankly
admired her svelte form. Something he would
have shrunk from doing previous to those
cocktails. In fact, Mr. Willis hadn’t thought
about forms in years. Mollie was kind of tied
in the middle, like a sack of flour. But he
spoke of Jeanie’s form with a cast of desire
in his eye.

“Like it, sugar papa?” she purred.

“Crazy about it, Baby. Now take my
wife . . . .”

“You take her,” interrupted Jeanie, leaning
toward him. “I don’t want her.”

That struck the now slightly giddy Mr.
Willis as being a very, very funny remark, and
he laughed uproariously, letting his hand slide
down the expanse of her partly revealed back.
“Nice little back,” he cooed babyishly. “Gives
papa nice I'il thrill.”

Jeanie smiled crookedly, but Mr. Willis was
too preoccupied poking his chubby fingers
through the large, lacy holes in the back of
her negligee, to see anything but the gleaming
white flesh beneath the lace. He was not, how-
ever, too befuddled to be momentarily
shocked, and a bit flattered, at the way his
dormant youth was returning to him.

Suddenly he took the fascinating, warm
figure in his arms, and kissed her passionately;
kissed her as he had forgotten how to kiss a
woman. “Baby!” he moaned hoarsely. “Oh,
Baby, you’ve got me half-crazy!”

She lay back in his arms, soft, acquiescent,
smiling through dusky half-veiled eyes. He
held her close, fiercely. She coughed vio-
lently. . ..

The door to the apartment flew open, and a
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man, tall, dark, and ominous, stood in the
aperture, arms akimbo, brows pulled together,
darkly menacing. “So!” he hissed.

Jeanie cried out, and jumped up from the
divan, leaving Mr. Willis palpitating, and ex-
tremely frightened. “Who . . . who . . .” he
stammered, “‘are you?”

“I’'m this woman’s husband. And for two
cents I’d beat the hell out of you.”

He was advancing in a threatening manner,
as Mr. Willis unconsciously backed away, and
looked, not unconsciously, around for a door
through which he could escape. But there was
none. Only that door that stood, now shut,
behind the man who wanted to beat hell out
of him. Mr. Willis dragged a large handker-
chief from his pocket, and wiped his perspir-
ing face. Paradoxically, he thought, at that
moment, of Mollie’s fat, comforting arms.

However, he forced his thoughts back to
the present situation, for the man was saying
something that sounded like old-fashioned
blackmail . . . “and unless you want your
name, and the story of this evening splashed
all over the front page of the morning paper,
you’d better write me a check for a coupla
thousand.”

“But . . .
“I can’t . . 0

“Oh, yeah? You can’t do it, eh? O.K.
brother, O.K. But don’t say I didn’t warn
you. Now get the hell out of here!”

Mr. Willis knew this was blackmail. Saw as
plain as the stubby, red nose on his face, the
clever trap he had walked into. Just like some
country lout. A feeling of revulsion swept
him. Idiot that he was. Old fool! Thoughts
surged with lightning-like speed through his
harassed mind as he walked slowly, and de-
jectedly, toward the door. Gone was the fleet-
ing youth that had, for a brief time, returned.
Gone, that warm, pulsing ecstasy. He was just
an old fool of a man. Very tired, and terribly
through with life. He wanted nothing in the
world right now but Mollie.

He turned to the door, and looked at the
girl who had betrayed his trustfulness. Gone,
too, was her fascinating loveliness. She was
regarding him with a cold, sneering brittle-
ness.

“Don’t forget,” she was saying to the man

(Please turn to page 61)

but . . .” blurted Mr. Willis,
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I’m Waiting For You!

VIRGINIA TERRY

HERE were certain things, Wilbur de-

cided, that could not be done by radio.

When he arrived at this conclusion, he
was sitting in front of his own fireplace, list-
ening to his own radio and drinking his own
Scotch, which a friend of a friend of a friend
of his was quite sure had originally come
from Canada.

He had consumed quite a bit of the Scotch
when he listened to the announcer of the La
Jolie Club broadcast their nightly program,
and with a wistful sigh and a deeply brooding
melancholy Wilbur thought morosely of the
complete frustration of radio audiences. They
could hear, but alas, they could not see!

The announcer drew a word picture of
Little Dixie Dolly of New Orleans with a
graphic description that made Wilbur’s nerves
tingle. Through unlimited space, from a night
club in New York to Wilbur’s fireplace on
Long Island, came La Jolie’s message:

Radio friends, Dixie Dolly is with us again
this evening—with a brand new song and
@ brand new costume. And by the way,
speaking of costumes, don’t forget that at
the model’s ball last spring, Dixie Dolly
took first prize for the most perfect figure
of the season—and does this costume only
give you the opportunity to find out why
she got that prize. Such legs—such bips—
such—ooh—

Radio censors would not permit the an-
nouncer to further elucidate on Dixie Dolly’s
charms, but Wilbur’s imagination sketched in
the details. From the hips, his mental eye
traveled upward to firm, rounded hills of joy.
Snow covered mountains with the coral kiss
of the sun on each lofty peak.

The announcer signed off and Dixie Dolly
began her song, “I'm Waiting For You.”
Wilbur poured himself another drink. The
song went straight to his heart. He pretended
to himself that she was singing just for him.

The idea fascinated him. He looked at the
clock. It was just twelve-twenty. The night
was young. The next La Jolie show would go

on at two o’clock. Plenty of time to run into
New York and answer Dixie Dolly’s “I'm
Waiting For You” in person.

For the next half hour Wilbur hustled
about getting dressed and getting fortified
with several more drinks of his Canadian
Scotch. By the time he climbed into his road-
ster and headed towards the city he had never
felt better in his life.

So that, when Wilbur entered the La Jolie
Club an hour later, he was somewhat sur-
prised to find that the announcer had over-
cxaggerated the amount of mirth and gayety
which, according to the radio broadcasts,
simply bubbled over at La Jolie. It was a new
club, and it looked as if it might have been
a total flop had it not been for Dixie Dolly.

A few couples, too tight to care much,
cuddled against each other in booths, a desper-
ate gleam in their eyes—a gleam of deter-
m.nation to be happy and frivolous—no mat-
ter how painful. But Wilbur had not come
to see the suffering guests. He had come to
see Dixie Dolly.

He ordered himself a ringside seat. He or-
dered himself a ginger ale set up. He dug
beneath his coat for a pint of his Canadian
import. He flipped a roll of bills under the
waiter’s nose, under the captain’s nose, under
the nose of a tough looking bozo who might
possibly be the owner of the club. And so,
naturally, with the entrance of Wilbur La
Jolie came to life as if by magic.

True to the announcer’s promise at precise-
ly two, Dixie Dolly made her appearance. As
Wilbur had a ringside seat and the larger por-
tion of the club to himself, it was not hard
for Dixie Dolly to see Wilbur, or for Wilbur
to see Dixie Dolly. It was, Wilbur told him-
self, with a warm thrill of pleasure, love at
first sight.

She sang as before: “I’m Waiting For You.”
But this time Wilbur could see as well as hear.
He watched the snaky rhythm of her body
as she swayed to the low, minor, throb of the
orchestra. Her bare legs, bronzed for the sum-
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mer season, kept time to the music, though
her tiny feet never left the dance floor. Her
hips, smooth and perfectly contoured, undu-
lated with a sensuousness that suggested
plenty to Wilbur and sent stabs of fire
through his body.

In a frenzy he gulped down some Canadian
import (straight) and permitted his eyes to
rest on the lines of her breasts as they molded
into her body. Their soft pink tips were cov-

ered with a diaphanous drape which only en-
hanced their charm.

The perfect mounds of delectability were
not white as Wilbur had pictured them in his
Long Island home. It was late summer and
the sun had turned them a glorious, richly
tinted bronze.

Dixie Dolly finished her song with a final,
jerky rhythm which made her inspiring
curves quivers of ecstasy.
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Wilbur motioned dumbly to a waiter. He
scribbled a note on the back of his card and
with a five dollar bill handed it to the waiter.

The next ten minutes were the longest Wil-
bur had ever spent. He took another drink
(straight) to brace himself. Would she come?
Would she be distant and aloof or would she
—could he—well!!!

She came. She came in a simple gown of
virginal white. Soft, flowing material en-
hanced her young, girlish charm. And when
she sat down at his table, Wilbur, though he
saw her through the rose colored glasses of
Canadian Scotch, felt a hushed reverence for
her simplicity. His thoughts seemed like a
sacrilege as he studied the delicate oval of her
face and the luminous darkness of her deep,
brown eyes.

He asked, timidly, if she drank. It seems
that she did, though not often. Only with
men like Wilbur.

Wilbur felt flattered, but his flask was get-
ting low. Out of consideration for Wilbur,
who did not seem able to take care of him-
self, she consulted the tough looking bozo
whom Wilbur had seen when he had first
come in and who had been hovering in the
background ever since. He did not look so
tough now and Wilbur felt that he had mis-
judged the man entirely.

He looked kindly and a little sad, Wilbur
thought, so Wilbur held out the glad hand
of friendship and the man grabbed it and
sold Wilbur some of his best private stock.

As Wilbur had guessed, he was the owner
of the La Jolie, but what he had not guessed
was that he was Dixie Dolly’s uncle. He was
a New York uncle too, who had brought
Dixie Dolly all the way from New Orleans
to model for New York artists and to sing
in his club.

“Uncle” drank a round with Wilbur and
Dixie Dolly and then he left them. Left
them, Wilbur thought poetically, to watch
the rising dawn of romance, alone.

Dixie Dolly moved her chair closer to his.
With her girlish thoughtfulness she poured
him a drink. A long, healthy, he-man sized
drink.

Wilbur drank!

He felt a tiny hand steal into his and warm
fingers cuddle in his palm. He felt his hand,

which now hardly seemed to be identified with
the rest of his body, guided toward the sun-
kissed mounds which had so recently quivered
and vibrated before his eyes. His hands
cupped their perfection and beneath the tender
manipulations of his thumb the little nipples
grew hard and firm, tormenting Wilbur with
their aggressive eagerness for love. He drew
her closer to him, and her moist lips parted
and lay against his. The brittle hardness of
her pearly teeth were tantalizing because they
were a barrier to more love.

A soft voice whispered, “You will see me
to my boat?”

“Boat?” Wilbur enquired hazily, “what
boat?”

“But I sail at midnight for Paris where I
am to study to be a great singer.” It was well
past four A. M. but Wilbur was in no mood
to think of such things. But one thought
registered in his consciousness—just when he
had found the one woman in the world for
him, he was about to lose her. “Oh, Dixie
Dolly,” he breathed, “please don’t go.”

But Dixie Dolly was adamant. Had not her
uncle spent a great deal of money on her edu-
cation? Could she disappoint him? But when
she returned—or if Wilbur felt that he could
follow her to Paris. Wilbur felt that he could
and would and in the meantime Dixie Dolly
assured him that there was another hour until
sailing.

Wilbur drew her closer to him, determined
to make the most of what time he had. She
molded into his arms, pressed her body to him
and her soft limbs rested against his, until
Wilbur, with an inspiration born of despera-
tion said thickly: “Let’s go to the boat.”

Her uncle accompanied them, much to
Wilbur’s disgust. He was grateful though,
that Dixie Dolly had no luggage with her,
for it was all he could do to manage himself.

Though Wilbur had crossed the ocean on
more than one occasion, never had he seen
anything so huge, so mammoth, so altogether
beautiful as the lovely ocean liner on which
Dixie Dolly was to sail. There seemed to be
a great many men bustling about the deck.
Too many men. Wilbur wished they would
all go away and leave him alone with his
Dixie Dolly.

Dixie Dolly seemed to know her way about
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the boat, for she guided Wilbur with unerr-
ing certainty to her stateroom. A fact which
registered with Wilbur but did not cause him
any great mental upheaval.

He heard her close the door of her cabin
stateroom. His vision was a little blurred, but
not too blurred to know that he was once
again alone with her.

She sat down on the edge of her bunk and
patted it invitingly. He sat down beside her.
He wanted very much to make love to Dixie
Dolly but now that he was really alone with
her, it seemed difficult to commence.

While he was struggling against his bash-
fulness, he felt soft arms entwine themselves
about his neck. Taking courage, Wilbur
sought eagerly for her mouth and found her
lips warm and moist against his. Again her
soft legs pressed to him. Wilbur’s hands
fumbled clumsily with the shoulder strap of
her frock. Laughing at his stupidity she
slipped the strap below her arm, and Wilbur
found himself kissing the love giving hardness
of her breasts.

The undulating motion of the water rocked
the boat gently. Love enveloped Wilbur with
a rosy hue. Soft hands soothed his taut
nerves. A breath of ocean air blew through
a porthole and cooled his hot forehead. And
his own worshiping hands found the delights
of Dixie Dolly’s charms and lingered on each
curving breast with a longing tenderness.

It was late afternoon when Wilbur stag-

gered on deck. The ocean liner had, some-
how, changed. It had, in fact, shrunk to a
cat boa:. She boasted only one small cabin,
and Wilbur found that he had been sleeping
among ropes, iron pins, and an upset keg of
screws and fishing tackle. Dixie Dolly was
nowhere in sight.

When he first gathered his dis-associated
thoughts he had a vague feeling that he
should about now be seeing the Chalk Cliffs
of England, for he was quite certain he had
not left the boat. But instead of the English
sky line, he saw before him his native Palis-
ades.

He turned his back on Jersey. Before him
the New York sky line swayed and dipped in
the late afternoon sun. He tried to focus on
one building, but even that did not help. A
stranger, the only other soul aboard ship, as
far as Wilbur could tell, stepped up to him
and handed him a note.

Wilbur read: “Sailed noon today. Thanks
for the donation. You carry a mean roll. The
La Jolie was such a flop, Uncle and I are pull-
ing out for Europe. And remember, if you
ever come to Paris—I’m Waiting For You’.”

Wilbur leaned over the deck’s rail and
stared at the dancing waters of the Hudson.
“I wonder,” he said, after several long,
thoughtful moments, “if there could have
been anything wrong with that Canadian
Scotch?”

He never found out.

NEXT MONTH - - -
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This study offers an excellent contrast of high-

lights and shadows, which shows what can be ac-

complished in photographic art.
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Double Deception

BARAT LEWES

OU’RE sure youll miss me, Hale?”
“Of course, Ann! I always do!” Hale
Comerford kissed his wife tenderly, gave
her arm a final squeeze, and swung aboard
the Pullman. How lovely she looked, he
thought, as he turned to wave farewell. So
gracefully smart in that tight leopard jac-
quette, setting off her still girlish figure. This
trip, he vowed, he’d watch his step. But then,
he had been vowing that every Sunday night
for eight years, without much success. He
was a “traveling” man—in more ways than
one!

When he was with Ann it was easy. But
once the train started whirling him away from
home, he succumbed to his ingrained instincts.
The sight of a curving bosom or a shapely
knee was enough to start him on safari again!

The car was crowded, Hale noticed as he
followed the porter down the aisle. Lucky
he’d reserved his lower in advance. He dug
out a coin when the porter stopped beside his
seat.

“Hyah yo’ are, suh—thank yo’ suh! Oh,
scuse me ma’am, disyeah gemmun has de
lowah.”

Observing his seat for the first time, Hale
glimpsed a mannish green felt hat, huge sil-
verfox neckpiece, and sage green tailored suit.
The woman, who had been peering eagerly
into the darkness outside, turned suddenly.
She was pretty; she was young. Hale went
into action immediately.

“Please don’t move,” he said with a friendly
smile. “I’d just as soon ride backwards as not
—besides, I’ll soon be going to the club car.”

With a nod of thanks she settled back and
once more peered out the window, but not
until she had fleetingly appraised the tall, well-
groomed stranger who was to be her traveling
companion.

In the dimness outside, Hale could see a man
waving frantically. The girl waved back, and
then, as the train began to move, pressed her
lips impulsively against the glass. When she
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drew away, Hale could see the print of a per-
fect Cupid’s bow, outlined by the clouded
place made by her breath. He felt his senses
surge in response.

“Partings are always painful,” he com-
mented helpfully, presuming on the slight
courtesy he had shown her. After all, since
she had the upper berth, she should be riding
backwards, according to Pullman etiquette.

She dabbed at her eyes, which had acquired
little clusters of tears, with a wispy handker-
chief, and then performed the inevitable rite
with powder puff and lipstick. Hale, study-
ing her quite openly, decided she couldn’t be
a day over twenty. Her snug tailored suit
clung intimately to a figure that was plump
without being matronly. Beneath the brief
skirt peeped a provocative, dimpled knee. In
adjusting his long legs he brushed lightly
against it and found the contact intriguing.

“You wouldn’t be so calm about it,” she
pouted after a moment’s hesitation, “if you’d
just left your husband for the first time!”

“Never having had a husband, I'm afraid
I can’t tell how I'd feel.”

“Oh, you know what I mean! It’s no jok-
ing matter!”

“I’'m sorry. I suppose it must be tough for
a brand-new bride.”

“Oh, but I'm not!” she protested indignant-
ly. “I’ve been married for three whole
months.”

“I see! Then I judge that your husband
can’t be a traveling man, like myself, or you’d
have had that experience much sooner. Or
have you been going with him on the road?”
Hale’s manner took all the impertinence out
of his questioning.

“Oh, no—he’s not a salesman! Quite the
opposite. He has charge of the purchasing for
his father’s stores—Baker Chain Stores, you
know.”

“Gosh—then he must be Arthur K. Baker?”
She nodded. “The very man I was most
anxious to see in Cleveland. I represent the
Titan Food Products, you see—and Baker’s is



the one big outfit I haven’t been able to sell.
And you say he’s in Chicago?”

“Yes, we drove here last week. My hus-
band found his business would take longer
than he expected, so I had to come back
alone.”

Hale introduced himself, and as their con-
versation became more personal, she suggested
that he move alongside of her. It was “Hale”

Cards were
brought and
the game be-
gan.

and “Jill” by now—he decided that if he
couldn’t exercise his selling wiles on his most
desirable business prospect, at least there was
nothing to prevent making himself agreeable
to that prospect’s most desirable wife.

“Oh, by the way,” said Hale innocently as

he saw the conductor and the Pullman agent
enter the car, “let me have your tickets. I’ll
hand them in along with mine.” A plan was
shaping itself in his mind.

Jill handed over her railroad ticket and the
small yellow slip for her upper berth. He took
them and held them with his own ticket and
his pink, lower-berth check. But when the
train officials came, he handed over only the

two railroad tickets and the pink check—the
yellow onc had vanished! Jill, unsuspecting,
was gazing out the window and missed this
by-play.

Hale’s next step was to excuse himself and
see the porter privately. A crisp bill promptly
convinced George that he knew nothing about
the man and the woman having been strang-
ers before they got on the train. One berth
—the lower—was to be made up, with the
upper left unopened. George grinned under-
standingly as he received his instructions.

A couple of hours remained before bed-
time, so on his return Hale suggested to Jill
that they visit the club car. A well-filled flask
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in his hip pocket was an important link in
his plans.

Jill, who had been idly leafing through a
magazine, accepted promptly. She had taken
off her hat and fluffed up her wavy black
bob, and it made her seem more of a child
than ever. Something in the way she leaned
against Hale as they strolled back through the
train convinced him that the little bride
wasn’t as blue over losing her husband as she
had been at first. He thrilled to the chase.

The club car was crowded. Every place was
taken except a cross seat at the end, which,
with a facing seat and a table between, form-
ed a nook for card players. One-half of the
nook was already occupied by a stout, red-
faced man and a langu'd blonde who were
drinking from tall glasses.

“Do you mind?” asked Hale, stopping.

“Not ’tall!” cried the man cordially. “Si’
down, have a drink. Ring that bell for the

steward. I’'m Bob Gates, friend, and this 1i’l
lady is my pal Ouida—"Wee’ Gates, get it?”

“Righto!” laughed Hale, sliding in along-
side the blonde as Jill took her place opposite.
“And I’'m Jack Carr, and this is Jill—Jack and
Jill in other words. And we didn’t come to
get a pail of water!”

“Better be careful,” advised the blonde,
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thawing a little, “or Jack will fa’ down—and
Jill will come tumbling after!”

The ice having been broken, the steward
was instructed to break some ice also, and
soon everybody was feeling sociable. Someone
proposed a rubber of contract. Cards were
brought and the game began.

By midnight, Hale’s flask was empty, as was
an imperial which Gates had produced from
his portly person. Little Jill, though woozy
from the effects of holding up her share, had
played an excellent game, and she and Hale
were twenty bucks to the good. The four-
some .dissolved into two couples in the ad-
vanced stages of hilarity, and parted with
assurances of undying affection.

On the way to their car, Hale had to put
his arm around Jill to keep her navigating,
and even at that they made slow progress.
When they got to the darkened car, with its
lane of green-curtained booths, Jill suddenly

“But — but 1
might

get

remembered that she had an upper berth.

“My goo’ness!” she whispered, in order not
to disturb the sleepers. “I don’ know how I'm
ever gonna climb wupstairs into bed!” She
giggled and lurched against him as the
Limited took a curve in high.

The opportunity was too good to miss.
Hale bent quickly and kissed her half-opened



mouth. She jerked back in surprise, but her
scruples had largely disappeared under the
mellowing influence of Hale’s flask.

“That doesn’t answer my question!” she
whispered with a flutter of eyelids. “But it
was nice!” She reached her arms up around
his neck and drew him close. This time it was
a real kiss—long, lingering, and luscious. No
telling how long it might have lasted, had it
not been interrupted eventually by a discreet
cough at their elbow.

“Yo’ berth is ready, folks!” It was the
porter, holding open the curtains and indicat-
ing the white, neatly made bed. Jill sat down
on the edge and closed her eyes sleepily, while
Hale, with a wink, eased another bill into
George’s willing palm.

“Yassuh! Yas sub! Pleasan’ dreams!” he
chuckled as he departed.

“See, you won’t have to sleep upstairs!” He
indicated the closed upper berth and Jill look-
ed at it in astonishment.

“But—I don’t understand!” she exclaimed,
but something in her manner told him that
she wasn’t as mystified as she pretended to be.
He fastened the curtains, shutting them off in
their own tiny world.

“Well,” he said, cuddling her close, “I was
afraid you might get lonesome, up there all
by yourself. And besides, it’s a chilly night!”

She sat silent for a moment, torn between
loyalty to her absent one and the reckless
longing inspired by his kisses, his thrilling
good looks, and his liquid dynamite. But she
didn’t hesitate long. To object would make
an awkward scene with the porter and the
conductor, and probably mean getting this
tall, handsome stranger into a jam.

By way of answering his unspoken query,
she gently removed herself from his grasp
and slipped out of her suit coat, revealing a
sheer, sleeveless, low-necked blouse.

“I don’t know whatever made you think I
would consent to such a wicked, shameless
arrangement,” she whispered, as she peeled off
the blouse, “but—but I do!” And off came
her brassiere.

Hale grinned happily. “You’re a peach! I
was so afraid you’d be stuffy—and would I
have had a time convincing the Pullman con-
ductor that I held this out on him accident-
ally,” he added as he produced the yellow

upper-berth check from his pocket.

“You’ve done that before,” asserted Jill em-
phatically. “You’d never have pulled it so
smoothly without previous experience.”

“It’s fun to be fooled—but it’s more fun
to know!” he countered. He had both hands
busy, fondling the firm little mounds that
nestled so audaciously on her creamy bosom.
He had to kiss each of the sharp, red points
that centered them, while Jill wriggled ecsta-
tically.

“Ooh, don’t—yet!” she whispered. “Help
me off with this skirt!” Hale found the snaps
and released them. Then he lifted her easily
while she pushed the skirt down over her
lithe hips. Setting her down, he pulled the
brief garment off, exposing a pair of gorge-
ously moulded legs, topped by saucy, skin-
tight, knit panties.

“My pajamas are in my suitcase, under the
berth,” she stated, slipping off her slippers
and stockings, and finally, a little reluctantly,
the panties, while Hale looked on greedily.

“That’s an excellent place for them!”

“But—but I might get cold!” she objected,
thrusting her fascinating little silhouette under
the covers.

“Not a chance, Jill—not a chance!”

Five minutes later the berth was in dark-
ness. And Jill was already firmly convinced
that she was in slight danger of chillblains
with this torrid, hot-fleshed man by her side!

ANN ComEerrorp watched the Cleveland
Limited pull out as she stood on the platform,
her eyes quizzical.

“Just another traveling man’s wife!” she
murmured with a wry laugh. “I wonder just
how much that man o’ mine really will miss
me!”

She walked out to the parking place and
then paused in surprise. There stood two
identical Buicks, one behind the other. She
had to look at the licenses to tell which was
hers. The one in front had an Ohio tag.

“Almost thought I was seeing double!” she
laughed, getting into the rear Buick. She
fumbled a moment with the ignition and then,
with her toe on the starter, jerked back as-
tonished. For the door had opened, and a man
was getting into the car with her.

“Oh!” she cried. “W-what are y-you doing
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here?” She switched on the dome light. Her
uninvited guest was a stocky, good-looking
young man of about her own age—twenty-
five. He stared at her stupidly.

“Why—I might ask you the same question.
This is my car.” Ann, feeling his eyes upon
her, was glad she’d dressed up to take Hale
to the train. She saw his gaze drop to her lap
and appraise her frankly uncovered silken
knees. For convenience in driving, Ann al-
ways drew her skirt up above her knees—and
the stranger wasn’t missing a single curve!
Not that she minded; she was rather proud of
her long, slender legs.

“This happens to be my car,” Ann said
coldly. But her eyes twinkled merrily. She
knew at once that he was the owner of the
twin Buick—but the adventure had a spicy
savor, and she determined to play it all the
way. “If you don’t believe me, look in that
side pocket!” she added. He obeyed and drew
out a state license card.

“Hale Comerford,” he read slowly. “Well,
I’ll be damned! I mean—your car is an exact
duplicate of mine. Sorry! I must be parked
around close by.”

“Perhaps that’s it right in front,” said Ann,
regretfully. She was beginning to like the
clean-cut young chap—and with Hale away,
it looked like a lonely evening.

“You’re right,” he agreed, seeing the Ohio
license lit up by her headlamps. “That’s my
car sure enough—I'm from Cleveland, you
see! Sorry to have troubled you, Mrs. Comer-
ford. Baker is my name—Arthur Baker.”

“That’s quite all—Say! Look! Your car is
moving!”

Ann could just dimly see a figure crouched
over the wheel as the motor of the car in front
gave a sudden roar, and the machine whirled
away from the curb. Baker jumped out and
was shouting angrily.

“Come back here!”
“We’ll chase it!”

He ran back and scrambled in as she started
her engine and set out in hot pursuit of the
thief.

“Isn’t this exciting?” she demanded, taking
the corner at full speed and heading north
along Canal Street.

“Don’t take any chances,” he begged. “My
‘car is insured—and I’d hate to have you crack

she called to him.
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up, just on account of my silly mistake.”

“Oh, but it was really my fault,” confessed
Ann, narrowly missing a taxi as she sped on.
“I knew where your car was all the time, only
I—I just wanted to have some fun.”

And she flashed a smile at Art that sent his
temperature up several notches. Thus en-
couraged, he moved over closer and slid one
arm along the back of the seat. Ann, without
taking her eyes off the fleeting tail-light in the
distance, snuggled into the hollow of his
shoulder.

“So you were just kidding me along, were

\ The drink was
duly prepared
and approved.

you?” demanded Art, tightening his arm and
edging still closer. “Well, Mrs. Comerford,
you know the old saying about playing with
fire—"

“Ann, to you, 7ot Mrs. Comerford! Why
the formality?”

“Okay, Ann it is. But say, that name
sounds familiar. Isn’t your husband with
Titan Food Products?”

“Of course. And you must be the Baker,
of Baker Chain Stores.” She burst out laugh-
ing. “That’s one on Hale—here he’s on his
way to Cleveland to see you, right now, while
I'm driving you around in my car!”

Art started to withdraw his arm, guiltily,
but Ann reached back and held it. “Don’t
worry—he’ll never know anything about it,
silly!” she informed him archly.

The speed at which they were driving



forced gusts of wind into the car. Ann’s
lightweight silk skirt, already drawn up above
her knees, billowed and flapped like a para-
chute, giving him unnerving glimpses of
gleaming taupe chiffon hosiery held taut by
frilly green garters, and occasionally a flash of
pink, bare thighs. She pulled her skirt down
a few times, but it wouldn’t stay put, so fin-
ally she stopped trying. Art was sorely
tempted. He tried to remember Jill, but it
was no use. Succumbing to the lure, he
reached over with his free hand and placed
it on the nearer expanse of soft flesh. It felt
warm and velvety. He explored further.

“Careful, Art!” warned Ann with an imp-
ish look. “I’'m liable to forget what I’'m doing
and land you against a telephone pole!”

“It would be worth it!” he replied. His
hand roamed even more boldly upward, while
his other hand dropped over her shoulder and
edged in at the open bodice of her sophisti-
cated decollete dress. Gentle fingers curved
around a mature, downy breast and toyed with
its hard, upstanding, quivering nipple. Ann
trembled a little at his fervid touch, and in-
stinctively slackened the speed of the car.

“How can I do my work when you’re giv-
ing me the works?” she protested, without
making any effort to evade him.

“By the way, where is the car we’re follow-
ing?” asked Art indifferently. He had just
found that Ann’s dress was sufficiently low to
permit it to be drawn down over the throb-
bing cushion he was caressing. He leaned over
and seized the scarlet tip between his lips.

Giggling, Ann drove to the curb and
stopped. “Oh, I lost sight of it, long ago!
But seeing we were headed this way, I just
kept on. Here we are at my apartment. You
can come in and—and notify the police.”

Art reluctantly released her and helped her
out of the car. In the brilliantly lighted lobby
of the apartment hotel she looked even more
fascinating than in the dimness of the car.
He followed her up to the Comerford suite,
crembling with eager anticipation.

While Art was telephoning the police, Ann
went into the bedroom to take off her wraps.
She caught sight of her flushed cheeks and
starry eyes in the mirror, and laughed ex-
citedly.

“I may be a traveling salesman’s wife,” she

told herself, “but I think I’ll close a few deals
on my own, tonight!”

She removed her leopard jacquette and
toque, then paused. “I suppose to get really
into the spirit of the thing, I should be ap-
propriately attired,” she murmured.

Suiting the action to the word, she tugged
off her slinky black dress and the diaphanous
chemise beneath it. That was all there was to
Ann’s costume except for stockings, garters
and slippers. These made such an entranc-
ingly naughty contrast against her pink and
white body that she decided to leave them on.
She slipped into a vividly colored coolie coat,
an unsubstantial affair ending halfway be-
tween her knees and hips, and tied at the side
with a big bow. Its sides made a daring V
that extended almost to her waist, and as she
walked her legs forced themselves into view
clear to her hips. Thus begarbed, she emerged
a few moments later bearing ice cubes, glasses,
ginger ale, oranges, mint, sugar and a bottle
of choice Rye that Hale had been saving for
choice customers.

Art gave a gasp of pleasure as he beheld
her audacious costume.

“Wow—ryou’re a knockout, Ann!”

“And here are the knockout drops,” she re-
plied gaily, crimsoning at his candid admira-
tion.

“Ill mix what we call in Cleveland, a
Nickle Plate Special. One whistle and you
start for New York!” The drink was duly
prepared and approved. Then Ann, her civic
pride aroused, concocted a “World’s Fair
Sky-Ride.” About that time, Art discovered
that the big bow which held the coolie coat
together could be untied—and he proceeded
to make use of his discovery immediately.

Had anybody been watching the Comerford
apartment shortly afterwards, he would have
seen the lights in the living room extin-
guished, while the lights in the front bedroom
went on for a few minutes, and then they too
were turned off.

Perhaps that explains why the desk sergeant
at the Summerdale Police Station had to call
three times before he finally was able to re-
port to Art that his undamaged car had been
found, abandoned, and was even then wait-
ing for him at the station.

(Please turn to page 61)
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“The Cloth
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KAY CARROLL

TANDING before the wardrobe closet in

her bedroom, taking an inventory of the

garments that hung in serried rows, Har-
riet Denton compressed her pretty lips into a
determined line, shaking her head dolefully as
she murmured:

“I haven’t a thing to wear!”

The remark was more than a slight exag-
geration! It really wasn’t true!

Feminine raiment in abundance was hanging
there, daytime frocks, afternoon dresses, even-
ing gowns, sportswear, negligees, pajamas, and
there wasn’t a single bit of apparel that was
not in perfect taste and in the height of
fashion!

Nevertheless, Harriet sighed:

“If Kenneth gets tickets for that country
club dance, I've simply got to buy a new
gown!” She closed the wardrobe door.

The jingling ring of the telephone in the
living room reached her ears at that juncture,
and she hastened to answer it. Under the gaily
flowered silk pajama that caressed her charms,
delightfully rounded hips and proudly poised
breasts quivered in unison with every mincing
step in high-heeled slippers . . . as charming
a brunette bride as ever essayed light house-
keeping in an apartment off Pelham Parkway!

The “Hello!” that she spoke into the instru-
ment was quickly followed by another excla-
mation:

“Oh, hello, Madge! .
call you!”

“What’s on your mind?” asked Madge
Warner, reclining in kimono-clad ease on the
couch in her own apartment not far distant.
She had been wedded long enough to have
graduated from the category of brides, but
her blonde pink-and-white loveliness was still
as unimpaired as a ripe, freshly plucked
peach!

“The dance next Saturday night at the
club!” replied Harriet. “Are you going?”

“Try and keep me away, that’s all!” Madge
laughed. “You’ll be there, too, of course!”

“Ken wants to go!” Harriet selected and

. . I was just about to

lighted a cigarette with her unoccupied left
hand. “Are you planning on a new gown?”

“Planning, yes!” said Madge. “But Ted is
always talking about the depression and
economy. . . . It’s going to take a little wheed-
ling, but I hope to be successful!”

“I’m in the same boat!” declared Harriet.
“Ken gives me a little dig once in a while on
that subject, and I don’t want to appear to
be 0o extravagant!”

“That’s because you’re a timid little bride!”
retorted Madge, with a smile. “You’ll learn
how to handle your husband, like I’ve learned
how to get what I want from mine!”

“Well, we’ll see!” murmured Harriet.

“Kisses are better than arguments, darling!”
advised Madge. “They say the way to a man’s
heart is through his tummy, and I know the
way to his pocketbook!”

Harriet laughed. “You blonde vamp!”

“A good dinner, with plenty of sweet kisses
and all the trimmings for dessert!” Madge
continued. “That’s my recipe! Try it, and
youw’ll be surprised at the results!”

“Thanks for the tip!” said Harriet.

“Phone me tomorrow, and we’ll make a
date for a shopping trip!”

“You seem to be very sure of yourself!”

“Absolutely!” whispered Madge. “And
don’t worry! . . . You will get that new gown,
too!”

Two telephones clicked softly!

COMFORTABLY resting in his favorite easy
chair, Kenneth Denton perused the sport
columns of the evening newspaper, interested-
ly and critically soaking up all the “dope” on
baseball and golf, his main avocations.

He was in the midst of an analytical article
on the forthcoming golf championship when
he heard a softly modulated voice enunciat-
ing a familiar request:

“Will you help me with the dishes, like a
nice hubby?”

Harriet stood in the doorway of the living
room.

43



It was a warm midsummer night, and she
had tossed aside even the negligee that she
wore when Kenneth came home.

Her tiny feet were shod with sandals, and
gauze stockings were rolled below her round-
ed knees. Above, there was nothing except
the eye-filling transparency of a sheer chiffon
chemise, so scanty as to be only a flimsy ex-
cuse for a garment, and the consequent al-
luringly frank display of exotic brunette love-
liness made Kenneth congratulate himself
more on his acumen in his choice of a wife.

“Okay, honey!” he replied. “Just a min-
ute!”

“I haven’t a thing to
wear!” she murmured.

B
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Harriet tripped back into the kitchen, and
the dishpan was rapidly flooding with hot
water when Kenneth joined her, pulling off
his coat and rolling up his sleeves.

“You’re a treasure to be willing to do your
own housework for a while,” he said. “I hope
business picks up soon, so that we can have
a maid again.”

Harriet smiled lovingly.
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“Don’t you worry, darling! We’ll make the
best of things, and we’ll be happy just the
same, won’t we?”’

She slipped up to him, coiled her bare arms
about his neck, and gave him her parted lips
in a kiss in which a slow-motion tongue had
an important role. It was the sort of kiss that
makes two hearts beat faster, and transforms
this troubled world into a rosy-hued heaven
of endless delight!

Kenneth strained her to him. Her hair, the
color of polished mahogany, glistened under
the bright light, and her dark eyes shone like
stars at midnight in a moonless sky.

“Oh, Ken!” she gasped, laughing. “Let me
get my breath, you big caveman!”

Reluctantly, he released her. She was so
cuddlesome!

“Now for the dishes!” she cried, gaily. “I’ll
wash and you can dry them, and we’ll be
through in no time.”

Bending over the sink, the graceful curve

of her back was most entrancing, flowing out



and over slim young hips that merged with
thighs like columns of marble. In front, her
chemise hid scarcely anything of brunette
tints and lovely breasts with scarlet cherry
knobs protruding toothsomely from reddish-
purple circles fading into the paleness of her
skin.

“I certainly enjoyed that dinner tonight!”
said Kenneth, wiping a cup and saucer.
“You’re a wonderful cook!”

“Thanks, darling! Glad you liked it.” Har-
riet smiled covertly. “This kitchen was as hot
as a furnace, but I don’t mind doing any-
thing for you.”

In reality, there was a cool breeze blowing
through the kitchen window early that even-
ing, and Harriet was clad in exactly nothing,
a few minutes after taking a cool shower,
when she was preparing dinner! No wonder
she was smiling!

“You’re a little dear!” said Kenneth, kissing
her again. “Never mind, my sweet. . . . I got
tickets for that club dance, and we’re going
to have a swell time.”

The announcement caused Harriet to laugh
excitedly.

“That’s great!” she exclaimed. “We’ll cer-
tainly have one grand evening, depression or
no depression, won’t we?”

“You bet we will!” he replied.

Suddenly her face grew serious, and the
dishrag paused in the midst of scouring a
gravy bowl.

“Ken!” she murmured.
to buy a new gown.”

H's jaw dropped, and a slight frown creased
his forehead.

“Well, honey, I wasn’t planning on any
new clothes right now, with business the way
it is.” He reached up to stack a soup plate
in the china closet. “Won’t one of your other
dresses do for this occasion? It may be that
yowll be able to splurge on new outfits in
the fall.”

A pout made her poppy mouth seem all
the more kissable. “I don’t know, Ken. . . .
All my evening gowns are nearly worn to a
frazzle.”

What she meant by “worn to a frazzle”
would have been difficult to discern with an
examination of her wardrobe. . . . There were
two evening gowns that had been worn only
once before!

“TI think I’ll have

Kenneth didn’t reply immediately. A side-
wise glance showed her his anxious counten-
ance, and, impulsively, she threw her soap-
flecked arms about him.

“I’m sorry I mentioned it, darling! . .. It’ll
be all right! . . . I don’t really need a new
gown! . . . I'll wear my velvet ensemble!”

Her lips melted into his and clung tenaci-
ously for a long minute before she broke
away.

“You’re a game sport!” he muttered, husk-
ily.
“I love you, that’s why!” she rejoined, com-
ing up to his embrace again. “What’s a little
thing like a new dress compared with one of
your kisses?”

The kitchen clock ticked away the minutes
while the penetrating tenuosity of lip-and-
tongue continued on and on! . . . That kiss
might have lasted forever, but Kenneth dis-
continued it with the query:

“How much would a new gown cost,
lovey?”

An arm was hugging her tightly around the
waist, and a hand was fondling the upstand-
ing youthfulness of a firm breast, its round
little point as hard as a cherry stone in the
center of his palm.

“It all depends!” she answered, smiling.
“They cost as much or as little as one cares
to spend, of course!”

“Do you think you could get one fairly
reasonably?”

“There are lots of attractive bargains in
the city!”

“Well, go ahead and see what you can do!”

Harriet pinched his cheek. “I won’t do any
such thing! . . . You’re only saying that be-
cause you think I wouldn’t be happy unless .
I bought a new gown!”

“No, sweetheart!” he said. “I want you to
look as well as any other girl at the dance!”

“But I don’t want you to feel that I'm a
selfish and extravagant person!” She glanced
up at him through coyly fluttering eyelashes.

“You couldn’t be selfish!” he declared,
squeezing her. “You’re a perfect angel!”

“And you’re the most marvelous and gen-
erous hubby who ever lived!” Her hands were
flitting about him caressingly, stroking his
cheeks and neck, tousling his hair, fussing
maddeningly!

Kenneth caught her avidly in his arms, and
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she relaxed against him. He rained kisses on
her hair, her eyes, her piquant face and the
throbbing indentation in her neck, inhaling
the perfume of her intoxicating beauty.

Dishes were completely forgotten!

“You must get that new dress!” he mur-
mured, between kisses that now were paying
tribute to the beauty of cherry-nippled
breasts. “Promise you’ll go shopping tomor-
row!”

“All right, darling!” she whispered. “If you
insist . . . !”

She captured his lips and held them with
her own for a breathless, ecstatic moment. . . .
Then she murmured:

“Ken! . . . Carry me inside!”

INn THE WARNER apartment, Madge was
finishing a late dinner with Ted. He pushed
back his chair, replete with appetizing food.

“Delicious!” he remarked. “I wish you
would make muffins as good as those all the
time.”

“Sometimes they turn out better than at
other times!” she replied, smiling. “But I was
particularly careful this afternoon, because I
know how fond you are of them.’

Rising, Ted said: “Don’t bother with the
dishes now. . . . Let’s go in the living room.
It’s cooler there!”

“Why don’t you take a nice shower and get
into your pajamas?” she proposed. “We're
not expecting any guests tonight.”

She glanced down at the silk negligee that
was draped loosely on her, and laughed: I
hope nobody’ll decide to drop in! . . . I'm
dressed for comfort, not company.”

“You women are lucky!” grumbled Ted,
good-naturedly, filling and lighting a briar
pipe. “On a hot day you can run around the
house with little on you but your skin.”

“Occasionally nothing else but!” Madge
giggled. “That was the way it was with me
today, but I was careful to pull down the
shades so that nobody would get a free show.”

Ted was leaning against the dinette win-
dow-sill, puffing his pipe and admiring her
loveliness in the flimsy negligee. She was still
at the table, toying with the handle of a cof-
fee cup.

“Pass me a cigarette, please?”

Ted obliged. Then she got up and, walk-

ing over to him, put both arms about him,

46

radiating into his senses the soft warmth of
seductive curves.

“Aren’t you going to take that shower?”
she whispered.

“Right away!” he replied, his fingers mov-
ing up and down the smooth crescent of a
back that was almost bare.

“You may kiss me before you go!”

The arrow-pointed tip of a very experi-
enced tongue darted between his lips as her
crimson mouth seemed to dissolve into his. . . .
It was a lively organ, capable of playing a
thrilling rhapsody!

Ted clutched her avidly, but she twisted
out of his grasp with a siren smile and an
emotional murmur:

“I'll wait for you in the living room!”

There, she lit only one lamp beside the
couch, and, with the evening newspaper and
her cigarette, she stretched out on the pillows.

The window was wide open, but not a
breath of air appeared to stir the curtains.
Unfastening the single frog which held her
negligee in place, she let it trail off her until
it hung in suspension from creamy shoulders.
.« . It was her only garment!

The silvery blondeness of Madge Warner
was a gift of the gods, not the result of per-
sistent visits to the miraculous precincts of
beauty shops!

Lying there, basking in the radiance of the
lamp, all of her satin skin and devastating
contours uncovered to catch the slightest
cooling zephyr that might be wafted through
the window, she was indeed a most glamorous
vision!

Beautiful breasts, generously full and re-
markably firm, were low and pendant enough
to create the impression that they had always
been on terms of intimacy with the crushing
manipulation of fondling fingers, and the en-
crustations of p'nk coral adorning their red-
dened centers appeared to be ever hungry for
the nibbling kisses on which they were accus-
tomed to thrive!

Spreading the newspaper, she idly turned
the pages, scanning the headlines of the news
and studying the advertisements carefully.
Plenty of enticing gowns were on sale, but
the dollar signs loomed large on those she
fancied!

“Ted must take the rubber band off the
bankroll!” she mumbled to herself, as the



newspaper fluttered to the rug beside the
couch. Then she started to blow smoke rings
toward the ceiling, listening to the rushing
sound of water coming from the bathroom.

Soon it ceased, and a tuneful whistle in-
formed her that Ted was at the job of rub-
bing himself dry.

“I hope he’ll be in a good humor when I
break the news!” The smoke from her cigar-
ette was forming weird patterns on the ceil-

ing. “If not, I'll put him in a good humor!”

She glanced down at the flowing contours
of breast and hip and thigh, gleaming pinkly
in the lamp’s shaded glow. “If I’'m not worth
a new gown any time, who is?”

She was smiling when Ted appeared, knot-
ting the sash of his lounging robe over his
pajamas.

“Nice and cool?” She caught him by the
hand and drew him to the couch. The negli-
gee was still more conspicuous by its absence
than its presence, and when he sat down he

could feel the subtle pressure of a lissom thigh
insinuating its warmth through robe and
pajama.

“How about a tall glass of lemonade, tinkl-
ing with ice and tingling with some of the
contents of that bottle you brought home last
night?” she proposed.

“That listens fine!” he replied.

Her deft fingers were loosening the knot
on his robe. “Why wear this on a hot night?

“Will you help me with

the dishes,
hubby?”

like a mice

. . . Particularly when you look so handsome
in your pajamas? ... ”

Pushing the robe from his shoulders, it fell
to the rug. Then she forced his head on a
pillow, made him stretch his long legs on the
couch, and, patting his cheek, whispered:

“Now you just take it easy while I mix that
lemonade for you!”

“Don’t be stingy with the bottle!”
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“Am I ever?” she laughed, her negligee
trailing off her like the wings of a butterfly
as she vanished, to return in a few minutes
with two brimming glasses, frosty cold.

“Hmmmm!” He smacked his lips at the
first swallow. “Perfect!”

“Move over and give me a little room!”
said she, placing herself beside him, then, after
she had snuggled closely, she murmured in his
ear:

“This is the life, isn’t it?”

“Grand!” he agreed, sliding an arm behind
her where the inward curve of her back al-
lowed it to rest delightfully. . . . Madge
sighed and slowly sipped her glass.

It was Ted who brought up the subject that
she wanted to discuss.

“All set for the dance?”

“I am, but my wardrobe isn’t!” she answer-
ed quickly. “Can our bank account stand the
shock of a new evening dress?”
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“Say, blondie!” he protested. “Haven’t you
heard anything about a depression?”

“Certainly!” she smiled. “Here’s a glorious
one!” She guided his finger to a deep dimple
enchantingly located above a kneecap.

“Here are mountains, too, if you care for
them!” His hand had now been carried to
the pendulous abundance of a heavy breast!
... Ted kept it there!

“] can’t afford new clothes now, sweet-

“You may Riss me before
you go!” she whispered.

heart!” he said, with an air of finality.

“Yes, you can, darling!” she whispered,
kissing him.

“You know you can!” She kissed him
again with a lusciously moist parting of lips.

“Sure you can!” Her voice was muffled as
she spoke with her mouth moving around his
lips, then there was silence for a2 moment! . ..
The kiss that Madge was now giving him was
well calculated to lower the resistance and
heighten the pulsebeat of any man!



“Can’t you, really?” It was the merest
whisper, breathed rather than spoken.

“Must you buy a new gown?” he muttered,
weakly.

“Oh, I must, darling boy!” she murmured.
“I mean, I really must!”

The buttons of his pajama coat were giving
way to her fingers. “I think it’s too hot to
be all buttoned up like you are! . . . Make
yourself comfortable, darling, like me!”

He took her in his arms. “You’re too sweet
for words!”

“Sweet enough for that new dress?” she
pursued.

“For anything!” he said. “You can have
whatever your little heart desires!”

He bent his head to kiss in turn the pink
prongs of brittle coral on bewitching breasts
that were impatiently awaiting the impact of
his lingering caresses.

“D-a-r-l-i-n-g!” she gasped, delightedly!

THE NEXT morning, Harriet Denton tele-
phoned.

“I'm going shopping!” she caroled.

“We’re going shopping, you mean!” re-
torted Madge. “Wasn’t it a hot night?”

“Too hot for sleep!” said Harriet.

Madge started to say something in reply,
but gay laughter drowned out the words!

The End
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‘““Pleasure Mad”’

BY

GRACE HOLMES
(Part Two)

hurried back to her dressing table barely
in time to be seated before Don strolled

in, whistling.

SHE placed the telephone on its base and

“I thought I heard you talking to some-
body!” he remarked, casually.

“Me?” she laughed. “You’re hearing things,
darling!”

The Paxton’s apartment was shadowy in
the deepening twilight when Peggy returned
home from her speedboat adventure with
Janet Boylan, and she was still glowing from

the unexpected thrill of a swim in complete

nudity!

Even now, as she undressed in the privacy

of her own bedroom, she could yet feel the

He came up behind her
and sought a Riss.

sensation of cool wavelets caressing her bare
skin while her white body was slipping
through the water.

Stripping off her tightly-fitted panties, she
touched a thigh, then ran her hands quickly
over her figure, exclaiming:

“That salt water always makes me feel so
sticky!”
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Her pretty nose was wrinkled in an expres-
sion of disdain. Peggy was a fastidious little
person who disliked anything that might mar
the smooth satin texture of her skin or sub-
due its fragrance.

“Clammy! . . . Ugh!”

Picking up a bottle of toilet lotion and a
small silk sponge, she thoroughly saturated
herself with its delicate scent.

After dabbing her dry skin with dainty pats
of the sponge, she was adding a thin veil of
powder when she heard the rattle of a key in
the apartment lock and a cheery voice:

“Anybody home?”

Fred Paxton tossed his hat on the foyer
table, and smiled as Peggy answered:

“Bedroom, darling! . . . Come on in!”

He put his arms about her soft slenderness
the moment he entered the door, and bent his
face to accept the invitation of her upturned
lips and enjoy the taste of a warm tongue
that seemed to delight in the intensity of such
a kiss.

Highly polished marble could not be any
smoother than her curving back as his hand
slid downward, coming to rest on the yielding
contours of slim hips!

“I didn’t expect to be greeted like this!”
he murmured, as their lips dissolved apart.

“Was it a pleasant surprise?” she whispered.

“Joyfull”

He wasn’t content with the deliciousness of
her mouth . . . His kisses rained on her pul-
sing neck and shoulders, swiftly descending
to the crimson flame of pouting nipples that
made her impertinently prominent breasts all
the more provoking!

Peggy closed her eyes for a blissful moment,
lost in the rapturous sensations that pervaded
her! . . . Then she heard him say:

“Your skin is so sweet!”

She wriggled out of his arms, laughing:

“It wasn’t so sweet a few minutes ago!”

“Impossible! . . . It’s always perfect!” he
insisted.

She beamed on him. “If you had kissed
me ten minutes earlier, you would have had a
mouthful of salt!”

“Explain yourself, girlie!” he said, removing
his coat and vest.

“I took a swim this afternoon!” she re-
ported.
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“That’s nice on a hot day!” he commented.

“It was thrilling!”

“What’s so thrilling about a swim?”

She glided up to him, twined her arms about
his neck and whispered excitedly:

“I had nothing on!”

He looked astonished. “What?” he said,
incredulously.

“Positively nothing!” she declared, smiling
and blushing.

“Where did this scandalous event take
place?”

“In the Hudson River!”

He grinned. “I’ll bet you were out with
Janet Boylan!”

Peggy nodded. “She suggested it, and then
she dared me to do it!”

“She would!” muttered Fred.

“And I felt devilish enough to take her
up! . .. It was awfully cute, but I was scared
stiff all the time!” Peggy continued. “You
might make me a highball! My heart needs a
stimulant.”

“It should!” stated Fred, pretending to
spank her. “My little Peggy is losing her
bashfulness!”

She squealed at the love-taps he was admin-
istering to a bare flank. Grabbing his hands,
she raised her lips, murmuring:

“Mix me that highball!”

Hugging her closely, the amorous heat of
her supple body seemed to steep him in its
fervent glow!

“The price is a kiss!” he said.

Her mouth fell open enticingly. “I'll pay in
advance!” she replied. A teasing tongue
pecped from between her pearly teeth, and
Fred lost no time in collecting his fee!

When they broke apart, Peggy gasped: “I
ought to get a wonderful highball in return
for that kind of a kiss!”

“You shall have it, precious!” said Fred,
releasing her. “At once, if not sooner!”

He hurried into the kitchen, where ice
cubes, ginger ale, syphons of soda and excel-
lent rye were in plentiful supply.

First, he filled a jigger and downed it
straight!

“That’s a toast to my Peggy, the sweetest
little brunette in town!” He swallowed some
ginger ale as a chaser. “Golly! What a kissing
bug she grew up to be!”
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He poured another jigger full and gulped
that, too! After chasing it with a mouthful
of plain soda, he grinned:

“That one is a toast to Janet Boylan, the
wildest as well as the most beautiful blonde in
captivity! . . . And I’ve got a hunch that
she knows a lot of fancy tricks in kissing,
also!”

He was about to help himself to another
jigger of rye, when suddenly he remembered
the bargain he had made with Peggy . . .
Dropping ice into the tall, thin glass he had
set aside for her, which was already liberally
spiked with rye, he watched the sparkling
bubbles as he added the proper quantity of
ginger ale.

Fred was marveling at the
resilient softness of her

figure.

S

,a’ |

“That’s @ highball!” he declared, marching
back into the bedroom.

Peggy was making her dark eyebrows still
darker with the aid of a pencil. She had
thrown a negligee about her devastating

o4

charms, but somehow it had slipped to her
waist, and when Fred appeared in the door-
way he saw the exquisite curve of her lovely
back, radiant in the rose-shaded light of a
boudoir lamp.

She didn’t hear him enter, and he tiptoed
up to her, stooping to plant a kiss upon a
dimple between her shoulder blades . . . She
quivered at the moist impact of his lips,
laughing nervously:

“Oh, Fred, darling!” she breathed. “You
scare me to death when you creep up on me
like that!”

He slid a hand beneath her arm, enclosing
the softness of a breast in his palm. “Anybody
who goes swimming in the nude shouldn’t be
afraid of anything!” he said, kissing a black
curl that nestled on the nape of her neck.



FRENCH

GERMAN
MEXICAN

PICTURES

and other “SPECIAL” Goods, very “rare”.

All 3 Sets for $1.00.

Set A-1. Four complete sets, in series, making a total of EXACTLY 72 different poses,
and positions. Daring, Peppy, Snappy, showing only Young and Beautiful models. Men

and women together. All new “Hot Stuff”,

Our former price on same was $1.00,

Set A-2. Five (6) French Stories, printed in “plain” English. All different, including
Papa and Mama, Merry Widow, French Stenographer, Bachelor's Dream, and other

Specials. Regular price $1.00,

Set A-3. Love. What do you know about “real” love? Love is an Art. Advice to both
men and women how to make ‘“real” love and hold your Sweetheart’s affections. Art
of Love. Inside information. This illustrated and rare edition has been sold for $1.00
and more. Now included with Set A-1 and A-2 ALL for the price of $1.00.

ALL THREE SETS ARE INCLUDED FOR §1.00 BILL
YES, YOU WILL RECEIVE EVERYTHING AS LISTED ABOVE FOR $1.00

State Post Office and Express address when ordering. Send cash, money order or stamps.
We GUARANTEE safe delivery, prepaid by us, and sent in plain wrapper.

ACTION SERVICE CO.

P. O. Box 10

Wms. Bridge Station

New York City Dept. P. S.

SPECIAL EDITIONS

For Your Private Library!

“LOVE IS EVERYWHERE”

by Jean Maxwell

Ten Complete Stories!
33,000 Words!

One Dollar, Postpald!

“CHAMPAGNE”, by Diana Page
Ten Complete Stories!
33,000 Words!
One Dollar, Postpald!

Jean Maxwell and Diana Page need no in-
troduction to the readers of this magazine
. . . These nationally famous authors have
thrilled countless thousands with their fas-
cinating stories of young love!

Absorbing romances, profusely illustrated
and most intimately described . . . Eroticl
. « » Intense!

Each story throbs with life and love and
passion!

GRACE PUBLISHING COMPANY
Post Office Box No. 2, Station “H”
New York, N. Y.

THE HOT MEMOIRS
OF A SIN SISTER

The 1lid is off. Don't ask us how we dared
print FANNIE HILL, Banned in every country
of the world (the mere possession of this
work being an offense), it now comes to you
in complete form, a modern version in slang.
FANNIE HILL is not a ‘teaser’. She takes you
right into joy houses where everything comes
off and the sky is the limit,
Read how Fannie takes over the boys in
undercover backrooms—where scarlet dames
run riot—and do the boys love it. How joy
mad suckers are separated from their dough
while under the spell of Fannie. Illustrations
guaranteed to test your broadmindedness).
rice—one dollar, postpaid. Shipped in plain
wrapper.

WARD PUBLISHING CO.
Dept. P.S. 9 West 25th St., New York City

LONESOME?

Join one of the most active correspondence clubs
in the country, several thousand members cvery-
where. (Free particulars). NATIONAL SOCIAL
REGISTER, 21 PARK ROW, NEW YORK.

ATTENTION MEN! PAST 18

We have it.—The latest spiciest and snappiest
line of Rare and unusual Photos, Cartoons, boeks
and novelties ever sold. Complete sample lins
in sealed package, seut prepaid upon receipt of
$1. Cash, Stamps or Monsy-Order. State Age.

BOMA PRODUCTS CO.
86—3th Ave, Dept. P11 New York City

55



Wife Assured Every
Man

Wrne today for a startling offer from the world’s largest and

ful corr club. Confidential, dignified
and efficient service. Success assured. Special offer sent FRER,
Enclose stamp, please.

CORA CURTIS
New Carlisle, Indiana.

NOTICE TO MEN!

Beware of danger, worry and costly expense. Use
S. P. SAFETY BRAND. Prevents infections, and
disease. Men everywhere prefer them. Guaran-
teed high-grade. Send $1.00 for 6 or $2.00 for 15.
Prepaid. Rush trial order.

SNYDER PRODUCTS

1434 No. Wells Dept. 402-C Chicago, IIl.

French Photos

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

MANNIE
P. 0. Box 267, Grand Central Sta., N. Y. City

Men! Stimulate Energy, Pep,

PHYSICAL POWER!

Why suffer from premature loss of Pep? DORAL VIGOR
TABS are safe and quick in their actioan. A GLANDU-
LAR STIMULANT for failing PHYSICAL pewers. Take
them to TONE UP the entire system —%mckly easily,
safely and inexpensively. $1.95 postpaid for 50-time
treatinent. 3 boxes $5. Super strength $2.95. 2 boxes
$5.  (C.0.D. 15c extra. Cash only outside U.S.)
DORAL PRODUCTS CO.

303 W. 42nd St. Dept. L 26 NX.2C,

HOW TO WRITE LOVE LETTERS

—-$1, by an Expert. Gold stamped, in
cloth. How to Kiss a Girl—b60c. How to
Make Love—b0c. The Thing Called Love
—§$1.00. Dere Mabel—50c. Special: All
5 for $2.50. Send stamps, money order
or cash.

FRANKLIN ART PRESS

141 Fifth Ave. Dept. P.S. 11 New York City

MAKE 500% PROFIT

SELLING RAZOR BLADES & DRUGGIST SUNDRIES
Send for ¥ree Catalog
Waterman Blue Steel Doube Edge Blades
Cellophane Wrapped Per 100 7Se,

BENGOR PRODUCTS CO.
Dept. F. 10 E. 17th St, New York City, N, Y.

-lILLUSTATED
= SGALGD -GUID &

MEN |6:DR00M SECRETS” MySTER!
ES OF
INLY | THE BRIDAL CHAMBER REVEALED IN o
2T | ENGLISH, SECRETS NO PHYSICIAN WILL
=—=7/ DIVULGE, ILLUSTRATED NEAR 200
PAGES, SEALED COVER MACKEDHS- SpeciaLiy. wmnus
ENSINGTON A “

i b

“But here’s your highball!” he added. “It’s
good for what ails you, makes you brave, and
all that sort of thing!”

“Thanks, doctor!” she smiled up at him.

“Now I'm going to mix one for myself!”
he announced, blowing her a kiss as he van-
ished through the bedroom door.

It was a powerful concoction that Fred pre-
pared for his own thirsty delectation, and he
sat on the edge of the kitchen table sipping it
with keen enjoyment.

“I’ll be darned!” he thought. “Swimming
nude! . . . And in the Hudson River, of all
places! . . . And Peggy, of all people! . . .
She used to be bashful about dressing or un-
dressing with me in the room . . . Boy! The
kiss I got when I came in tonight! . . . It
sure was one of those hot-and-bothered bits of
what the highbrows call osculation!”

He lit a cigarette and inhaled deeply.

“She never used to kiss like she did to-
night . . . so willingly . . . so freely! ... I
always had to coax and search for that sweet
little tongue of hers!”

He drank deeply of his highball.

“Well, bathing in the nude seems to have
its good points!” He grinned knowingly.
“The thrill lasts!”

He emptied his glass and sat there, swinging
his legs, humming a song in happy contempla-
tion of things that were amorous and kisses
that were hotly responsive!

“That Janet Boylan is a ball of fire, Ill
bet!” he mused. “Maybe I’ve been overlook-
ing something! . . . She knows how to play
up to a wisecrack, too! . . . She’s going to be
at that dance tonight, and I was kidding her
about it! . . . I think I’ll give her a ring on
the phone just for fun and see what happens!”

Thus it came about that Janet’s extension
telephone in her bedroom rang while Don
Boylan was taking his shower, and the en-
suing conversation made Fred laugh when it
ended abruptly with the whispered an-
nouncement:

“Here comes Don! . . . *Bye!”

Fred strolled out of the living room, whistl-
ing and winking a sly wink, headed for the
kitchen and the empty highball glass that he
felt should be replenished, but he heard
Peggy’s voice from the bedroom:

“You seem to be happy!”



He changed the direction of his footsteps

and popped in on her.
“Why shouldn’t I be?” he retorted.

The negligee was now hanging from one
shoulder, and she was bending over a bureau
drawer, her hands buried in lingerie. He
came up behind her, drew her up to him and
sought a kiss, but no seeking was at all
necessary! . . . Peggy’s lips gave him every-
thing!

“Phew!” he
sweeter!”

“You’ve had more than one highball!” she
said, laughing.

“What’s the difference?” he replied, care-
lessly. “Have you finished yours?”

“Look at that glass!” she rejoined. It was
empty, except for a piece of melting ice.

“P’ll make you another one!” he offered.

“Oh, darling, not now!” she said, shaking
her head. “That was a three-in-one!”

His arms were tightening about her, and she
let herself flow against him maddeningly.

“Give me another of those kisses!” he asked.

“Any particular kind?” she teased.

“Oh, you know . . .1” he said, his lips on
hers.

Peggy complied with the request in a twist-
ing manipulation of her mouth that made
Fred’s pulse beat with the rapidity of a
machine-gun! :

“Ohhhhhhhh!” she gasped, finally, lacing
her arms around him. “We don’t . . . have
to...stand up ... do we?”

“Certainly not!” he murmured, sweeping
her off her feet!

breathed. and

“Sweeter

THE Neptune Yacht Club, tucked away in
a secluded cove on Long Island Sound, echoed
to the merriment of carefree youth on pleas-
ure bent. The club’s monthly dances were
gay events!

It was there that Janet Boylan kept her
speedboat, and, with a dozen others, it was
moored to the pier while she drifted along on
the dance floor in the arms of her partner,
who, at the moment, happened to be none
other than Fred Paxton.

“At last I’ve got my dance!” he said, slight-
ly increasing the subtle pressure of his hand
en the incurve of her back, where the slash-
ing vee of her evening gown allowed his fing-
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With the above, we include a set
FREE of the most rare and daring pic-
tures, comprising in all 48 different, snappy.
poses of the French type. These pictures alone
are worth all the money we ask for the whole
‘“‘works”,
Also, for a short time only, we will send you a
brand new SPECIAL. Something, every man
will appreciate having.
EVERYTHING DESCRIBED ABOVE SENT

FOR $1.00 CASH, MONEY ORDER OR
STAMPS

ACTION COMPANY
P.O. Box 10, Wms. Bridge St., New York, Dept. P.S.

LADIES

I positively guarantee my great
successful ‘Relief Compound.”
Safely nelieves some of the most
unnaturally painful and function-
ally delayed cases in 8 to 5 days.

FOR OVER A QUARTER OF A CENTURY
women from all over thecountry have used this com-
pound with remarkableresults, Testimonials without
number, No harm, pain or interference with work.
Mail, $2. Double strength, $3. Booklet Free. Also
with each order while they last 2 Books
127 pages entitled ‘““What Every Marrie
Woman Should Know’’ by Fielding and ‘‘The Physiology of
x Life’” by Dr. Greer. Slmsly mail this ad and your or-
er today for either single or double strength treatment to

DR. B.T, SOUTHINGTON REMEDY CO., KANSAS CITY, MO,

RARE BOOKS

Confessions of a Gold Di;;ger, ‘Romances _of
Paris, The Vampire, A Nun’s Desire, Room No.
11, Mistresses of Today, Gourdon’s 4 Days of
Love, 25¢ each, 3 for 50c, 7 for $1, with list for
men. SPECIAL: 100 Spicy girl Post cards, real
photographs, $3.

M. G. BRAUN

858 West 47th, Chicago

GENUINE EXOTIC PHOTOGRAPHS

Just returned from World-Wide tour. Have many un-
usual daring photos. Genuine Un-Retouched originals.
Ve rare, exotic. Entirely different in subject and
quality.  Sell any number. No junk or miniatures.
Stamped addressed envelope brings details, etc.

EDW. LEWIS, Box 235, National City, Calif.

HELP YOUR GLANDS

PEP — VIM — VIGOR _to WEAKENED and

ABUSED Glands with PEPTABS, a strong stimu-

lant to increase natural power and renew vitality.
SATE, EFFECTIVE and GUARANTEED

36 PEPTABS, FULL DIRECTIONS and CON-

FIDENTIAL INFORMATION all for $1.00.

W & K DISTRIBUTING CO.
Dept. 21 Phila., Pa.

Box 5425

SNAPPY GIRL PHOTOS

Posed in the “Nude”. All “Front Views” 10
for $1.00. 30 for $2.00. (Postcard Size). “Girls
in Lingerie” 15 for $1.00, 40 for $2.00. (Postcard
Size). (None sold to MINORS).

C. B, CREED, 6441 Cottage Grove, Chicago, Ill.

ers to come in contact with the velvet smooth-
ness of her bare skin.

“What do you mean . . . at last!” she smil-
ed. “This is the second one of the evening.
. . . The first was with Don, as is customary.
. . . I presume you had it with Peggy. ... And
the next is yours! . . . You haven’t been treated
so badly!”

“I only meant that every moment away
from you seems to be eternity!” he murmured,
ever tightening his grasp.

“Oh, this is so sudden!” she retorted, letting
her hips flow inward tantalizingly. “How
long have you been fecling that way?”

“Ever since I've known you!” he replied.
“But I haven’t had the nerve to show it.”

Janet’s laughter sounded like the ripple of
a mountain brook over a stony bed. A golden
curl tickled his ear as she brushed her cheek
on his, whispering:

“How thrilling! . . . Fancy having a hand-
some young cavalier burning up for love of
me, and not even suspecting it!”

“It’s true, just the same!”

“You fibber!” She flashed him a glance
from blue eyes that were beginning to sparkle
with the triumph of conquest.

“Honest!”

“You’re saying that because you’ve had too
many highballs tonight, isn’t that so?” Her
lips were very close to his ear, and her tone
was entirely confidential.

“I mean it!” he muttered, kissing the curl
that was brushing his cheek.

“The way you’re feeling now, you’d say
that to any girl!” There was a throb in her
voice. Janet was getting a tremendous kick
out of this conversation while dancing. Not
far away she could see Peggy being guided
about the floor by her husband, Don, and she
wondered what be was saying to her and what
she was saying to him!

Fred was marvelling at the resilient soft-
ness of her figure. . . . Her pliant hips were
molded against him, her voluptuous breasts
were glued to his chest. . . . The breasts of
any other girl might have been flattened by
such close contact with his chest, but not
Janet’s! . . . It was impossible to flatten the
wondrous globes that seemed to be on the
verge of bursting from their very fullness and
firmness, and their stiffening tips were discon-
certingly prominent!



Blending with the bewitching sensation of
it all was the fragrance of perfume, alluringly
spiced with the warmth of Janet’s blonde and
lovely personality!

Fred didn’t know that under her evening
gown there was only the satin band of a garter
belt! . .. Not even a chemise was between her
dress and the gleam of pink skin! . .. And
the absence of a brassiere gave him the benefit
of all the unrestrained freedom of lush
breasts!

He smiled as he heard her taunt him with
the statement that he might say amorous
things to any girl! . . . Maybe he would, and
maybe he wouldn’t! Anyway, at that mo-
ment he was dancing with Janet, and it was
she who was the inspiration then!

The music of the orchestra was very slow,
and in order to keep in time with it, it was
only necessary to shuffle the feet and sway the
body, which was all that anyome wanted at
a Neptune Yacht Club dance!

“You’re blessed with a wonderful figure!”
he remarked.

“How do you know?” she whispered.
“We’ve never sat out any dances together!”

“No, that’s right!” he agreed. “But I can
tell!”

“You don’t know the half of it!” she said,
giggling.

“I’d like to know!”

“Really!” she breathed. “Why don’t you
ever try?”

“T thought you might object!”

She laughed. “Haven’t you heard the old
saying: ‘Faint heart ne’er won fair lady’?”’

The music was dying down.

“Was that hot lips that I felt on my cheek,
or was it only one of my crazy dreams?” he
murmured.

“What do you think?” she whispered.

“Shall we sit out the next dance?” he
hazarded.

“Why not?” she replied.

They stood and chatted vivaciously with
nearby couples until the orchestra struck up
again, and then they nonchalantly strolled out
on to the broad, crescent-shaped verandah of
the yacht club. It was shrouded in darkness.
There was no moon that evening, and only
the pinpoints of lighted cigarettes, glowing

New and different from the rest, including Mage

1e and Jiggs, Boss and Bubbles, Kip ang A.llcg;.

innie Winkle, Boob MeNutt and Pearl, Gus

and Gussie, Peaches and Browning. Also 4 com-
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F R E E gg: 2:!1“81 and Private Edi

“ART OF LOVE”

by Count K. Fully illustrated, French Apach
}I:ove, Turkislé hLove.altiIer% young man s‘lﬁ%lg
ave & COpy. ows ncluded ABSOLUTE
WITHOUT CHARGE with every order. o
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, Dept. P.S.
Box 14 Fordham Station New York, N, Y,

MEN!BeWise! Use i®oLo

A proven, potent gland stim-
ulant for lost energy, prema-
ture old age, sick glands etc.
Speedy effective and harmless.
Creates new pep, vigor and
confidence, with gratifying re-
sults. 60 time supply (extra
strength) $2, or C.O0.D. $2.16.
Trial Pkg. postpaid 50c stamps,
coin or money order.

"A FRENCH AFFAIR" "ROOM ELEVEN" "IN MER BOUDOIR™
"MARCE LLES EMBARRASSMENT' "MADE LON'S LOVER"™
6 SPICY FRENCH STORIES PRINTED IN ENGLY
ANO FULLY ILLUSTRATED

= SPECIAL EVERYTHIN
OFFERED ONLY & ROk 187

CORRESPONDENCE CLUB

Book of photos and descriptions of wealthy mem-
bers sent FREE in plain wrapper. «

The Exchange, K3827 Main, Kansas City, Mo.

DIRECT FROM FRANCE

Real French Art Photos and Rare Books in
English. The kind Men like. Two sample
Books and New Illustrated Catalogue $1.00 Bill.
Catalogue 10c.
NOUVEAUTES PROUVE, Guichet,
PAVILLONS.Sous-BOIS, (Seine) France.

“Tillie
Paris?;

NEW STUFF! M i
. : 3 “MaggleN 3pd
el T ,Jiggs in a udist
(‘:amp'; My Chicken Lays”; “I Like my Pussy”;
“Two-Hung Low”; ‘“Winnie Winkle”; “Sam’s Honey-
moon”; “A Bachelor’s Dream”; Toots and Casper”;
“Sheba and Sheik”; ‘“French Stenographer’”; “French
Tips”; 48 French-style bedroom and boudoir poses of
real, flve, dazzling models, including Montmarte-type
photos of men and women lovers in_ various poses.
ALSO Tickling Rubber Suxxrisc and EXTRA S’IPI(.)IFF
(Kind you'll appreciate) LL FOR $1.00.
ABSOLUTE SATISFACTION GUARANTEED
Adelphi Press, Sulte 604, 236 W. 85th 8t.. New York City
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Vim==VYigor==Vitality

Men—Women—Regain that lost pep that endears you to
the opposite sex. Our newest FULLER PEP TONIQUE TABS
will help you to rejuvenate your sexual weaknesses. The
wonderful results from using the tabs will surprise you.
Sent sealed, plain wrapper, prepaid, $2.00 cash er $2.15
C.0.D. Special strength contalning a gland produet for use
in severe cases $3.00. Satisfaction guaranteed or money
refunded. One box free if two of either kind are ordered.

> PRINCESS ANNE MFG. CO.
P. O, Box 693 Dept. H.8Y Baitimore, Md.

A BABY FOR YOU?

If you are denied the blessing of a baby all
your own and yearn for a baby’s arms and a
baby’s smile do not give up hope. Just write in
confidence to
MRS. MILDRED OWENS
1002 Coates House, Kansas City, Mo.

and she will tell you about a simple home
method that helped her after being denied 15
yrs. Many others say this has helped bless their
lives. Write now and try for this wonderful
happiness.

RED HOT from PARIS.

MEN ONLY. Amorous Sex Tales, privately pub-
lished. “Belle Gunness”, “Dorothy Jordan”
“Bela Kiss” 25c. each. Cartoon Booklets. Sep-
tember Morn. Maiden’s Blush. Naughty Lou
and Gertie, etc. 10c. each. 9 Daring French Girl
Photos $1. Nuff Said. Sealed particulars 10c.

UNITED SERVICE, Dept. A, Middleburg, N, Y.

A Brokers Stenographer

Mabel with the old Fiddler. The Unfaithful
Wife. Beautiful Model Posing in Studio. What
the Janitor saw in an Artist’s Studio. A Model
in the Bath-room. A 8Sales-lady and a Scotchman.
A Girl, a Fellow, and a Policeman in the dark.
A Strip poker game. Taking her morning exer-
cise. The Ice-man on the look-out. A Fireman
and a woman in Burning building. All these are
cartoon booklet picture scenes. Also 16 photos
of Red Hot French girls, in Naughty Bedroom
poses. 16 photos of French girls and fellows
in passionate French Style Love Poses. And
5 photos, of Beautiful French Models with as-
tonishing Forms. Taken from life poses. All
for $1.00 cash with order. Formerly sold for $3.00.
CARRANO SALES COMPANY
New Haven, Conn. Dept. MG-NV-CP

Free To Men
“New VIGOR Tablets”

If you want to know what a REAL Medicine
is like—a safe, snappy, tonic-stimulant, write
for trial package my famous ‘Vigor Tablets”
sent free, sealed ready for use. Used by men
everywhere,

PIER CO., 19-A

BE A DETECTIVE

Make Secret Investigations

Earn Big Money. Work home or travel.
Fascinating work. Experience unneces-
sary. DETECTIVE Particulars FREE,
Write NOW to =

Geo. M. G, Wagner, 2640 B'way, N Y.

74 Cortlandt Street, New York

and fading and glowing again, showed that
it was occupied here and there!

Janet tucked her hand under Fred’s elbow
and led him to the railing. A few feet away,
they heard the creaking of a rocking chair,
and a glance told that the couple who shared
it were far too engrossed with their hectic
lovemaking to pay any attention to them!

To the right another couple sat with lips
glued together in a kiss that was likely to
continue forever!

“We’ve got company!” smiled Janet.

“So I observe!” replied Fred.

“We’re not the only people who like to sit
out a dance on a dark verandah!” she com-
mented.

“Evidently not!” Fred produced his cigar-
ette case. “Join me?”

“Don’t light it here!” warned Janet. “There
are lots of gossips in this club, and what they
don’t know won’t agitate their tongues!”

“Well?” Fred looked down at her quizzic-
ally.

“Look!” she whispered. “At the far end of
the pier! . . . See that light? . . . It’s on the
prow of my speedboat!”

“Is that just a remark, or are you suggesting
a spot where a good cigarette may be lighted
without any scandal being attributed to the
incident?” Fred grinned, squeezing her hand.

“The cabin is small but very comfortable!”
she continued.

“And plenty of room for two!”
“Absolutely!”
“What could be nicer?”

His hand slipped under the rounded soft-
ness of her arm, high up under her shoulder,
where the perfumed nook of her armpit was
damp and warm from the excitement of the
dance. . . . And as they walked along the
pier, his fingers searched for the nest of tight
blonde curls that Janet not only permitted
to bloom there, but which she cultivated with
care!

Fred had glimpsed the attractive rosettes on
more than one occasion, and now they felt
like silk to his fingertips!

“What stars!” she exclaimed. “It’s a gorge-
ous night, but I wish there was a moon!”

“Must you have a moon?” chuckled Fred.

(To be concluded)



(Continued from page 26)

at her side, “to have the reporter put in the
part about him being my sugar daddy.” She
laughed harshly.

“Oh, sure,” said the man. “That’s the best
part. And Ill describe just what I saw when
I opened the door, and you know me, kid,
what I didn’t see I’ll invent. I never disap-
point my public.”

The pair laughed heartily.

This was blackmail of the oldest order, to
be sure, but what could a self-respecting man,
with a fine wife like Mollie do in a case like
this? Wearily, and in abject resignation, Mr.
Willis retraced his steps to a small table by
Jeanie’s side, and from his inner pocket drew
forth a check book. Pen in hand, he looked
up bitterly. “How much?”

“Two thousand!”

Carefully Mr. Willis wrote the sum into the
alotted space, and asked the man’s name; then
viciously he wrote that in, too, and handed
the piece of paper to the man, who snatched
it greedily.

Once again Mr. Willis walked slowly to the
door. Damned slickers. Two thousand hard-
earned dollars.

At the threshold he paused and took one
last, regretful look at the girl in the black lace
negligee. With a sigh, and a shake of his bald
head, he passed through the door, and down
the stairs to the elevator.

Two thousand dollars! After all, handing
out checks was nothing new to him, and that
illusion of youth had been pretty warmly
sweet while it lasted.

“Ground floor!” he barked at the grinning
elevator boy.

(Continued from page 41)

“That was quick work,” said Ann when she
heard the news. “At any rate, I won’t have
a stolen car on my conscience!”

“Would it ease your conscience any if I
told you,” asked Art, “that I've decided to
give your husband a full order on his line for
all our stores? And believe me, if his goods
measure up to the samples I had tonight, he’ll
have a permanent customer!”

PHOTOGRAPHS Tell the Story
GENUINE PHOTOS

Set *A”—A set of 15 wondertul girl photm m v daring

and u.nmlzlng poses to show everything to the be: unugo

‘B’’'—10 revealing new cartoons, 8 of which lhow a dar-
lnz version of The Pretty Farmer’s Daughter and the Traveling
Salesman. Also 7 additional cartoons each of which tell a com-
p]en story in itself. Printed vn gloss D paper,

“G”*—16 actusl photos of men and women together!
Vm intimate. These are the kind of photos that you keep in
your inside pocket and you make sure there are no holes in
the pocket either

Set ‘“J"’—A T hotos never offered before, 14 of
the finest, c]euest. Huh Glr photos. One photo shows 14 girls
but most of them show only one girl in the hottest, most re-
vealing poses in the clothes as nature intended. Most of these
photos actually photographed in Hawall.

Check sets desired. $1.00 per set or if this is your first
order, we will send all four setl for 82 00.

We also have a new Men Only.” smw read-
ing that Men will enjoy. Full llbrnry size, over 1 inch thick
and weighs 1 pound. Price $1.50 if ordered alone or $1.00 if
ordered with above photos. Express only, Immediate
service. Cash, stamps, money or

NOVELTY ETU’DIO
P. 0. Box 499  Rockford, Ill.

Only Girl, Adam and

FOR MEN' Eve, Maiden’'s Dream,

Night in Moorish Harem, Others, 10 Rare Girl
Poses and Novelties, all $1.00. ction Pictures
from Europe, Nudes, Men and Girls, etc.

2., “Mormon Secrets”, 7 Spicy others $1.00.
All $3 00 with catalog; Catalog, Frenchy Novelty
26c. Sealed. WESTERN SALES

746-88 Sansome St., San Francisco, Calif.

HER UNBORN CHILD

A story of pathos and stark realism, 188 page
book and our catalogue of Feminine Hygiene
necessities 26 cents prepaid.

YORENA COMPAN
Dept. PS8 Box 812

MANHOOD

Youthful Power and Strength

by VIRITON

Gives Vitality and Vigor. The Safest and Most
Effective Tonic Tablet. Why be ashamed and
backward. Use “VIRITON” for Manly Satisfac-
tion. Formula prescribed by leading physicians
everywhere,

$1.00 per Box

Send money order, cash or C. O. D.

KEPECS PHARMACEUTICAL LABORATORY
41 Convent Ave., New York City, (Dept., 8)

Bayonne, N. J.

HOT, SPICY and HOW

“Madecap of Paris” etc. (privately pubhshed)
AmorQus Sex Tales. Real Stuff. ‘Nuff sed).
Price_25c. (coin). French, Spanish and Italian
Girl Photos. Spicy literature. Imported French
Novelties. Confidential particulars 10c. (sealed).

KATHARINA’S NOVELTIES & FINEARTS
Dept. A Middleburgh, N, Y., P, 0. Box 439
etic Healing. 25 Les-

ngl & Ma,
scnq ow to become an expert. Hyp-

notize at a glai ce, make others obey your wishes, over-
come bad habits and enemies, gain 1n power, wealth,
love. Simple, easy system, equals $20.00 course only
$1.00 Prepaid, Including the “HYPNOTIC EYE,”

new aid for Beginners. Send Stamps, Cash or Money

Order.
FRANKLIN ART PRESS, 141 Fifth Ave., N. Y., Dept. HP-1!

LEARN TO

HYPNOTIZE

mplete course of Hypnotism. Mind
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TILLIE AND MAC

Maggie and Jiggs. Dumb Dors,
Boss and Bubbles, Peaches and
Browning, French Stenograph-
er, A Bachelors Dream, A Mod-
el's Life, Adam and Eve, Kip
and Alice, Harold Teen and
Lillums, Toots and Casper, The
Gumps, Winnie Winkle, Gus
g i and Gussie, Barney Google and
Spark Plug, Boob McNutt and Pearl, Tillie the Toil-
er, Cave-man Love; Chorus Girl Love; Turkish
Love; Apache Love; Old Maid’s Love; Papa Love;
Sailors on Shore; What Tom Saw Through the Key-
hole; When Hubby Comes Home; What the Window
Washer Saw; Mabel and the Iceman; A Turkish
Harem; Mexican Love; and 80 Snappy French Girl
Poses. b full size 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, Conn., Dept. MG-NV-TC

END PAIN

When delayed, use Dr,

Rogers’ great successful
Relief Compound. ACTS QUICKLY. Success-
fully relieves many long stubborn periodic de-
lays in 2 to 6 days without harm, pain or inconveni-
ence. Mrs. G., Pa., says: “I got results. Best
I ever used.” Mrs. P, Miss.: “Cannot give it
praise due it. Am telling my friends.” Don’t
suffer or be uncertain. Send today for this
amazing doctor’s remedy. Full strength, $2;
2 boxes $3.50. Special triple strength Regulator
for very obstinate cases, $6.

ROGERS REMEDIES, L-16, 6052 Harper, Chicago

LONELY?

Let me arrange a romantic correse
pondence for you. Find yourself a
sweetheart thru America’s foremost
M=«  gelect social correspondence club. A friends
ship letter society for lonely ladies m:&)genglanen. Members
everywhere; CONFIDENTIAL introductions by letter;
efficient, dignified and continuous service. I have made t
sands of lonely people hapg% — why not you? Write for FREE
sealed particulars. Evan Moore, Box 908, Jacksonville, Fla.

TRUE ART STUDIES
BEAUTIFUL WOMEN

Photos from Life; all sizes. Sample and catalog: for
$1.00, $2.00, $3.00, $65.00. Send Postal or Express
Money Order. P. S. MOIRENC, 73 Ave. de la
Republique, Montrouge, Seine, France.

HELP WEAK GLANDS

Why suffer from premature loss of vitality?
Don’t stay old. Use VITATABS, a potent gland
tonic where age, overwork, nerve strain, or worry
has lowered your Vital Powers. Gives new pep
and vigor. Feel young again, do things. TUse
VITATABS. 1 box and full instructions $1.00.

W. J. PESSANO, Druggist,

Box 5443 Dept. All Phila., Pa.

Books on Corporal

Punishment and Other Curious

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

age and occupation. Address

THE GARGOYLE PRESS
(Dept. MG) 70 Fifth Ave., New York

INadDELAY o]

TREASURE CHEST
BY

DIANA PAGE
(Concluded)

“Well, supposeyou’re good at it!”” he argued.
“What'll you do when you've learned? . . . Get
a job in the chorus! . . . And then what?”

Dolly didn’t have a ready answer.

“Where do I get off then?”” he went on.

She was silent. . . . Flashing through her
mind were the words of Meyer Goldman: “A
pretty girl with a figure like yours should go
far on the stage . . . with proper backing!”

She had never realized, until that evening,
what was really meant by “proper backing.”
... Now she knew! . . . It meant being subject
to the pawing of avaricious hands, damp kisses
from lips that bruised, visits to night clubs and
apartments! . . . Those hands and lips would
never be like Jerry’s, tenderly loving!

She knew that there were girls who were
willing to pay that price for advancement up
the ladder of ambition or to satisfy their crav-
ing for extravagant pleasure and expensive
gewgaws! . . . Some girls with husbands who
idolized them were not above that sort of
thing! . . . But the idea of “two-timing” a
darling like Jerry was simply unthinkable!

She sighed tremulously, snuggling in his
arms.

“Kiss me, Jerry, Kiss me!” she whispered,
closing her eyes.

Many minutes passed as swiftly as a single
second while her lips were silently demonstrat-
ing the passionate depths of her love for him,
and when she tore her mouth away, finally, it
was only to murmur:

“Jerry, darling! . . . We could get married!”

“Right away?” he exclaimed, grinning ex-
citedly.

Her dark eyes shone with the joy of anticipa-
tion. “Is tomorrow morning too soon?” she
smiled.

“Honey!” he blurted, hugging her breath-
lessly.

Dolly squirmed against him. “Kiss me,
sweetheart! . . . I'm yours!”

He pressed his mouth hungrily to her lips,
then paused to say:

“My treasure!”



She smiled thrillingly. ““Your treasure chest,
Jerty, all yours!” And twining her arms about
him, she added: “Take me, darling, take me
... tonight . .. now!”

THE MILKMAN, on his rounds at dawn, saw
two figures that seemed to be blended into one.
. . . He grinned, clucked to his horse, and
muttered:

“Some folks forget they've got a home!”

(Continued from page 3)

Dear Sir:

1 bave only read two of your Spicy Story
magazines but if the succeeding issues will be
as good or better, you can count me as a
steady reader.

1 am a shipbuilder by trade, but with no
work in the shipbuilding business I was forced
to join the army. You have the most in-
teresting stories 1 have ever read. The book
is shipped by my folks in New Jersey out here
to me. 1 am 20 years of age, 5 ft. 8 in., weigh
160 pounds. 1 would like to hear from some
of your lady readers, and 1 also would appre-
ciate their sending me their pictures. Won’t
you please print this in your next issue of
Spicy or as soon as possible?

With best wishes, 1 am,

Sincerely,
William G. Duff.

Dear Sir:

1 have been a reader of Spicy Stories for
years. 1 like your book very much but the
only thing you don’t give the girls any breaks.
1 think the girls would appreciate it very
much if you gave some photos of men as well
as girls. Il be glad to correspond with girls
on this subject or any other subject that is
interesting. My name is C. W. Smith and my
address is 1116 Jefferson Ave., Houston, Tex.

Dear Editor:
1 have been reading your Spicy Stories for
a long time and can bardly wait from one

NEW STUFF!?

WINNIE WINKLE

For men only. Boss & Bubbles, Fannie Hill, Only
a Boy, Harold Teen & Lillums, Farmers Daughter,
Papa & Mama, The French Stenographer, The Vam-
pire, The End of Helen, What Tommy Saw Under
the Parlor Door, Twelve Gay Love Letters Read Two
Ways, Gay Life in Paris, also 50 Rare and Daring
French type pictures of beautiful girls in thrilling,
snapoy, artistic poses with their fellows. We fill
orders the same day we receive them. All for only
$1.00. Send cash, stamps or money order.

Emperial Novelity Co.

176 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK CITY

Dor’t be discouraged or alarmed when
nrature fails you. _Yon can now depend
on our new 0. J. O. RELIEF COM-
POUND (a Periodic Regulator) double
strength.  Often relieves unnatural ir-
regularities, stubborn cases of long
overdue delays, generally relieved very
quickly. Absolutely safe, harmless. No
inconvenience. Highly recommended
and used by thousands of women for
relief. e guarantee to ship orders
eame day received in plain wrapper,
sealed. Nend $2.00 box double strength;
3 for $5.00. Triple Strength $5.00.
Trial size 25¢. Don’t delay, send order.
Free Bocklet. A personal message to you.

0. 1. O. MEDICAL CO.
Dept. 212-R, 1434 No, Wells, Chicago

Attention Renew

mMeNn MANOIDS viTaLiTY
Are you the Red-Blooded, Vigorous Man you
would like to be? Are you still Vitally Alive or
do you lack Pep and Manhood? Don’t be a
Falilure! 3
TAKE MANOIDS, the ethical prescription treat-
ment for Weakness due to Over-work Dissipa-
tion, Worry, Nerve-Fatigue, etc. Results are
guaranteed, or your money refunded. Cor-
respondence confidential. Mailed in plain wrap-
per. Special Strength $1 for 30 doses. $2 for 76
doses. (Add 15¢c for C. O. D.)

DON'T DELAY. WRITE TODAY

THE HOWBY LABORATORIES
Box 57, Druid Station, Baltimore, Md.

Men and Women

Our sanitary rubber goods are mailed in plain,
sealed envelope, postpaid by us. Mail-order
Catalog sent free on request. '

P. 0. Box 91, Dept. C.2, Hamilton, Ontario

CONFESSIONS

Confessions of an Amateur Blonde. Confessions of
a Bell Boy. Confessions of a Young Girl. o0c each,
all for $1 postpaid. Illustrated Book and Photo

catalog, 10c.
UNION SALES CO.

740 W. Madison Street Chicago, Il

CURIOUS & UNUSUAL BOOKS

Large Selection of Illustrated, Rare and Pri-
vately Printed Books dealing with FLAGEL-
LATIO SEXUALIA, EXOTICA and UNEX-
PURGAT‘ED TRANSLATIONS. Well bound,
Full Size Books. No Paper Pamphlets! Cata-
logue, Send Stamp. State Age and Occupation.

J. PETERS

257 W. 14th St. Dept. 0-8 New York City
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With Delays. Don’t De discouraged
oralarmed. Use our new successful Sa
P. Rolief Compound (a Periodic Reg-
ulator) when nature falls you. Thou=-
gands of women depend on this Com=
pound now. Positively relietes many of

stubbornlong overdue delays generally
§ very quickly, Harmless, safe, 170 {1~
convenience. Numerous thanktul lete
U K tersjot praisereceived from women who
¢ recommend and use this compound for
TR'A[ S'Z 25 relief with amazing success. We guare
. i anteeteshiporderssame day recelved,
lain wrapper, sealed. Send $2.00 a Box, Singie Strength,
$3.00 a Box, Double Strengtih— 2 Boxes $5.08. Trial Size,
25¢. Send order now. K'ree Rooklet—Personal message to
you. (Other Hygiene necessities). Don’t delay —act now!
Snyder Prod. Co., 1434 N. Wells St., Dept. 11-U, Chicago

PRIVATE PHOTOS

Rare, Imported, Intimate and Nude Photos Privately
Posed by Voluptuous, Passionate and Allurin, Women
Who Teasingly Display and Reveal Their arms in
Different Positions. 20 different for $1.00; or
45 different for $2.00. State Age en Ordering. None
Sold to Minors.

A. DREW 16 Bast 23rd Street, New York City

Health, Power, Knowledge, Sueccess.

BIOSOPHY

The Wisdom of Life

First know then make use of your strong points
in business and social affairs. Learn what oc-
cupations are best, what food most beneficial,
what colors to wear, how to safeguard health,
how to attract friends; all determined by your
own individual personality. X

The priceless secrets of the science of BIO-
SOPHY are the keys to inner consciousness of
ersonality, mental and physical happiness.
gend 26c. stating sex, color of hair and eyes,
whether hair is flne or coarse and you will
receive the PERSONALITY BULLETIN. Address

BIOSOPHY PUBLICATIONS
Dept. 12, 300 Madison Avenue, New York City

DISEASES —No Matter
BLoo How Bad or Old the Case
or What’s the Cause, Send for FREE Booklet about
Dr. Panter’s Treatment. Uesd successfully for over
26 years.

Panter Remedy Co., 1350 W. Madison St., Room E-608
Chicago, IIl.

HIGH BLOOD PRESSURE
Quick Rellef, or You Only Pay When Satisfled

If you suffer from High Blood pressure, dizzi-
ness, ringing in the ears, can’t sleep at nights,
feel weak and shaky, bad taste, nervous, If
your heart pounds and you fear a paralytic
stroke, to demonstrate Dr. Hayes’ prescription
we will send you postpaid, a regular $1 treat-
ment on absolutely FREE TRIAL. While it is
non-specific, many cases report remarkably quick
relief; often symptoms diminish and normal
sleep returns within 3 days. Contains no salts,
ghyaics. opiates or dope. Safe with any diet.

AY NOTHING UNLESS_GREATL IM-
PROVED. Then send $1. If not your report
cancels the charge. Write

DR. HAYES ASS'N

2718 Coates Kansas City, Mo.

month to the next. 1 liked Dust to Dawn in

your September number very much, and say

I enjoyed looking at the little lady with the

Zap and apron on, I'd love to have a wife like
er.

I would sure love to hear from your girl
readers, girls 16 to 35. Come on, girls, I en-
joy receiving and writing spicy letters and ex-
changing snapshots and pictures. 1 will an-
swer all letters and send some snapshots to
every girl who sends me one.

I am 28 years old, 5 ft. 7 in., weigh 158,
dark bair and eyes, and am a chemical en-
gineer and travel lots in Cuba and South
America and U. S. A.

Please, Mr. Editor, print this in your next
edition of Spicy Stories.

I am, sincerely yours,
W. Carl Thiede.

Dear Editor:

I bave been reading Spicy Stories Magazine
for just three months and 1 think it is the best
of your publications.

The portraits are all right, but it would be
better to omit them and put a story or two
in the pages that they now occupy.

The stories are fine especially those written
by Louise Langdon and Diana Page.

I would like to hear from some of the girl
readers about my age. I am 17 years old, and
S ft. 11 in. tall. I will answer all letters.

Please print this letter in the “Between
You and Me” section of Spicy as soon as pos-
sible.

Sincerely,

J. A

Dear Editor:

Having recently arrived in this rather quiet
city from abroad 1 came upon your publica-
tions. They are good in their way, although
1 must confess that your models are not of
the best or at least their poses could be greatly
improved on. The stories are mostly good and
prove interesting.

I trust that you will find room to publish
this letter very soon and that 1 will bear from
someone of the fair sex. It is rather lonely
in this country as 1 have found no friends
that I care for.

Herbert Foster.



"One Week from To-night

You'll See PROOF that

| can makeYoua NewMan!"

My amazing discovery, Dy~
namic Tension, changed me
from a 97-lb. weakling into
the champion you see here—
twice winner of the title, ““The
World’s Most Perfectly Devel=
oped Man.”.

NOTE—No other man
in the world has ever

DARED make such an
offer!

GIVE _MORE than “promises.” I al%we
PROOF! If you're sick and tired of half-

- baked ideas—if youreally want a build like
mine—then one week, just 7 DAYS, isall I
need to prove I can giveit to you!

You'vegota body, man. Why not make
it a real handsome man’s body! There’s
NO good reason why you shouldn’t have
rippling cords of mighty muscle across
your neck and shoulders. No reason at
all why your chest shouldn’t be strap-
ping, big_and husky like mine—your
arms and legs powerful—your wind last-
in%—your vigor and pep 1009,!

[ used to be a mck{v, half-pint runt
weighing only 97 lbs.—a “laughing-
stock” wherever I went. No fun. No
friends. Right there I almost “fell”
for some of thesefreak spring or weight
contraptions to make me ‘“strong.”
But THEN—by the luckiest break of
my life—I discovered Dynamic Ten=
si0n.

Apparatus is OUT!

Look at me now. You don’t see {
any skinny, flabby, no-account bag of
bones here, do you? This is what my
remarkable secret has done for my

. Twice—against all comers—I have
won the title, “World's Most, Perfectly
Developed Man.” No wonder I've got no
use for tricky apparatus or machines that
may strain your heart or other vital
organs. I've found the natural way to
build the husky, solid, fizhting muscles
that Nature means for you to have! And

» MAIL
COUPON

FOR FREE

BOOK

I've sh(;wt'rl:l thousalr)ldgl of otliler fellowsﬂ.‘ " el

many of them probably much worse of

than you, how to develop themselves into V 4 A%‘Hfil'gs

champions MY way! Dot 81010 "
I'll give you clean-cut health inside, too 133 E ":'23 rd

—show you exactly how to get rid of consti- Street Nas York

pation, poor digestion, bad breath, pimples, and V' 4 Cit;ee siNeW Xor

other weaknesses that are robbing you of the
good times and things in life that can be yours. .
Now make me PROVE I can do it. Let me send you
the FREE Book that opens the door to he-man living.
Just tell me where to send it. Use the coupon. There’s
no obli atl%rvx.! But—be MAN enough to send the

coupon
FREE BOOK

My big book, “Everlasting Health and Strength”
—packed with actual photographs and vital facts every
fellow must know to face life—tells the whole remark-

' I want the proof that
' 'Iyou;' system of Dynamic
& _Tension will make a New
y2 Man of me—give me
healthy, husky body and big
muscle development. Send me
your free book, ‘Everlasting
Health and Strength.”

S

able story of Dynamic Tension. Privately printed Addvess

for me, it's FREE if you act AT ONCE. Are you . . SRAReE el &
ready to learn my secret?—ready to learn how I can give YOU the kind Cit State

of body that will make you a_masterful leader? Then tell me where to Y enowwee vasensen s
send your copy of my book. Fill in the coupon below, and mail TODAY 4 T, I e

to me personally. Address: CHARLES ATLAS, pept.67-11D, 133 E. 4
St., New York City. v




Banish Fear
Prevent Disease

End Self Denial

\WAY with false modesty! At last a tam-

ous doctor has told a/l the secrets of

sex in frank, daring language. No prudish

beating about the bush, no veiled hints,

but TRUTH, blazing through 576 pages
of straightforward facts.

Love is the most magnificent ecstacy in
the world ... know how to hold your
loved one...don’t glean half-truths from
unreliable sources...let Dr. H. H. Rubin
tell you what to do and how to da it.

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 of 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.

SAYS THAT MOST
DIVORCES ARE CAUSEP

Normal, sex-suited
young people are torn
apart because they lack
sex knowledge.

SEND NO MONEY - -
PIONEER

Dept. 1168 1270 Sixth Ave.,
Please cend me,
plain wrapper. 1 will
postage) on delivery.
fied, 1 can return
chase price will be
send me, FREE
Birth Control?”’

Name.

{ddress.

pay the postman
It 1 am not comp
the book and the enti
refunded immediately.

KNOW

A FAMOUS JUDGE |

BY SEX IGNORANCE! p

OF CHARGE, your book on

Age

ABOUT.SEX AND LOVE!

‘Theqm o{; a1e Danin

WHAT EVERY MAN SHOULD KNOW

The Sexual Embrace How to Regain Virility
Secrets of the Honey exual S

Mistakes of EarlyMarriage Glands and Sex Instinct
Homosexuality To Gain Greater Delight
Venereal Diseases The Truth About Abuse

WHATEVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW

Joys of Perfect Mating How to Attract and Hold
What to Allow a Lover

en

Sexual Slavery of Women

Essentials of Happy
arriage

The Sex Organs

to do
Intimate Feminine Hygiene
Prostitution
Birth Control Chart

Knowledge is the. basis of the perfect,
satisfying love-life. Step out of the dark-
ness into the sunlight ... . end ignorance,
fear and danger today! Money back at once
if you are not completely satisfied!

DDARING PAGES
S

576
0

* MAIL COUPON TODAY:

2

PUBLISHING CO. g
New York, N. Y. ]

““Sex IHarmony and Eugenies'™ in

(plus

““Why

Orders from Foreign Countries $3.45 in advance

HE AMAZING TRUTH

Stop Worrying
Conquer Ignorance
Overcome Shame

ol Revealld!

Don’t be a slave to ignorance -and fear.
Enjoy the rapturous delights of the per-
fect physical love!

Lost love... scandal. .. divorce...can
often be prevented by knowledge. Oanly
the ignorant pay the awful penalties of
wrong sex practices. Read the facts, clearly,
startlingly told . . . study these illustra-
tions an! grope in darkness no longer.
You want to know...and you showld
know everything about sex. Sex is no longer
a sin ...a mystery ... it is your greatest

“power for happiness.Youowe it toyourself

... to the one you love, to tear aside the cur-
tain of hypocrisy and learn the naked truth!

ATTRACT THE OPPOSITE SEX!

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
bravely by Dr. Rubin. The chapters/ on
venereal disease are alope Worth the price
of the book.

IS SEX IGNORANCE f]

DRIVING THE ONE YOU

LOVE INTO THE ARMS
OF ANOTHER?

Let *“Sex Harmony "
teach you how easy it is
to win and hold your
loved one!

NEW BOOK

| |
= RE E * “'WHY BIRTH CONTROL?"*

Thi? startling book discusses
birth control in an entirely
new way — Tells you many
things about a much diccussed
subject. “Why Birch Control’™™
—willbe a revelation to you—
Sent free toall those who order
Sex Harmony and Eugenics '™
at the reduced price $2.98.
PIONEER PUBLISHING CO.
Radio City
1270 Sixth Ave., New York, N.Y,
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