

























































































ADVERTISEMENT

What Do Women

Secretly Say Behind
Their Lover’s Back?

85% say they NEVER achieve an orgasm during sex...

72% say they FAKED orgasms they never had...

67% say they’re UNHAPPY with their lover’s penis size...

Muscles, Money, énd
Looks help, but women
want a “bigger” man.

The “Average” Penis Size is Just 6-Inches... This Ad Is For
Men Who Aren’t Satisfied With Being ‘Just Average”

Herbal Science

Breakthrough!
World Famous Pharmacist
Creates Revolutionary Herbal
Pill That Is Guaranteed To
Increase Your Penis Size 17...
2”...Even 3”... In Just A Few
Short Weeks... with absolutely
no side effects!

What I’m about to tell you is
absolutely true. If you believe me, you
will be greatly rewarded for the rest of
your life. If you don’t believe me, [
will make it worth your while to
change your mind. Let me explain.

By simply taking two, 100% Natural
LONGitude capsules everyday... you can
increase the size of your penis in length
and thickness by a whopping 26%! Sounds
impossible? You bet it does, but 96% of the
men who try LONGitude have great suc-
cess, growing 17...2”...even 3" in just a
few short weeks!

Be The Biggest Man Your
Lover Ever Had!

Nothing, I mean NOTHING will beat the
look on your lover’s face when she sees it
for the first time... watching her gasp...
almost in disbelief... with a slight look of
FEAR in her eyes. You won’t believe how
a larger penis will make you feel!

How LONGitude Works:

Your penis is made up of three separate
chambers. One chamber you urinate and
ejaculate from, and the other two are called
your Erectile Tissue. When you get an
erection, your brain releases a hormone
which sends blood to your penis which fills
your Erectile Tissue Chambers with blood.

Now get this, the size of your erect penis
is totally dependent on how large your
Erectile Tissue Chambers are. The more
blood the Erectile Chambers can hold, the

bigger your penis will be.

Right now, your penis is extremely
smaller than what it could be if your
Erectile Tissue Chambers were longer and
wider. This is where LONGitude goes to
work... painlessly making your two Erectile
Chambers longer and wider, holding more
blood, giving you the extra 17-3” you wish
you were born with.

How Long Does LONGitude
Take To See Results?

Weeks 1 through 3 you’ll notice an
increase in thickness. Weeks 4 through 8
you’ll notice growth in length and much
more thickness in both erect and flaccid
states. Weeks 9 and on, your penis will
have taken on a new body, not just longer
and thicker, but harder and healthier.

Nobody Wants To Be
“Just Average”

The “average” erect penis is just 6 long.
LONGitude is designed for men who aren’t
satisfied with “just average”. You don’t
want to live in an average home... drive an
average car... or make an average income...
why settle for an “average” penis?
Especially since LONGitude is 100% safe
and you can do this in the privacy of your
own home.

Size Does Matter!

A larger penis has much more surface
area and is capable of stimulating more
nerve endings, providing more pleasure for
you and your partner. A man endowed with
a 7" or 8” penis is simply better “equipped”
than a man with a 5” or 6” penis. Would
you rather have more than enough to get
the job done... or fall short? It’s up to you.

Permanent Results!
LONGitude is a breakthrough product
that will make your penis grow until YOU
are satisfied with your new size. Once you

reach your optimum growth size, STOP
taking LONGITUDE. The results you’ve
achieved are permanent. I advise all users

not to grow their penis past 8” or 9”
because of the simple fact... You Will Be
TOO LARGE For Most Women.

No Grow-No Pay Guarantee:
Simply “try” LONGitude for 30-days,
and if after 30-days, you are not absolutely
thrilled with your new growth, simply send

back the empty bottle and we’ll refund
100% of your money - EVEN THE SHIP-
PING COST! If LONGitude didn’t work,
we’d be stupid to offer such a powerful
guarantee.

View Before and After Photos and
Testimonials at longitudecapsules.com

I Increase Your Penis Size !
By 26%... Start Today!

]

j Enlarge your penis by 17... 2”... even 3” :
1 at home without pumps, weights, or sur- |
I gery with 100% safe LONGitude. If after |
: 30-days you’re not thrilled with your :
j new growth, send back the bottle and I
1 we’ll refund 100% of your money - even |
I the shipping fees! Order your st month’s |
: supply of LONGitude right now by call- :
y ing 1-800-977-7993. Your credit card will |
1 be billed just $59.95 plus $6.95 shipping. |
I Discreetly billed under CP DIRECT and |
shipped in an unmarked box. You’ll also :
| 2utomatically be enrolled into our i
1 Preferred Customer Club where you’ll 1
I receive a $20 discount off all future bot- :
|
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{ tles of LONGitude, and so you never go a

j day without LONGitude capsules, we’ll

] automatically send you a new supply

1 every 30-days and bill your credit card

: just $39.95 plus shipping. Optimum

j results do take about 3-4 months. There

1 are no minimum amount of bottles to buy

1 and you can cancel shipments at any time.

: And if you take me up on my 30-day
guarantee, your credit card will never be

| billed again. .

1 Call 1-800-977-7993 24 hours a day,

I or order over the web at

1 longitudecapsules.com.



coming from his apartment; he told
them a small animal must have died,
and refused to let anyone into the
place. For a few months he acted
strangely, chopping off his hair and fly-
ing to England in order to address a
seminar, but flying straight home with-
out even leaving the London airport
because no one had sent a limousine
to meet him. He thought about suicide.
By the end of 1977, he decided that
mourning was over, and from that point
tried to will the idea of Holly Maddux out
of his mind. When visitors came.to his
apartment, he forcefully ordered them
away from the locked closet on the en-
closed back porch.

The Maddux family hired private in-
vestigators to find their daughter. But

Einhorn refused to speak to them, and, .

coming to the inevitable conclusion
that he'd kitied Holly, the investigators
turned their files over to the police. The
police in turn duplicated the work and
obtained a search warrant. On March
28, 1979, the officers appeared at Ein-
horn's door and went straight to the clos-

had a narrow escape. Barbara Bronf-
man, the mega-wealthy then-wife of
Canadian magnate Charles Bronfman,
had been sending Einhorn money. But
after reading The Unicorn’s Secret (Ein-
horn means “one horn” in German),
she apparently changed her mind
about him, and clued police to his
whereabouts: Sweden, where he'd
met a woman of somewhat reasonable
means named Annika Flodin. But Ein-
horn was tipped off and he escaped
with Annika, eventually using her
money to buy an old mill house a mile
outside the remote French village of
Champagne-Mouton.

Meanwhile the authorities in Phila-
delphia worried that eventually the wit-
nesses in the case would die or grow
forgetful, and the evidence would de-
teriorate or get lost. If so, one day in
the future Ira Einhorn might waltz
home and the DA would have no
weapons with which to convict him. So
in 1993 the prosecutors took the un-
usual step of trying Einhorn in absen-
tia, presenting pretty much the same

When they uncovered the body of
Holly Maddux in his closet,
Ira Einhorn simply said, “You found
what you found.”

et on the porch. When they uncovered
the body of Holly Maddux, he simply
said, “You found what you found.”

Einhorn’s friends rallied to his de-
fense. For his bail hearing, they hired
the best attorney in town: Arlen Spec-
ter, the former district attorney and
subsequent Republican U.S. senator
who sits on the Judiciary Committee, a
man never reluctant to point a finger at
those he suspects of even the slightest
misbehavior. As an officer of the court
publicly affirming that his client was to
be trusted to appear for trial, Specter
orchestrated a parade of respectable
citizens testifying to the stellar charac-
ter of this unusual defendant. The
judge let Einhorn go on $40,000 bail;
only $4,000 was required as a bond.
For the next 20 months, Einhorn upset
some of his friends by portraying him-
self as a victim while never acknowl-
edging the loss of Holly Maddux. And
in January 1981 he betrayed both his
friends and his mother by fleeing the
country just days before trial was to
commence.

For the next 16 years, he traveled
through Europe. He spent several
years shuttling between lreland and
England as “Ben Moore.” In 1988 he
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case they would have set forth in 1981.
Einhorn was represented by the attor-
ney who originally prepared his de-
fense. The jury took only a few hours to
reach a guilty verdict, and the judge
gave a life sentence to an empty seat.

For four years it seemed unlikely that
the seat would ever be filled. But
Richard DiBenedetto, an extradition
officer with the Philadelphia DA’ office
who'd become obsessed with the case,
dug up an application from Annika
Flodin for a French driver’s license. An-
nika was going by the name of Mallon—
which happened to be the surname of
an lrish buddy of Einhorn's. Interpol got
on the case, and on June 13, 1997, offi-
cers knocked on the door of Moulin de
Guitry, the mill house outside Cham-
pagne-Mouton. Annika Flodin answered
the door. The naked, white-haired, 57-
year-old man lying upstairs insisted he
was not the Eugene Mallon the officers
were seeking. But his fingerprints said
otherwise.

Ira Einhorn was going home. Finally.

Or so it appeared. What the authori-
ties—and the bereaved siblings of Holly
Maddux—did not anticipate was how
the virulent anti-Americanism in France
could extend even to the French judi-

cial system. Einhorn assembled a
legal team to stave off his return to the
United States, and in no time at all
those lawyers hit on grounds for ob-
jection: the trial in absentia. In France,
if fugitives are tried without their ap-
pearing, they are given a new day in
court when ultimately apprehended.
But, in Pennsylvania, Einhorn would
get no such retrial—therefore, his
lawyers would argue, his rights had
been abridged. The argument was
bogus, ignoring the fact that Einhorn’s
U.S. trial was not a quick formality (as
are absentia trials in France) but a full
proceeding with the defendant ably
represented. In any case, it wasn't
logic that characterized the French
proceedings.

in the fall of 1997 | attended the oral
arguments of the Cour d’Appel, held in
a small courtroom in Bordeaux’s Palais
de Justice, distinguished by a large
painting of the Crucifixion on the front
wall. Einhorn was brought in like a
hero, grinning for the photographers
ushered in to snap pictures before the
session began and, when he recog-
nized me as his unwelcome biogra-
pher, shooting me a cold stare. His
lawyers portrayed the bail-jumping
Trunk Man as a martyr, sort of a mod-
ern Scottsboro Boy. To allow extradi-
tion would only serve the “barbarians”
across the sea, they shouted, whereas
denying it would provide a human-
rights lesson for the self-styled masters
of the New World order. In contrast,
prosecutor Jacques Defos du Rau was
methodical and logical in his pleas to
honor the extradition treaty. This was
no match for the challenge thrown to
the three judges: Either keep Einhorn
here, or cave in to the monster across
the sea. The judges decided to thumb
their noses at the Americans, refusing
the request. Einhorn was freed, a huge
grin on his face. The scamster had
done it again.

The Americans realized that they'd
blown the first round. Perhaps the
most glaring error was urging the
Maddux family to stay away, in the
belief that their presence might further
inflame French passions. It turned out
that their absence left a void in the
proceedings—there was no victim—a
vacuum into which Einhorn of course
leaped. But the Americans worked
hard to address the mistakes.

Within weeks after the decision, with
the blessing of the Pennsylvania attor-
ney general, the legislature in Harris-
burg passed a law allowing retrials
when necessary to expedite an exira-
dition. It was delicious to see the reac-
tion of Einhorn's attorneys when their
client was rearrested following this de-
velopment in September 1998.- They
had originally argued that returning
Einhorn without retrying him would

. CONTINUED ON PAGE 46


























































































Paula Jones Legal Fund. Although Pent-
house has attributed various motives to
Mr. Whitehead regarding his objections
to the fund, the record is clear: Ms.
Jones and her “legal fund” claimed that
they were raising money to pay legal
fees, which was not true. The money
was not used for attorneys’ fees. It was
used for Jones’s and her husband’s
personal expenses, as she now
acknowledges. Rutherford chose not
to abet, by inaction, what it perceived
as fraud. Because the .institute did not
believe it was ethical to allow the fund
to continue such tactics, Mr. Whitehead
made every effort to get Ms. Jones to
shut it down or otherwise correct the
problem.

At no time did Ms. Jones ever ex-
press to us the statements Conason
attributes to her; in fact, she has always
been warm and appreciative toward
the institute.

In her.appearance with Conason on
Geraldo [Rivera Live] on October 25,
2000, Ms. Jones was asked point-blank
by Rivera whether she believed the

have always been about more than just

Paula Jones. She has undermined the

work of many people who have sacri-

ficed much to defend a woman's right to

sexual integrity in the workplace, and

may have done considerable damage

to the cause of equal rights for women
in the process.

Very truly yours,

Steven H. Aden, Esq.

Chief Litigation Counsel,

The Rutherford Institute

Joe Conason rejlies:

it's nice of the Rutherford Institute, for-
mer defenders of Ms. Jones'’s damaged
honor, to now accuse her of “fraud” and
attack her for posing nude in Pent-
house. Had it not been for their exploita-
tion of her case for political purposes,
she might have avoided the financial
straits that led her to this decision. The
letter doesn’t expiain why they and
their Dallas friends “withdrew” from her
case, but the context is obvious enough:
She had served her purpose as their

“No amount of insincere rhetoric
about ‘equal rights for women’ can
excuse the right wing's
ugly behavior toward Paula Jones.”

Rutherford institute and John White-
head used her to further their own politi-
cal agenda. She denied believing this,
in no uncertain terms. Conason con-
firmed his own agenda when he imme-
diately contradicted her, saying, “That's
where we part company.”

A letter Ms. Jones wrote in her own
hand after the case was settled in late
1998 displays her true feelings. She
said, “I want to thank you once again for
all your institute has done for me. As |
said on the phone the other day, finding
[Donovan Campbell’s law firm] to repre-
sent me was the turning point in my
case. Your support both financially and
emotionally has been such a blessing!
This case would never have settled with-
out the long and tireless hours you and
[Campbell’s firm] put into it. From the
bottom of my heart | sincerely thank you
& I'm so Greatful [sic]! Thank you and
Love, Paula Jones.”

The Rutherford Institute is deeply
saddened by Ms. Jones’s actions. While
her decision to pose nude for a maga-
zZine that sexually exploits women and to
partner with a writer who peddles elec-
tion-year politics in the guise of journal-
ism has undoubtedly damaged her own
reputation, the issues raised in this case
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weapon against the president, and
when that was done, they were done
with her. No amount of insincere rhetoric
about “equal rights for women” can
excuse their ugly and ungallant behav-
ior toward her.

Gratuitous insults (“blatantly unpro-
fessional”) and whiny, overheated lan-
guage (“McCarthyesque,” “attack dog”)
are usually a clear indication that some
kind of diversion is under way. In truth,
the Rutherford Institute promoted Jerry
Falwell's scurrilous anti-Clinton video-
tapes in its newsletter, no doubt be-
cause John Whitehead was indeed a
former Falwell aide when he served on
the legal staff of the Moral Majority.
Those are indisputable facts; and it
makes Whitehead, as Rutherford's pres-
ident, look a bit worse to send out an
underling to dissemble about them.

| would like to know the title of one
book, article, or “paper” written by John
Whitehead on the subjects of “gender
unfairness and harassment”—before he
took on the Jones case. | would settle for
the caption of a single case involving
sexual discrimination or harassment
taken up by Rutherford before the Jones
case, since | could find none in the list-
ing of cases on the institute’s Website or

anywhere else. | don't believe there were
any. The same goes for Rader, Campbell,
Fisher & Pyke, whose name partner
Donovan Campbell was best known until
the Jones case for his advocacy of anti-
sodomy laws and his virulent anti-gay
bigotry.

In short, Campbell and Whitehead
have their own long history of right-wing
extremism, and there’s nothing “so-
called” about it. (See my earlier article
on Whitehead and Rutherford, “The
Political Pals of Paula Jones” [Pent-
house, April 1998], and also see
Michael Isikoff's book Uncovering
Clinton [Crown 1999].) Nowhere did |
suggest that Richard Mellon Scaife had
been invoived with Rutherford or Camp-
bell, although financial and mora! assis-
tance to Jones by various close asso-
ciates of the Pittsburgh billionaire is
already well established.

Speaking for herself, Paula Jones was
plainly confused (and perhaps misled)
about the question of a settlement in her
case against the president. If the
Rutherford Institute doesnt like what she
said about John Whitehead and Don
Campbell, their problem is with her, not
me. Our interviews were recorded, and
every word is reported accurately in this
story. These are not merely statements
attributed to Ms. Jones. She said every
word and much more. (Whitehead and
Campbell were also afforded an oppor-
tunity to comment on her remarks about
them before publication.)

The letter above attempts to distort
what Ms. Jones actually said on Rivera
Live on October 25, What follows is from
the transcript:

Rivera: But look at the people who are
fighting to get your good name and rep-
utation back, like John Whitehead. You
know, was he s ... being sincere?

Ms. Jones: | really don't know. | mean,
| have ... | really don't know. | don't know
him that well, actually, but my own opin-
jon is, | don't know what his motivation
was or his agenda was and ...

Rivera: Was ... was he pushy with
you?

Ms. Jones: | didn't have that many
conversations with him, but he was
just—he was a pushy-type person any-
way. He ...

Rivera: Did he seem to have an agen-
da that wasn't necessarily your agenda?

Ms. Jones: | ... | don't know.

Not exactly a ringing endorsement of
Mr. Whitehead’s motivations. The sec-
tion of transcript to which the letter mis-
leadingly refers is actually a later dis-
cussion of attorney Donovan Camp-
bell, who Ms. Jones believes used her
case to promote himself rather than for
any political motivations. (And [ am not
alone in disagreeing with her about that.
So do Michael Isikoff and Jeffrey Toobin,
authors of competing books on the
Clinton scandals.)O+—g






























































































































FORUM

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 84

when she says, “Yes, what is it?"

“That's what our love smells like,” | say.
“That's what our come smells like when
it's mixed together.”

Hearing that, Linda pushes me on my
back and drapes her left leg over my
legs, lightly pressing her still hot and wet
pussy against my thigh. She wraps her
left hand around my erect shaft, gently
squeezing it while | run both of my hands
around her ass, slipping a finger down
her crack and into her puising love hole.

She presses her breasts against my
chest, squaring her body on top of mine
while kissing me deeply. We rub our
bodies against each other for quite a
while until she whispers in my ear, “Let’s
fill the room with our love again.”

At that point, the intensity level in-
creases, and we grope and kiss each
other for what seems like an eternity.
Finally, Linda says, “l want you inside
me. | want you to fili me with your come.”

make her look kind of bookish, and she
is always well dressed.

Ms. Fox is the consummate profes-
sional, going about her duties with pur-
poseful stride and little chitchat. When
she's on the phone, she gets right to the
point, she arrives at meetings just as
they begin and leaves just as soon as
they conclude. | had assumed that Ms.
Fox was the type of career woman who
would never mix business with pleasure.
She has always been polite yet noncom-
mittal, with & manner that says, “I don't
dislike working with you, but we are not
friends.”

One day, Ms. Fox came into my office
with some papers, and | complimented
her on her new outfit. “Oh, this is from
Victoria's Secret. | love their clothes,” she
said. It was the first bit of personal infor-
mation she had ever shared with me.

Several days later, Ms. Fox was again
delivering some papers to me. In one
hand she carried a little pink-and-white-
striped bag that clearly came from her
favorite store. | said, “Did you pick up
something on your lunch hour?”

“My cock felt so good inside her that I
grabbed her and rocked with
her even harder and faster, and soon
she was coming again.”

Linda slides down my torso and slips
my shaft into her pussy, letting out a
moan once my cock has been swal-
lowed whole within her. She grinds her
love chamber against me and arches her
back while my hands move from her hips
to her breasts. After a while | roll on top of
her; then she places me back under-
neath as | slip my hand down to her clit.

When Linda is about to come, she
takes out my cock, slides up to my face,
and lets me work over her pussy until
she explodes inside my mouth. Still in
need of attention, Linda slips my rod
inside her pussy once again and grinds
me into a pulsating orgasm that | had
never experienced before. She caps off
round two by licking our come off my
cock, then rubbing her body across
mine, and sharing our love juices with a
deep French kiss. We make love three
more times during the night, and haven't
stopped since. So much for the theory
that after spending so much time
together, coworkers can only rub each
other the wrong way.—S.K., Arizona

The Thong Show

I've just acquired a new secre‘tary, Ms.
Fox. She wears cat's-eye glasses that
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She smiled and said, “Yes, they're
having a sale. | can't leave that store
without buying something.” And away
she went.

Why would she have come into my
office carrying that bag? Her desk is
right outside, so she could just as easily
have dropped it there before coming in.
She wanted me to see it.

Later that day, | stopped by Ms. Fox's
desk. “| saw the ad in the paper,” | said.
“Victoria's sale is on bras and panties.
I'm guessing by the size of the bag that
you didn't buy a Japanese kimono.”

Again she smiled, even let out a slight
giggle. “No, not a robe,” she said. “Just
underwear.” The rest of our conversation
that day was purely professional.

The next morning, as | was stumbling
over a particularly difficult problem, Ms.
Fox came in with the morning mail. “Ex-
cuse me,” she whispered, “May | ask
your opinion about something?”

“Of course,” | said, "How can | help?”

“Well, | normally buy bikini underwear,
but recently I've been concerned that
you can see my panty lines.” She turned
around and lifted her sweater to her
waist. “What do you think?” :

What was | to do here? Was she com-
ing on to me? Was she honestly interested

in my opinion? | took a shot at honesty:
“I'm afraid that | can see the outline of
your panties. Have you ever considered
wearing a thong?”

“I have lots of thongs, but | never con-
sidered wearing them to work. That's
what was in my bag yesterday”

| still wasn't sure where this conversa-
tion was going, so | tried to sound ob-
jective. “Somebody would have to be
looking for it to see your panty lines,” |
said, “but if it bothers you, why don't you
try wearing a thong and see if anyone
notices?” She agreed that it wouldn't
hurt to try. For the rest of the day she
returned to her professional demeanor
and didn't bring up the subject again.

| spent a long weekend remembering
what Ms. Fox’s beautiful ass had looked
like on Friday and imagining what it
would look like in just bikini panties, or
better yet, in just a thong. | admit that
thinking about it made me a little stiff, if
you know what | mean. By the time Mon-
day rolled around, | couldn't wait to see
what Ms. Fox would be wearing, and if
she'd ask me for my opinion again.

When she came in with the mail, she
hit the door with her elbow and it closed
aimost all the way behind her. It wasn't
entirely shut, and any colleague would
feel welcome to walk right in, but it
wasn't entirely open either, so passers-
by could not see inside. “Good morn-
ing,” she said lightly. It was not normal
for Ms. Fox to trade pleasantries. She
put down the stack of mail and turned to
leave. Not wanting to waste the mo-
ment, | said, “No panty lines today.
What's different?”

She turned back toward me. “/'ll show
you,” she said. She took a couple of
steps back toward my desk and as she
did so, she reached for the waistband of
her pants. Ms. Fox always wore slacks;
she has long legs and a shapely ass
that would be a shame to cover with a
flouncy dress. | couldn't tell exactly what
she was doing at first; then | realized
she was unbuttoning her slacks. She
glanced at the door, then pulled down
the zipper and yanked the waist open,
giving me a clear frontal view of her
panties. “l took your advice," she said,
turning quickly and tugging the waist to
reveal a lavender thong.

I struggled to retain my composure,
and managed to get out, “That certainly
seems to solve the problem.”

“Yes," she said. "Thank you for the
idea.” She leaned in and put a finger to
my lips. “Don’t move. I'll be right back.”

With that, she stood up and took a
couple of long strides to the door, her
pants still hanging open. She peeked into
the hallway, and when she was satisfied
that nobody was around, she closed the
door. Just as purposefully as she'd gone
to the door, she strode back toward me.
Then, again leaning in, she placed her
lips firmly against mine with each of her

' CONTINUED ON PAGE 123
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