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THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR

§ enjoyed your response in the July is-
sue about the classic blow job. But
please, please, won't you provide de-
tailed instructions to men on how to pro-
vide better oral sex for women? My ex-
perience has been that for the most part
men don’t understand the need to be
gentle, rthythmic and teasing, and as
they don’t respond to hints, I can’t
figure out a way to teach them. If you
can, I'm sure millions of women will
praise you.—D.C., Baltimore, Maryland.
Educating the American male is not a task
for the faint of heart, but we’re primed for
the challenge. Listen up, fellas. Cunnilingus
requires you to think glacially—constantly in
motion but advancing slowly. Your goal is to
convey the idea that you're licking her be-
cause you find it incredibly erotic, and that
time has lost all meaning (drop all thoughts
of getting her orgasm “out of the way "—it’s
not in the way). To begin, work from her
mouth to her nipples to her belly, covering as
many square inches as possible. Once you've
camped between her thighs, start building a
fire. Use your fingertips (cut those nails) lo
spread her vaginal lips and expose her cli-
toris. Explore the sensitive folds of skin.
When she arches her back or moans, slide a
finger or two inside her. Play with her a bit,
then extend the tip of your tongue to meet her
clit. (Make sure your tongue is wet—lubrica-
tion and warmth are important.) Dart your
tongue in and out. Press firmly. Lick gently.
Throw in some longer, flatter strokes over the
length of her vagina, as if you were licking
an ice cream cone. Hum or moan to create
vibration. Pull away so you're just inches
from her; as if contemplating what to do next.
Blow lightly across her vagina. Tell her how
good she tastes, how much you like licking
her, how you could stay there for hours.
Draw her clit gently between your lips and
flick it or massage it with your longue. Stop.
Lick. Kiss. Finger. Repeat as necessary.
What you’re after is a combination of rhythm
and intrigue: She can’t guess what’s coming
next, but once it does, she won’t want you
to stop.

Avier reading your response about the
classic blow job, I realize that I must be
better at giving head than I thought. If
you really want a man to beg for it, start
licking at the tip of his penis and gently
nibble around the frenulum and down
the shaft on the underside. Circle the
head with a moist finger as you suck on
his balls. Nibble back up the underside
and take the head into your mouth. Flick
your tongue on the tip, then take his
cock into your mouth. Lick the under-
side of his penis as best you can by mov-
ing your tongue back and forth. Create
suction by applying pressure with your
lips. If you can take it into your throat
without gagging, try that. All the while,

fondle his balls with one hand and the
exposed part of his shaft with the other.
I don’t know how other men will react,
but my husband certainly can’t stop
thanking me when I'm done.—PH.,
Seattle, Washington.

We can’t take much more of this.

A 1ocal radio morning host recently
mentioned a position called the three-
eyed turtle, but he said he couldn’t ex-
plain it on the air. Have you ever heard
of it>—N.N., Minneapolis, Minnesota.

The three-eyed turtle got its name in 1993
Sfrom two disc jockeys in Cleveland who
heard Dr. Judy Kuriansky describe the posi-
tion on her syndicated radio program, “Love
Phones.” The first eye is the urethral open-
ing of an uncircumcised penis, which
emerges from its “shell” as it becomes erect.
The head of the penis is rubbed against the
second eye, the clitoris, while the partners
watch with a third eye—their own—straight
on or with a mirror. Not exactly a new posi-
tion, but great sex often comes out of making
the mundane mysterious.

Your recent optimism regarding digi-
tal video and how it will enable everyone
to make perfect copies of their tapes may
lead to disappointment. The motion pic-
ture industry is set to make the preserva-
tion of video recordings impossible by
following the music industry’s lead with
a serial copy management system. This
chip, when present in a recorder, pre-
vents users from making a copy of a
copy. Therefore, you would be able to
preserve your digital tapes for only one
generation. This SCMS bullshit is de-
signed to deter piracy, but it’s really a
scheme to make you buy a new copy

ILLUSTRATION BY PATER SATO

when the original wears out.—D.G., De-
troit, Michigan.

We understand your concern, but the situ-
ation isn’t as foreboding as you believe. First,
unlike analog VHS tapes, digital videos
won’t wear out from use or age. Second,
SCMS is far from a certainty. Moviemakers
are leading the charge, but consumer elec-
tronics makers haven’t embraced the idea.
SCMS may be unnecessary simply because
buying a recordable compact disc to pirate a
movie will cost more than buying a new copy
of the movie. As for home videos, one way to
get around SCMS might be to feed your dig-
ital video into a computer, then record it
from there to a blank disc. But you didn’t
hear that from us.

O thing about my girlfriend bothers
me. She never says whether or not she
finds me attractive. I assume she does
since she’s sleeping with me, but she has
never flat-out said, “I think you're hand-
some.” Am I being unreasonable?—
T.M., Dayton, Ohio.

Not at all. A common misperception is that
guys don’t need to hear that “mushy” stuff;
in fact, men spend their lives searching for
someone to overlook their physical flaws. Be-
ing told he’s virile, handsome or particularly
well-hung indicates to a guy that he may
have found that special sucker . . . er, some-
one. More important, flattery is the sincerest
form of foreplay. Having a lover run her
hands over his chest as she whispers “You are
s0 hot” can make a guy want lo prove il.

My boyfriend has a unique sexual in-
terest. He loves to see women in tight
blue jeans that are soaking wet. Are
there any sources of erotica that deal
with this? I'd like to surprise him for his
birthday.—T.J., Atlanta, Georgia.

It sounds like your partner has a simple
recipe for better sex: Just add water. It’s not
difficult to find erotica that depicts women in
wet clothing (or even sprawled in mud or
covered in ketchup, if his fetish develops fur-
ther). Sample a few of Playboy’s “Wet &
Wild” videos, or write Messy Fun, PO. Box
181030, Austin, Texas 78718, which carries
a variety of wet clothing magazines and
videos. Better yet, why not get involved your-
self? If the weather’s warm on his birthday,
let your boyfriend discover you washing the
car or swimming in cutoffs. Or shower in
nothing but Levi’s, then call him in to hand
you a new bar of soap. The only drawback
will be that wet denim is about as easy to
shed as a chastity belt.

Last week, my girlfriend and I were
sharing fantasies and she said she has al-
ways wanted to have sex with another
woman, How can I encourage her to
pursue this without giving her the idea
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that I'm just a horny guy who wants to
watch two women make lover—PK.,
Tampa, Florida.

When did she invite you? Don’t confuse
her curiosity as a request for a ménage a
trois. Then again, don’t rule out the possibil-
ity. A man’s presence can act as an approba-
tion (and has been the excuse for more great
sex in the past few decades than any other
ploy). The next time you’re sharing fantasies,
tell her that yours would be watching hers.

The condom ripped as my girlfriend
and I were having sex last night. What
are the chances that she’s now pregnant?
This is the third condom we've ripped in
the past three weeks.—H.N., Trenton,
New Jersey.

Chance has nothing to do with it. By now,
either she’s pregnant or she isn’t. That many
torn condoms in such a short time signal hu-
man error; it’s extremely rare for condoms to
break because of structural defects. Our
guess is that you're pulling them on too tight.
Once you've unrolled the condom over your

evection, gently pinch at least a half inch of

airless space at the tip. This allows a place

for the semen to be deposited, and it provides

room for the condom to move as you thrust.

My fiancée is considering breast aug-
mentation as a wedding gift to me. But
all the negative publicity makes me won-
der if implants are safe.—H.A., Washing-
ton, D.C.

The most recent study on the subject, like
others before it, found little to indicate that
implants are unsafe. The controversy you've
heard about centers on silicone gel implants,
which were taken off the market three years
ago after the FDA raised concerns that the
devices might be associated with connective-
tissue diseases (like many medical devices in-
troduced before FDA regulation began in
1976, breast implants were never fully test-
ed). The latest research hasn’t stopped a
lengthy court battle over the issue, especially
since four implant makers recently agreed to
pay $4.2 billion to 450,000 women who
claim their health problems were caused by
silicone implants. That said, we would dis-
courage any woman from getting cosmetic
implants unless they're something she desires
Jor herself. If your fiancée wants larger
breasts solely to please you, tell her she al-
ready does.

I have heard that only long, slow work-
outs burn fat. Now I'm reading that
shorter, more intense exercise burns fat
better. Which is true?>—T.M., Richmond,
Virginia.

The best way to burn fat is moderate aero-
bic exercise for at least 30 minutes (and
preferably longer) five to seven days a week.
Moderate is defined as maintaining 60 per-
cent to 75 percent of your target heart rate
(220 minus your age). Quick bursts of in-
tense activity are less efficient because you
don’t begin to burn excess calories and

42 fat until 20 minutes into your workout.

Fast and furious also invites burnout and
injuries.

My best friend met his wife through
me. The three of us started a business to-
gether, then he took another job, so she
and I run the business. The problem is
that I have fallen in love with her. I
would never hurt my buddy, but it’s
killing me to work with her all day.
Should I tell them?—S.D., San Diego,
California.

Don't say a word. You're in an impossible
situation, and confessing will only create
more of a mess. Your longing stems in part
Sfrom all the time you spend with a woman
you can’t have. Take a vacation (it sounds
like you need it), then try hard to find a girl-
friend. Your feelings for your friend’s wife
may never disappear completely, but they
shouldn’t stop you from falling in love with
someone else.

A couple of nights ago my wife and 1
were in a 69 and I climaxed. Later, she
told me that as I came, my scrotum
shrank. I didn’t believe her, so she set
up a video camera and gave me a blow
job. Sure enough, as I came, my sac
shrank and pulled up close to my body.
Should I be concerned?—T.G., Ux-
bridge, Massachusetts.

Didn't we see this on America’s Funniest
Home Videos™? Relax, it’s natural. As you
become aroused your scrotum tightens and
the testes rotate until they’re resting against
the tissue between your scrotum and anus.
When the serotum rises to its peak, as your
wife discovered, ovgasm is imminent. Sex re-
searchers believe that a man’s body recog-
nizes its vulnerability in the throes of ecstasy
and takes steps to protect the testes. From
what, you ask? If you're lucky, just your
partner’s enthusiasm.

While reading a book about Seminole
Indian traditions, I came across a refer-
ence to spiderwort sap. Rubbed on the
penis, this supposedly causes the organ
to “swell to the size that would satisfy any
woman. The tumescence later subsides
with no ill effect.” Does spiderwort really
work?—C.P, Brooklyn, New York.

It might if yow're allergic to spiderwort.
The flower is just one of many supposed pe-
nis enlargers and aphrodisiacs that have

been touted through the centuries—none of

which have any effect other than psychologi-
cal (you believe it works, so it does). During
the Middle Ages, myrtle was the aphrodisiac
of choice: Some people ground the flowering
shrub into a pulp and rubbed it on their bod-
ies in an effort to enhance sexual perfor-
mance. Yow'll do better bringing her flowers
than rubbing them on your penis.

One of the things 1 enjoy doing most
with a woman is to take a shower with
her and then slowly dry her with a soft
towel. After that I ask her to lie on her
stomach. I massage and kiss her back,

then move down to her ass and lick her
anus. I get immense pleasure out of this,
and most of the women I have done it to
like it. Are there any risks in this prac-
tice>—P.R., Denver, Colorado.

None that can’t be minimized. You're on
the right track by seducing your partner af-
ter she takes a shower, especially if she thor-
oughly cleans her nether regions. Be careful
not to move from her anus to her vagina or
mouth, as that’s an easy way to spread bacte-
ria. And you may want to consider a dental
dam or barrier, though they can be awkward.
Helping your partner to relax before any
type of anal stimulation will make the expe-
rience more rewarding. As Cathy Winks and
Anne Semans note in “The Good Vibrations
Guide to Sex”: Anuses are the seat of much
lension, so that any kind of tender tonguing
will doubtless feel extremely relaxing and
pleasurable to your partner.”

B've heard that you can tell how well
your car is running by checking the floor:
of your garage. What are you supposed
to look for>—T.S., Alexandria, Virginia.

Stains. Yellowish green, pastel blue or
fluorescent orange puddles indicate an over-
heated engine or antifreeze leak. An oily
dark brown or black deposit means you could
have a bad seal or gasket. An oily red spot in-
dicates that your transmission or power
steering leaks fluid. The only thing that
shouldn’t concern you is dripping water,
which is just condensation from your air
conditioner.

My boyfriend wants me to talk dirty in
bed, but I'm not sure what to say. Any
suggestions?>—M.C., Savannah, Georgia.

Speak up. Talking dirty is easier than or-
dering a pizza, and you can’t do it wrong, no
matter what you try. Explicit isn’t always the
same as erotic, so there’s no need to talk a
blue streak if that doesn’t turn you on. In-
stead, describe in simple language what your
lover is doing to you (“you're kissing my
neck,” “you’re touching my breasts”), what
you're doing to him, what you want to be do-
ing and what lovers elsewhere might be do-
ing while you're doing what you're doing. As
things heat up, yow'll be talking dirty with-
out even trying.

All reasonable questions—from fashion, food
and drink, stereo and sports cars lo dating
problems, taste and etiquette—uwill be per-
sonally answered if the writer includes a self-
addressed, stamped envelope. The most
provocative, pertinent questions will be pre-
sented in these pages each month. Send all
letters to The Playboy Advisor, PLAYBOY, 680
North Lake Shore Drive, Chicago, Illinois
60611, or by e-mail to advisor@playboy.
com. Look for responses to our most fre-
quently asked questions on the World Wide
Web at http:/fwww.playboy.com/fag/faq.himl.



‘All right! 1t’s about time we put the X back in Xmas!”
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Bikini bride
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they surprised us from
everywhere; television, tabloids,
the internet. some of them even
made movies

iext by GRETCHEN EDGREN  Time was, you
knew where to find sex stars. They were bigger
than life, up on the screen of a darkened movie
theater. Hollywood’s then powerful movie stu-
dios turned out mile-high heaps of autographed
publicity stills, sent for the asking to adoring
fans. Those studios are gone, but some stars
still shine on celluloid. Nowadays, though,
they’re just as likely to enter your conscious-
ness via TV—syndicated TV, at that—or the in-
formation superhighway. Last year’s sex stars
strutted off fashion-show runways and onto
PLAYBOY’s pages. This year, they’re being down-
loaded hot off the Internet. Take Pamela Ander-
son. As Conan O’Brien quipped on Late Night:
“A survey asking men who they would want to
be stranded with on a deserted island has
Pamela Anderson tied with Sharon Stone. Of
course, that’s the number one choice: Pamela
Anderson tied to Sharon Stone.” When Pam
married Motley Crue drummer Tommy Lee in a
seaside ceremony, the bride wore white—a
white bikini. Pictures of the nuptials landed in
all the tabloids, and more intimate wedding-
night shots soon surfaced online. Pam’s syndi-
cated TV show, Baywatch, is the most watched
on earth; this year she also did Baywatch the
Movie: Forbidden Paradise, a made-for-TV Mike
Hammer movie (Come Die With Me) and a
PLAYBOY video, The Best of Pamela Anderson. At
this year’s Cannes  (text continued on page 202)

AMERICA’S MOST WANTED piaymate Pam
Anderson, star of the world’s most watched
television series, surprised Baywatch fans (and
- former beau Jon Peters) by marrying Heather
Locklear’s ex, drummer Tommy Lee. Mega-

model Cindy Crawford, Madison Avenue’s fa-
vorite spokeswoman, was the cover girl for Es-
quire's annual “Women We Love” issue and
made her first movie, Fair Game. And People
proclaimed Brad Pitt “the sexiest man alive.”

} EINDY CRAWFORD

ree again

BRAD PITT
People’s choice




DENNIS RODVAN R
NBAs bad boy
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DREW BARRYMORE
Two-way stretch
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ELIZABETH HURLEY
Hugh who?

s ¥ NATASHA HENSTRIDGE
I‘,’; Creature feature

AMBER SMITH
Hollywood calling
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JOANNA LUMLEY |
Bitwith wit |8
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PIERCE BROSNAN
Bonds have more fun
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ANTONIO BANDERAS
Son of the Sheik b
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SOPHIE MARCEAU
Oui, oui!
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KIMBERLEY CONRAD HEFNER |
* Model mom

AMY LYNN BAXTER and TEMPEST
Makingwaves




NANCY SINATRA
Back in boots

ELLE MACPHERSON
She'll love Lucy
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KATO KAELIN TRACI ADELL
Guest who? Phone-call phenom

PAULA BARBIERI ==
0.J.s squeeze [

COURTNEY LOVE
Here comes frouble

HUGH GRANT
Divine intervention
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“If you're going to give me a present, Santa, wrap it!”
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We always celebrate those who live on the sexual frontier.
v, however, challenged pLAYBOY in quite the style of Caro-
ssey, known in modeling circles as Tula. The Divine

Miss C lived life as a male until 20, when transsexual surge

Bk A BeQrYe Goadl LiERYY

freed her to become a woman. She has

gazi s, in the James Bond film For Your Eyes Only
and in an ad campaign for Sauza tequila. This picture is
from our own landmark September 1991 pictorial. Salud, Tula!
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The Real

HE COULDN'T imagine
why we wanted to
write a book about
her. The “modeling
days,” as she called
them, ended decades
ago. “Who wants to
read about me? I'm
not important. All I
did was pose for some pictures.”

Was she kidding? In the Fifties those
pictures rocked America. They violat-
ed sexual taboos, provoked the wrath
of a congressional committee and
made Bettie Page the greatest Ameri-
can pinup before she vanished in 1957
at the height of her fame. Today, be-
cause of those pictures, she is a legend,
influencing contemporary style, fash-
ion and photography from Soho to
Paris. She inspires artists worldwide—
not to mention fans from her heyday
and those young enough to be her
grandchildren. With more magazine
covers than Marilyn Monroe or Cindy
Crawford, she is the model of the cen-
tury, yet she remains one of its best-

kept secrets. Like James Dean and Monroe, she left us early;
like all the great ones, she left us a look and a mystique that

have endured the test of time.

Bettie Page embodied the stereotypical wholesomeness of
the Fifties and the hidden sexuality straining beneath the
surface. She was the ultimate model of the postwar pinup
era—the girl next door, naughty and nice. Bettie was one of

the first centerfolds for a fledgling
men’s magazine called rLAyBOY. More
daring yet, she posed for fetish and
bondage scenarios, which earned her a
loyal underground following. As Amer-
ica grappled with the duality of its sex-
ual longings, she ripped through layers
of repression and served as a harbinger
to a more liberated time just around
the corner.

The real Bettie Page never under-
stood that she had done something im-
portant. During her 38-year self-im-
posed exile she became a worldwide
phenomenon. For decades, Page
cultists, as well as journalists, publish-
ers, photographers and the curious,
tried to lure her out of seclusion. When
bondage apparel became fashion, she
was right back in the mainstream along
with the garments she used to wear.
Bettie glorified fetish, seduction and
voyeurism long before Versace, Gault-
er, Dolce & Gabbana and other top de-

By KAREN ESSEX
and JAMES SWANSON

Bettie at age 17. Co-editor of her high
school paper and yearbook, she was voted
“most likely to succeed” by classmates.

att|e

age

signers. She is the dark Monroe and
the precursor to Madonna, the third
member of a triptych of American style
and sexuality.

She was always elusive, even before
she vanished. She inspired Hugh Hef-
ner, but he had never met her. An in-
fatuated Howard Hughes summoned
her, but she would not go. Gay Talese
sought her for his book about the sexu-
al revolution, Thy Neighbor’s Wife, but
he couldn’t find her. Willie Morris
pined for her in one of Esquire's
“Women We Love” issues. Through
the decades, public and private appeals
for Bettie Page went unanswered.

Then, in 1991, an article appeared in
USA Today about the missing pinup
queen and the growing Page phenom-
enon—posters, T-shirts, buttons, mod-
el kits, a comic book and a motion pic-
ture—surrounding a woman no one
had seen for decades.

In late 1992 Lifestyles of the Rich and
Famous aired a segment with a man
who said he was Bettie Page’s brother.
It included an audiotape of a woman

insisting she was the real Bettie Page—alive and well,
amazed at her popularity and refusing to be seen. Immedi-

ately, Karen Essex contacted Bettie's brother, only to be told

Modeling for camera club members in New
York in 1955: “My glory days,” she says.

he had engaged James Swanson, an attorney and writer who
represents artists, models and photographers. Inundated
with requests from merchandisers, producers, fans, cranks
and opportunists, the family hired James to protect Bettie

from the consequences of her fame.

It became clear that someone was
going to write a book about Bettie, with
or without her cooperation. She re-
mained uninterested because she be-
lieved people wouldn't care about her
story. But James began sending Bettie
recent newspaper and magazine clip-
pings about her.

Finally, Bettie agreed to talk, but she
didn’t want to see us (meaning she didn't
want us to see her). She said she was
old now and no longer beautiful. And
wouldn’t we be wasting our time travel-
ing across the country to write a book
about a woman no one remembered?

We let her know that others were
searching for her and planning to
write about her. If there were a book to
be written, shouldn't it be based on her
recollections? Reluctantly, she told us
to come—without cameras.

As we drove into the California
desert for our rendezvous, giddy with
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Bettie with a boyfriend in Miami, April
1955 (above). “He was a great kisser,” she
says. Right: in a Florida amusement park.

the idea that we would be the first writ-
ers to meet her, we asked many ques-
tions. Was she a feisty sexual renegade
or a broken and bitter recluse? Did she
see herself as a victim? What was the
source of her magic? How was it that
for the past four decades, she had be-
come more famous? Most important,
how could we be sure it was her?

In the end, we didn’t need identi-
fication; we knew it was her the mo-
ment we saw her. She opened the door
and we felt the thrill of recognition.
The same eyes, the same smile and
even the same long hair, though now
gray. The spirit in the old photos still
radiated from the sporty 72-year-old
woman standing before us.

The real Bettie Page is a soft-spoken,
unpretentious woman who has re-
tained her Southern accent and man-
ners. During our week with her she
spoke candidly about her life and
» demonstrated an uncanny recall of
past events. As she reviewed photos she
hadn’t seen in more than 40 years, she
identified the dresses she had made,
the names of the streets she had walked
down, her first bikini and what she was
thinking as she sat on her grandmoth-
er’s stoop as a small child. She seemed
shy at first. But once she relaxed, she
was chatty and funny—and keenly in-
terested in whether a picture of her
was good or bad.

The real Bettie Page is a lot like the
Bettie Page in the photographs. She
communicates many of the same char-
acteristics: authenticity, sweetness, a
sense of fun, lack of guile, openness,
accessibility, jauntiness. She is an intel-
ligent woman with a great interest in
books and films, an avid reader mostly
of history and biography. She does not
seem like the kind of person who
would hide herself away for decades.

Nothing about Bettie Page’s back-
ground suggests she was destined to be
a star. She was born in Nashville in
1923 to Roy and Edna Page, neither of
whom advanced beyond the third
grade. The family was so poor that, ac-
cording to Bettie, the six children were
lucky to get oranges in their Christmas
stockings. Roy’s philandering—the
source of constant family arguments—
resulted in the impregnation of a 15-
year-old neighbor girl, and Edna threw
him out. However, she received no
child support and had to put her
daughters into an orphanage for one
year during the Depression. Bettie
honed her modeling skills by playing
glamour games with her sisters and

Bettie clowns at home in Tennessee with sister Joyce, circa 1954 (above, center). Bettie
frequently visited her family in Nashville during her modeling days in the Fifties. Bettie’s
sisters Joyce and Goldie modeled professionally with her several times. Above: Bettie
promotes the Irving Klaw film Teaserama during an interview with WABC Radio in New
York, 1955. Left and opposite: Two sides of Bettie from photographer Bunny Yeager.
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The Rocketeer rescues Bettie Page from her
captors (left). In 1982 artist Dave Stevens
set the Bettie Page revival in motion with
the publication of his comic book, The
Rocketeer. Combining nostalgia, adven-
ture, a hero with a rocket pack and a
raven-haired girl named Bettie, The Rocke-
teer was an unexpected sensation. The Vil-
lage Voice voted it “the greatest comic
book in the world.” The Rocketeer phe-
nomenon climaxed in 1991 with the re-
lease of the Disney motion picture. Bettie
Page had no idea she was a comic-book
heroine or that the comic had inspired a
movie. She saw the film for the first time—
and loved it—at a screening at the Playboy
Mansion for her, Stevens and a small group
of friends. Stevens’ follow-up, Bettie Page
Comics, will be published late this fall.

other girls in the orphanage.

When she returned home from the
orphanage, Bettie was confronted with
a new problem. Edna allowed Roy, who
was now finished with the 15-year-old,
to rent a room in the family home. By
the time Bettie was 13, Roy had begun
to sexually abuse her, which she en-
dured for the better part of a year. He
bribed her with dimes to go to the
movies, that he knew were her passion,
in exchange for sexual favors. Bettie
submitted to her father’s wishes and
told no one—for 59 years.

Given the problems at home, Bettie
decided that an education would be
her ticket out of poverty. As a teenager,
she spent afternoons and evenings at a
community center, where she spent
long hours reading and doing school-
work. “I was never the smartest,” she
says now, “but I studied all the time.”
She entered Hume-Fogg High School
in 1937, coveting the full scholarship to
Vanderbilt that came with the honor of
being valedictorian. Always a straight-A
student despite her many extracurric-
ular activities, Bettie skipped an art
class to rehearse for a play and got her
first B. The scholarship was lost, and
she was devastated.

Stull, Bettie persevered. She worked
her way through George Peabody Col-
lege for Teachers as secretary to the
professor of education Alfred Leland
Crabb. After the breakup of her first

Bettie by Bunny Yeager (above and top op-
posite). Olivia De Bernardinis, a longtime
PLAYBOY contributor, has painted Bettie
Page for more than ten years and has fea-
tured her in books, calendars, prints and
paintings. Her Crackers in Bed (opposite)
was based on an Irving Klaw photo. “I see
breathtaking women all the time,” says De
Bernardinis of her favorite subject, “but
they can’t get across this kind of magic.
Bettie could. She paraded around in im-
possible high heels. She could play domi-
nant or submissive roles and look as if she
were having a ball. She was remarkable.”




marriage and a stint at teaching, she
drifted from San Francisco to Haiti to
Miami to Washington, D.C., eventually
settling in New York in 1950. There
she was discovered on the beach at
Coney Island.

Page spent seven years modeling.
She worked for camera clubs on week-
ends, and on weekdays Irving “Pinup
King” Klaw and his sister Paula pho-
tographed her in a variety of poses,
including the legendary bondage
tableaux. She posed for dozens of
men’s magazines. In the evenings she
worked for studios that rented models
and space to photographers by the
hour. She did her own makeup, set her
own hair, booked her own appoint-
ments. She never had a publicist,
agency, manager or lawyer. She
worked with Bunny Yeager and other

Florida photographers who immortal-
ized her in series of postcards still sold
widely today. But she never solicited
work. She just let it all happen. The
closest she came to a mentor was her
acting teacher, Herbert Berghof, who
encouraged her to audition for Broad-
way plays. She never took his advice.
“He believed in me, but I didn’t believe
I could do it. I really lacked ambition in
those days,” she says wistfully. “I did
nothing to promote myself.”

During her modeling career, Bettie
had admirers, but she maintains that
she had fewer dates during those days
than at any other time in her life. “I
think most men were afraid of models
who had any kind of name.”

Nonetheless, she did have relation-
ships with a few lucky men, though she
never dated (continued on page 198)
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“Is this heartwarming or what? Each of them searching for something to gladden
the heart of a loved one.”
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miss december is
spain’s hottest
export since salsa

WICKED squall bursts across
South Beach, Miami’s mecca for
models, and it’s headed straight for
Samantha Torres. “Doesn’t that
figure,” says Miss December, eyeing
the approaching storm. “I wear
sheer white, and it pours.” The rain
is now seconds away from drench-
ing her teeny halter top and micro-
skirt and rendering them all but
transparent. Shrugging off a sug-
gestion that she take cover, Saman-
tha presses on, as fast as her three-
inch platform shoes will allow. As if
startled by the audacity of this 22-
year-old blonde, the storm sudden-
ly turns to a drizzle. Still dry,
Samantha continues her march up
Ocean Drive, finally settling in for
cappuccino at trendy Caffe Milano.
“You have to seize the moment,” she
says, laughing at her luck with the
weather.

That philosophy drives almost
everything Samantha does. Take the
way she fell into modeling. Two
years ago, as a goof, some friends
entered her in a beauty contest on
Ibiza, the Spanish island where
Samantha grew up. She won that

“I have a lot of different looks when |
model, which will be good if | become
an actress. Usually, though, | get as-
signments that call for someone who's
sensuous and strong. | could never be
one of those flat-chested Armani types.”







pageant and went on to be
crowned Miss Spain and then be-
come one of Europe’s hottest
models. “I do well as a model,” she
concedes, “but I think of it only as
a stepping-stone to acting, which is
my true love. I don’t have a master
plan, but I know what I want to
do: become a sexy, sensual actress
like Kim Basinger in 9% Weeks.”
Samantha has never been shy
about getting what she wants.

Some of her first words as a child
were a command to the family
cook: “Harold, beans on toast.” It’s
still a favorite meal. As a toddler,
she once commandeered a lift in a
hotel and wouldn’t give up the
controls until the staff gave her
chocolates. Samantha speaks Eng-
lish like a native Brit, having spent

Samantha learned to swim at age 18
months and studied gymnastics for
seven years. Here, she practices both
skills as she kicks up her high heels in
an exotic version of underwater ballet.










When Samantha was a teenager, she wrecked her
motorbike on lbiza and spent nearly a year on
crutches. “I still ride, though,” she says, restating
her personal motto: “I'm not afraid of anything.”




three years at a boarding school
in London. The accent vanishes
when she speaks Spanish or Ibi-
cenco, the dialect of Ibiza.

Now that she keeps an apart-
ment in Miami, Samantha rarely
gets back home, but it’s definitely
where her heart is. “It’s magical. I
water-ski, swim, scuba dive, play
squash, ride my horse to the
beach. I never sit still. And Span-
ish men are so special because

they're strong and never boring.”

Samantha admits some men are
put off by her independence and
stubborn streak, but she's not
about to change. “I'm happy with
who I am, how I look and what
I'm doing. This is me, like it or
lump it.” —TOM WOTHERSPOON

“I'm shy in a way, and hard to figure
out,” claims Samantha, “but when I'm
onstage or in front of a camera, |

bring out what | don’t show in public.”
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PLAYBOY’S PARTY JOKES

A man ordered four expensive 30-year-old
single malts and had the bartender line them
up in front of him. Then, without pausing, he
downed each one.

“Whew,” the barkeep remarked, “you seem
to be in a hurry.”

“You would be too if you had what I have.”

“What do you have?” the bartender sympa-
thetically asked.

“Fifty cents.”

How do prostitutes go to college? On the
Hugh Grant, of course.

-ﬁ:

While scavenging behind a toaster, a mouse
bumped into an old acquaintance. “It’s been a
long time,” the first said. “How’s everything?”

“Great,” the other replied. “I have three
brothers in pharmaceutical testing and a sister
in heart research.”

Piaveoy crassic: After a heavy necking session
ended short of consummation, the young
man'’s date told him he would be welcome to
come over the following Sunday when her par-
ents would be at church. “Only this time,” she
said with a grin, “bring condoms.”

In anticipation, the fellow stopped at the lo-
cal drugstore on his way home and asked the
pharmacist to give him the best condoms on
the market.

Sunday, he headed to the girl's house and
rang the bell. Her father opened the door and
glared long and hard before admitting him.

When the time came for the parents to leave
for church, the young man asked if he could
Join them. His surprised girlfriend whispered,
“Since when are you a churchgoer?”

“Since when is your dad a pharmacist?”

What do you call 100 lawyers skydiving out of
an airplane? Skeet.

The Irishman was always getting into brawls.
His wife decided to put a stop to it the night he
came home with a black eye, a swollen lip and
a few missing teeth.

“All right, who was it this time?” she asked.

“Oh, me and O’Leary had a few words,
that's all.”

“O’Leary?” she shrieked. “You mean to
stand there and tell me a weak, sniveling little
pipsqueak like O’'Leary did all that to you?”

“Now, now, love,” he said. “’Tain’t nice to
speak ill of the dead.”

While at dinner, a man struck up a conversa-
tion with a woman in the dining car of a cross-
country train. Both, it turned out, were mar-
ried and both were traveling on business.

Following several after-dinner drinks, the
woman confessed that she was sure her skirt-
chasing husband would be unfaithful while she
was away. The man admitted he had a similar
fear about his wife. “Since we are in the same
situation,” the man suggested with an eager
gleam in his eye, “perhaps we could exact re-
venge together.”

Without another word, the two made their
way to his sleeping compartment, where their
partners’ adultery was passionately avenged.

The two lay still for several minutes after-
ward. Then, as her lover turned over to sleep,
the woman whispered, “How about one more
act of revenge?”

“Sorry,” he yawned, “I've already forgiven
my wife.”

Why do men love cars more than women? Be-
cause there’s a better chance that their cars will
turn over in the morning.

A middle-aged fellow was approached by a
hooker on a downtown street. “How about a
blow job for 50 bucks, honey?” she asked.

“No way,” the man said. “I'm married.”

“So?”

“So,” he replied, “my wife will do it for 40.”

/Q

7 o

T s MoNTH'S MOST FREQUENT SUBMISSION: What
do you call 100 heavily armed lesbians? Militia
Etheridge.

A Wall Street broker came home unexpected-
ly one afternoon and found his wife in bed
with a handsome young man. The husband’s
face reddened. “How are you going to explain
this?” he exploded.

“It’s simple,” his wife calmly replied. “I've
gone public.”

Heard a funny one lately? Send it on a post-
card, please, to Parly Jokes Editor, pLAYBOY,
680 North Lake Shore Drive, Chicago, Illinois
60611. $100 will be paid to the contributor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned.
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“Quate frankly, I've had enough of good little boys and girls for one night.”
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“Not a very auspicious beginning to the Yuletide season, dear.”

143



Fa’rv'r’a h Fa weett

stars in g

pe’wsona‘ %wst

f~ HRARH]

HAT I8 stardom? To some it means

money, bright lights, fans clam-

oring for a split second of your

time. But to Farrah Fawcett, a
woman we have loved since she was
our December 1978 cover girl, star-
dom means freedom. “I can choose my
own projects,” she says in that sweet,
melodic voice of hers—the kittenish
voice of a tigress. “That means other
people no longer can invent my image
for me.” It means that Farrah, who
bravely quit TV’s top-rated Charlie’s
Angels to test herself in films, the stage
drama Extremities and a series of ac-
claimed television movies, never quits
looking for new challenges.

Now she’s doing another brave
thing. Yes, the rumors are true: Farrah
does pLaYBOY. We spent ten days to-
gether on the isle of St. Barthélemy in
the West Indies. The setting was gor-
geous; Farrah made it look plain by
comparison. What happened between
us was just what you would expect:
truth and beauty.

“I wanted to make an artistic state-
ment,” Farrah says. “For years I've
dealt with an image of me that other
people created. Fans hand me posters,
pictures, T-shirts to sign, and they talk
about having fantasies about me! I
decided, if they're going to have fan-
tasies, I'll give them what I think they
should have.

- “As much as I wanted this, it wasn't

PHOTOGRAPHY BY DAVIS FACTOR

STYLING BY STEPHEN EARABINO/SMASHBOX BEAUTY + MAKEUP BY JOANNE GAIR FOR CLOUTIER USING MAKE-UP FOREVER
HAIR BY WARD « HAIR COLORIST ROBERTO RAMOS/ESTILO SALON










easy,” she continues. Her
famous lover-housemate-
hero Ryan O’'Neal “gave
me courage. I'm shy, even
with Ryan. After 14 years I
still can’t let him see me
change clothes! But he
said, ‘You look incredible.
You have the most beauti-
ful body, not a flaw.”” Ryan
played pLavBOY photogra-
pher at home, shooting
practice Polaroids until
Farrah’s doubts melted.
On St. Bart’s she surprised
photographer Davis Fac-
tor, who had shot an Es-
quire Gentleman pictorial
with her but hadn’t met
this new Farrah. “She
amazed me,” Factor says.
“Farrah is shy about her
body—don't ask me why,
it’s the body of an 18-year-
old—and that shyness did
not disappear. But some-
thing new did appear on
St. Bart’s. Something like
the ultimate Farrah.” Fac-
tor cites a blend of timing,
setting and star that made
“a moment that was meant
to be.”

More vital, perhaps, was
a factor Farrah prizes most
of all. “It’s all about guts,”
she says. “It's about feel-
ing what'’s right and then
doing it.” Best example:
Before she flew to St
Bart’s, Ryan asked, “How
will you do this if you can't
stand even me seeing you
nude?” Farrah bit her
famed lip and said, “Don’t
worry. When the time’s
right, it'll come to me.”

Right again, Farrah.

This is no act. “l can’t be sexy
on command,” Farrah says.
“In fact, the worst thing a
photographer or director can
say to me is, ‘Be sexy.’ | lock
up and have no idea what it
means.” On St. Bart's she
spent long days indulging
“my heart and my mind’'s

"

eye,” with all-natural results.
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“A wanted these photographs to be works of art,” says (Farrah,

“s0. the viewer’s eye doesn’t necessarily go to the nudity, but rather

to the expression, the eomposition, the thought. J expect these photos to
be eontroversial. Most of my life has been. So- why not the photos, too?”
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“Its my fault. I couldn’t resist telling them what a warm reception
I received here last Christmas.”
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njoy Julie

in June and
Danelle in
December.
Or Melissa in
March and Stacy in September. Anyway
you look at it, the 1996 Video Playmate
Calendar adds up to a solid year of sexy
entertainment! Twelve of Playboy’s
most desirable Playmates reveal all in
intimate vignettes that you'll replay and
savor month after month. So clear your
appointments and make room on your
schedule—a dozen Playmates have a
date to keep with you! Featuring
Victoria Zdrok, Kelly Gallagher, Cindy
Brown, Rhonda Adams, Julie Cialini
(1995 Playmate of the Year), Traci
Adell, Melissa Holliday, Maria Checa,
Elisa Bridges, Danelle Folta, Stacy
Sanches and Lisa Marie Scott.
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F(" ae  (continued from page 103)

“This is my life. I have never told anyone these things
and I want to get them off my chest.”

her photographers. She was more inter-
ested in regular guys. She dated college
men, aspiring actors and enlisted men.
While she dated a few prominent men
such as Richard Arbib, the noted indus-
trial designer, she thwarted the advances
of the rich and famous.

In 1955, Bettie was 32 years old but
looked and claimed to be ten years
younger. It was then that the bondage
exploits caught up with her. Irving Klaw
was hounded by a congressional com-
mittee that attempted to link a bondage

photograph of Bettie to the suicide of a
17-year-old boy. Bettie was visited by
federal agents who accused her and
Klaw of making pornography. The com-
mittee forced Klaw to shred thousands
of photos of Bettie. In 1957 Irving and
Paula Klaw ceased production of their
pinups.

Bettie was appalled by the govern-
ment's treatment of the Klaws, but she
had bigger problems. She had become
the victim of a stalker, a 16-year-old boy
who wrote her anonymous letters full of

»

“I don’t see the gizmo you'd push when you
wanted, say, a samba beat.”

ugly threats. Though he was caught by
the FBI, the incident frightened her.
Then there were romance problems.
Bettie’s boyfriend of three years began
to pester her to marry him. She knew
she didn’t love him, and she began to
think seriously about leaving New York.

It was around this time that the police
knocked on Bettie’s door with “porno-
graphic” pictures of her that were being
sold at newsstands. Years before, she had
gone to a party where she was encour-
aged to take a drink or two. She became
intoxicated and ended up taking off her
clothes and posing in more explicit ways
than she had previously done. She re-
membered the evening sketchily, but the
police confronted her with a most un-
happy reminder: The shutterbug, in se-
rious debt from gambling, had sold the
illicit photographs.

It was time to move on. Quietly, Bettie
Page left New York. She called Paula
Klaw to say that she was going to Florida
and that she would write. She put her
belongings in storage in New Jersey, said
goodbye to her friends and left the city.

Bettie told us her story right up to the
present. She apologized for not living a
more fascinating life. “I guess you'll have
to invent things about me to make it
more interesting. Well, I trust you. Let
your imaginations run wild.” She insist-
ed we leave in the grimmer personal ex-
periences, including the childhood sexu-
al abuse.

We gave her ample time to change her
mind. “Are you sure about this?” we
would ask periodically. “Put it all in
there,” she would say. “This is my life,
both the good and the bad. I have never
told anyone these things and I want to
get them off my chest.”

Bettie, it should be noted, doesn’t re-
gard herself as a victim. “I never felt like
a victim because of what my father did to
me,” she says. She doesn’t even believe
that what happened with her father
tainted her attitudes toward sex. “I've
taken it in stride.” Bettie believes in a
woman'’s right to express herself sexual-
ly—in the bedroom and before the cam-
era. She will happily talk about enjoying
sex with the men she loved. “Women
who do not express themselves sexually
become repressed,” she insists. “And that
causes them to suffer.”

Bettie Page has a difficult time seeing
herself as the sexual pioneer others de-
scribe. She admits to no sexual arousal
while being photographed, no feeling of
power in front of the camera. “I was just
worried about doing a good job,” she
says. Yet she admits that she often pre-
tended the camera was a man.

Why would a proper Southern girl in
the Fifties allow herself to be tied up,
gagged and photographed? Bondage,




bikinis, stockings and high heels—ac-
cording to Bettie, they were all parts of
the job. As far as the nudity was con-
cerned, she always believed the body was
beautiful. “I never had any bad feelings
about posing nude because I always felt
that God did not disapprove of it. I nev-
er felt ashamed. I like a good nude. I like
to look at them. I even thought of join-
ing a nudist colony.” Laughing, she
adds, “I was happy as a lark stark
naked.”

Why, then, did she remain hidden all
those years? According to Bettie, she
didn’t. The public perception was that
she took steps to change her identity and
to live in seclusion after she left New
York, but she disputes those notions. “I
don’t know where those rumors came
from. I was never in hiding about any-
thing. I went right on living my life in
the open.” She didn’t even bother to
change her name. “I never tried to keep
away from people. I just was through
with my modeling career and went on to
something else.”

Although Bettie has lived in California
since 1978—in the midst of her fan-
dom—she didn’t know about the Bettie
Page phenomenon. Over the years, a
relative or friend would see a picture of
her or tell her about an article, but Bet-
tie dismissed each incident as an isolated
one. Occasionally, someone would ask
her if she was Bettie Page. She would
usually just smile and say, “Who's that?”
She didn’t even know that a character in
The Rockeleer is based on her. In fact, Bet-
tie saw that film for the first time in 1994
when Hugh Hefner screened it for her
at the Playboy Mansion. As odd as it
seems, she never had a clue about her
popularity. And now that she does, it
won't change her life. She receives fre-
quent offers to make public appear-
ances, but she would rather preserve her
privacy and be remembered as she was.

Bettie was extremely honest with us.
She told us everything she remembered
about her life, from the trivial to the
traumatic. We learned about the hus-
bands, lovers and sexual transgressions.
She spared nothing. Yet, in the end, we
were less confident in speculating about
Bettie’s life, and the motives behind her
actions, than we were before we learned
the facts.

Like most people, Bettie is full of con-
tradictions. One could say that she gave
up too easily—on teaching, on acting, on
two of her husbands. But with other
things, she tried too hard—with her first
husband, Billy, whom she married twice;
with trying to please every two-bit pho-
tographer in New York while ignoring
better opportunities.

Bettie 1s an unwitting symbol of liber-
ated sexuality, a Southern gentlewoman
delighted to admit that bondage model-
ing was “a ball.” As she was enigmatic
during her time as a model—the whole-
some beach bunny in one shot, the dark

angel of strange sexual proclivity in the
next—so she remains today: unique,
paradoxical, ingenuous.

The real Bettie Page isn't articulate on
the subject of her legend. While she can
point to pictures of Cindy Crawford or
Claudia Schiffer and identify qualities
that make them good models, she cannot
do the same with herself. “I haven't the
foggiest notion why I'm popular. I never
considered myself anything special in
the looks or any other department.” She
is not, however, indifferent to her popu-
larity. She is thrilled to find out that she
has inspired designer Todd Oldham, or
that Steven Tyler of Aerosmith is one of
her biggest fans. But despite her lack of
greed and her unwillingness to “cash
in,” she does look forward to some re-
wards. She hopes that a movie about her
life—always in discussion—will finally be
made, and she considers endorsing a
line of clothes. All this against the back-
ground of her humility. “I wasn’t trying
to be anything,” she says modestly. “I
was just myself.”

In the end, Bettie's ambivalence is a
key, not an impediment, to understand-
ing her legend. The answer lies not in
her life and what she makes of it but in
her look and what she came to symbol-
ize, in spite of herself. She was an unwit-
ting standard-bearer of a new era of sex-
uality. Bettie fascinates because she
personifies what is sexually appealing to
the American psyche—middle-America
soda-shop good looks with an undercur-
rent of sexual availability. In one body
and one face, Bettie Page balanced the
sexual contradictions of her time.

When the exhausting week of inter-
views was over, Bettie wanted to cele-
brate with a long drive. She hadn’t been
to Hollywood in years—would we take
her there? We stopped for a late lunch
and then drove to Santa Monica so she
could see the ocean. We walked to the
end of the pier to watch the sunset and
laughed at what we found there: a pho-
tographer with his model catching the
day’s last light. Magic hour. “How about
a picture, Bettie?” we teased. “Forget it!”
she answered. “You'll have to rely on
your memory.” As we watched her toss
her hair in the wind, we remembered
her vow: never to be photographed
again—not for our book, not for this ar-
ticle. Yet she was still there. The face we
saw—the face the public has not seen in
nearly 40 years—is still the face of an
icon. Not because she hasn’t changed or
grown older, but because the real Bettie
Page never confused herself with the
woman in the photos. She didn’t manu-
facture a false persona and spend the
rest of her life failing to live up to it. She
never tried to become a different person
for the camera. Instead, she let the pic-
tures capture the woman she always was.
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Cool Rules

COOLIO played the second stage at Lollapalooza, to first-rate
reviews. You can hear him on the movie soundtracks to Clueless
and Dangerous Minds, which stars Michelle Pfeiffer. Expect a
studio CD early in 1996. Coolio is the hair apparent.

No
Doubting
Thomas

You first saw
GRETA THOM-
AS featured on
Murder, She
Wrote and Bay-
waltch, and in a
supporting role
in the movie
Bikini Biker
Beach Babes.
Now she has
her own lead in
Grapevine.

High on a Hog
Former Raiders cheerleader JANINE JORDAN has her pedal to the metal. Janine’s a Renaissance

woman: She plays classical piano, writes country music, has co-hosted a Japanese talk show and recently received
206 her stockbroker’s license. You can bet her engine doesn't idle.




Youth and
Pleasure Meet

THURSTON MOORE
and KIM GORDON
of Sonic Youth have
been rocking. The
group headlined Lol-
lapalooza and has
completed a fall tour.
Its latest CD, Washing
Machine, is in the
spin cycle.

She’s Looking
at You, Kid
ME’SHELL NDEGEOCELLO
had Wild Nights with John
Mellencamp around the
time she made musical
mockery out of a two-tim-
ing boyfriend. You can hear
her on Jazzmatazz Il while
you wait for her next CD,
coming early in 1996. The
eyes have it.

Campbell Served Hot

The very beautiful NAOMI CAMPBELL struts on runways, at her
restaurant, Fashion Café, and lately on the big screen in Miami

Rhapsody, which stars Sarah Jessica Parker. Campbell knows all
about the perfect little black dress.
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