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Less is more, especially when it comes to
Halloween costumes. Artist Tyson Foun-
taine and his crew spent hours decorat-
ing nude Playmates with paint. As you
can see, the results are eye-popping. (1)
Jami Ferrell gets her boobs done. (2)
Vanessa Gleason and the Dahms want
lacquered lingerie. (3) A leopard hits the
spot for Kerissa Fare. (4) Deanna Brooks
as Mystique from X-Men. (5) The artist
hard at work. (6) The Dahm triplets get
a prepaint once-over. (7) Making a mas-
terpiece out of Lauren Hays. (8) Laura
Lasher as Cleopatra. (9) Kim Price is
on fire. (10) Victoria Fuller gives good
Rabbit Head. (11) Kim Price, Shawnie,
Antoinette Abbott and Laura Lasher in
completed costumes. (12) Jennifer Ro-
vero and Vanessa Gleason. (123) Laura
Lasher loves the attention. (14) Jessica
Lee turns over a new leaf.




CELERY + GRAVITY = /ARl
PIN-UPS AND PANTIES DOWN

_ t Frahm was a glamour qirl painter who worked in the Fifties—and to' FA
"“l.h-.lt*i“ﬁi;".l.".:-..Ul““'ﬁ'-'* iy o '-lu.": unfamiliar with him. Tha =y Iml'l!u there is a website [lileks.com/institute/frahm) that seeks
to discern the subtleties underscoring his work. First, there are the santies. In each instance, they seem to have fluttered
!_'-',I:?_'L"'r':' 1.5;1"1‘ young woman's ankles in defiance of everything we know about elastic and the n.-u of hips. So many in-
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“My husband doesn’t want to know.”
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TOPLESS GO

olfer Gary Johnson was on the seventh fairway of his local course in Phoenix when some-
thing struck him. Not a golf ball, but an idea. "A crazy idea,” he recalls now, a year later.
Why not hire beautiful women to be vour golfing buddies for a day? Better yet, why not
hire topless beautiful women? A planner of corporate meetings by trade, Johnson realized the
potenual for good-looking, bare-chested golf partners went far beyond filling out a weekend
foursome. Within a few months, he had launched a website (toplessgolf.com) and assembled
a small group of fetching females who were trained to hit the links as the All American Top-
less Golf Team. For a fee, they're available to swing into action and make your next golf out-
ing a series of Kodak moments. As demand for their services grows, the squad has increased

PHOTOGRAPHY BY MARK EDWARD HARRIS

tee up with this
team and the rest
Isa gmme

Tee-off tokes on o new mean-
ing when you're playing with
the All American Topless Golf
Team. For a pair of lucky duf-
fers [opposite), topless partners
pose o substantial distraction.
When the topless teom keaps
score (above), double bogeys
are par for the course.




to 23 members. Team members
have clubs and will travel. But most
of their work takes place around
Phoenix, where certain courses give
tacit consent to their unusual (lack
of) dress. They all receive regular
lessons from a PGA pro, which
means they know a wood from a
wedge, and can tell you the proper
way to grip a club. They might even
be good enough to kick your butt—
and they're willing to bet their shirts
on it. We arranged this outing at
Las Vegas' Bali Hai Golf Club.

Different folks, different strokes—it all
pales when the golfer wears no top.
But, as the photos here show, the game
remains the same, whether it's focing
chaollenges posed by sand and water or
making a decision on whether to pull
the pin or leave it in. The bottom line
(opposite, top): It's a long, pleasurable
stroll with a chance to take in the scen-
ery. And when golfers jump this high for
joy (oppesite, bottom), it can mean on-
ly one thing: a hole in seven!




PLAY 18 HOLES OF TOPLESS GOLF AT
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“It’s not a backpack.”
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lost my moral compass. . . .”
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“Oh, Reynaldo . .










“Evaryone says thaot I'm lucky to have big boobs, but
it's really a curse,” says Miriam. “l feel like a fashion
vichim—I| can't wear anvthing backless or with spa-
ghetti strops becouse | always wear a bra. | know guys
con't understond this, but 've even thought about
taking my breasts down o size or two. | can't imagine

these getling any bigger when | have a child.’
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PLAYMATE DATA SHEET
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PLAYBOY’S PARTY JOKES

Judi was puzzled that Jon was so nonchalant
after he saw his girlfriend with another man.
“You love her, saw her with another man and
you didn’t knock the puy down:?"

“I'm waiting,” Jon said.

“Waiting for what?” Judi asked.

“Waiting to catch her with a smaller guy.”

M:—.I.]'l’.t,‘.Ti.]’lE reports say there's a new douche
about to be introduced on the market, It's
made of marijuana, Arrid antiperspirant and
Kentucky Fried Chicken, It leaves you high,
dry and hnger-hckin® good.

Two garment-center executives were having
lunch when Goldstein said, “Last week was
one of the worst weeks of ]"I'I.}- life, "l.'l} wile and
[ w eIl Lor F i(] I'lg I.d. 1Y ..I:IL.!IIHII |1_ Talnes LI ﬁ_!l'l' SOV
en days and seven nights, so my wife went out
and spent thousands of dollars on my credit
cards. | came back to New York and found that
my rat brother-in-law accountant has been rip-
ping me off for millions. And to top it all off,
when [ got to work on Monday morning, |
found my son having sex on my desk with my
best model!”

"My week was even worse,” Birnbaum said.
“I went 1o Florida on vacation with my wife
i'II'I.F_I :il: ri,-l.il'll_'.l_l FHT HEWETL {,{:l‘lr'.‘-i ;;I.J'Id. SOV I'Ii%]'ll.‘;j,

s0 my wife went out and spent thousands of

dollars on my credit cards. Then, when I got
back to New York, I found that my rat cousin
accountant has been ripping me off for mil-
lions. To top it all off, when 1 got to the office
on Monday, 1 found my son having sex on my
desk with my best model!™

“50 how was your week worse than mine?"
asked Goldstein.

“Well." replied Birnbaum,
menswear.”

“1I manufacture

Bmm—‘.g STICKER OF THE MONTH: Orgasm
Donor.

An auractive yvoung woman and her mid-
dle-aged aunt arnived at the doctor’s oflice.
“We're here for an examination,” the young
woman said.

“All right,” the doctor said, “go behind that
curtain and take off your clothes.”

“No, not me,” the young woman said, “my
aunt here.” '

“Oh, I see,” said the doctor. *In that case,
madam, stick out your longue.”

Eleven people—10 men and one woman—
clung to a rope hanging from a helicopter.
They decided that one person had o let go be-
cause the rope was about to break under their
weight and everyone would plunge to their
I:Il.'i:l'[l'l. Mo One {'l]l].]III 1ll'l_'i{:|.t “']'II;] ?&I']I:,l'l_lld. E’{,},
and they continued 1o dangle precariously. Fi-
nally, the woman gave a touching speech, say-
ing she would give up her life to save the oth-
ers because women are used to giving up
things for their husbands and children.
Deeply moved, all the men started clapping.

Two women were having a conversation dur-
ing their lunch break. “So how's VOUT Sex life
lhl‘.."il‘. [lil }'."i:‘-" e :l!‘ik{'[l.

“Oh, it"s the usual Social Hm‘urll}' kind,” her
ﬁj | I(]. 'I.'{'Illlllﬂ,‘li-

“Social Security kind?”

“Yeah, you get a hittle each month, but it's
not enough to hive on.”

A guy went to visit an old army buddy who
had just married a voluptuous redhead he'd
met in Las Vegas. When the guy arrived, he
found a long line of men standing outside his
buddy's house. To his astonishment, he dis-
L"U'u'l.'l'l_'l:l [Ilil1. '|.|::|I!.' e wenre: il” 'I-'I.'.;!i.lil'lg [ Ili.l"n'i.:
sex with his |:1|{11|:r":¢ wile, Spotiing his friend
in the crowd, he grabbed him by the arm and
exclaimed, “Why do you stand for this? Why
don't you divorce the shut?”

“Don’t be nidiculous!” the buddy replied. 1
don’t want to stand at the end of the line.”

- ,-:r//zﬂum

T ii1s MONTH'S MOST FREQUENT SUBMISSION: One
Saturday afternoon a man was sitting in a lawn
chair, drinking beer and watching his wife
mow the lawn. A neighbor lady, outraged by
his evident laziness, came across the lawn,
wagging her finger at him, "You ought to
hl.,. ]'IIJ.:I'IE'I "iIIL '1..![5

“I am,” the fellow calmly replied. “That's
why she's willing to cut the grass.”

Serd your jﬂﬂ:fj on poslea rids o Pa iy _fnﬂ:ﬁ Editor,
PLAYROY, 680 North Lake Shore Drive, Chicago,
flinois 15!‘3'5!:" or oy e-mail lo _Iﬂki’:ﬂ?l}bfﬂ_}flﬂ_}“ Lo,
S100 will be paid to the contribntor whose submis-
ston 15 selecled. Sorry, jokes cannol be returned.
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‘n the ﬁﬂhsluplﬁumghznf the world’s h:mghe-u expedition race, three Pla}mutﬁmd | cms]le:l

~down the rapids of the Segama River in Borneo. As boulders surged up suddenly out of the

" black, we fought to control the sampan canoe. Disaster would be the one boulder we missed. So

- we tied up to an overhanging tree for a few hours’ sleep, placing our life jackets under us for

‘ 1g. The jungle was as black as a cave—the triple canopy sealed out the starlight, and without our

m pﬂ we could not see our hands. And it was incredibly loud, with monkeys screeching, the river roar-

arge animals crashing through the brush to the water for last call, and the occasional explosive grunt of

meal missed or seized. Crocodiles were attracted to the bumping sound our canoe made against the bank,

S ‘nu one was sleeping heavily when the snake came for us. Kalin Olson was on hyperwatch, her headlamp
gjrahng like a berserk lighthouse, when she screamed—a seven-foot pit viper  (text continued on page 158)

Team Playboy X-Treme (aobove) paddling on one of
the two 100-kilometer open ocean legs. From left:
Jennifer Lavoie, Kalin Olsen, Danelle Folta and to-
ken male Owen West. Note the planks of woed and
branches added to shore up the wind-doamaged ca-
noe. Left: One of many repfile-rich stream crossings.
Right: Danelle and Jennifer in outfits that were fa-
vorites of competitors and leeches alike.
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Clockwise from far left: Danelle in her Stair Master attire, and during the torturous 100-kilometer mountain bike leg;
Jennifer on the grueling ascent out of the guano-splattered bot caove; one of the many hiking legs: the yawning entrance
to the bat cave; Jennifer spotting for boulders lurking below the muddy surface of the 116-kilometer white-water river
poddle; Danelle takes a momentary rest on the Tyrolean bridge crossing, hundreds of feet above the jungle’s canopy.
Above: The two faces of Kalin and Jennifer—before and after their metamorphoses into wonder women.

GET WORHOUT TIPS FROM THE
EK-TREME TEAM AT PLAYBOY.COM/ CURRENT.




PLAYEBRDOY

X-TREME TEAM

{coniinued from page 115)
was skimming across the river toward
the canoe in the rippling cone of her
light. When it reached the gunwale it
stopped, hfted its head out of the water
and began wavering from side to side,
trying to propel itsell into the boat. All
hell broke loose.

“h my God, it's a I'Ll,lgt,'. snake!™
screamed Kalin, Miss August 1997, “Get
a paddle and hit it!”

“Turn off your light!” screamed Jen-
nifer Lavoie, Miss August 1993, “It's
coming in!”

“Cut us free, Owen!” screamed Da-
nelle Folta, Miss April 1995 and our
team captain. “Now!”

“Aaahhh!” was this former Marine's
contribution to the conversation.

Alter I cut, slashed and bit loose the
“:th.tl'.. '[I'H.‘. d.l.igﬂ"_lt !'i.ljll.]Tl Hidl_‘\'ﬁ'.i_l}-'ﬁ. il'lt'l'_'ll
the next set of rapids waiting in ambush,
smashing into a submerged log. The ca-
noe slowly rode up over the log, tilting
and slipping toward a capsize. We were
without life jackets, on a black night in a
black, fast-running river brimming with
reptiles. 1 had the absurd thought: This
could end badly. What am I doing in this
crazy race again? And what the hell are
three Playboy Playmates doing here?

Founded by Surviver producer Mark
Burnett, the Eco-Challenge is a brutal
competition that pushes racers to their
emotional and physical limits—then
shoves them past. Coed teams of four (1
was the token male who reversed the
usual gender breakdown) paddle, hike,
rappel, kayak, climb, swim, raft, moun-
tain-bike and run for 10 days toward a
finish 500 kilometers away. There are no
time-outs and the clock never stops;
teams sleep only when their bodies
refuse to go another step without rest.
Racers navigate with maps, compasses,
altimeters and their fading ability to
make decsions and function as a team,
becoming more disoriented with each
sleepless night. After the first 24 hours of
paddling or running, most carry a lin-
gering nausea, much like after an all-

1 CHANGED..I'M GOING
HEME .ﬂND HEG i;fED
Ess!

nighter of partying. And they will carry
that retching feeling—along with their
gear—for another nine days.

The Eco-Challenge annually attracts
endurance athletes in pursuit of adven-
ture racing’s world championship. The
304 racers include some of the best-con-
ditoned competitors. All expect to finish
well, vet most fail to finish at all.

After the 1998 Eco-Challenge in Mo-
rocco, | vowed never to race again, a
promise I had made at the finish lines of
three other Ecos. But when my wife got
the call inviting me to join three Play-
mates as the token male on Team
Playboy X-Treme, her response was im-
mediate. “He'll be there.”

Danelle founded the team in 1998—a
warren of athletic Playmates who com-
peted in various sports around the na-
tion, outclimbing and outrunning col-
lege kids on spring breaks, kicking
corporate ass in volleyball and softball
tournaments, placing well in three-hour
versions of the Eco-Challenge. Every-
where she led her team, Danelle took an-
other step toward her goal to shatter the
notion that Playmates are too soft and
coddled to compete at a high athletic lev-
el. In the Eco-Challenge, she had a
chance at the ultimate test on the ulu-
mate stage.

The over-under on Team Playboy
X-Treme was established quickly in Bor-
neo—three I’Ii.i.:r'?-i, then one of the Play-
mates would come up with an injury or
Just quit.

S0 while mountain biking at three am
on a jungle road—with just four hours to
go before we could get the “three days”
monkey off our backs—I was not sur-
prised when Danelle’s bike shatered ir-
reparably. The Eco-Challenge kicks you
when yvou're down and watches how
you react. Danelle pushed the bike—you
must start and finish each Eco-Challenge
leg with all your equipment—and began
what was to be a Bataan death march in-
stead of a bike leg, hiking the final 40
kilometers in 100-degree heat.

We left a trail slick with tears but, drift-
ing dangerously close to heat exhaus-
tion, reached the end of the bike leg in

CHEATING

ol ME!

i ILL FPET ITS
THAT LITTLE

29 hours. The fastest team had finished
in ten. We had pushed our bike across
and finished the leg as a team.

It marked the |‘:r.-.gim'ﬁng of the nast-
est leg of the race—a 60-kilometer jun-
gle trek. The broken bike had prevented
us from reaching the checkpoint in time

to continue on for an official mnkmg

(nearly half the teams faced this conun-
drum) so we had two choices—we could
attempt the hnish line unranked or we
could quit.

Starting a leech-riddled jungle trek
immediately after a hike that had ex-
tracted such a terrible toll was an abom-
inable idea. 1 suspected that someone
would yield, but I was proud of our ef-
fort. In three and a half days 1 had seen
wondrous things. 1 had seen Jennifer—
95 pounds of pure energy—hike up an
impossibly steep atoll with a heavy pack,
crying most of the time and putting me
on mute but refusing to quit on a hump
that would have dropped most soldiers.
I had seen Kalin, perhaps the best nat-
ural athlete among us, paddle nonstop
through the night in a race against the
sun, even though she was badly dehy-
drated and the rest of us were forced 10
take rests. And [ had seen the best kind
of leadership in Danelle. Period. In a
race that puts its premium on teamwork,
the captain bears the relentless burden
of decision making, balancing tough or-
ders on food and load distribution with
cheerleading and coddling.

“What's the verdict?” [ asked when
we dumped the cursed bike. “We driv-
mng ong”

“Hell, yes, we are,” Danelle answered.
“The ofhaal ranking doesn’t matter. The
hnish ine does.”

The next morning, Plavboy X-Treme
lowered its collective head, strapped on
its packs and plunged into the next dis-
cipline. The Borneo jungle is nature un-
tamed, a clime filled with hungry critters
and stinging plants. 1 was leading the
file when I heard Kalin's otherworldly
scream. She got a leech.

I could tell from its dark-brown racing
stripes that it was a tiger leech, swollen
and turgid with blood, attached firmly to

Kalin's calf. When we eventually routed
him with Betadine, Jennifer began twist-
ing and shouting herself, stripping off
her gear and clothing, frantically swip-
ing at her skin. Fire ants. The jungle was
quite an experience—after a few hours
we were plucking the hitchhikers from
our broken bodies like veteran hosts,
slipping down steep mud slides on our
mashed feet in squalls so thick we had to
tip our heads forward to breathe. But
darker things lurked.

Four days and more than 150 miles of
jungle white water and Pacific Ocean lat-
{"I',ljl_.l:l‘.l | 'd.i-l‘lr' HI'I.I_I il E'IH.I'F rl'[ll'[l th‘.‘ rl[:lllhl'l
line, we collided head-on with the worst
leg of the Eco-Challenge, a caving sec-
tion that had bested some of the world's
best racers. It was a train wreck. We en-
tered the caves wearing medical masks
and were immediately wading shin-high
(for Jennifer it might have crested her
knees) through bat guano that invaded
all the cuts on our legs and bleeding feet.

The smell was a thick crush of waste and
rot that made us wince. The cave was
boiling with bats that fluttered in the
narrow cylinders of our headlamps.

After a grueling ascent out of the hole
on 150-foot fixed ropes, the race wrned
cruel, as it is prone to do. Two more jun-
gle summits, a 500-foot rappel and a
steep foot march stood between us and
our canoe, with another 50 kilometers of
windy ocean paddling to go.

I knew we would taste the fimsh line
when we were steps from the second
summit. Jennifer had collapsed under
the weight of her pack and she was bawl-
ing. What happened next did not sur-
prise me. Danelle and Kalin offered 1o
hump her pack, but this was taken as
an affront. Jennifer's eyes were burning
and her teeth were clenched when she
brushed them off and growled, “Shut up
and...stand ... me ... up!” The three
of them leaned into the hill and pushed
higher, setting a wicked pace, laughing
at a joke. Nothing would stop them now.

I was struggling to catch my sine-
curved teammates when I saw them pass
one of the many tough-as-nails three-
guys-and-a-girl teams ahead of whom we
would eventually finish. In what was a
microcosm of the entire race, my teams-
mates—who had been staning into the
abyss just minutes before—announced
l_]'ll:'llr H.I"I'II'FH! 'H"Ill_h rl'itl'l.l,l l}- hil'lﬁ'l.ll:!-i.

“Hey there, guys!” shouted Kalin.

“Hi, guys! Lookin’ good!” shouted
Danelle.

“Woo, hoo! Almost to the top! Keep 1t
up!” shouted Jennifer.

They moved ahead quickly and, ap-
proaching from behind, I heard one of
the men say to his ailing buddy, "Come
on, man. Suck it up! We just got pas-iq':d
by the Playboy Playmates, dude.” Ah,
but there’s no shame m that, my fnend—
vou have plenty of company.



“Fast, sporty, powerful, very responsive on curves—and talk about equipped!

LE ]

But you came here to buy a car. . . .
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My first date (and
what happened later),
the joys of kissing and
a sexual confession

Jennifer Rovero

It was with a guy named Sammy. I was in ninth grade and
I had a big crush on him. He was the hottest sur fer, so gor-
geous. He lost my number a few times, but I still liked
him. On my first date with Sammy, we didn't even kiss. We
just hung out. A few days later he asked me for a ride
home. We ended up going to his house and eating cereal.
It turned out Sammy was the best kisser. That guy taught
me a lot about sexuality. He was very sensual and a good
lover. He loved having sex with me and I felt the same J'EEH-‘_!‘1 : :
about him. We would skip school. His mom would be leav- Cret. Eisg
ing and he'd be like, *“0Oh, I forgot my wallet.™ She went ¥
to work and we had sex all day long. We'd eat sandwach-

. en ;
t - Pretty
1on. Hfhen I -'E:IE}E %

es and have more sex. He taught me so many things. He like to K

Old
would never say, “Don't do this.” He'd say, ~Fhis 1s the ny hand on 1
reason | would do——" I'd reason to myself, That It Makea s b It I
sounds right. He would see to it that I would under- able. N fegq

Afte;

stand. We could have sex four or hive times a day. He
was alwayvs horny. And most of the time. I'd be like,
“All right,” and lie there. I'd be so annoyed., but I'd
do it anyway, because we thought we were always
going to be together. I was 15.

JENNIFEE HAS EVEN MORE TO SAY
ABOUT SEX AT PLAYBOY. COM/\CLURRENT.
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“Well, Robert—I think you'll slot very nicely into our little team.
When can you start?”




kiwi model and
aclress

kylie bax is
bound to please

PHOTOGRAPHY BY MARCO GLAVIANO

KYLIE B~

Sup::rmmle} Rylie Bax is heat in human form. She has set Sports lllustrated’s swimsuit issue 2

her acting career is exploding—her latest film, Get Over It, is out now. Then there’s her persona

“If I have an addiction,” she says, “it's sex. 1 like staying at home with my man in bed all weekend?




having sex marathons.” We can get behind that. Kylie grew up on a remote horse farm in New Zealand. “I lived in the
middle of nowhere. My first neighbor was binoculars away. From the age of 13 to 17 I was at boarding school. It

was really strict. There were no boys and no partying.” After some minor modeling jobs in New Zealand,
Kylie decided to bypass the middle ranks. “The main reason I wanted to move to New York is that

I realized New York is where you are discovered. If I wasn't going to make it to the top,

there wasn't any point in continuing.” Thankfully, she made it to the top. But she

didn’t become a high-maintenance runway pixie. ““I prefer to stay at home,

lving in bed watching a movie. Watching basketball on TV. I also love

surfing the Net. Surfing to Playboystore.com and finding fun

things.” And she’s stayed true to her roots. “We're

very old-fashioned in New Zealand. We learn

that a man is a man and, though we're

equal, you still cook for the guy

and clean the house—

and I still do

that.”




BAKIUP: KIRIARD SAVRAN FOR FRAME NYC
HAIR: MAX PINKELL FOR BUMBLE & BUMBLE, NYC
STYLIST/PROCUCER: CAMILLA OLESON







Kylie
Bax is a walk-

ing fantasy. “1 don’t

like to keep sex to the bed-

room. [ think exploration of the house

is good fun, And 1 like different scenarios—get-
ting dressed up as a nurse or a maid, cooking dinner in

the nude. 1 love 1o wear heels in bed and 1 love to wear fishnet

stockings and garter belts and tiny negligees. I love to make my man feel

like he's the king of the earth and my world—and my bedroom.” Her advice to a

new man: “1'd have to let him feel the product first. My breasts are the things that come first.

I love my breasts being touched. 1 think he'd have to touch my breasts first—and then it’s up to him

where he wants to take it. With me, it's all up to the guy, wherever he wants to go.”” Go south, young man.

SEE BEHIKD-THE-SCEMES VIDDD OF
BYLIE'S PICTORIAL AT PLAYBOY COM CURRENT.




T'LL peep ANSTHER Form oF I.0.
BeSiDeS YoyuRr GIRLFRieNDs TATToo .




“Here’s the problem, Doc. [ just can’t stand to do it doggy style.”
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rather put your money on a sure thing?”



“Either it just needs new batteries or it’s afraid of commitment.”




PLAYMATE SNEW

| EXTREME TV |

“Never let them see you sweat” 15
not a motto of the Playboy X-Treme
Team, Last fall when Danelle Fol-
ta, Kalin Olson and Jennifer Lavoie
competed in the Eco-Challenge in
Borneo, getung sweaty was the least
of their concerns. Along the way, the

| . 1 » =B
3 e gt 20 4
: . } lf*q ar e .' 5

Xireme Team :-'_l;_:-;_i-:'.n.ngﬂ_- '-r:_:-rn !:,_:I'_: ||:-':||: Kalin
Dilson, Micole Waod, Deanng Brooks, Do
nelle Folio, Deboroh Driggs, Ulrika Ericsson,
Victoria Fullar, lessica Lee, Jennifer Lovoie.

girls had to contend with snakes,
leeches and a broken bicycle. Start-
ing on April 1, you can catch the ac-
tion on the USA Network, which will
broadcast the Eco-Challenge for six
lllgluﬁ. Says captain Danelle: “When
]I'I}' I_lllk.{' Ijl]'l i]'i.l;:, e l':IF 11% }.I'I.ﬂ,‘.\'ﬁ' '|'|-'h;![
to do. But we decided to push on.”
Ilt:.ti'p':lt'. all of the obstacles, the team
found solace at times. “We had a
tough night, canoeing through croco-
dile-infested water,” Kalin says, “but
then we watched the sun come up. To

PLAYMATE BIRTHDAYS
March 2: Miss November 1994
Donna Perry
March 5: Miss July 1975
Lynn Schiller
March 13: Miss October 1984
Debi Johnson
March 14: Miss August 1965
Lannie Balcom
March 20: Miss April 1964

Ashlyn Martin

I,H,'. i l]'li‘l[ Ijlil'l.'[ {]F I:Ill',,'. H'[ll’ld Wils II.TI1_]1_‘-
lievable.” Will they be back for nexi
year's Eco-Challenge? “Hell, yeah,”
says Jennifer. To which Kalin adds,
“We knew before we finished the last
one lh:l[ W WoTe Hl]il'lg Lo Tace: :IHLLII[] -"

KISS AND MAKEUP

When Nicole Wood isn't getting
dirty with the X-Treme Team, she can
be a bit of a girlie girl. It's this fem-
nine side that has driven Miss April
1993 1o design a makr_-up and skin
care line called Unique Face Cos-
metics, which was recently launched
at the Egypt Nite Club in Philadel-
phia. Nicole (pic-
tured at right,
with an ad for
Unique Face)
was joined at
the bash by her
X-Treme Team
sisters, But be-
fore you think
she's all glam
and no grit, be-
fore you think
she's only skin-
deep, keep in
mind that all
Micole wants to talk about are forth-
t'nrniug X-Treme Team competiions.
“Most of my free ume is spent train-
ing,” she says. "During a session in

25 YEARS AGO THI5S MONTH

We would like to thank the
Pennington parents, who pro-
duced not one but
Wi I"[;t].-'m;-ul::r.- First
came our Miss ."v.'[:i}'
|2 _-I:I]Ii[f!' Pen-
nington. Next was
her younger sister
Ann, who worked ; F AL
on The Price [s
Right and had a &/
bit part in Fun-
ny Lady belore
her March 1976
pictorial. Not a
shabby résumé
for a girl who
once declared,
1 never want-
ed to work. |
never had the
drive or desire to
do anything."” Ann married sing-
er-actor Shaun Cassidy in 1980
and has two kids. Here's to those
Pennington genes.

Anm Penn inglan.

Puerto Rico, [ fell off a rock and
broke my finger. I'm proud to say 1
didn’t even cry. We also had to do
push-ups and flutter kicks in the
ocean surf—I never knew sand could
get into some of the places it did!”

LOS ANGELES GLAMOURCON

Because 50 mony Ploymates live in Los Angeles, fans af the L&

Glamourcon hod o slew of sexy Centerfolds to meet. Among
them: Miss July 2000 Meferteri Shepherd [with her 2001 colen-
dar], Miss Cclober 2000 Nichole Yan Croft [displaying her lay-

out) and Miss July 1997 Dophnee Duplaix,




I think they're all pretty mity.
After all, they are some of the
most gorgeous women in the
world, I'm afraid I don’t know
one from another, except for
Shannon Tweed, with whom
Hef used to be involved, and
Marilyn Monroe. 1 can’t re-
member liking one Playmate
better than another.

Their pictorials were
all tastefully done,

[ ciwouRoRs |

Celipmanr Ciarls: Then and Now may as
well be called Al }’E::_*;.-rmfﬂ, All the
Time. Its current 1s-

sue 1s a celebration of
Centerfolds, includ-
ing Miss December
1968 Cynthia Myers,
who's on the front
cover, and Miss June
1969 Helena Anto-
naccio, who's on the
back. The publhication
also includes articles
on Mamie Van Doren
and Barbara Pavton.
Says Helena: "Play-
mates today are so
glamorous. 1 would
love to look like that.
But I'm happy | was

4 a Playmate and Bun-
ny in the Sixties. The
girls from the Sixties
were different. We were small-town
girls who were picked out of nowhere.”

[ uskscemwar |

Lisa Dergan is a phenomenal golf-
er, a gifted interior designer, a rising
movie actor and now a TV host. Miss
July 1998 has been booked as a co-
host of -l’}r.fm."rr}', a 1.\'t_'~t:|".l:.' ].‘Il'it'l'l.l'!*til'.l'lﬂ
series on UPN. “I love hosting,” Lisa
says, “I had fun working for VHI last
year, I couldn’t wait to host again.”
Lisa served as hostess at the Playboy
Scramble, a golf tournament that was
broadeast on Fox on Christmas Day.
She also appears with Wayne Gretz-

Cynihia {fop) an
Helena go g|-:’_|:11

PLAY‘;IATE NEWS

ky in a Bud Light
commercial, Does this

mean that the ador-

able duffer is giving

up her golf dreams

and putting the fair-

way on hold? Not a

chance. "I would love

to throw it all away

and become a pro

EHIF!.‘.I'. It would be so

cool if a model be-

came a pro golier. My

goal is to qualify for

the LPGA. My coach \
thinks it’s possible if I Liso Dergan.
stop working and focus on golf. That
would be the perfect life for me.”

| ‘NMUFF SAID |

“It came from the TV show Famly
Affair. My mom was in labor while
watching it, and she said her linde girl

wis Er‘-"“b Lo J{}l’_]kl]ll"-.l like Huﬂ":. Mow
my family calls me Bubby and my
friends call me Buggy."—Buffy Tyler,
on her name.

“I'm not sure if 1 want to model
and act anymore, Some of the people
in this business are not very nice.”
—Stacy Fuson

“I had a couple of margaritas.”
—Brande Roderick, on how she re-
laxed during her test shoot.

“The pictures used to be called
cheesecake. The less you took off, the
more you left to the imagination.

Playmates today are
beautiful and edu-
cated, but they
should remember
that the pictures
L stay with you
for a lifetime.”
—Gloria Walk-
er, on being a
Centerfold dur-
ing the Fifties.

“My eldest came
home one day
and asked if T had
posed for PLaveOY.
He'd heard it from
one of his friends,
Evidently his father
had a collection of magazines and
told the kids."—Marianne Gravatte,
on how her kids discovered she is a
Playmate.

Maricnne Grovatia,

“1 walked into the LA office and
told them 1 was bored. They said,
‘Great. How about becoming a Play-
mate? "—Cara Michelle

PLAYMATE GOSSIP

Julie McCullough and Ava Fa-
bian (pictured) went to the Hol-
lywood Star Cars exhibit to show
off the sweet ride from Black Scor-

pion, a science fiction series
on which they both ap-

pear. . . .

Not that she

needs the product, but
Heather Kozar is mod-

E eling

Wonder
Pants, a cousin
of the Wonder
Bra, in ads for
XOXO cloth-
ing. . . . Julia
Schultz will co-
host Who Wanls
to Dale o Hool-
ers Girl? this
fall. And, real-
Iy, who doesn't?

The show, from the folks behind

Singled Out, may also feature Jodi
Ann Paterson and Elan Carter. . . .
Did you happen to notice Kar-
en McDougal in Charlie’s Angels?

FLAYROY meels
The Real World.

She got to play
one of Tim
Curry's girl-
friends. ... Will
the real Play-
mate please
stand up? The
NBC game
show To Tell the
Truth has fea-
tured mystery
guests Barba-
ra Moore, Da-
nelle Folta and
Brande Rod-
erick. .
Shannon Stew-

art (pictured) bumped into Ja-
mie and Kelley from MTV's Re-
al World New Orleans at a recent
party. .. . Cara Wakelin shows up
in ads for Sears and onmoney.
com. . . . Rebekka Scott, Tylyn
John, Carrie Yazel, Lorrie Men-
coni and Stacy Fuson cheered
on players at a policemen-versus-
firemen basketball game in Los
Angeles. Proceeds went toward
the prevention of child abuse.

Cheers to that!

Playmates on fire.




most recent includes CD sales of more

‘ than 13 million, Grammys, awards
frivm VH1 and Billboard and

Mﬂl"'l'hﬂ double the satisfaction,

in Her CARLOS SANTANA is the guy.
Winter i
Whites

AMARTHA
DUFFY ap-
pears in
the 2001
Hawan Love
Swimsuit
Calendar
and also
makes a
big splash
on MTV's
Spring
Break

at Lake
Havasu.

E The Cat in the Hat
r G p e V I n e This cal ||..1:-.d|n_'..::' Iud?wn::rulli?tﬁ. TI:L'

Bodysurfing
JENNY LOPEZ frolics in the
foam on Baywatch Hawaii Just

and in Grapevine. The way .
we look at it, that's a dou- the Ti %
ble whammy. of Toni

The Heat, TONI
BRAXTON'S new
CD, generated
plenty and went
double plati-
num. The way
she kills in this
dress is making
s sweal, foo.




Love the Lid

BRANDY TEAGUE appeared in an Army recruiling commercial
and in the movies There's Something About Mary and Fair Game.
We'd say Brandy is definitely all that she can be.
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More of Lisa

LISA EDELSTEIN scores as big in this dress as she did in the first
season of The West Wing. Did you catch her last year with Ben
Stiller and Edward Norton in Keeping the Faith?

Red

Dirt

Girl

After 30-
plus years
of singing
mostly other
people’s
tunes,
EMMYLOU
HARRIS is
playing chic
cabarets
with songs
she penned
herseli.




ext Month:

SEX AND MUSIC SPECIAL

HARD ROCK

[ErrerE =0 e

HEAWY METAL

GIRLS OF THE HARD ROCK CASINO-—-THE FPLACE TO GAM-
BELE IN VEGAS HAS WILD MUSIC, LOADS OF CELEBRITIES AND
A SEXY STAFF THAT ISN'T AFRAID TO GET NAKED. SMART
MONEY SAYS YOU'LL LOVE IT

METALLICA—THE ROCK BEHEMOTHS TALK ABOUT DRUGS,
GROUPIES AND EARNING THE NICKNAME ALCOHOLICA.
FLAYBOY INTERVIEW BY ROB TANNENBAUM

MNAPSTER AT THE GATES-THE POPULAR SYSTEM OF TRAD-
ING FILES ONLINE SENT THE MUSIC BIZ INTO HYSTERICS.
FOUNDING DEVELOPER JORDAM RITTER, 22, TALKS ABOUT
QUITTING SCHOOL. PULLING ALL-NIGHTERS AND HOW A BED-
ROOM EXPERIMENT TURNED INTO THE SUBJECT OF CON-
GRESSIONAL HEARINGS. BY TIM MOHR

SUN RISE—SUN RECORDS, THE BIRTHPLACE OF ROCK AND
ROLL, GAVE US ELVIS, JERRY LEE LEWIS, CARL PERKINS,
JOHNNY CASH, ROY ORBISON AND CHARLIE RICH. JAMIE
MALANOWSKI PONDERS SUN'S INFLUENCE ON RAP AND THE
BERLIN WALL

WYCLEF JEAN—THE ONCE AND FUTURE FUGEE ON HOW TO
TREAT STRIPPERS, PICKING UP SHARON STONE, WHAT HE
LEARNED FAROM LIBERACE AND HOW MADONMNA RESCUED

HIM FROM A BURGER KING RUT. A TRIPPY 20Q BY CHRISTO-
PHER NAPOLITAND

MUSIC POLL RESULTS—YOU VOTED, WE TALLIED. THIS
YEAR'S WINNERS INCLUDE K.D. LANG, TIM MCGRAW, FAITH

i3

- = -
e ] e .-.-.-i.:ll:l-.—.- — ]
SFREIMG BEEAK

HILL, BRITMEY, EMINEM, TITO PUENTE AND DESTINY'S CHILD.
YOU'LL MNEVER GUESS OUR NEW HALL OF FAMER

MATT PINFIELD'S MUSIC BUZZ—THE HOST QOF FARM-
CLUB.COM HAS A KNACK FOR PREDICTING THE FUTURE.
WHAT'S IN HIS CD PLAYER? WHAT'S ON THE HORIZON? WHAT
GREAT DISCS HAVE YOU MISSED?

MY LIFE IN HEAVY METAL—JOSEPHINE WAS SNOW WHITE
REFIGURED, A VOLUPTUOUS BEAUTY WHO TOOK THE LEAD IN
BED. CLAUDIA WAS ROUND, BOOKISH AND DRAB—BUT SHE
KNEW HOW TO HEAD-BANG. FICTION BY STEVE ALMOND

CENTERFOLDS ON SEX—OK, ENOUGH MUSIC—LET'S TALK
ABOUT SEX. PETRA VERKAIK ON LOSING HER VIRGINITY, LIV-
ING OUT HER FAVORITE FANTASY AND HOW TO GIVE AN OR-
GASM EVERY TIME

BISHOP JOHN SPONG—THE EFISCOPAL LOOSE CANON ON
GAYS IN THE PRIESTHOOD, ABORTIONS AMONG CATHOLICS, ,
DODGING DEATH THREATS, LIVING IN SIN AND GETTING HIT
OVER THE HEAD BY AN ELDERLY PARISHIONER. AN ENLIGHT-
ENING PLAYBOY PROFILE BY WARREN KALBACKER

PLUS: SPRING BREAK GIRLS GOMNE WILD (AN ON-SCEMNE EX-
CLUSIVE), NAKED MOTORCYCLES, JAPANESE TRASH TV, BE-
ING DIRECTOR SPIKE JONZE, WHAT TO WEAR WHEN THE
SHOW MELTS, WHAT TO PACK FOR SPRING EREAK, AND PLAY-
MATE KATIE LOHMAMNN




