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PLAYBILL

Will Self

Sheryl Nields and Tara Reid

Bill Zehme

Dennis Lehane

Luc Sante

Dave Hickey

D
id any decade burn as bright as 

the 1960s? Among the miniskirts, 

 sitars, free love, morning glory and 

social upheaval, the case against it is a 

hard one to make. Bill Zehme takes us for 

a saucy visual stroll through the decade 

that changed everything in Why We Love 

the ’60s. That spirit of vibrant change is 

still alive, of course, most  noticeably in 

the art world. And today’s most excit-

ing art comes not from the galleries but 

from the streets. Art critic Dave Hickey 

investigates in The New Modern Art. 

 Investigation seems to be in the air these 

days, especially with a new Sherlock 

 Holmes film in theaters. To celebrate, this 

month’s fashion, Scotland Yard Style, is 

dedicated to the neo- Victorian look, with 

firebrand photographer David Bailey 

 doing what he does best: capturing sim-

plicity and timelessness. Still celebrating 

the passage of time, we move on to Tara 

Reid, who we would argue is 

the better for it. In the past, 

when she was playing sex-

pot roles and stumbling on 

red carpets, we confess to 

being a touch worried about 

her. Now that she’s calmed 

down, we’ve stopped worry-

ing and learned to love her 

incredible 34-year-old body, 

shot this month by Sheryl 

Nields. You may recognize 

Reid in an instant, but we 

bet you couldn’t pick Joseph 

Petrosino out of a lineup. 

New York City’s first Ital-

ian American detective, he 

was one of the first cops to 

work deep undercover. In 

Giuseppe Petrosino and the Black Hand 

James Dalessandro tells the tale of 

Petrosino’s obsession with bringing down 

the mob. Unfortunately it seems we’re 

back under terror’s influence more than 

ever  today. Even more unfortunate, many 

would like to profit from our fear. Few 

have done so more flagrantly than Dennis 

Montgomery. In The Man Who Conned the 

Pentagon, Emmy- winning journalist Aram 

Roston tells a cautionary tale for the age 

of paranoia. From D.C. to NYC: Urban histo-

rian Luc Sante’s Future of New York takes 

a look back at the city from the year 2100. 

Then Dennis Lehane, best- selling author 

of Mystic River, spins a present- day yarn 

of decency, indecency, love and dogs amid 

Boston’s underbelly; read Animal Rescue 

slowly and you can smell the stale beer 

and whiskey. Finally, in The Kate Moss 

 Effect, psychogeographer and litterateur 

Will Self weighs in on why Kate Moss has 

been able to capture our collective atten-

tion for so long by being perfectly ordinary. 

And we do mean perfectly.
Kate Moss

James Dalessandro

David Bailey
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HEF SIGHTINGS, MANSION FROLICS AND NIGHTLIFE NOTES

HUGH HEFNER’S  PLAYBOY

Benedikt Taschen, the founder of Taschen publish-

ing, hand delivered the fi rst set of Hugh Hefner’s 

Playboy. The six- volume anthology is a combi-

nation of an unabashed autobiography and a 

fascinating, witty and sophisticated scrapbook 

that adds up to Hef’s most personal portrait.

DRINK IN THE LIFESTYLE

The German spearmint energy drink 

Ständer considers itself a high-class life-

style elixir, and to prove it the company 

held its U.S. launch at the Mansion. 

Along with the spearmint mojitos (and 

the Bunnies), the party buzz was about 

the incredible Heidi Montag and Tommy 

Lee on the DJ controls.

FOX REALITY-TV 

AWARDS SHOW

Hef ran into Paris Hilton and Kim 

Kardashian at the Fox Reality 

Channel Really Awards, which the 

new Girls Next Door were asked 

to present. Crystal Harris and Kris-

tina and Karissa Shannon handed 

out honors for favorite reality hottie. 

This year’s award went to The Real 

Housewives of Orange  County’s 

Gretchen Rossi, but Hef’s girls 

should be a shoo-in in the future.

CRYSTAL’S MUSICAL TRIBUTE

Crystal’s deceased dad was a singer in England, and she is determined to 

keep his music alive. After taking a few lessons she stepped into the booth to 

record “Say What You Want,” a song her father had written. Motown legend 

Smokey Robinson coached her throughout the taping, and Hef and the Shan-

non twins were also there to support Crystal during her special moment.
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DEAR PLAYBOY
BLOOD BROTHERS

CHASING THE RABBIT

BY FANTASY ALONE?

Marge Goes Blue(r)

I think, therefore I came.
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PAST VIOLENCE

GOLDEN GIRL

WOW!

CLEAN LIVING

TOON-ONS

E-mail via the web at LETTERS.PLAYBOY.COM Or write: 680 NORTH LAKE SHORE DRIVE, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 60611

We found Kelley working as a bartender.







PLAYBOY AFTERHOURS

Meet Sarah, a California 

girl who could make any 

beach boy happy. A model 

for the likes of Dreamgirl 

lingerie, Rockstar Energy 

Drink and Ed Hardy, she 

grew up in Burbank, roots 

for the Lakers and likes to 

finish sentences with “fer 

sure.” She’s also a skilled 

wave rider. “A guy who can 

surf is a huge turn-on for 

me,” she tells us, “but he 

has to be better than I am.” 

When it comes to mood 

music, Sarah goes for 

Beyoncé. “She is the best 

performer out there. I’ve 

been practicing ‘Single La-

dies’ in my bedroom, and I 

have all the moves down, 

fer sure.” We would love to 

be a fly on that wall. Before 

the ink is dry on this issue 

of  PLAYBOY, Sarah will be 

shooting for a full-on pic-

torial. Stay tuned for more 

in an upcoming issue.

Sarah
Stage

“A guy 
who can 

surf is 
a huge 

turn-on 
for me.”

BECOMING ATTRACTION

PHOTOGRAPHY BY JOSH RYAN



Body Work

Holy Fit
Meet Tracy Anderson, a one-
 woman phenom whose goal 
is to populate the world with 
excruciatingly hot female bod-
ies. Never heard of her? Your 
girlfriend has. The exclusive 
trainer for Gwyneth and for-
merly for Madonna, Tracy 
 started out as a dancer who 
had weight problems. She 
 designed a computer program 
to help her stay in shape, and 
now she has fi tness systems, 
fi tness DVDs, etc. Her tech-
nique? “To strengthen the 
smaller muscle groups so that 
these muscles can pull in the 
larger muscles,” resulting in 
“toned and defi ned bodies with 
smooth and fi rm skin.” Check 
out tracyandersonmethod.com 
with your lovely. She can get 
started on her workout; you 
can look at pics of Tracy.

Classic Look of the Month

Let’s Be Frank
The original Ocean’s 11 turns 50 in 2010. We can envision the 
pitch meeting. Scene: a Hollywood executive conference room 
fi lled with Lucky Strike smoke, circa late 1950s.… “Okay, let’s 
gather Sinatra, Dino and their buddies, send them to Vegas, 
dress ’em up cool as hell, throw in some gorgeous broads, toss 
in a thin scam plot along with endless booze and let the cameras 
roll!” Here’s how to cop the look Danny Ocean (Sinatra) sports 
in the original movie poster, a style that’s back in thanks to the 
success of Mad Men: Gray wool sharkskin Mad Men  Edition two-
 button Brooks Brothers suit, $998; white cotton point- collar 
dress shirt by Van Heusen, $40; black solid tie by Band of Out-
siders, $135; white Irish linen handkerchief by Orvis, set of three 
for $59; black plain-toe oxfords by Alden, $546.

HOURSAFTER

Pre Fabulous

Thinking Out of the Box
Prefabricated homes have come a long way from the tract  houses 
of yore. Architect Daniel Libeskind has designed a new breed 
of modular masterpieces with dramatic, jagged lines and eco-
 conscious renewable energy sources. His Villa model has solar 
thermal panels built into its zinc facade, a  rainwater- harvesting 
system, a high- effi ciency heat pump, a basement sauna and a 
wine cellar. These prefab palaces can be shipped and built any-
where, but they don’t come cheap: The cost is $2.8 million to 
$4.2 million, so don’t plan on pocketing any of the money those 
state-of-the-art solar panels will save you on your electric bill.



PLAYBOY: What do you do?
MEGAN: I’m a real 
estate agent. 
PLAYBOY: Is that 
rough right now?
MEGAN: Times are 
tough in real estate, 
but I’m always okay.
PLAYBOY:  Do you 
have any tricks?
MEGAN: If you’re 
referring to my career, 
I try to play into my 
clients’ senses.
PLAYBOY: How so? 
MEGAN: It’s all about 
having a good feeling 
in the house. I like to appeal to people’s 
sense of smell. If I show a house to a 
new couple, I light vanilla and cinnamon 
candles in the bedroom to elicit thoughts 
of spicing things up. If I show to a family, 
I make sure the homey aroma of fresh 
linens is in the air. Regardless, I try to 
bring something I’ve baked to permeate 
the house with a warm feeling.
PLAYBOY: So you court the couple?
MEGAN: I kind of flirt with the woman. 
Even if a guy thinks he’s the decision maker, 
if she’s not happy, it’s not happening.
PLAYBOY: Do you get a thrill when mak-
ing a close?
MEGAN: That’s what makes work exciting.
PLAYBOY: Do real estate agents ever 
have sex in an empty house?
MEGAN: Contrary to the myth, houses are 
where someone will make a home, and I 
would never disrespect that.
PLAYBOY: Bigger rush: sex or a close?
MEGAN: Technically they’re both closes. 

Bloody Good

New Year’s Day 
Breakfast for Two

Employee of the Month

Megan Heaton

 SEE MORE OF MEGAN HEATON AT CLUB.PLAYBOY.COM.
APPLY TO BE AN EMPLOYEE OF THE MONTH AT 
PLAYBOY.COM/POSE.

Cook the butter and oil in a skillet over medium-
high heat until butter foams. Add the onions. Stir 
every few minutes; continue to cook on medium-
low heat. Salt and pepper to taste. The onions will 
take about 20 minutes to caramelize. Note: For easy 

assembly, prepare all the ingredients before you begin 

cooking the eggs.

Preheat broiler. Whisk the eggs with salt and pepper 
in a bowl until combined. Trim the ends off the chorizo 
and slice the link into quarter-inch rounds. In an oven-
proof sauté pan, heat one tablespoon of butter over 

Spicy Bloody Mary
1 46-oz. can of tomato juice 

(preferably Sacramento)
¼ cup plus 2 tbsp. prepared or freshly

 grated horseradish
3 tbsp. lemon juice
1 tbsp. Tabasco sauce
1 tbsp. Worcestershire sauce
1½ tbsp. salt
1 tbsp. plus 1 tsp. ground

black pepper
1 tsp. ground celery seed
6 oz. vodka
4 celery stalks
4 lemon slices

Whisk together everything except vodka. 
Fill a highball or collins glass with ice. 
Pour in one and a half ounces vodka and 
top with bloody mary mix. Use a celery 
stalk to stir, and garnish with a slice of 
lemon. Serves two each, four total.

 Caramelized Onions
½ tbsp. butter

1 tbsp. canola oil

2 medium to large Vidalia

 or Spanish onions,

 thinly sliced

Salt

Pepper

Spanish Scramble
4 eggs

½ tsp. salt

 ⅛   tsp. ground white

pepper

1  chorizo link (can

substitute andouille

or any spicy 

Southwestern sausage)

½ tbsp. unsalted butter

¼ cup caramelized onions

(see below)

¼ cup plum tomatoes, 

chopped

¼ cup scallions, minced

(white and green parts)

¼ cup Monterey Jack

cheese, shredded

Parsley or chives,

chopped

In a victory for analog afi cionados every-
where, Polaroid instant fi lm is making 
a comeback in 2010. First released in 
1948, the fi lm spawned a photographic 
 aesthetic that many in their 30s and 
40s grew up with, and it’s not just for 
family- picnic snapshots. The fi lm’s stark 
exposure has long been a favorite of 
 erotically inclined pro shooters like 
 Terry Richardson. Polaroid halted pro-
duction of the fi lm in 2008, but the 
uproar by fanatics prompted the com-
pany to team with analog activists the 
Impossible Project to reproduce the 
white- bordered instant classic. Think 
about it: It’s way more fun than tak-
ing pictures of her with your iPhone.

Snap Decision

Return of the Roid

medium-high heat until foamy. Sauté the 
chorizo until light brown. Add onions, toma-
toes and scallions, and gently sauté. Lower 
heat and add eggs. Move the pan from side 
to side so a crust forms on the edge, similar 
to creating an open-faced omelet. After one 
minute the eggs will begin to set. Sprinkle 
the cheese on top and place the pan under 
the broiler until the cheese has melted. Cut 
the scramble in half and serve on two plates. 
Sprinkle with parsley or chives.
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Blog of the Month

Hate Mail
Lettersofnote.com is a blog that displays the fascinating mis-
sives of famous people, from Al Franken to Mark Twain—some 
cute, some funny, some pure vitriol. Pictured here: an expletive-
 filled note from Hunter S. Thompson to Holly Sorensen, a Hol-
lywood producer who had bought the film rights to Thompson’s 
novel The Rum Diary and then left the project on the shelf. The 
letter begins, “Okay, you lazy bitch.…” CC’d are Johnny Depp, 
Benicio Del Toro and Nick Nolte. Infuriated that the producer is 
not making progress on the film, Hunter ends the letter, “I’m in a 
mood to chop your fucking hands off.” The movie never got made 
in his lifetime. It comes out later this year, with Depp starring.

The best part of 
après-ski is not the 
hot tub. It’s watch-
ing your snow bunny 
undress. She’s wear-
ing a lot of layers, 
so it takes time. As 
her top hits the fl oor 
you utter, “Beauti-
ful mountains.” She 
says, “You think 
you’ve got what it 
takes to ski these 
expert slopes?” 
Finally she gets to 
the last bit, the long 
underwear ($20, 
jockey.com). A wom-
an who feels sexy in 
long underwear is a 
woman we love. Got 
your lift ticket?

Après-Ski

An Ode 
to Long 
Underwear

Raising the Bar

The Sazerac Room Lives On
Certain drinks are mandatory in certain bars: a bellini in Harry’s Bar 
in Venice, a bloody mary at the St. Regis bar in Manhattan. One of 
our favorite bars is the Sazerac Room at the Roosevelt hotel in New 
Orleans, which has fi nally been restored and reopened after Hurri-
cane Katrina. It’s a classic 1920s lounge with mahogany walls and 
an elegant vibe. The spécialité de la maison is the Ramos gin fi zz, 
a delectable (but deadly) concoction of gin, orange fl ower water 
and egg white (among other ingredients). Louisiana governor Huey 
Long drank his gin fi zzes in the Sazerac Room, and so should you.





Road Warriors

The Art of the Motorcycle
The custom vehicle as art piece can be traced to the hot rods of the 1930s, with 

its renaissance being Ed “Big Daddy” Roth’s Rat Fink rides of the 1960s. The idea 
is, a work of art isn’t any less a work of art just because it has an engine in 

it. The latest: Ian Barry’s Falcon Motorcycles. Barry re- creates vintage 
British Triumphs and Nortons by salvaging and recrafting frames 

and engines, adding pieces forged from scratch and embel-
lishing with unique details like hand- stitched leather 

saddles. And yes, they’re street legal. 
Big Daddy would be proud.

Bring the Noise

Celluloid 
Heroes
One of the most com-
prehensive collections of 
rock photography ever 
presented, Who Shot 
Rock & Roll—open now at 
the Brooklyn Museum— 
features more than 175 
photos that offer a glimpse 
into the psyches of your 
favorite rock gods. The 
exhibit runs through Janu-
ary 31 and features multi-
media presentations and 
a soundtrack by Blondie’s 
Chris Stein. If you can’t 
make it, pick up the com-
panion book ($40) by ex-
hibit curator Gail Buck-
land, available through 
brooklynmuseum.org.

©1971 Albert Watson

This Month’s Edition of.…

The Science 
of Sex
According to a new study by Contracep-
tion magazine, men who use the pull-
out method get their partners pregnant 
four percent of the time, which is about 
the same rate as men who use con-
doms. (Note: Accidents with condoms 
are almost always due to human error.) 
In other birth control news, scientists 
from the University of Sheffi eld in the 
U.K. say birth control pills suppress 
women’s interest in “masculine” men, 
making “boyish” men more attractive. 
The theory holds that women prefer 
rugged he-man types during the time 
they ovulate each month, but when 
they are not fertile (as in when they’re 
taking the pill), they prefer men who 
have boyish faces and “caring person-
alities.” Damn you, Zac Efron!

HOURSAFTER
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REVIEWSAFTER HOURS

Now Showing in Theaters

By Stephen Rebello

Movie of the Month 

Sherlock Holmes

Heath
,
’’’s 

Afterlife

Heath Ledger’s untimely death left director Terry Gilliam with only two thirds of 
the actor’s role complete in the phantasmagorical The Imaginarium of Doctor 

 Parnassus. That nearly lost the project its financing until Gilliam and his 
daughter reworked the script to make Ledger’s character a shape- shifter 

who is subsequently played by Johnny Depp, Colin Farrell and Jude Law.

Sir Arthur Conan Doyle created fictional 
British detective Sherlock Holmes in 1887, 
and the wily character and his trusty phy-
sician sidekick John Watson became leg-
endary. After four hugely popular novels, 
56 short stories and scads of big- and 
small-screen incarnations, the story sees 
director Guy Ritchie and star Robert 
Downey Jr. morph the brainy, complex 
Holmes into a sword-wielding martial arts 
expert. In Sherlock Holmes, Downey, Jude 
Law (as Watson) and Rachel McAdams (as 
a mysterious beauty) are up to their necks 
in occult murders instigated by Lord 
Blackwood, played by Mark Strong. Will 
the film please worldwide Holmes aficio-
nados? “The movie may be unlikely to sat-
isfy Holmes purists, but if you can reinvent 
Shakespeare, you can reinvent Arthur Co-
nan Doyle,” says Strong. “Audiences who 
want something different will enjoy it.”

THE WOLFMAN In this period remake 
Benicio Del Toro is a brooding aristo-
crat by day, but by night he morphs 
into a savage beast who slaughters 
British villagers. Anthony Hopkins 
adds to the mystery as his dad.

EXTRAORDINARY MEASURES 
Brendan Fraser shucks his corpo-
rate  career to find a cure for the rare 
fatal disease that threatens his two 
youngest kids. Scientist Harrison 
Ford rides shotgun in this true story.

THE BOOK OF ELI Postapocalyptic 
survivor Denzel Washington treks 
across desolated America while pro-
tecting a sacred tome from villainous 
Gary Oldman in this bleak Hughes 
brothers (From Hell) action thriller.

I LOVE YOU PHILLIP MORRIS Mad 
passion for sweet, gentlemanly prison 
cell mate Ewan McGregor inspires gay 
ex-cop turned daredevil con man Jim 
Carrey to commit even crazier and 
more illegal acts in this raunchy film. 

VALENTINE’S DAY Jessica Biel, 
 Topher Grace, Jennifer Garner, Jes-
sica Alba, Julia Roberts and  Jamie 
Foxx are all looking for love. Who 
would have guessed? Director Garry 
 Marshall tries to help.

EDGE OF DARKNESS In this head- 
crunching revenge thriller, Mel Gib-
son plays a detective who goes, well, 
all Gibson when he unearths govern-
ment cover-ups while investigating 
the death of his activist daughter. 
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Kendra: The Complete First 
Season The never-dull life of 
our former Girl Next Door 
 continues to be chronicled in 

her own spin-off reality 
show. Kendra pre-

pares to marry 
former Eagles, 
now Colts wide 
receiver Hank 
Baskett, who 
may be too in-
nocent for one 
of Hef’s former 
girlfriends. Best 

extra: “Keepin’ 
It Real,” with 
Brid get’s re-
flections on 
post- Mansion 
life. 
—Buzz  McClain

FX, which put itself on the map with guy- friendly dramas 
such as The Shield and Sons of Anarchy, is now making a 
play to be known as the network for smart dudes who want 
to laugh. Its newest entry, the animated Archer, revolves 

around a self- absorbed spook 
whose fondness for paddling 
his dates’ bare bottoms is 
among his tamer fetishes. Ster-
ling Archer (voiced by H. Jon 
Benjamin) also has some Oedi-
pal drama with his mom-boss 
(the awesome Jessica Walter) 
and isn’t afraid to beat a chub-
by co- worker with a stuffed 
shark. Mixing the look of Mad 

Men with the  family dynamic of 
Arrested Development, Archer 
is nonetheless its own crea-
ture. It’s casual in its crass-
ness, disarming in its bursts 
of charm and never anything 
less than  completely seri-

ous about making us laugh 
out loud. —Josef  Adalian

TiVo Alert

FX Gets All 

Animated

Zombieland Jesse Eisenberg plays 
a student on the run from a zombie 
epidemic who teams up with undead 
assassin Woody Harrelson in this 
horror comedy with bite. Emma 
Stone and Abigail Breslin are amus-
ing as scamming sisters, and Bill 
Murray lands his funniest role in 
years, playing—who else?—himself. 
(BD) Best extra: A locations fea-
turette visits the Southern-fried sites 
used in this dead man’s delight. 

½ —Robert B. DeSalvo

Tease Frame
AMBER VALLETTA has given good face to ads for Louis 
Vuitton, Calvin Klein and Versace. She made an impres-
sion as a ghost in What Lies Beneath and in bed with 
 Michael Keaton in The Last Time (pictured). Next she 
plays a mother whose kid accidentally downloads CIA 
code from the web in The Spy Next Door.

DVDs of the Month

Weeds: Season 5 The entanglements 

grow thicker in this leafy dramedy, with 

Nancy (Mary- Louise Parker) knocked 

up by a Mexican drug lord. Critics have 

charged that the series glamorizes 

pot, but season five sacrifices some 

humor for violent reality. (BD) Best 

extra:  “History of Weed” featurette. 

—Bryan Reesman

Stargate Universe 1.0 Darker and 
sexier than previous incarnations, the 
latest iteration of the Syfy channel 
franchise benefits from the presence 
of Robert Carlyle stuck on an 
 ancient spaceship with a mind of 
its own. Fast- paced stories and 
 excellent effects dominate this new-
est Stargate. (BD) Best extra: Don’t 
miss the backstage “Chatting With 
the Cast.” ½ —B.M.
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Fun With 
Problems
“Fun With Problems,” the opening 
story in this collection of the same 
name, follows a small-town lawyer 
as he seduces a brittle young psy-
chologist. The chase is clinched 
when he gives her a sudden violent 
slap. The morning after, she starts to 
cry as he’s leaving. “Walking out to 
tears,” he thinks. “So dispiriting.” 
There isn’t much to make spirits soar 
in the stories that follow, either; after 
all, few writers have trolled the dark 
corners of humanity as effectively as 
Robert Stone (Dog Soldiers, Damas-
cus Gate). The appeal of his aging 
male protagonists is that despite 
their thick coats of bitterness they 
are filled with longing—secret ro-
mantics who pursue inappropriate 
women inappropriately. Stone has a 
playful way with low language: When 
a wife tells her anti social husband 
they have an overnight guest, he blurts out, “What the shit?” Not exactly 
poetry, substituting one curse word for another, but a fitting trope for the 
world Stone has created here. The only knock on this satisfying collection 
is that the bad things that occur can seem less tragic—as they might, say, 
spread over a 300-page novel—than plain punitive: A married man’s failed 
attempt at a tryst costs him the contents of a house; a paranoid local lit-
erally gets thrown off a ferry; a dot-com millionaire is attacked by a moun-
tain lion. I mean, what the shit? —Bill Vourvoulias 

Fiction
The Real Madonna: 
Sticky and Sweet
Has any woman been photographed as 
 often as Madonna? Maybe Mona Lisa, but 
she had a big head start. Madonna: Sticky 
and Sweet is an inside job, a set of tour 
photos by her manager and friend Guy 
Oseary. What Oseary’s images lack in 
daring they gain in intimacy, capturing 
backstage views of the singer and the 
small village of performers who make up 
her stage show. The Roberto Cavalli and 
Dolce & Gabbana costumes dazzle, but 
the shining stars here are 
Madonna’s fans, who 
glisten as though they 
have been polishing 
themselves since 
she began posing 
in 1983. —R.T.

Album of the Month

Waits Goes Live

Usually live albums 
are like greatest-hits 
collections only with 
lots of crowd noise in 
between the songs. 
The words usually and 
Tom Waits don’t often 
appear in the same 
sentence, however.

Glitter and Doom 
Live, recorded during 
his summer 2008 tour, 
doesn’t include any of 
Waits’s songs made 
famous by the Eagles 
(“Ol’ 55”), Rod  Stewart 
(“Downtown Train”) 
or Bruce Springsteen 
(“Jersey Girl”). What’s 
more, based on a re-
cent  iTunes-  store 
ranking of  Wai ts 
downloads, the CD 
doesn’t have any of 
his 15 most popular 

songs either. Pretty 
typical of an icono-
clast who often re-
sponds to an audience 
request by taunting, 
“You still workin’ at 
the airport?”

His songs view life 
from the gutter and 
the docks, with ap-
pearances by one-
eyed outcasts and 
“an orangutan named 
Tripod.” At the age of 
60 Waits has a voice 
that has grown as 
rough as a sailor’s 
beard, with the shad-
owy rasp of Howlin’ 
Wolf  and Captain 
Beefheart. The music 
sounds like tin cans 
and duck calls or, on 
the highlights “Goin’ 
Out West” and “Such 

a Scream,” like a 
blues band playing 
in a pawnshop after 
closing time. If CDs 
had odors, this one 
would smell like an 
old tow truck.

Waits is also one 
of rock’s funniest 
musicians, and a 
second disc of ex-
tended stage pat-
ter attests to his 
vaudeville influenc-
es, with puns, tall 
tales and semi-facts 
about the animal 
kingdom. Did you 
know shrimp are 
cheap? “I’ve never 
known a shrimp to
give anything to 
charity,” Waits says. 
“Basically, they’re 
shellfish.”

Read more at playboy.com/entertainment.

By Rob Tannenbaum
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Grand Theft Auto: Liberty City Stories

Brütal LegendLeft 4 Dead 2

Beatles Rock Band

GAME OF THE YEAR 
Uncharted 2: Among 
Thieves (PS3) A classic 
example of why sequel is 
not a dirty word in the 
game industry, this one 
simply gets everything 
right and fixes the few 
missteps made in the ex-
cellent original. In the 
wrong hands, the addi-
tion of co-op and versus 
multiplayer could have 
felt tacked on, and the 
ping- ponging between 
gameplay styles could 
have been confusing or 
awkward. Instead it 
feels natural, thrilling 
and like a big step toward 
video games as mass-
market entertainment. 
Runners- up:  Batman: 
Arkham Asylum, Beat-
les Rock Band, Modern 
Warfare 2. 

SEXIEST LADY Wet (360, 
PC, PS3) If we could be killed 
by just one sword- wielding, 
dual- pistoled, wall- running 
acrobatic hottie this year, it 
would be Rubi from Wet. Did 
we mention she regains 
health by drinking whiskey? 
Runners-up: Brütal Legend, 
Uncharted 2, Tekken 6.

Thanks to our judging panel: 
Scott Alexander, Damon 
Brown, Scott Jones, Marc 
Saltzman, Scott Stein, Scott 
Steinberg and Jeremy Voss.

BEST WRITING Grand Theft Auto: Liberty City Stories (360) Without the writing, the 
GTA games would be empty sociopathy. With it, they’re some of the best inter-
active fiction ever made. Runners-up: Uncharted 2, Brütal Legend, House of 
the Dead: Overkill. BEST ACTING Brütal Legend (360, PS3) Jack Black plays 
a roadie pulled into the mythical land of Heavy Metal. Enough said. Run-
ners-up: Uncharted 2, Grand Theft Auto: Liberty City Stories, Batman: 
Arkham Asylum. BEST ART DIRECTION Beatles Rock Band (360, PS3, 
Wii)  Music games don’t need lush, labor-of-love visuals, but they sure don’t hurt. 
Runners-up: Flower, Brütal Legend, MadWorld. BEST ACTION Batman: Arkham 
Asylum (360, PC, PS3, Wii) The perfect blend of stealth, puzzle and brawl. Stunning. 
Runners-up: DJ Hero, Uncharted 2, Ratchet & Clank Future: A Crack in Time. BEST 
MULTIPLAYER Left 4 Dead 2 (360, PC) New zombies, new survivors, new modes, 
good times. Runners-up: Modern Warfare 2, Street Fighter 4, Beatles Rock Band. 
BEST INDIE GAME Flower (PS3) No guns, no bad guys, no stress. We like. Runners-
up: Splosion Man, Shadow Complex, Drop 7. BEST HANDHELD GAME GTA: China-
town Wars (DS, PSP) Hey, kids, drug dealing is both fun and lucrative! Runners-up: 
Rock Band Unplugged,  Mario and Luigi: Bowser’s Inside Story, Peggle Dual Shot. 

Playboy’s Games of the Year, 2009
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ACCORDING TO A GUTT-
MACHER INSTITUTE POLL 

ABOUT WOMEN’S USE OF CONTRACEPTION 
DURING THE RECESSION: 29% AGREED 
THEY WERE “MORE CAREFUL THAN THEY 
USED TO BE,” AND 8% SOMETIMES 
S K I P P E D   U S I N G 
BIRTH  CONTROL 
ALTOGETHER TO 
SAVE  MONEY.

$560 The winning bid on eBay 

for a portrait of Stephen Colbert 

painted with a method the artist 

 describes as “ anthropometric mono-

type.” He means he uses his butt in 

lieu of a paintbrush.
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THE DARTZ PROMBRON MONACO RED 
D I A M O N D  E D I T I O N  CO M ES  W I T H 
GOLD- PLATED BULLETPROOF WIN-
DOWS, RUBY-AND-DIAMOND GAUGES 
AND A WHALE-PENIS-LEATHER INTE-
RIOR. AT $1.6 MILLION, IT’S THE MOST 
 EXPENSIVE SUV IN THE WORLD.

WHAT’S THE BIGGEST

PRESENT YOU’RE

PLANNING TO GIVE THIS

VALENTINE’S DAY?

MULTIPLE ORGASMS 46%

FLOWERS 18%

JEWELRY 15%

LINGERIE 15%

A NIGHT OFF FROM DOING

THE DISHES 6%

 CHRISTIE BRINKLEY 37% 

 MICHELLE PFEIFFER 20%

 KIM BASINGER 13%

 VANNA WHITE 11%

 MADONNA 8%

 JAMIE LEE CURTIS 4% 

 SUSAN SARANDON 4%

 SHARON STONE 3%

WHO IS THE SEXIEST WOMAN

ELIGIBLE TO JOIN AARP?

MIKE HUCKABEE OWES 

CHUCK NORRIS’S COMPA-

NY $23,570 FOR TRAVEL 

EXPENSES INCURRED 

DURING HUCKABEE’S 

2008 PRIMARY BID.

THE PLAYBOY POLL

AMY WINEHOUSE

RECENTLY 
PAID $58 ,000 
TO INCREASE 
HER 32BS

TO 32DS.

ODD STAT OF THE

MONTH
ON AVERAGE, U.S. 

HOUSEHOLDS 

WATCH 8 HOURS 

OF TV A DAY—

TWICE AS MUCH AS  

SECOND- PLACE 

GREECE.

SIGNIFICA, INSIGNIFICA, STATS AND FACTS

GO TO PLAYBOY.COM/WWT FOR THE LATEST QUESTIONS.

50% OFF
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Cold Play
Thanks to the IOC for holding the Olympics in Vancouver, the party capital of Canada

There’s a magical land in the Pacific Northwest where the women are hot, the beer is cold and the cannabis is borderline legal. 
Welcome to Vancouver, British Columbia, home of the 2010 Winter Olympics, which kick off February 12. Your optimal place to stay 
is the Shangri-La Hotel, but good luck getting a reservation during the games. It’s a short walk from there to Granville Street, where 
you’ll find a string of clubs and bars. Republic, Ginger 62 and the old Roxy are all great spots to see a band, quaff a local brew (try 
Alexander Keith’s) and cross paths with a Swedish biathlete who failed to qualify for the medal round earlier that day. It’s a seafood-
centric city, so hit Rodney’s Oyster House, where the decor makes you feel as if you’re in the hull of a sinking ship and the hostesses 
are all genetic marvels. And because scotch tastes better when sipped in cold open air next to a fireplace, don’t miss the city’s best 
outdoor patio atop the Keg in Yaletown. Bypass the noisy bar and restaurant and take the discreet elevator to the top floor for views 
and booze. Finally, you can treat your next-morning hangover at the downtown Fairmont Hotel’s Absolute Spa, whose dark woods, 
low lighting and lack of New Age twaddle on the stereo let a man feel like a man, even when he’s having his feet pumiced. 

Portable
Power

Sometimes you 
want to cocoon with 

your tunes; other times 
you want to share them. 

iHome’s iHMP5 head-
phones ($70, ihomeaudio

.com) let you do both without 
lugging two sets of gear. Swivel 

the ear cups, then click them 
 together and they turn into a rudi-

mentary set of speakers. 

Original Gin
Modern-day gin evolved from 
the 17th century Dutch spirit ge-
never. Lucas Bols started mak-
ing genever in 1664, and by the 
1800s taverns across the globe 
were lousy with the stuff—
until gin’s rampant popularity 
eclipsed it. These days genever 
is a rarity. Or it was until Bols 
recently reissued its original 
recipe ($40), which at 84 proof 
is rounded and  friendly and 
mixes well with citrus.

TRAVEL   ::   LISTEN   ::   DRINK
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  MUSIC  ::  FITNESS  ::  TIME

The stock market. 
Your mortgage. The 
goddamn Redskins. 
Earthquakes. Impo-
tence. Politicians. 
B a l d n e s s .  Re -
jection. Computer 
problems. Com-
mutes. Pollu-
tion. Baby seals. 
 Morons. The 
IRS. Make 
the indigni-
ties of life 
take a va-
cation by 
repeated-
ly slam-
ming your 
fists into 
the hand-
s t i t c h e d , 
f u l l- g r a i n 
b a s e b a l l 
glove cow-
hide of Lin-
eaus Athlet-
ic’s Medicine 
Bag ($4,800, 
 l ineausathletic
.com). Then mix 
a martini and pop 
in The Bends. Works 
 every stinking time. 

About Time 

 The Punching Cure

Hack Your Life: Flashy Moves

We’ve been fans of Sonos’s intuitive and easy-to-set-up multiroom 
 digital music system since we first saw it in 2005. With two additions 
to the product line, now it’s even better. First, a smart touch-screen 
 remote ($350) that controls music from anywhere in the house. Second, 
the ZonePlayer S5 ($400, sonos.com), the first Sonos music receiver 

with built-in speakers (previous models hooked into 
existing stereos), which means you can hear 

your whole digital library wher-
ever there’s Wi-Fi and a 

 power outlet.

Keynote Speaker

Laptops are shrink-
ing every year, but 
anyone who wants to 
travel even lighter 
(and is comfortable 
with the vagaries of 
free-range computing) 
can scoot along with 
next to nothing and 
still keep key files on 
hand.  PortableApps 
( portableapps.com) is 
a free open- source 
 Windows-based sys-
tem that allows you 
to pack any USB flash 
drive full of useful 
 applications and per-
sonal  data. Once your 
drive is loaded you can 
walk up to the most 
stripped-down, ass-
 backward PC anywhere 
in the world, pop in 
your flash drive and 
gain instant access to 

all your usual programs 
and  information. Essen-
tially, the world is your 
dummy terminal. The 
even more adventurous 
can configure a USB 
drive with a fully boot-
able version of Linux 
that lets you possess 
any computer that can 
boot from a USB port. 
This gets you around 
restrictions that may 
be placed on the com-
puter and evades any 
spyware or monitoring 
software running on 
its system. Download 
the free UNetbootin 
installer at  unetbootin
.sourceforge.net, con-
figure it with the free 
Ubuntu distribution of 
Linux and start carry-
ing a computer on your 
key chain.

On May 24, 1962 
Scott  Carpenter 
put on a specially 
designed Breitling 
with a 24-hour dial. 
Later that day it be-
came the first watch 
to travel into outer 
space. Since then 
the Cosmonaute 
has been a main-
stay of  Breitling’s 
 luxur y-timepiece 
line. In honor of 
t h e  c o m p a n y ’ s 
125th  anniversary, 
it is doing a lim-
ited run of gor-
geously redesigned 
 Cosmonautes like 
the one pictured 
at  left  ($6,575, 
 breitling.com).
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PHOTOGRAPHY BY DAVID ROSE 

Jermaine 

Hall,

PLAYBOY: 

COMBS:

PLAYBOY:

PLAYBOY  INTERVIEW:  SEAN COMBS



44

COMBS:

PLAYBOY:

COMBS:

PLAYBOY:

COMBS:

PLAYBOY:

COMBS:

PLAYBOY:

COMBS:

PLAYBOY:

COMBS:

PLAYBOY:

COMBS:

PLAYBOY:

COMBS:

PLAYBOY:

COMBS:

PLAYBOY:

COMBS:

PLAYBOY:

PLAYBOY:

COMBS:

PLAYBOY:

COMBS:

COMBS:

PLAYBOY:

COMBS:

PLAYBOY:

COMBS:

PLAYBOY:

COMBS:

PLAYBOY:

COMBS:

PLAYBOY:

COMBS:



45

PLAYBOY:

COMBS:

PLAYBOY:

COMBS:

PLAYBOY:

COMBS:

PLAYBOY:

COMBS:

PLAYBOY:

COMBS:

PLAYBOY:

COMBS:

PLAYBOY:

COMBS:

PLAYBOY:

COMBS:

PLAYBOY:

COMBS:

PLAYBOY:

Rap battles used to be fought on
the stage, streets and airwaves. Now, 
with hip- hoppers becoming moguls, 
it’s all about diversifying. WHO’S THE 
CONTEMPORARY KING OF HIP-HOP? 

by Rocky Rakovic
SEAN JOHN COMBS VS. SHAWN COREY CARTER

NICKNAME: PUFFY VS. JIGGA

PRESS PLAY VS. THE BLUEPRINT 3

GRAMMYS

SEAN JOHN VS. ROCAWEAR

CÎROC VS. BUDWEISER SELECT

JUSTIN’S RESTAURANT VS. 40/40 CLUB

MAVERICKS VS. NETS

TV, FILM AND STAGE PRESENCE

POLITICAL INFLUENCE

POTPOURRI: WHITE PARTY VS. BEYONCÉ

LABELS: BAD BOY VS. ROC-A-FELLA
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W A L K I N G  U P R I G H T .  T H E  D I S C O V E R Y  O F  F I R E . 

S P E E C H .  A R E  W E  O N  T H E  V E R G E  O F  A N O T H E R  S T E P 

I N  T H E  A S C E N T  O F  M A N ?  W I L L  W E  E N H A N C E  O U R 

O W N  M I N D S  A N D  G A I N  A  P E E K  A T  I M M O R T A L I T Y ? 

O R  W I L L  W E  J U S T  F I N D  O U R S E L V E S  S U R R O U N D E D 

B Y  A  S U P E R I N T E L L I G E N T  A R M Y  O F  M A C H I N E S ?

BY 

CARL 

Z IMMER

et’s say you transfer your mind into a 
computer—not all at once but gradu-
ally, having electrodes inserted into 
your brain and then wirelessly out-
sourcing your faculties. Your vision 
is rerouted through cameras, your 
memories are stored in a net of 
microprocessors and so on, until 
at last the transfer is complete. As 
neuro engineers get to work boosting 
the performance of your uploaded 
brain so you can now think as a god, 
your fleshy brain is heaved into a 
bag of medical waste. As you—for 
now let’s just call it “you”—start a 
new chapter of existence exclusively 
within a machine, an existence that 
will last as long as there are server 
farms and hard-disk space and the 
solar power to run them, are “you” 
still actually you?

This question was being consid-
ered carefully and thoroughly by a 
43-year-old man standing on a giant 
stage backed by high black curtains. 
He had the bedraggled hair and 
beard of a Reagan-era metalhead. 
He wore a black leather coat and 
an orange-and-red T-shirt covered in 

stretched-out figures from a Stone 
Age cave painting.

He was not, in fact, insane.
The man was David Chalmers, one 

of the world’s leading philosophers 
of the mind. He has written some of 
the most influential papers on the 
nature of consciousness. He is direc-
tor of the Centre for Consciousness at 
Australian National University and is 
also a visiting professor at New York 
University. In other words, he has his 
wits about him.

Chalmers was speaking midway 
through a conference in New York 
called Singularity Summit 2009, 
where computer scientists, neuro-
scientists and other researchers were 
offering their visions of the future of 
intelligence. Some ideas were tenta-
tive, while others careened into what 
seemed like science fiction. At their 
most extreme the speakers foresaw a 
time when we would understand the 
human brain in its fine details, be 
able to build machines not just with 
artificial intelligence but with super-
intelligence and be able to merge our 
own minds with those machines.
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“This raises all kinds of questions for a philosopher,” 
Chalmers said. “Question one: Will an uploaded system be 
conscious? Uploading is going to suck if, once you upload 
yourself, you’re a zombie.”

Chalmers didn’t see why an uploaded brain couldn’t be 
conscious. “There’s no difference in principle between neu-
rons and silicon,” he said. But that led him to question 
number two: “Will an uploaded system be me? It’s not a 
whole lot better to be conscious as someone else entirely. 
Good for them, not so good for me.”

To try to answer that question Chalmers asked what it takes 
to be me. It doesn’t take a certain set of atoms, since our 
neurons break down their molecules and rebuild them every 
day. Chalmers pondered the best way to guarantee the sur-
vival of your identity: “Gradual uploading is the way to go, 
neuron by neuron, staying conscious throughout.”

But perhaps that won’t be an option. Perhaps you will have 
died by the time you are uploaded. Chalmers didn’t find this 
as alarming as others do. “Let’s call it the Buddhist view,” he 
said. Every day, he pointed out, we lose consciousness as we 

developed a strong immune defense against hype. The Sin-
gularity, with all its promises of a techno- rapture, seems 
tailor- made to bring out the worst in people like me. The writer 
John Horgan, who has even less patience for the promises sci-
ence cannot keep, wrote “Science Cult,” a devastating essay 
about the  Singularity, for Newsweek.com in May 2009.

He acknowledges part of him enjoys pondering the Singular-
ity’s visions, such as boosting your IQ to 1,000. “But another 
part of me—the grown-up, responsible part—worries that so 
many people, smart people, are taking Kurzweil’s sci-fi fanta-
sies seriously,” he writes. “The last thing humanity needs right 
now is an apocalyptic cult masquerading as science.”

I decided to check out the Singularity for myself. The sum-
mit turned out to be one of the most bizarre experiences I’ve 
had. Chalmers wasn’t the only speaker to induce hallucinations. 
Between the talks, as I mingled among people wearing S lapel 
pins and eagerly discussing their personal theories of conscious-
ness, I found myself tempted to reject the whole smorgasbord 
as half-baked science fiction. But in the end I didn’t.

After the meeting I visited researchers working on the type 

fall asleep and then regain it the next morning. “Each waking 
is a new dawn that’s a bit like the commencement of a new 
person. But it turns out that’s good enough. That’s what ordi-
nary survival is. We’ve lived there a long time. And if that’s so, 
then reconstructive uploading will also be good enough.”

If the term singularity rings a bell, maybe you’ve read the 
2005 bestseller The Singularity Is Near. Its author, com-
puter scientist and inventor Ray Kurzweil, confidently predicts 
intelligence will soon cross a profound threshold. The human 
brain will be dramatically enhanced with engineering. Artifi-
cial intelligence will take on a life of its own. If all goes well, 
Kurzweil predicts, we will ultimately fuse our minds with this 
machine superintelligence and find a cybernetic immortality. 
What’s more, the Singularity is coming soon. Many of us alive 
today will be part of that transformation.

The Singularity is not only a future milestone but also a 
peculiar movement today. Along with spaceflight tycoon Peter 
Diamandis, Kurzweil has launched Singularity University, 
which brought in its first batch of students in the summer of 
2009. Kurzweil is also director of the Singularity Institute for 
Artificial Intelligence, which held its first annual summit in 
2006. The summits are a mix of talks by Kurzweil and other 
Singularity advocates, along with scientists working on every-
thing from robot cars to gene therapy. For its first three years 
the Singularity Summit took place around the Bay Area, but in 
2009 the institute decided to decamp from its utopian envi-
rons and head for the more cynical streets of New York.

I was one of the curious skeptics who heeded the call 
and came to the 92nd Street Y. I’ve been writing about new 
advances in science for 20 years, and along the way I’ve 

of technology that Kurzweil and others consider the stepping-
stones to the Singularity. Not one of the researchers takes 
Kurzweil’s extreme vision of the future seriously. We will not 
have some sort of cybernetic immortality in the next few 
decades. The human brain is far too mysterious and comput-
ers far too crude for such a union anytime soon, if ever. In fact 
some scientists regard all this talk of the Singularity as nothing 
more than recklessly offering false hope to people struggling 
with blindness, paralysis and other disorders.

But when I asked these skeptics about the future, even their 
most conservative visions were unsettling: a future in which 
people boost their brains with enhancing drugs, for example, 
or have sophisticated computers implanted in their skulls for 
life. While we may never be able to upload our minds into a 
computer, we may still be able to build computers based on 
the layout of the human brain. I can report I have not drunk 
the Singularity Kool-Aid, but I have taken a sip.

The future is not new. By the dawn of the 20th century sci-
ence was moving so fast many people were sure we were on 
the verge of tremendous change. The blogger Matt Novak 
collects entertainingly bad predictions at his website Paleo-
Future. My favorite is a 1900 article by John Watkins that 
appeared in Ladies’ Home Journal, offering readers a long list 
of predictions from leading thinkers about what life would be 
like within the next 100 years.

“A man or woman unable to walk 10 miles at a stretch will 
be regarded as a weakling,” Watkins wrote. “There will be no 
C, X or Q in our everyday alphabet.”

As science advanced through the 20th century, the future 
morphed accordingly. When (continued on page 185)
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Notorious

BY STEVE POND
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Can’t get enough of Tara? See 
more at  playboy.com/tara.
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ILLUSTRATION BY NATHAN FOX
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T H E  Y E A

2

3

5 64

1

FRONT-PAGE NUDES
Sharon Stone displayed lib-
erté, égalité and her marvelous 
50-year-old tits on the cover of 
Paris Match (she was really 51, 
but who’s counting?), while Jen-
nifer Aniston won in a tie for GQ.

MISSED
CALIFORNIA
Leaked sexy photos 
and anti-gay-marriage 
remarks had dogged 
Carrie Prejean before 
Donald Trump 
 (citing poor atten-
dance at events) 
stripped her of her 
Miss California USA 
crown. Her noto-
riety was further 
enhanced by a 

raunchy video 
coming to 

light. She’s 
a one-
woman 
circus.

REALITY  LEAKS!

Marriage:
Gay=Bad,

Mine=Worse.

LOVE AT FIRST BITE
Twilight made fangs fashionable again in high school, 
and True Blood significantly pumped up the genre, 
making the undead sexy with the over-18 crowd.

GOP’S NEW PLATFORM: PRO HIKING, 
SEVERING AND ILLEGAL ALIENATING
Caught with their pants down: right-wing Republicans 
who celebrate religious values at the “Family House” 
on Washington’s C Street. South Carolina governor 

Mark Sanford (1) led aides and wife Jenny (2) to believe 
he was hiking the soft hills and dewy valleys of the 
Appalachian trail when he was in Argentina romancing 
his “soul mate,” María Belén Chapur (3). After Nevada 

senator John Ensign cheated on wife Darlene 
with aide Cynthia Hampton, his parents 
paid a hefty “severance” to Cynthia and 
aggrieved and grasping spouse Doug. 

That’s the Ensigns at top left and the Hamp-
tons at right in happier days (4). The Family House 

also hosted assignations between ex– Mississippi 
 congressman Chip Pickering (5) and Cellular South 

heiress Elizabeth Creekmore Byrd, causing Chip’s wife, 
Leisha (6), to sue Byrd for alienation of affection.

Take a 
real hike!

   Politicians, priests, talk-show hosts—

Love your 
tan lines, 

soul mate.



R  I N  S E X
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THE 
WEARIN’ 

O’ THE 
NOT MUCH

Looks like just 
another secu-
rity checkpoint 
to us: In cel-
ebration of St. 
Patrick’s Day, 
and i ts  “no 
hidden extras” 
fares, Aer Lin-
g u s  a s k e d 
L o n d o n e r s 
to doff duds, 
d o n  s h a m -
rocks and go 
on parade.

HANK’S FOR THE MAMMARIES

Overseas viewers got a better look 
than American fans did at former Girls 
Next Door star Kendra Wilkinson dur-
ing the episode featuring her wed-
ding to footballer Hank Baskett.

CELEBRITY SPLIT

OF THE YEAR #1

Jon & Kate Plus Eight self-
 destructed as Jon was 
linked with Star magazine’s 
Kate Major (1), babysitter 
Stephanie Santoro (2), 
teacher Deanna Hum-
mel (3) and tummy-
tuck doc’s daughter 
Hailey Glassman 
(4). Meanwhile, 
is Kate dat ing 
bodyguard Steve 
Neild (5)?

I didn’t
cheat!

The hell
you didn’t!

I’m
learning
to cook.

REALITY  SUCKS!

MIND THE GAP 

Photographer Zach Hyman takes 30 
seconds to snap 10 photos of nudes in 
public places. (Hey, it’s art, man.) Here 
Jocelyn Saldana takes the pole on the 
main stage of the NYC subway.

VENI, VIDI, 
DA VINCI

Is this a nude 
Mona Lisa? After 

be ing  h idden 
within a wooden wall 
for nearly a century, 
this painting, once 
owned by Napoleon’s 
uncle Cardinal Joseph 
Fesch, went on view in 
Leonardo’s hometown 
of Vinci. Historians say 
they’d love more time 
for further study.

I came
out of the
woodwork.

everybody likes the public option

REALITY  ROCKS!



T H E  Y E A R  I N  S E X

REALITY  TWEETS!

1

2

3

4

PATERNITY BLUES

Despite his repeated denials, it 
looks as though John Edwards did 
in fact father Rielle Hunter’s baby 
(with mom, left). We await results 
of a reported DNA test.

THEIR CUPS 

RUNNETH OVER

Boobs news: Ten-
n is  p ro  S imona 
Halep (1) had her 
breasts reduced 
despite protests; 
Monica Hansen (2) is asking for big 
bucks from a surgeon (not hers) for 
using her photos; in Britain, Marks & Spencer had 
to quit charging extra for big bras (3); Chantelle 
Houghton (4) begged off a thrill ride, fearing her F 
implants couldn’t take its g-force.

SPICY CURRY

Adr ianne Curry 
didn’t do a   PLAYBOY 
cover in 2009, but 
her Twitter follow-
ers got plenty of 
hot shots to whet 
t h e i r  a p p e t i t e . 
There ’s  a lways 
room fo r  more 
Cur ry,  pa r t i cu -
larly the cheese-
cake variety.

STUPID 

DAVE TRICKS

David Letterman 
revealed affairs
w i t h  s t a f f e r s , 
including Stepha-
nie Birkitt (above 
left), after a CBS 
producer alleg-
edly tried to extort 
$2 million from 
him. A ratings spike 
led to a burst of 
euphoria, followed 
by fatigue.

Save 
my mike!

Not my 
tyke!

HOT UNDER THE COLLAR

Caught canoodling on the beach with Ruhama Canel-
lis, Miami Beach’s Alberto Cutié, a.k.a. TV’s Father 
Oprah, left the Catholic Church, married Canellis and 
plans to enter the Episcopal priesthood.

I’m
convertible!

GIMME A T! 

GIMME AN A!

Parents who 
saw Cyber Girl 

Carlie Chris-
tine’s online 

photos had her 
stripped of her 

cheerleader 
coaching job 

at a California 
high school. 
So why were 
they looking?



CAN YOU DIG IT?
They’re our MVPs of the AVP. Pro volleyball play-
ers Michelle More and Suzanne Stonebarger, also 
known as Team Gorgeous, lived up to the name in 
September’s  PLAYBOY.

NICE TRY, BUT WE DO 
THIS BETTER
Ever watch the safety demo? Air New 
Zealand bid for passengers’ atten-
tion with a video of body- painted 
flight attendants (left). Cute, but our 
Painted Ladies (above) they’re not.

CELEBRITY SPLIT 
OF THE YEAR #2

Avowed Roman Catho-
lic Mel Gibson woos 
Oksana Grigorieva (a 
former Timothy Dalton 
girlfriend) and impreg-
nates her; Robyn (inset), 
his wife of 28 years and 
mother of his seven 
kids, has had enough.

FLACK 
ATTACK
Seems as 
though a spank-
ing is in order: 
The story was 
that Disney’s Chee-
tah Girls star Adrienne 
 Bailon’s laptop was 
 stolen and this photo 
was leaked. Turns 
out she and publicist 
 Jonathan Jaxson 
faked the report “to 
juice up her image.”

REALITY  LEAKS!

I’m
knocked

up!

REALITY  ROCKS!

DUNE JUST FINE, THANKS
What do you do after you leave 
the  Playboy Mansion? If you’re 
Bridget Marquardt, you trot the 
globe for the Travel Channel’s 
Bridget’s Sexiest Beaches 
(above). At right, a photo from 
when she starred in PLAYBOY’s 
own production of Bridget’s 
Sexiest Heels and Negligee.

I’m
disgusted!

NOBEL PIECE PRIZE?
President Barack Obama and French counterpart 
Nicolas Sarkozy check out Rio’s Mayora Tavares 
at the G8 summit.
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REALITY  LEAKS!

WRONG
NUMBER?

Just how did this 
cell phone photo 
of Rihanna (and 
other pics of her, 
 including one fea-
turing a nipple ring) 
happen to end up 
online? Chris Brown 
claims he’s not guilty 
this time.

WILL STRIP FOR MAD MEN
Skin is still in on Madison Avenue—and everywhere else around 
the globe where advertisers look to grab attention. Gorgeous Oscar 
 winner Charlize Theron (1) bares all for Dior’s new J’adore L’eau 
Cologne Florale; Sasha Grey (2) does it for American Apparel; a 
vintage shot of  Playmate Cynthia Myers, Miss December 
1968 (3), appeals to all men who love Schlitz;  
Agent Provoca-
teur hires a horde 
of daring models 
(4) to promote its 
 collection of mini-
mal undies.

RUB-A-DUB-DUB, THREE FRIENDS IN A TUB
A sexy hot tub home video of Dr. and Mrs. McSteamy, Eric Dane and Rebecca Gayheart, 
frolicking in the nude with  PLAYBOY model (November 2004) and former Miss Teen USA 
Kari Ann Peniche bubbled onto the Internet—and was speedily removed.

REALITY  LEAKS!

There’s

life after

Hef!

HOLLY 
HAPPENS 
IN 
VEGAS
Having 
vacated 
Playboy 
Mansion 
West, Holly 
Madison 
is hard at 
work—and 
drawing 
enthusiastic 
crowds—
in the Las 
Vegas 
spectacle 
Peepshow.



MEANWHILE, BACK AT
THE MANSION
Now ensconced at  Playboy Man-

sion West are  Playmate Crystal Har-
ris (December 2009) and  Playmate twins 

Karissa and Kristina Shannon, who beautified our sum-
mer double issue as Miss July and 

Miss August 2009. 
The trio ap peared 
on Chelsea Lately 
(inset) to promote 
The Girls Next Door’s 
sixth season. The 
show’s recipe is still 
intact: Take three hot 
girls, add a dash of 
Hef and stir.

SHOW US 
YOUR TWITS!

K i m  K a r d a s h i a n , 
arguably the hot-
t e s t  c a s t  m e m -
ber on the reality 
s h o w  K e e p i n g 
Up With the Kar-
dashians, tweeted 
this image of her-
self preparing for a 

photo shoot 
to her on-

line fans.

REALITY  TWEETS!

SOPHIE IS CHOICE
U.K. Cyber Girl Sophie 
Reade, who triumphed 
over 21 other entrants to 
win the latest British Big 
Brother, is splitting her 
earnings between charity 
and—sorry!—clothes.

There’s

life after 

season five!

GROWN MEN ENVY 
HUNGRY AFRICAN CHILD
New mother Salma Hayek, while visiting Sierra 
Leone—the country with the world’s highest infant 
mortality rate—saw a hungry child and nursed him.

REALITY  ROCKS!
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T H E  Y E A R  I N  S E X
DON’T LOOK 
FOR BIG SALES 
IN SOMALIA

The Slovenian manufacturer Lisca 
is advertising the Smart Memory Bra, 
which it claims will boost a woman’s 
cleavage when she’s aroused.

IT AIN’T OVER TILL—IT’S OVER
ESPN baseball analyst and former 
New York Mets general manager Steve 
Phillips flamed out spectacularly when 
newspapers published a letter his 
22-year-old mistress, ESPN production 
assistant Brooke Hundley, had sent to 
his wife. In true bunny- boiler fashion, 
Hundley’s missive dissected the Phil-
lipses’ marriage, name checked all 
four of their children and described 
birthmarks on Steve’s man parts. In the 
space of a few weeks he lost his job, 
his marriage ended and he checked 
into rehab for sex addiction.

But wait...

   there’
s more!

Oh, the 
horror!

TAINT  MISBEHAVIN’
Eminem had just finished singing 
“Crack a Bottle” at the MTV Movie 
Awards when he got a dose of crack in 
the face courtesy of an airborne Sacha 
Baron Cohen. Apparently outraged, 

Slim Shady stormed out of the audi-
torium. It was later revealed, however, 
that the stunt had been rehearsed, 
with a winged Cohen, in his gay fash-
ionista Bruno persona, lowered on 
wires by stagehands.

TWO WEEKS? TRY NINE MONTHS
A teenage girl in Fairfax County, Vir-
ginia was suspended from Oakton 
High School for two weeks when she 
was caught popping a birth control pill 
during lunchtime (with her mother’s 
approval). Had it been heroin or LSD, 
she’d have gotten off with five days.

MY DOG SKIPPY
Whiteland, Indiana’s Michelle Owen, 
involved in a custody dispute with an 
ex- boyfriend, a s k e d  p o l i c e  t o 

search her 
c o m p u t e r 
for evidence 
that he had 
downloaded 
ch i ld  por-
nog raphy. 
Cops found 
no porn but 

discovered two videos of Owen (shown 
in mug shot) engaging in illicit sexual 
performances with her beagle. She’s 
now facing bestiality charges for the 
activities, which are said to have 
involved peanut butter.

LIFT, SEPARATE, FLOG
In Somalia, Islamic extremists calling 
themselves Al Shabaab have taken 
to stopping and checking women to 
see if they are wearing bras, which 
the group claims are deceptive and 
therefore contrary to Sharia law. 
According to news reports, gunmen 
roam the streets in search of women 
who appear to have firm breasts. 
They are then inspected and, if found 
not jiggly enough, whipped. You can’t 
make this stuff up.

TELL THAT TO THE GUYS 
IN SOMALIA
A cash-stuffed brassiere saved a 
Brazilian woman’s life in a shoot-
out aboard a bus. Ivonete Pereira 
de Oliveira got in the way of gun-
fire between would-be robbers and 
an off-duty cop, but the bullet that 
struck her chest was slowed by 
some $70 worth of bills she had hid-
den inside her bra.

STROKER ACE
We’ve learned Masanobu Sato’s se cret. 
The two-time winner of San Fran-
cisco’s annual 
M a s t u r b a t e - a -
thon jerked off 
for a record nine 
hours  and  58 
minutes on May 
2. The Japanese 
sex-toy worker 
credits his stamina 
to an “abundant 
imagination.” We 
say he’s so good 
because, as he 
reports, his girl-
friend isn’t really 
into sex and they 
make love “only a 
few times a year.”

SPLIT TIME
“I felt like I was putting on a pretty 
good show,” Olympic medalist Ricky 
Berens admitted after his suit split 
during the World Swimming Cham-
pionships in Rome. Competition, not 
modesty, will have these polyurethane 
outfits banned in 2010.

A MAN-SIZE TAN
Taking a fig leaf from such 
female celebrity product 
hawkers as Paris Hilton 
and Jessica Simpson, 
actor-comedian Will Ferrell 
has launched SPF-30 sun-
screen products in three 
formulas, including Forbid-
den Fruit (with apologies 
to the Book of Genesis). 
Proceeds will benefit the Cancer for 
College charity’s Willpowered Schol-
arship Fund, which grants student aid 
to cancer survivors and amputees.

HABEN SIE 

MILCH?

Germany ’s  con -
servative Christian 
Democratic Union 
Bundestag candi-
date Vera Lengs-
feld spiced up her 
campaign with a 
billboard featuring 
he rse l f  w i th  the 
equally well-  endowed chancellor 
Angela Merkel and the legend WE 

HAVE MORE TO OFFER.

CARDINALS FANS, YOU JUST 
GOT JUNK’D
Comcast cable subscribers in the 
Tucson area got a surprise during 
Super Bowl XLIII when play was inter-
rupted by a 30-second clip from adult 
channel Shorteez that featured porn 
star Evan Stone’s penis.

EVERY FRAME OF SAND
When Vivid Entertainment 
announced its plan to 
distribute a sex tape of 
 Playmate Shauna Sand 
(Miss May 1996) and her 
boyfriend, Sand threat-
ened to sue to block its 
release. She dropped 
the suit just as the video 
was scheduled to drop 
because it came to light she had—
pardon our use of complex legalese 
here—“signed a contract” with Vivid.

WHO WANTS A CIGAR?
During a boys’ night out while 
on a charity mission in Buenos 
Aires, Bill Clinton received a lap 
dance from Argentinian Big 
Brother contestant Andrea 
Rincón—to an enthu-
s iast ic  response, 
according to the 
Argentine version of 
Maxim. This being 
a story about Clin-
ton, reports vary 
wildly as to what 
happened next.
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THE MAN WHO

CONNED
 THE

PENTAGON

ILLUSTRATION BY PHIL HALE

DENNIS MONTGOMERY

CLAIMED HE COULD INTERCEPT SATEL-

LITE TRANSMISSIONS BEING SENT TO 

AL QAEDA AGENTS. FOR A WHILE HE 

HAD THE U.S. GOVERNMENT BELIEVING 

HE WAS RIGHT BY ARAM ROSTON

T
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THE CIA TEAM WENT TO 

RENO TO WORK WITH 

ETREPPID’S CHIEF 

TECHNOLOGY OFFICER.
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EFFECT

BY

WILL

SELF

THE

SHE’S MORE THAN JUST A PRETTY FACE. 

WHAT IS IT ABOUT HER THAT KEEPS US 

FASCINATED?

wo or three years ago—trust me, I don’t remem-
ber which—I was standing in the cavernous marble 

hallway of art dealer Jay Jopling’s London mansion 
when a young woman accosted me. “You’re Marianne’s 

friend, aren’t you?” she said. As with the years, so it’s become 
with names, faces and friendships for me—
that’s the tyranny of dictatorial Time, with 
his savage exile of all those mutinous brain 
cells to the Siberia of my brain.

Anyway, I looked into the face of this 
young woman, trying to recall who the hell 
my friend Marianne might be, when it 
dawned on me that she was rather a pretty 
young thing: a petite figure sheathed in a 
blue silk floor-length dress (it was an eve-
ning party), gold locks pulled back from 
a resolute forehead, a fine-bridged nose 
a shade away from being retroussé.

“Um, yeah,” I fumbled, “I suppose 
I am—and you are…?”
The expression on the pretty face 

mutated slightly, incredulity doing battle with the beginnings 
of affront, and as I observed this delightful play of emotions it 
occurred to me this wasn’t simply an attractive young woman 
but a very attractive one.

“I’m Kate,” she said, and hearing the distinctively flat vowels 
of the outer London burbs, I began to have the glimmering 
of a positive ID.

“Right, Kate,” I said. “Kate…?”
I was surprised to find that not only was I still looking her 

directly in the face, but I’d become transfixed by it; it wasn’t 
merely a beautiful face but quite possibly the most lovely one 
I’d ever had the privilege to gaze upon. It was strange, because 
there was nothing particularly distinctive about this visage if 
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you broke it down into its component 
features. It was rather as if the good-
looking girl next door had turned out 
to be a goddess—and then, petrified 
as Actaeon was upon realizing it was 
Diana he had seen naked and bath-
ing, I heard the fateful whine:

“Moss. I’m Kate Moss.”
I wouldn’t want to make too much 

of this episode, yet there does seem 
something blissful about my failure to 
recognize in the flesh Britain’s most 
famous supermodel and arguably her 
greatest contribution to the global stock 
of female pulchritude. It suggests not 
simply cultural amnesia on my part, 
a crusty insulation to the blizzard of 
imagery in this, the age of electronic 
reproduction, but a determination—
albeit unconscious—to encounter every 
woman I meet anew, shorn of all that 
tiresome baggage, the Balenciaga 
handbags full of fame, the Louis Vuit-
ton clutch bags blazoned with name 
and the Burberry plaid hold-
alls stuffed with cash.

Besides, it wasn’t the last 
time I would fail to recognize 
Ms. Moss—but more of that 
later. For now let me state for 
the record that I was in fact 
an early Moss adopter. Back 
in the early 1990s I began to 
hear from a stylist girlfriend 
of mine about a young model 
from Croydon who was set 
to take the fashion world by 
storm (and through the mod-
eling agency Storm). We were 
all hopelessly dissolute at the 
time, but even so the coinage 
heroin chic—which was already 
being applied to the Moss look—struck us 
as distinctly outré.

For stateside readers two concepts need to 
be explained here. Firstly Croydon, which is 
not so much a South London satellite town as 
a state of mind. Think suburban, then mag-
nify all suggestions of dullness by the power 
of a hundred. The notion of Moss as the ulti-
mately divine girl next door is given an earthly 
grounding in her origin among these serried 
ranks of redbrick and pebbledash semidetached 
houses, the daughter of a barmaid and a travel 
agent. Then there’s heroin chic, an expression 
that came out of a 1987 British government AIDS 
information campaign that featured a series of 
scabby waifs engaging in virus- transmissible activ-
ities under the slogan “Don’t die of ignorance.”

It was alleged at the time that kids, finding these post-
ers cool, were tacking them onto their bedroom walls, but 
I have my doubts. What isn’t debatable is that heroin chic 
fed into the campaign Moss shot for Calvin Klein a few 
years later. Looking back at those black, white and greige 
all over images of the model in her late teens and her tiny 

panties, I’m amazed at how wholesome 
she appears, since in the intervening 
years we’ve become utterly blasé about 
size-zero and age- Polanski models.

I don’t want to get bogged down 
in the Moss portfolio, because the 
truth is I’ve clocked only a couple of 
her campaigns. One was her hair-
 flicking prance for L’Oréal, although 
not because I’m a devotee of the sham-
poo; it is rather that the line “I declare 
war on split ends” insistently reminded 
me—and whichever of my kids I hap-
pened to be goggling at the box 
with—of the preamble to our  digital 
wrestling bouts: “One, two, three, four, 
I declare a thumb war.”

Even dressed up to the nines in the 
L’Oréal ad, Mossy still looked like 
the kind of girl who wouldn’t mind 
a thumb war, a tickle and a glass of 
milk before bedtime. It’s not a Lolita 
thing, this—Moss looks her age; it’s 
a certain wholesomeness that against 

all the evidence she manages 
effortlessly to project. A whole-
someness still bizarrely intact 
in this year’s Yves Saint Lau-
rent Parisienne ad, which sees 
the clitoral rose petals afloat-
ing onto her leather bustier 
as our Katie pleasures herself 
in a limo, rocking and rolling 
across Paris to the accompani-
ment of Depeche Mode.

Not one of those 2 billion 
magazines the Moss mush has 
fronted were flogged to me—
nor you, I imagine, and it’s not 
we who form the core market 
for whichever smelly water, 

slap or schmatte she’s being 
employed to flog this week. But globally, 
orbiting like a mirror above womankind, 
Moss reflects back at our wives, our girl-
friends, our daughters and even our 
mothers their dream of being excessively 
beautiful in the way only she is: super-
ordinary, to coin an expression.

Up until 2005, when pictures of Moss 
honking cocaine were plastered across 
the front cover of Britain’s Daily Mirror 
newspaper, she had an impressive shtick 
going as the J.D. Salinger of the beau-
tiful people: She had never given an 
interview, and her public pronounce-

ments were either the gnomic utterances 
of some catwalk sage or else the sort of sweet nothings 
we expect to drop out of an empty head. It depended 
on which way you wanted to take it (and her). All this 
fed into artist Marc Quinn’s desire to create a gold 
statue of La Mossima entitled simply Siren.

Quinn had done an earlier Moss statue in bronze. 
He managed to cast her head, but the model— 
perhaps wisely—offered the limbs of others in lieu of 



her own and refused to be por-
trayed without her tiny top and 
panties. Siren has the Moss-
alike looking suitably ataraxic, 
her legs tucked behind her 
golden head, her pudenda on 
the addenda to the plinth and 
the pupils of her priceless eyes 
burnished mirror shiny.

It was a bumper time for 
British artists making fuck-off 
expensive works. Damien Hirst 
exhibited For Love of God, a 
diamond- encrusted platinum 
skull that sported a sales tag of £50 mil-
lion. I’d handled the skull in a vault in Lon-
don’s diamond district, Hatton Garden, and 
a few months later I got to heft the skinny 
golden Moss-calf, which was stashed in a 
vault a mile or so away in Goldsmiths’ Hall, 
the City HQ of one of the livery companies 
descended from London’s medieval guilds.

At 110 pounds, the hollow 18-karat-gold 
statue (the largest to be made since antiquity) 
was coincidentally the same weight as Moss 
herself. As someone who has lifted her on to 
her plinth, I can attest she’s a cold hard bitch who comes 
apart at a central seam. Quinn and I were at the Goldsmiths’ 
Hall to have a chat about Siren for the catalog piece I was 
writing, and it was an irony not lost on us that the piece—
which cost £1.5 million to make—was steadily appreciating 
in value because all the liquidity was being sucked out of the 
surrounding financial district.

But Quinn’s Siren didn’t lure all those traders to the rocks 
any more than Kate Moss’s alleged cocaine use tarnished the 
image of unrestricted consumer greed leading to the great 
postboom hangover. If you’re looking for a model (ha-ha) of 
recovery from an economic crash, go no further than Moss, 
whose four-line statement in the wake of the Mirror revela-
tions was—given her sphinxlike public silence—the equiva-
lent of any other star’s tit-beating mea culpa on Oprah. With 
a judicious parachuting into rehab and a little lie-low for 
a couple of months, she was back maxing out her billings 
before the next year’s prêt-à- porter shows.

Without wishing to cast myself as a major 
scenester, the behavior that led to Moss’s little 
tabloid trip in 2005 was already well-known 
to insiders, and once she started running with 
former Libertines frontman Pete Doherty 
it seemed only a matter of time before she 
stumbled and fell. Doherty was a 
poster boy on the heroin- shabby 
side of things and seemed hell-bent 
on dying of ignorance; paparazzi 
followed them everywhere, and the 
bed- hopping, partner- swapping 
high jinks of Moss and her cote-
rie—dubbed “the Primrose Hill 
set” after the tony North London 
neighborhood where they mostly 
lived—had become the nation’s 
staple breakfast reading.

T h roughout  i t  a l l  Mos s 
remained oddly glowing, like her 
golden alter ego or some latter-day 

Dorian Gray. So when I say she 
comes apart at a central seam, 
I mean it. There’s obviously the 
shrewd Kate Moss who is very 
much the architect of her own 
image and destiny, and there’s 
another Kate who, despite more 
than averagely high appetites 
for those things in life that can 
be very good until they turn 
very nasty, nonetheless com-
mands a fierce loyalty.

And mark this: It isn’t sim-
ply a loyalty owed by her close 

friends—the omertà ripples out to include a gen-
erous sector of London’s bohemian haut monde, 
which brings me, neatly enough, to what I term 
the Second Great Moment of Non-Recognition. 
Earlier this year I was asked by a mutual friend 
to do a turn at a celebrity talent show being 
staged for charity, and so I pitched up at the 
Café de Paris to perform a trick cycle act of 
my own devising, comprising me and three 
scantily clad lovelies.

In the greenroom I saw a neat-
 featured blonde I thought was one of the 
lovelies allotted to me by the organizer 
and hailed her accordingly, “Hi, Ruby!”

“Ruby!” Moss spat—for indeed, it 
was she. “I’m no fucking Ruby!”

Throughout the evening, under the eyes of hundreds of 
people, Moss behaved, shall we say, with flamboyant disregard 
for convention. I shan’t go into detail, but while ostensibly part 
of a sober judging panel she often disappeared beneath the 
table. No one saw fit to censure her, and I’m not about to. From 
what the mutual friends tell me, she’s a charming soul given 
to cooking them her version of a full English breakfast after 
abandoned all- nighters. It seems fitting that Britain’s great-
est model should produce a model breakfast. This normally 
robust repast consists of multiple eggs, bacon rashers, sausages, 
baked beans and fried bread, but after the Moss treatment it 
becomes a bonne bouche–size affair: a single tiny egg, a sole 
toenail-size piece of bacon and half a piece of dry toast.

Perhaps the last word on Moss belongs to 
my wife, herself a keen aficionado of female 
beauty—and not in the manner of a credu-
lous consumer. At the same party where I 
first failed to recognize Moss, my wife had 
a long chat with her. They were getting on 
so well that Moss asked if she could take my 

wife’s number.
“Don’t bother,” my wife said 

self- deprecatingly. “We both know 
you’ll never ring it, but if you like 
I’ll take yours.”

When she told me this later I 
asked eagerly, “And did you? Did 
you take her number?”

“Well,” my wife said philosophi-
cally, “I wanted to, and I had my 
phone out to key it in, but I just 
couldn’t bear to take my eyes away 
from her face to look at the keypad.”

Believe me, Kate Moss really is 
that beautiful.

SHE’S GIVEN TO 

COOKING HER 

 VERSION OF A FULL 

 ENGLISH BREAKFAST.



HECUBA MANEROS GOD OF WAR III (PS3)

She knew there was never any real hope, of 

course. All the other concubines had died days 

ago. Poseidon had left them with no food, only 

water. And lots of it, the bastard. So she made 

her peace with Zeus and prepared for the jour-

ney across the River Styx. But now what was 

this Spartan doing here? And why was he 

covered in ashes and blood? More important, 

was he here to help her? No, she thought. This 

is not a man who knows compassion, either 

given or received. Athena, bless my soul, she 

thought, for all is truly lost.

SKYLAR ST. CLAIRE

THE SABOTEUR (360, PC, PS3)

When Sean drunkenly proposi-

tioned her last night, there was 

little Skylar could do to resist, 

between the leather, the smell of 

engine oil and his win on the race-

track. Plus, they’re on the same 

side, spying on the Nazis. It was 

a relief to be with someone who 

understood how bold hiding can 

be, even for one night.

PLAYBOY’S WOMEN OF VIDEO GAMES

VIDEO GAMES LET US LIVE OUT OUR FANTASIES. AND 

WE FANTASIZE ABOUT MORE THAN JUST SHOOTING 

BIG GUNS. FROM DEMON LOVERS TO MOB MOLLS TO 

ARMS DEALERS, THESE ARE THE YEAR’S HOTTEST 

INTERACTIVE INAMORATAS

LOLITA CHANG

CRIMECRAFT (PC)

Lolita runs a tight shop. Ever the 

self- reliant type, she person-

ally cleans, oils and files the se-

rial numbers off every gun she 

gets as soon as they come in so 

they’re always ready to go. Kind 

of like Lolita herself. Just make 

sure you’re in fighting form; she’s 

been known to take potshots at 

men who don’t deliver the goods.
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BEATRICE 

 PORTINARI 

DANTE’S 

 INFERNO (360, 

PSP, PS3)

Lie down with 

dogs, you get up 

with fleas. Lie 

down with the 

lord of filth and 

flies, and you 

get eternity in 

the underworld. 

Beatrice wanted 

only to keep 

Dante safe while 

he fought in the 

crusades. Being 

abducted by the 

Prince of Dark-

ness was not part 

of the bargain. 

But while she 

knows her lover is 

the cause of her 

soul’s damnation, 

she also knows 

his devotion to 

her is the key to 

her salvation. Oh, 

Dante, will you 

remain true?

BELLA ANTO-

NELLI  MAFIA II 

(360, PC, PS3)

So the heist 

didn’t go perfect, 

Vito thought to 

himself. Joe 

never could keep 

his big mouth 

shut. But he was 

alive, wasn’t he? 

And alive with 

a  couple bullet 

holes beats dead 

and pretty. Be-

sides, Maria here 

(it was Maria, 

right?) was pretty 

enough for both 

of them. Hell, a 

little pain and suf-

fering were worth 

it to see the look 

on Eddie’s face 

when he tossed 

four sacks of cash 

onto his desk all 

casual-like. But 

first, a toast. To 

Maria. It was 

 Maria, right?

MADISON PAIGE HEAVY RAIN (PS3) 

Madison hadn’t slept in three days, and “drained” didn’t begin to 

 cover it. All she knew was she didn’t want to see Them again. Not 

now. There was no way she could take it in her state. Right now all 

she wanted was a shower. Something hot and wet to wash the cold, 

dirty world off her. The water would do her good. After that it was 

time to get dressed, get her camera and voice recorder, then head 

over to that motel. She’d be able to sleep there; she was sure of it. 
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HOT SEAT: The Aidan Gill for Men barbershop, New Orleans (above).

PLAYBOY’S

ULTIMATE

GUIDE TO

2010.

ENTER THE 

NEW DECADE 

WITH YOUR 

FORWARD

Grooming

“IN TODAY’S WORLD, APPEARANCE AND CONDUCT MATTER,” wrote Clinton 
T. Greenleaf III in Attention to Detail: A Gentlemen’s Guide to Professional Appearance and  Conduct. 
“People are initially judged by the way they look. Those who want to succeed take the time to look their 
best and act appropriately on all occasions. The level of care reflected in your appearance and manners 
attracts positive attention and admiration, which fosters confidence.” Too true—now more than ever. 
Even if it’s a front, it doesn’t matter. Want that job? You’d better exude confidence and  togetherness. 
Want that girl? Then you’d better look as if you care about yourself as much as she should (or she’ll 
think you’re yet another of the “fun- employed”). Woody Allen once quipped, “Eighty percent of suc-
cess is showing up.” Well, in these hairy times at least 10 percent of it is about  looking well- groomed 
and showing up. Get it together with this essential, classic guide to cleaning up your act or letting it 
all hang out—either way, smartly. It’s 2010, for Christ’s sake.
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Slice  
of Life
THE LATEST IN CUTTING-EDGE 

RAZORS? VINTAGE BLADES

B efore the days of disposable Bics and 
plastic Mach3s, when shaves were 
close, drinks were stiff and there was no 

such gender as metrosexual, civilized males 
used straight- edged razors to shear them-
selves with panache. Although men weren’t 
self- conscious enough to take real notice, 
their shavers were statements of refinement 
and personality. England’s Steve Demp-
ster has made it his mission to exhume and 
preserve some of the finer vintage makes. 
His company, the Invisible Edge (www.the 
invisibleedge.co.uk), restores and sells 
artfully constructed straight razors in shave-
 ready condition. “Using a straight shows you 
have courage enough to master a potentially 
dangerous new skill,” Dempster says, “and 
you’re fed up with buying throwaway bits 
of plastic just to save yourself 10 minutes 
in the morning.” When handled correctly, 
a straight razor will remove stubble in one 
pass and minimally exfoliate the skin rather 
than leave razor burn. A good high- carbon-
 steel blade will last a lifetime —and looks 
awfully old- school on your washstand. At 
right is a selection of restored vintage razors 
from Dempster’s apothecary, as well as from 
Aidan Gill (aidan gillformen.com). From top: 
Made in Britain circa 1890, with  tortoiseshell 
handle and gold-wash blade ($80); new 
Edwin Jagger old- fashioned chopper rep-
lica ($380); W.R. Case & Sons’ Case’s 
Ace, made in Bradford, Pennsylvania in the 
1930s ($140 to $175); Frederick Fenney’s 
Tally-Ho!, made in Ireland in the 1840s, fit-
ted with new buffalo-horn handle ($270 to 
$320); the Thiers- Issard Guillochage, made 
in France in the late 20th century, with blond 
buffalo-horn handle ($240 to $270); circa 
1910 ($90). —Jared Paul Stern

ROCKY MOUNTAIN HIGH

A 
rule of thumb: It’s cool for guys to go for a spa getaway but only if there’s a bar. 
Which the new Spa of the Rockies has. Just west of Vail and Aspen, in tiny Glen-
wood Springs, it also boasts the largest mineral hot-springs pool in the world. A 

far cry from John Denver’s earnest warbles, the spa is coed but has taken steps to ensure 
that mountain men will be content. The rooms in the newly renovated circa-1888 sand-
stone bathhouse have been kitted out with flat-screen TVs, and it offers special massage 
treatments designed for fellows in need of R&R. Couples treatments are also available, or 
men can unwind solo with a mineral soak in the wood- paneled locker room. Grab a “cab” 
at the poolside grill or get a workout in the athletic club. The hot-springs pool spans the 
length of two city blocks and stays at 90 degrees year-round, so it’s well worth a ski-trip 
detour. Is anything better than watching a snowstorm steam up your hot tub of love, along 
with a bottle of red? ($139 to $309 a night, hotspringspool.com) —J.P.S.

TIP NO. 1: There’s never a reason to keep a raised mole on your face unless it’s talking to you…
and then you’re insane. A dermatologist can get rid of it by laser. It doesn’t hurt and takes less than 
a minute, but be careful around your eyes—those areas could scar. If your doctor is a pal, he’ll let 
health insurance cover it, claiming it could be precancerous.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY SEAN GARDNER AND JAMES IMBROGNO



86

TIP NO. 2: There are only a few things men should absolutely manscape: unibrows, toenails, finger-
nails and nose, ear and back hair. As for pubic grooming, to each his (and her) own.

IT’S IN 
THE BAG
THE ONLY “MURSE” A 
MAN WILL EVER NEED, 
AND ALL THAT GOES IN IT

G
enericized like the Scotch tape and Q-tips 
brands, the dopp kit—invented in 1936—
has come to define any leather or nylon 

carrier in which to keep your hair, teeth and 
face gear when traveling. The brainchild of the 
leather-goods maker Charles Doppelt, the size 
of the thing says it all: If it doesn’t fit, leave it 
behind.  Designers such as Jack Spade,  Mulholland 
Brothers and Salvatore Ferragamo offer refined 
dopps that have come a long way from the ones 
issued to GIs during World War II. OakStreet Man 
makes the ultimate version ($600, oakstreetman 
.net), handmade from the finest Italian and Scan-
dinavian leathers, with a washable cotton-linen 
liner and a set of German steel grooming tools. 
What else to put in it? Take your pick. —J.P.S.

INSIDE THE KIT, 

FROM LEFT: Tom 
Ford Tuscan Leather 
Eau de Parfum 
($260), a fragrance 
tough guys can 
wear with pride; 
Neutrogena T-Gel 
shampoo ($5), a fine 

everyday washer 
that also helps 
 control  dandruff; 
Shave Emollient 
Relieve by Hom-
mage ($65), what 
they shave with 
in Paris; Smooth 
and Sophisticated 

Pomade by Axe 
($6), because 
pomade never 
goes out of style; 
Grooming Lounge 
ultrasoft  badger 
shaving brush 
($90), because your 
face deserves it.

OUTSIDE THE 

KIT, FROM LEFT: 

Pinaud Clubman 
aftershave lotion 
($7), with a bottle 
that looks as if it 
belongs on a bar; 
Kent gentlemen’s 
hairbrush ($136), 

old school, just 
like your dad had; 
Clinique Skin Sup-
plies for Men Age 
Defense for Eyes 
($23), for protect-
ing your body’s 
most sensitive skin; 
Jack Black RxSeries 

Protein Booster Skin 
Serum ($60), to  
help keep the years 
off your face; Man-
groomer Private 
Body Shaver ($40)—
keep this one in a 
drawer where she 
won’t see it.

Stiff Upper Lip IF YOU ARE GOING TO SPORT A MUSTACHE, 
KNOW THAT YOU WILL BE TYPECAST

“Bias is everywhere, 
and the deep dis-
crimination against 
the mustached Amer- 
ican race in the 
United States has 

been per vas ive 
since the 1960s,” 
warns the American 
Mustache Institute. 
“Acceptance of lip 
sweaters has ebbed 

and flowed, but the 
mustache’s glory 
years, of course, were 
the 1970s, when a 
man or woman could 
wear a  mustache 

without scorn.” In 
recent years the 
mustache has resur-
faced, particularly 
among the Holly-
wood elite at work. 

Ask Daniel Craig. He 
grows a mustache 
and—voilà—he’s a 
cop. On Broadway. 
The thing about a 
mustache: Wear it 

self- consciously and 
you’re a rube. Wear 
it with pride and you 
are now any of the 
following types of 
mustachioed men.

The Villain
G. Gordon Liddy, 
Adolf Hitler, 
Captain Hook, 
 Vincent Price

The Goofball
Charlie Chaplin, 
Groucho Marx, 
Gene Shalit, Peter 
Sellers, Borat

The Good Old Boy
Burt Reynolds,  
Josh Brolin,  
Jackie  Gleason, 
Sam Elliott

The Sleaze
John Waters, Philip 
Seymour  Hoffman, 
Ron Jeremy, 
 Wooderson

The Tycoon
Howard Hughes, 
Ted Turner, John D. 
Rockefeller,  Daniel 
Plainview

The Cocksman
Billy Dee Williams, 
Freddie Mercury, 
Errol Flynn, Clark 
Gable, Tom  Selleck
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Making the Cut
UNISEX IS DEAD: ENTER THE BARBERSHOP REVIVAL

A
long with the milk-
man, the soda jerk, the 
shoe shiner and the 

newspaper boy, the neighbor-
hood barber seemed to have 
vanished. In these economi-
cally addled times, however, 
with men looking for ways to 
cut back, hot towels, straight-
razor shaves and classic cuts 
(with a complimentary Guin-
ness or scotch) are increasingly 
in demand. Think of the bar-
bershop as an affordable way 
to pass some time and get 

yourself cleaned up in the 
process. “A guy walks into 
a place like ours and says to 
himself, This is how it’s sup-
posed to be; this is home,” says 
Aidan Gill, whose Aidan Gill 
for Men in the Uptown neigh-
borhood of New Orleans is a 
temple to the barber’s craft. In 
business for almost 20 years—
and a survivor of Hurricane 
Katrina—Gill is vigorously 
traditional. But that’s not to 
be confused with  sentimental. 
When, a month before his 

suicide,  Hunter S. Thompson 
sat for a shave and a haircut in 
Gill’s chair and asked permis-
sion to smoke (he also offered 
Gill a line of cocaine), Gill told 
the good doctor, “Light yourself 
on fire for all I care.” Accord-
ing to a recent census, 47,426 
barbershops operate in the 
States today—surely there’s 
one a short distance from you. 
While barbering may be con-
sidered a humble profession, 
the new crop of barbershops 
have a fresh grip on time-

honored skills. It is, to them, 
an art. Says the religiously 
bow- tied Gill, “If I am going 
to be a humble barber, then I 
am going to be the best fucking 
humble barber in the history 
of the universe.” Adds Goose, 
proprietor of Legends: The Bar-
bershop, an 18-seat L.A. spot 
where the barbers have tattooed 
scissors on their arms, “Every 
man needs a good mechanic, a 
good barber and a good tailor. 
He finds a good one, he sticks 
with them.” —Mike Ruffino

THE
LIST
PLAYBOY’S 

TOP 10 

BARBERSHOPS 

IN AMERICA

1. Aidan Gill—2026 Magazine 
Street, New Orleans, 504-587-
9090, aidangillformen.com
2. Legends—5320 Wilshire 
Boulevard, Los Angeles, 
323-936-8922, legendsthe 
barbershop.com
3. Neighborhood Barbers—439 
East Ninth Street, New York, 
212-777-0798, neighborhood  
barbersnyc.com
4. Freemans Sporting Club— 
8 Rivington Street, New York, 

212-673-3209, freemans 
sportingclub.com
5. 2B Groomed Studios—270 
South 11th Street, Phila-
delphia, 215-925-3505, 
2bgroomed.com
6. State Street Barbers—1151 
West Webster Avenue, Chi-
cago, 773-477-7721, state 
streetbarbers.com
7. Man-Mur Barber Shop—
2708 Hillsborough Street, 
Raleigh, North Carolina,  

919-832-4140
8. La Flamme—21 Dunster 
Street, Cambridge, Massachu-
setts, 617-354-8377
9. Acme Barber Shop—103a 
Bellevue Avenue East, Seattle, 
206-709-2263, acmebarber 
shop.com
10. Michael Alan’s—1400 
Kings Highway,  Nor th 
Cherry Hill, New Jersey,  
856-354-1212, michaelalans 
barbers.com

TIP NO. 3: Smoke much? Ever gotten drunk and burned a brow or singed your eyelashes? Men 
can now use Latisse, the Brooke Shields–endorsed solution that noticeably grows lashes back in two 
months. To apply, squeeze one drop onto a small brush and run it just over the eyelid or under the 
eyebrow. The prescription medication costs $120 for a month’s supply.

CHOP SHOP: New Orleans barber Aidan Gill.





“If Petrosino had died a president or an emperor, no deeper or truer show of 
feeling could have been manifested than was shown by the 200,000 citizens 
who lined the sidewalks.” —The New York Times, April 13, 1909

fice shuttered, every flagpole trimmed 

at half-mast. Five open carriages full of 

flowers, 3,200 policemen, including five 

platoons of mounted officers , 333 fire-

fighters, all 60 of the city’s Italian fra-

ternal organizations, more than 3,000 

marchers in the funeral cortege alone. On 

point marched the police band; behind it, 

in scarlet tunics and blue-gray trousers, 

strode the patriotic Garibaldi Guard. At 

every block they alternated “Nearer, My 

God, to Thee” with the Italian national 

anthem. Ten times police had to push 

back the crowd.

Nearly a quarter of a million people 

came to honor a detective who earned 

$2,700 a year at the time of his death. 

Giuseppe “Joseph” Petrosino was the 

poorest man ever to receive a public fu-

neral in New York, a member of one of 

the most reviled nationalities to limp 

ashore in the promised land.

It was a funeral as only New Yorkers 

do funerals.

The story is too vast to be his alone. 

Petrosino was one of three men who de-

fined American justice. The two others: 

New York’s reform- minded police com-

missioner and future president, Theo-

dore Roosevelt, and Vito Cascio Ferro, the 

first Dapper Don, the true Vito Corleone, 

t was a funeral as only New Yorkers do 

funerals.

The body of NYPD detective lieutenant 

Joseph Petrosino arrived in New York Harbor 

from Palermo aboard the Slavonia on Good 

Friday, April 9, 1909. When the coffin was 

opened, the undertakers nearly  fainted: 

Sent home unembalmed, the body was 

black and swollen, a final insult and warn-

ing from Petrosino’s mafioso enemies.

A day later grief and accusations echoed 

down Lafayette Street. Petrosino lay in 

wake inside the Republican League, the 

same place from which Petrosino’s life-

long friend and ally Theodore Roosevelt 

had helped launch both their legends. È 
morto, il  povero Pet-

rosino! He’s dead, 

poor Petrosino, as-

sassinated by the 

Mafia, against whom 

he had battled all his 

adult life. Day and 

night they came, 

11,000 mourners in 

black suits and bowler hats, black lace 

dresses and squeaky grandmother’s 

shoes, in butcher’s aprons, in whipcord 

blues with gleaming brass buttons, trudg-

ing the narrow stairway to the closed 

wooden coffin with its cross of pink and 

white carnations.

Just after noon on Monday, April 12, 

New York stood still as Petrosino’s coffin 

was carried from Old St. Patrick’s Cathe-

dral on Mott Street to a six-horse caisson. 

If the weight of the hermetically sealed 

metal container inside the wooden cof-

fin did not buckle the knees of the NYPD 

pallbearers, the sight before them must 

have: a sea of humanity, lining sidewalks, 

crowding onto roof-

tops, hanging from 

lampposts, leaning 

from window ledges. 

They tossed flow-

ers, waved flags and 

wept. Every shop in 

the city closed, ev-

ery school and of-



who helped mythologize the ugly art of 

 murder, defining the rules of organized 

crime decades before Lucky Luciano and 

Meyer Lansky.

Petrosino. Roosevelt. Cascio Ferro.

SHOE-SHINE BOY

The Petrosino clan of Salerno arrived in 

New York in 1873 with the wave of mostly 

northern Italian immigrants, skilled and 

semiskilled workers who could afford the 

passage and were desperately needed 

by the post–Civil War industrial revolu-

tion. Thirteen-year-old Giuseppe, now 

Joseph, was short-legged, with wrestler 

shoulders, blacksmith arms, ham-hock 

fists and a bullmastiff head. His pow-

erful constitution helped him survive 

a bout of smallpox that pitted his face. 

On sojourns to PS 23 on Mulberry Street, 

Joseph defended his Italian schoolmates 

against assaults by the neighborhood 

one in NYPD history—to swear in Pet-

rosino, who at five feet three inches was 

five inches short of the height require-

ment. Manhattan now had one Italian-

 speaking officer for 100,000 immigrants 

and scores of  vicious gangs.

On his first patrol the proud Petrosino 

was dismayed by his reception. Some 

hissed and whistled, calling out “We have 

parsley, see the parsley” (in the dialect 

of southern 

Irish. He had a simple technique: Hit ’em 

till they drop.

At the age of 20 Petrosino ran a mod-

estly profitable newspaper and shoe-shine 

stand on Mulberry Street outside Central 

Police Station, whose officers were his best 

customers. The station captain, Alexander 

Williams, had earned the sobriquet Clubber 

by using his nightstick to clear a saloon. It 

was Clubber Williams who had named the 

Tenderloin, the vice-filled area surrounding 

the 30th Street Precinct—the center cut of 

extracurricular income for the NYPD.

Petrosino’s demolition of neighborhood 

thugs bent on taking his corner likely caught 

Clubber’s eye. By 1880 Italian immmigra-

tion to Manhattan was growing, with thou-

sands fleeing the poverty and upheaval in 

Sicily. On the Lower East Side and in Italian 

Harlem uptown, murder, robbery, extortion 

and a crime of particular worry to the Secret 

Service, counterfeiting, had exploded.

Astonishingly, the Manhattan NYPD em-

ployed not a single Italian- speaking officer. 

In 1882 Clubber sought out Petrosino—newly 

employed as a foreman of sanitation crews 

loading garbage scows on the East River—

and urged him to gather intelligence about 

crimes throughout the 

Italian Lower East Side, 

an early form of auxiliary 

police work. He learned to 

read faces and gestures, 

to follow an investigation 

and go unnoticed. When 

he later became the most 

famous police officer 

in New York, Petrosino 

refined the art of under-

cover work, dressing as 

a blind beggar, a sanita-

tion worker, a Hasidic 

Jew; his closet resembled 

the wardrobe room of the 

Metropolitan Opera.

By 1883 Petrosino had 

become so successful 

that Clubber received a 

dispensation—the only 

(continued on page 170)
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we’ll always have

P H O T O G R A P H Y  B Y S T E P H E N  W A Y D A

Following her success on 
The Amazing Race, Miss 

J anuary hits the City of Lights

p a r i s
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See more of Miss January 
at club.playboy.com.
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Mountain

Après-ski 
with the 
amazing 
Miss 
February

photography by

Arny 
Freytag
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See more of Miss February  
at club.playboy.com.
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CARS Y
OF
THE

BY KEN GROSS

Despite the industry gloom and doom, extraordinary things are happening in the car 

business. Ford is leading an American comeback. Fiat, of all automakers, is saving 

Chrysler. The VW Group, now number three in the world, bought Porsche. Mighty 

Toyota has been blindsided by quality issues, including a wayward floor mat. And 

Korean carmakers are surging. We’re witnessing tremendous progress in safety 

innovation, affordable horsepower and, most of all, fuel-efficient technology. With 

such heated competition among brands, there’s tremendous value available to the 

consumer.  PLAYBOY will always look for style and high performance. We’ve traveled 

the globe, driving everything on wheels. Here are our picks for 2010.

THE EDITORS OF PLAYBOYAND

BEST
CONVERT-
IBLE:
Ferrari
California

Engine: 
4.3-liter 
DOHC V8

MPG:
13 city/
19 highway
Price: 
$192,000

Horsepower: 453
Zero to 60: 
under 4.0
secondsFor Ferrari, reviving the California name invites comparison with a legend. The origi-

nal debuted in 1957 (think of the car in Ferris Bueller’s Day Off) and was made in 
Enzo Ferrari’s factory in Maranello, Italy expressly for the American market. With its 
sleek lines and three-liter engine, it quickly became as iconic as the celebrities who 
drove it (Brigitte Bardot, et al.). Only 106 were made. A 1961 California owned by 
James Coburn sold in 2008 for $10.9 million. The new iteration sports several Ferrari 
firsts, such as a retractable hardtop, a front-engine V8 with direct injection, a stacked 
exhaust, a slick new Getrag seven-speed dual-clutch transmission and a launch-
control system that zooms you from zero to 60 in under four seconds. We drove one 
in Carmel Valley, California near Highway 68, using twisty, steep Laureles Grade Road 
as our private mini-track. Upshifting is swift and automatic, and the 4.3-liter engine’s 
four-pipe rumble will make you feel like Felipe Massa out on the highway. Convertibles 
and chassis rigidity aren’t usually compatible, but the born-again California’s solid 
bones are superstiff. The ride is compliant, the steering precise, the Italian leather 
luscious, and those enormous carbon ceramic brakes work without annoying snatches. 
Like a beautiful woman, this car is fast, exciting and very hard to get. Even if you can 
afford it, you’ll have to be patient—the waiting list is 18 months long.
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Nissan’s Z sports coupe has long been a performance bargain. The original 240Z appeared in the States in 1970 under the 
Datsun badge, and with its beautiful shape, punchy throttle and low price, it was a great choice for young Americans who 
couldn’t afford Jags or BMWs. Nissan has been making Zs ever since, and the new Nismo (short for Nissan Motorsports) 
is the best Z yet, a not so thinly disguised tuner car for the street. The first thing you notice is the tweaked body. The 
sensually sculpted Nismo is seven inches longer than the stock Z, thanks to the radically restyled aerodynamic nose with 
integrated chin spoilers, a larger rear wing and a functional air diffuser. Nismo mods also include a new front strut tower 
brace, stiffer springs and up-rated shocks, plus wider, stickier Yokohama Advan Sport tires on forged alloy Rays wheels. 
We loved the crisp-shifting six-speed manual (the only tranny available) with Nissan’s SynchroRev, which expertly revs the 
engine as you downshift. There’s enough Nismo badging to ensure people know you’ve paid the difference, if you care. 
For half the price of Nissan’s GT-R (last year’s  PLAYBOY Car of the Year), this Japanese beauty is a lot of GT.

EAR2010

HORSEPOWER VALUE:

Nissan Nismo 370Z

Engine:
3.7-liter 
DOHC V6

MPG: 18 city/
26 highway
Price: $39,130

Horsepower: 350 Zero to 60: 5.1 seconds 



Once again, the Mazdaspeed3 proves size doesn’t matter; it’s how you shake it. Consider this bit of zoom-zoom a Mazda5 on 
steroids (the two models share most of the same sheet metal) but with a cheeky grille grin, a Subaru-esque hood scoop (which 
helps force air into the high-mounted intercooler), not so subtle aero bodywork, plenty of power and a sticker that’s irresistible. 
The six-speed manual is a treat. Even if you add the $1,895 Tech package, featuring a cute nav screen, serious Bose audio 
and Bluetooth capability, you’re still under $26,000 out the door in a hot-looking ass kicker that rips up turns and delivers 
on the acceleration front (expect a little torque steer, though). The thing actually seats five, with decent luggage space under 
its hatch. There’s a little MX-5 Miata in every Mazda, and after hustling this one through the swooping elevation changes of 
Virginia’s Blue Ridge Mountains, we were convinced that goes double for this screamer.

German carmakers have united for the time being behind clean diesel as the green engineering of the future. Case in point: Audi’s 
R15 TDI diesel Le Mans racing car, so efficient it cruises by at more than 200 mph while barely making a sound (quite a sight in the 
black of night). Both BMW and Audi launched wonderful diesels in the States in 2009. Audi’s A3 TDI—considered one of Europe’s 
cleanest and most fuel-efficient models—gets our nod for clean diesel of the year. We zipped one around New York City and up into 
the Catskill foothills, loving the two-liter four cylinder’s low-end torque (236 foot-pounds at 1,750 rpm), phenomenal highway mile-
age and eye-pleasing Euro packaging. Not to mention the killer price tag. A squat, compact hatchback (Audi calls it a sportback), it’s 
surprisingly roomy; with 19.5 cubic feet of storage behind the rear seat, it has plenty of room for a set of clubs. Go for the optional 
S-Tronic dual-clutch transmission. Switch on the fly from drive to sport mode and the gearbox will offer up quicker shifts and leave 
you in a lower gear longer, allowing more access to that delicious low-end torque.

Engine: two-
liter DOHC 
turbo I-4

MPG: 30 city/
42 highway
Price: $29,950

Horsepower: 140 Zero to 60: 9.1 secondsDIESEL IS BACK:
Audi A3 TDI

Engine: 2.3- liter 
DOHC turbo I-4

MPG: 18 city/
25 highway
Price: $23,945

Horsepower: 263 Zero to 60: 5.6 seconds BANG FOR YOUR BUCK:
Mazdaspeed3

by A.J. Baime

F 
or my money, the BMW M5 is the 
standard-bearer for luxury sedans 
you’d want to drive on a racetrack. 

There are those who kneel at the altar of 
BMW engineering, and I’m among them. 
So we pitted our Car of the Year—Porsche’s 
Panamera Turbo sedan—against the M5 at 
New Jersey Motorsports Park’s awesome 
Lightning Raceway. Yes, we know: com-

paring apples to oranges. The Porsche is 
about $45,000 more than the BMW. So it 
should be a one-sided contest, right? Driv-
ing against me was Bloomberg car colum-
nist Jason Harper. I started in the BMW. 
My goal? To show Jason how it’s done. Out 
on the track I hammered the M5’s five- liter 
V10, the tach needle rocketing toward the 
8,200 rpm redline. It was a club day, so 

BMW M5 vs. 
Porsche Panamera
Battle of the ultimate 
luxury sport sedans



Ford Motor Company is America’s success story these days, and the Taurus—a very decent piece in basic form—takes on a new 
personality when those SHO badges are affixed. The SHO (Super High Output) first appeared two decades ago with a 220 bhp V6, 
a serious alternative to pricier Euro sedans despite its plain wrapper. The new third-gen SHO is less understated, with brawny good 
looks, all-wheel drive and a torrid 365 bhp V6 with EcoBoost, which uses a twin-turbo system combined with direct injection to 
deliver high power efficiently. No lightweight at 4,368 pounds, the SHO needs all its 350 foot-pounds of torque to charge up hills, 
but the behind-the-back punch is solid, with no noticeable turbo lag. You’ll think it’s a V8. For the money, you’d pay a lot more for 
an xDrive 5 Series BMW and not get much difference in truly usable on-road performance. Ford offers an optional Performance Pack 
with added punch in the pedal if you really want to chase Bimmers. We’ve driven a Ford lately, and we like it. On with the SHO.…

BMW’s long-standing success as a definitive German brand whose vehicles consistently deliver on a spirited ride allows 
the Müncheners to occasionally depart from their carefully prepared text and offer up something totally unexpected. 
The new 5 Series GT is an example, a streamlined fastback sedan with a clever two-piece tailgate that can function as 
either a hatchback or a trunk. Some buyers may be hesitant about this model’s unusual styling (we’re not), but even if 
you are, you’ll love its bristling performance. The powerful 407 bhp twin-turbo V8 manhandled just about everything 
else on the road in northern New Jersey, where we tested the GT near BMW’s North American headquarters. With roomy 
and comfortable backseats (the designers say they had a jetliner in mind), this GT is a fast, go-anywhere all-purpose 
utility vehicle with none of the annoying trucklike features of an SUV. Competent, taut and very BMW-ish, this could 
be the new roomier and more practical shape of sedans to come.

REBORN 
BEAUTY:
Ford
Taurus SHO

Engine:
3.5-liter DOHC 
twin-turbo V6

MPG:
17 city/
25 highway
Price: 
$37,995

Horsepower: 365
Zero to 60:
about 5.5
seconds

Engine: four-
liter DOHC 
twin-turbo V8

MPG: 15 city/
21 highway
Price: about $65,000 

Horsepower: 400 Zero to 60: 5.4 secondsBEST CROSSOVER:

BMW 5 Series Gran Turismo

there were other cars out there, some seri-
ous machinery. Shrieking out of a carousel-
like turn onto a half-mile straight, the M5 
hit 130 mph before I had to jump on the 
brakes, steering into a sharp uphill right-
hander in tight traffic. Thanks to those big 
vented cross-drilled disc brakes, all my 
limbs are still attached. For a burly machine 
(4,012 pounds), the M5 eats up corners. 

Still, I couldn’t catch Jason in the Pana-
mera. Was he the better driver, or was the 
Panamera the superior car? We switched. 
With its 4.8-liter twin-turbo V8, the Pana-
mera Turbo  darts to 60 in four seconds, 
outdoing the M5 by a half second. It’s blis-
tering fast, hitting 140 on the straight. The 
Porsche is longer and heavier, and I could 
feel the extra 300 pounds in the corners. 

Four NFL linemen could sit comfortably in 
this beast. But coming out of those corners, 
hard on the pedal, the Porsche accelerated 
with fury, the shrill exhaust note Wagnerian. 
Still, I couldn’t catch Jason in the M5. Con-
clusions? Man, that guy can drive. And I’d 
be proud to have either car in my garage. 
To each his own, but if you’ve got the extra 
45 grand, I’d go for the Porsche.



 W
e’ve seen more innovation in car technology in 
the past five years than we saw in the last half 
century. Why? Buyers are thinking with their wal-
lets and with the future of the planet in mind. 

We’ve seen cars that run on everything from hydrogen to 
algae to used french-fry oil. Thanks 
to Toyota’s tiny green giant, the 
Prius, luxury brands like Porsche, 
Mercedes- Benz, Infiniti and BMW 
are all producing hybrids this year 
or next. Even Ferrari says it is 
testing hybrid prototypes. Nissan 
hopes to snag 20,000 reserva-
tions by the end of 2010 for its 
all- electric 2012 Leaf hatchback 
sedan, while Audi’s e-tron sports 
car will follow in the blazing track 
of the Tesla as an all-electric light-
ning-fast two- seater. Even Rolls-
Royce is talking about an electric 
Phantom. And then of course 
there’s the highly anticipated 

Chevy Volt. The sexiest green car on the horizon? Fisker’s 
Karma (pictured above), which debuts later in 2010. A 
$100,000 mad-sexy sport sedan, it’s billed to run 50 miles 
on electric power alone before kicking on the gas power 
plant. So what’s out there now? We’re tipping our hat to 

Ford’s Fusion Hybrid as PLAYBOY’s 
Green Car of the Year. Thanks to 
the Fusion, driving a hybrid doesn’t 
mean you have to suffer kooky 
exterior styling, amusement-park-
ride linear dynamics and pathetic 
acceleration. With 41 mpg city 
and 36 mpg highway EPA rat-
ings, the Fusion is the most fuel-
efficient midsize sedan available. 
Best of all, the Fusion can operate 
in electric-only mode at up to 47 
mph. The Prius can battery boogie 
at only half that speed. With its 
six- speaker stereo, traction con-
trol, ABS and more, you’re not 
giving up a thing to go green. 

Engine: 
2.5-liter 
I-4

Horsepower: 191
Zero to 60: 8.7 
seconds

Fisker Karma

Engine: 
6.2-liter 
DOHC V8

MPG: 13 city/
20 highway
Price: $88,750

MPG: 41 
city/36 
highway
Price: 
$27,625

Horsepower: 518 Zero to 60: 4.4 secondsSPORT SEDAN:
Mercedes-Benz E 63 AMG

MEAN AND GREEN:
Ford Fusion Hybrid

There’s discernible musculature under the taut skin of MB’s new E 63 AMG, a sense of purpose about its lowered stance and the 
muted growl from those four huge tailpipes. We drove the car on German autobahns and in the Austrian Alps, where it was right at 
home in the fast lane. We passed cars helter-skelter and wailed on the mountain twisties in a delightfully undignified manner. Com-
pletely reworked from the stock E-class sedan at MB’s AMG facility in Affalterbach, Germany, this ride gilds the performance lily with 
its wicked 6.2-liter V8 that’ll rev past seven grand. Naturally the Benz brigade loaded it with every high-tech feature you can imagine: 
optional push-button start, seven-speed manumatic with a wet-plate clutch, RS (Race Start) launch-setting button, an Attention Assist 
drowsiness-detection system, optional Night View Assist Plus.… Want more? How about an option  to bypass the 155 mph governor 
for a heady 186 mph top speed? Stick Grandma in the backseat and see how she likes it. You won’t get much change back from your 
$100,000 bill, but we’d stack this baby up against more expensive Maseratis or even Bentleys for serious sport-sedan laurels.

GREEN &
GORGEOUS
The quest for fuel 
efficiency has resulted 
in an unparalleled 
engineering renaissance



Inside, the Pana-
mera is luxury-
 saloon elegant 
and as high tech 
as tomorrow, with 
every conceivable 
driver aid. The 
leather coddles, 
and the rear seats 
are big enough to 
hold two six- footers 
comfortably. Go for 
the Bose upgrade, 
which features 
no fewer than 14 
speakers: You’ll 
think Mick and 
Keith are  sitting in 
the car with you, 
jamming away.

Just think about it: Porsche’s first-ever sedan. Germany’s leading sports car manufacturer has packed everything it learned in half a 
century of great road cars and world-class racing into a remarkable four-door achievement. It’s available in three variants—the two-
wheel-drive S ($89,800), the all-wheel-drive 4S ($93,800) and the top-of-the-line Turbo (our pick). We put on the miles in all three— 
on the road and on two racetracks, including Road America, one of the most storied racing venues in the U.S. A big car with vast 
interior space, the Turbo swept through the track’s famed high-speed Carousel turn with confidence, stormed the straights and juked 
through turns like an all-star running back. The seven-speed PDK dual-clutch manual gearbox is creamy smooth. Composite ceramic 
brakes are an option, but the standard ventilated stoppers do the job. A stop-start feature shuts down the engine during long idles and 
restarts it the second the brake pedal is released, just like a hybrid. Though the direct-injection 500 bhp V8 is mounted up front, Porsche 
has captured all the visceral feel you’d expect, the essential DNA of a 911. That’s why the Panamera is  PLAYBOY’s 2010 Car of the Year.

CAR OF THE YEAR:

Porsche Panamera Turbo

Engine: 4.8-liter 
DOHC twin-
 turbo V8

MPG: 15 city/ 
23 highway
Price: $132,600

Horsepower: 500 Zero to 60: 4.0 seconds

PORSCHE PANAMERA



ILLUSTRATIONS BY KAROL LASIA
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THE FOOD NETWORK’S STORYTELLING BAD 
BOY WHIPS UP SOME SPECIALS: PANFRIED 
MEAT CRUST, PICKUP-LINE FLAMBÉ AND 

THINLY SLICED THUMB AU JUS
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See more retro girls  
at playboy.com/60s.



JOHN COLTRANE



BY AARON SIGMOND, WITH NICK KOLAKOWSKI



ONE OF HAVANA’S COOLEST WATERING 

HOLES, LA BODEGUITA DEL MEDIO IS FAMOUS 

FOR ITS MOJITOS, SLOW- ROASTED PORK 

AND OLD LITERARY CLIENTELE. BOTTOM 

LEFT: THE WORLD-CLASS BEACH AT VARA-

DERO—13 MILES OF SAPPHIRE OCEAN AND 

SUGAR- WHITE SAND—IS JUST TWO HOURS 

BY CAR FROM DOWNTOWN HAVANA.



 

ABOVE: A STREET IN HAVANA. EVEN BEFORE JEWISH AND ITALIAN AMERICAN GANGSTERS TURNED THE CITY INTO 

A  LATIN LAS VEGAS IN THE 1950S, HAVANA WAS A PLACE WHERE CELEBRITIES FLOCKED TO EXPERIENCE  TROPICAL 

 ROMANCE AND EURO SOPHISTICATION. THE LOCAL RUM WAS THE ALLURE DURING PROHIBITION, AS WAS SEX. CUBA 

WAS—AND STILL IS—A TOURIST DESTINATION FOR MEN WHO LIKE TO LEAVE THEIR GIRLFRIENDS BEHIND.



STREET SCENE WITH THE CAPITOLIO NACIONAL

OLD HAVANA

HOTEL NACIONAL DE CUBA



o there I was at a cocktail party, and a man 
came up rather boldly and introduced himself. 
He had been told I would be there. He was a hedge 
fund manager, and he had googled me. I couldn’t get rid of 
him all evening. He talked an awful lot. He asked for my 
number and called the next day to ask me to dinner. Good 
Lord! This was how the books said you were supposed to 
date. He calls, he invites, he picks you up, he pays, he drops 
you off. I had never done this before. Seriously.

The hedge fund guy knew all about me. I had just pub-
lished an erotic memoir called The Surrender, about a love 
affair with a man I call A-Man. Actually, it was a 224-page 
memoir about anal sex—“mind-boggling in its rawness,” 
as one critic put it. It was excerpted in the pages of this 
magazine and translated into 15 languages.

I was really needing a rest after that affair. Something 
else. Someone else. I was just back from a Buddhist retreat 

in England. That’s how bad the pain was of  giving 
up the best thing I knew, the absolute physical 

 addiction to having this man—a young beautiful 
boy-man—two to four times a week, sometimes twice in a 
row. He might as well have been heroin, but I doubt heroin 
feels as good. Just a guess. This went on for almost four 
years. The pain-joy cycle had exhausted me. I needed a man 
who would give me a break. I knew less pain might involve 
less pleasure, but I took the leap of faith that there might be 
pleasures I did not yet know.

It seems to me now that I was caught inside some  amazing 
erotic tunnel but eventually reached the other side of my 
masochism and said, Enough! I didn’t say it; some inter-
nal voice, the gut voice did. So there I was at this cocktail 
party, trying to be “open” to people, anyone, not necessar-
ily a new man. But just think what a new man was going to 
inherit! Not only memories of the best I’d ever had but now 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY GUIDO ARGENTINI
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(continued on page 181)

enshrined for posterity in a book.
Truth was, since I’d written it, men 

had been throwing themselves at me. 
The wackos came through my website, 
sending photos of themselves on their 
motorcycles, inside their boats and 
beside their planes—yes, you guys, 
beware the phallically obvious. One 
aerodynamic chap even offered to “fly 
in, fuck your ass and fly out again.” 
Hard to resist that romance.

So I was ready for the lucky guy who 
might follow in A-Man’s footsteps. 
He’d need to be a brave one. As an old 
girlfriend of mine used to say with a 
lusty laugh, “May the best man win!”

The hedge fund guy rang my doorbell 
on the dot—and I mean the dot—of 
7:30. I felt an eagerness from him that 
was annoying (what woman is ready 
on time?) but also a certain unfamil-
iar, though not unpleasant, sense of 
control. My control. Now, for the 
 record, I hadn’t “chased” A-Man. But 

brought me to a new elegant Asian 
(con)fusion restaurant with little water-
falls and ponds between the tables. I 
ordered a champagne cocktail—the 
most elegant drink in the world and 
young bartenders hardly know it any-
more. They think you want cham-
pagne spiked with liquor. No, just the 
rosy bud of a sugar cube soaked in 
 Angostura bitters at the bottom of the 
champagne flute with bubbles rising to 
the top in a steady sexy pink stream.

Warmed by the bubbles, I took a 
good look at my prey. He was in a dark 
suit, no tie, white shirt open at the neck, 
revealing the edge of what looked like 
a real rug. Nice unassuming face and 
a very jolly and frequent smile, though 
somewhat filled with self-delight. The 
smile of the rich. I imagined, as I al-
ways do with someone new, those lips 
on my pussy, a sort of test run.

He’d done a great deal more  googling 

the fourth outing I let him kiss me. On 
and on went the calls, the compliments, 
the consistency, the enthusiasm, the on-
 timeness. I’d never gone so long with 
someone without fucking them. But 
Mr. Persistence was not giving up.

A few conversations, a few sugges-
tions, and we were soon into the lull-
ing back-and-forth of vanilla sex. But, 
boy, could he eat pussy. Not elegantly 
or sensitively or with any charm or 
wit or panache or tease. Just plain old 
persistence. I came more predictably 
with this guy—every single solitary 
time—than with any other man I’d 
ever been with. Like a pugilist in the 
ring he didn’t let my clit go until I’d 
blow. This would make him beam 
with pride. I started developing a real 
affection and respect for this man. But 
the rest of the sex, the fucking, well—
you know, vanilla. I was grateful for 
the guaranteed orgasm, but after a 
few months I started to get irritable.

Then one day things got interesting.
He had read my fourth book,  Sisters 

when you love the other more than 
yourself, you give up your control, 
your power and yourself. The less you 
love, the more control you retain. I 
had never done this—been in control. 
I was always a sucker for love, the 
dangerous things poets teach you.

I was in a pale blue silk bodice 
with white lace peeking out the top 
and a swathed satin pencil skirt so 
tight that even with the slit in the 
back I could barely get one foot in 
front of the other without testing 
the seams. No matter, my four-inch 
strappy stilettos didn’t  really call for 
wide strides anyway. Black thigh-
high stockings with a wide lace band 
at the top. I knew I’d be safe with this 
eager man, safe enough to dress as I 
liked to dress. Besides, I didn’t care 
what he or anyone else thought.

I climbed into his big black BMW, 
sparkling clean, smooth ride, stereo 
speakers oozing Norah Jones. He 

since our first meeting six days earlier 
and was even more impressed. So I was 
impressed with his impression. After 
dinner, at my door, he tried a kiss. A 
kiss? I don’t think so. I made this guy 
work. I was able to do this because I 
wasn’t sure if I was interested. He might 
as well have been an alien, he was so 
unlike my type: in looks (attractive but 
not beautiful), height (medium, not 
tall), age (in his mid-40s, he was the old-
est man I’d ever, er, dated), solvency (he 
was), profession (he had one). And he 
confessed to being a condom- carrying 
Catholic. And not at all artistic. Good. 
Those artist lovers will kill you.

So we did the dating thing. (Dr. Phil 
would have been proud.) He called, he 
invited, he picked me up, wined and 
dined me and dropped me off. After 

of Salome, about four fabulous  women 
at the turn of the 19th century who 
used the femme fatale  Salome, the 
original striptease gal, as an onstage-
 offstage identity. I was fascinated not 
with powerful Hillary-type women 
but with powerful sexual women. He 
said to me one day, not without in-
sight, “I get that you identify with the 
women in your book, but there is one 
big difference.”

“What is that?” I asked.
Referring to supersexy horizontal 

agent Mata Hari, he said, “She was a 
courtesan. She was paid.”

“Well,” I said smiling sweetly, “I’ve 
been waiting for someone to offer.”

“I’ll pay you,” he said without 
missing a beat.

Vanilla sex can get real kinky real 
fast with three words like these. I’d 
wanted to be a courtesan all my life.

“How much?”



139



Coat ($3,800), sweater ($690) 
and pants ($790) by Bottega 

Veneta. Hat ($30) by Henschel 
courtesy the Village Hat Shop.



Suit ($1,595) and shirt 

($225) by Z Zegna.



Jacket ($1,984), shirt ($228), tie ($129) 

and trousers ($497) by Phineas Cole. 

Pocket square ($70) by Paul Stuart. 

Hat ($34) by Jaxon courtesy the 

Village Hat Shop.



Shirt ($125) and pants ($89) by 

Barking Irons. Vest ($725) by Paul 

Smith. Hat ($15) by Jaxon courtesy 

the Village Hat Shop. Neckerchief 

($125) by John Varvatos.



Jacket ($3,560), waistcoat ($1,280), shirt 

($1,290), trousers ($1,040), bow tie ($220), 

pocket square ($140), slippers ($4,160) and 

walking stick ($280) by Tom Ford. Stud set 

($795) by Baade II.



Cape ($1,984), jacket ($1,384), 

vest ($584), shirt ($228), 

trousers ($494) and tie ($140) 

by Phineas Cole.



 ere’s the difference: Gallery art can’t go in the 
street, but street art can go in a gallery. Gallery art is 
taking on a pallor, while the art of the street is chang-
ing for the better. The latter form has evolved on a 
parallel track with the art it would like to replace: the 
art of fighting. In civilized fighting, the idea has always 
been to fight but not kill, because dead enemies can’t 
improve their style. Until recently, however, we fought 
in ghettos to keep things nice. Gentlemen did not fight 
their lessers, wrestlers did not fight boxers, locals did 
not fight foreigners (if the outcome was in doubt), and 
foreign styles were banished. Oversight commissions 
abounded; intricate rules, class hatred and formal-
ist criticism flourished. Then somebody said, “What 
if we promise not to kill or cripple our competitors? 
Couldn’t we just have a fight and use the style that 
suits us?” We could, and today we have mixed  martial 
arts: a two- level fight that blends boxing, wrestling 

BY DAVE HICKEY

H
YOSHITOMO 

NARA



and the martial arts of Bra-
zil, China, Japan and Thai-
land with the faintest aroma 
of video gaming.

The same has happened 
to the art of the street. 
There used to be ghettos of 
race, class and style. Then 
the rules disappeared. The idea of the 
new street art is to compete but not fight. 
The only thing you can lose is respect, 
but you can still lose that, so it’s the 
street and not Chelsea—even in Chelsea. 
There are no more ghettos, rules,  classes 
or forbidden styles. You step off the 
 tribal savanna into the arena of cosmo-
politanism. You dance with the person 
who brought you. There is no predict-
ing the competition or the direction from 
which it may come.

Banksy, the anonymous Brit, brings 
high theory, leftist politics and graphic 
wit to the street unadorned. Don Ed 
Hardy apotheosizes the tattoo with Zap 
Comix impudence, Japanese craft and 

Beat generation Orientalism. Gajin  Fujita 
blends Japanese Edo painting, shunga 
printmaking, East L.A. gang writing and 
wild-style graffiti. Steed  Taylor literally 
takes his art to the streets; he tattoos as-
phalt surfaces in the Polynesian manner 
as a memorial tag for his tribe, creating 
heavenly highways for AIDS victims. 
Andrew Schoultz addresses the “archi-
tecture question” that has always beset 
street art. That wall over there—is it the 
outside of a building or the inside of a 
street? Schoultz paints goofy cartoon 
architectural tableaux over elegant San 
Francisco architecture, so the outside of 
the building and the inside of the street 
exist simultaneously. Yoshitomo Nara, 

like Dr. Frankenstein, 
brings his manga street 
waifs halfway back in the 
direction of “real life.” His 
big- eyed brats are nearly 
here with us, looking wist-
ful but all too worldly, 
vulnerable but ominously 

armed with guns, cigarettes and knives—
just like home but not really.

The virtues of races, places, classes and 
styles still exist, but now everyone uses 
them. All these artists step up from blood 
to beauty, from fighting to writing. They 
step away from violence into the world 
of competition. It may look dangerous 
to you out in the burbs, but you don’t 
walk down streets where anything that 
is not a fight is all right. You don’t have 
the 50-foot side of a Ralphs supermar-
ket jammed against your front door, so 
 issues of blood and beauty are less critical 
to you. For the taggers and the skaters, 
for the lowriders and the sidewalk break-
ers, aesthetics matter. They are rough 



customers, but they are aesthetes if you’re 
interested. In the blink of an eye, bangers 
become auteurs, scholars and critics. They 
want to discuss Saber’s giant tag on the 
concrete wash of the Los Angeles River. 
They wonder, Did it survive as long as it 
did because it was good, because it com-
manded respect? This would be the right 
reason, but maybe it survived because it 
was too expensive for the city to sand away 
and too big to bomb with other tags. Or 
maybe both. Maybe that was Saber’s strat-
egy. (The tag was finally buffed away after 
12 years by the Army Corps of  Engineers, 
thanks to federal stimulus funds.) In this 
spirit you discuss the aesthetics of scale 
and refinement in a work of art executed 
in darkness in a concrete wasteland. The 
artists just want more respect and less ba-
nality. They want to pose serious questions 
such as, “You put a wall in my face. Can 
I park my ride in your yard? Look at that 
stucco monster! Why is this blind corpo-
rate citizen free to ruin my view? Why is 
that wall the outside of his building and 
not the inside of my lively street? Or is this 

wall a delicate membrane facing both ways 
where ownership is always contested, like 
my skin, my  T-shirt and the paint job on 
my Charger? So 
this wall? Does it 
have the right to 
bore me? Well, 
this is my tag, and 
it doesn’t bore me. 
This is my tattoo, 
those are my flames 
and pinstripes, and 
this is my street. 
The wall? Does it 
include me or ex-
clude me—extend 
me or limit me? We 
should talk about 
this fairly soon.”

These are seri-
ous, global issues, 
and one evening 
flying into LAX 
from the west, 
away from the twi-
light, I saw it all: 

the vision of redemption. The sleek plate 
of ocean rushed up to the beach with surf-
ers at its edge. The concrete badlands of 

ANDREW 

SCHOULTZ

GAJIN FUJITA
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twining tattooed curves pouring down 

kids’ arms out of tie- dyed  T-shirts. I saw 

the arc of skateboarders flying out of 

plywood barrels, the arc of surfers slip-

ping down saltwater barrels, the swoosh 

of ramp races in empty parking garages, 

bikes and skates, everything flying and 

landing with perfect aplomb in a filigree 

of elegant curves. The tagger’s paint 

can sweeps across the blank wall, mak-

ing a 15-foot periwinkle curve as sweet 

as  Raphael’s, as felonious as shooting 

a storekeeper. My vision needed only 

Steed Taylor to tattoo the streets, Banksy 

to do the signage and Andrew Schoultz 

to paint houses on all the houses. Los 

 Angeles would blossom to life in the 

membrane that divides the street we share 

from the property someone owns. There 

are kids who think this will happen.

Los Angeles rushed away from the beach 
toward the mountains. Then I saw what 
the kids saw: the beach beneath the 
concrete, the piss-elegant Latino-Asian 
paradise immanent in the ugliest urban 
environment. I saw dead things brought 
to life, empty pools with wild- style decor 
being licked up by skaters. I saw lime 
paint jobs slithering down Pico. I saw 

DON ED HARDY



BANKSY
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 I

Reader, reader…who is 
the fairest of them all? Tell 
us who should be PMOY

MISS JUNE  —06

PLAYBOY’S 

REVIEW  Playmate

If you still can’t make up your 
mind after flipping through 
the next 10 pages, tune in 
to  Playboy TV’s  Playmate 
Review 2009 on December 
20. Then pick your  Playmate 
of the Year at playboy.com/
vote. Or for $1.99, send a text 
message with the two-digit 
code that appears under your 
pick’s pic to  PLBOY (75269) 
and receive her wallpaper for 
your phone.*

MISS JANUARY—01 MISS FEBRUARY  —02 MISS MARCH  —03

MISSES JULY/AUG—07, 08MISS MAY  —05MISS APRIL  —04 MISS SEPTEMBER  —09

*Available on AT&T, Verizon Wireless, Sprint, Nextel, Boost, Alltel, Cellular One and Cricket. You will be billed $1.99 per wallpaper. Charges will appear on 
your wireless bill or be deducted from your prepaid balance. Message and data rates may apply. Text HELP to 75269 for more information. To opt out, 

text STOP to 75269. See terms and conditions at playboymobile.com/terms.

MISS OCTOBER  —10 MISS NOVEMBER  —11 MISS DECEMBER  —12

 75269  condi at playbo



You know Crystal from more than 
just last month’s pictorial. As Hef’s 
latest girlfriend she’s now a fixture 

on The Girls Next Door. Crystal 
reveled in the chance to pose for 

us. “It’s kind of like being on both 
sides of Hef’s life—the magazine 
and his personal life,” she says. 

“I’m thrilled.” The one downside? 
The famous Mansion peacocks have 

been eating the garden she’s been 
working on. We know a lot of 
women who would kill to have 

problems like that, but we’re guess-
ing a shot at being  PMOY may 

cheer Crystal up. Will Hef’s bed-
mate get your vote? 

As our smoking-hot Ukrainian 
 ambassador to the world, Miss 
 January continues to be an ideal 
choice for 55th Anniversary   Playmate 
in this globalized society. When she 
performs with her band, Nikita, Dasha 
often fields questions about  PLAYBOY 
from curious European fans. “Many 
of them ask about Hugh Hefner and 
his empire,” she says. “I tell them that 
everybody at  PLAYBOY makes it feel 
like a true family. I always wanted to 
be a part of this.” Then, with an eye 
on PMOY, she adds, “We live our 
work, are involved in charity cam-
paigns and bring beauty and other 
good things to society.”
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“ PLAYBOY has changed my life forever, 
but being a  Playmate hasn’t changed 
the small-town girl in me,” says Miss 
June. Ah, the charm of a grounded 
Midwestern girl next door is irresistible. 
Candice is busy managing her dance 
studio in Ohio, working toward her 
master’s degree and brightening fans’ 
days. “I enjoy signing autographs,” she 
says. “And it would be amazing to be 
voted PMOY because I could continue 
to show the world that  Playmates are a 
group of classy, talented and educated 
women. I am especially thankful to all 
the wonderful fans who have supported 
me. My smile is genuine when I take 
my picture with them.”

Living in a small town in Texas, Miss 
November had never been on a plane 

before we flew her out West for her 
 Playmate shoot. But some things 

haven’t changed for the 22-year-old—
like the lucky rabbits that moved into 
her yard the day she found out she’d 

been selected as our second-to-last 
 Playmate of 2009. They’re still there. 

Did shedding her clothes raise eyebrows 
in her hometown? “I was definitely a 

bit worried, but they all think it’s awe-
some. This is totally life changing.” Fas-
ten your seat belt and lift up your tray 
table, Kelley. This journey of yours will 
really put you above the clouds if you 

become  PLAYBOY’s 2010 PMOY.







Perfect 20s, the Shannon twins are 
inseparable, but we honored them 
with individual months. How does 
Hef tell them apart? Kristina (far 
left) explains: “I told him Karissa 
has a freckle in the  middle of her 
neck, and I do not.” Miss July, 
Karissa, and Miss August,  Kristina, 
have had quite the year being  
the  Centerfold in our first-ever 
double issue, filming a Guitar Hero 5 
 commercial, being cast in a Sofia 
Coppola movie and  becoming  
stars on The Girls Next Door.  
What’s next? They make the task 
of choosing a PMOY twice as 
 difficult as in  previous years.

When Kimberly Phillips sent us 
 photos of herself on a lark, she 

didn’t realize her life would change 
forever. In just a few short months 

she’d moved into the  Playmate House 
and has since shown up on The Girls 
Next Door. “All the attention is still 
surreal,” she says. “But you’re only 

young once, and I want to have 
good stories in my old age.” Her 

favorite part of being a  Playmate? 
She now has time to read. When we 
spoke with her last she was halfway 
through Jeannette Walls’s The Glass 
Castle. Which slays us. We’ve always 

thought the sexiest women are the 
ones with the biggest brains.





Becoming a  Playmate has empowered 
Jennifer (top left). “I have a confi-
dence in myself now and honestly feel 
as if I can do anything,” she says. “I’ve 
had a blast at  PLAYBOY events, meeting 
people from all over. It’s so cool to 
get fan mail from Germany and Swit-
zerland. Who would have thought 
people in other countries would know 
who I am?” And if she wins PMOY 
Jennifer will use her powers for good: 
She’ll donate most of her winnings to 
an organization dedicated to autism 
(her sister is autistic) and save some 
money to follow the Dave  Matthews 
Band on tour next year.

For issue-release parties Miss February 
(bottom left) returned to the Palms in 
Las Vegas—where she had worked as a 
 Bunny blackjack dealer before becom-
ing a  Playmate—and then hopped to 
Atlantic City and Palm Springs. Now 
that things have calmed down a year 
later, her aim is to become the next 
Linda Cohn. “I think hosting some-
thing in the sports world would be my 
thing,” says Jessica. “I’m not really 
into acting, and singing is for my ears 
only. I think that’s what I would love 
to do because I love talking on camera 
and being myself.” Those are two pre-
requisites for being PMOY.

Crystal (right) blew out of the Windy 
City and landed at the  Playmate House 

in L.A. after becoming Miss May. “I 
had never moved that far away from 
my family before, so for me to ven-

ture out on my own was kind of excit-
ing,” she says. But she found a West 

Coast home (“The  Playmate House is a 
lot cleaner than a sorority house!”) 

and gained a sister in another 
 Playmate, Hope  Dworaczyk. Both girls 
have an eye on fashion, and Crystal is 

working on combining her animal-
rights sensibilities and the catwalk. “I 
want to focus on my career so I can 

become PMOY…and then some!”



“When the magazine asked me to be a 
 Playmate I understood what an honor 
it was, and then to be given the cover 

was mind-blowing,” says Miss April. 
“Once you’re on the cover of  PLAYBOY 

you’re officially a sex symbol. Plus I got 
to work with Seth Rogen.” The 

 PLAYBOY-certified sex symbol recently 
took up residence in L.A. but has been 
all around the country for TV appear-
ances and in New York for print work, 
so she’s really at home in front of the 

camera. “Fans should vote for whoever 
they feel will represent  PLAYBOY in a 

professional manner and enhance the 
image of the magazine. I would be 

thrilled to be that person!”

A former Miss Louisiana Teen USA, 
Miss October jet-setted around the 
country promoting her issue and sign-
ing hundreds of autographs. Now back 
in Louisiana, she’s loving how friends 
and strangers alike have embraced her 
newfound fame. “Being a  Playmate is 
so much fun,” she says. “Everyone 
knows me now, even more than before. 
And people I haven’t seen in years are 
coming out of the woodwork, saying 
‘Remember me? We went to first grade 
together.’ ” She has made new friends, 
too, often through her well- trafficked 
 Facebook page. “Every time I update 
my status I instantly get about 10 
replies,” she says. “It’s amazing.”



Vote for Playmate of the Year 
at playboy.com/vote.
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Creator of 10X

Add to your cologne or aftershave. These
odorless additives contain synthesized
human male sex-attractant pheromones.
Vials of 1/6 oz, added to 2-3 oz. of fragrance,
should be a 4 to 6 months’ supply, or use
straight. 10X increases your sexual attrac-
tiveness to women. Published 8 week
study proves 10X works.

www.athenainst i tute.comwww.athenainst i tute.com

Dirk (FL) “My wife has sort of become ravenous. Normally, I
am not attacked in trains and elevators, but she has been AT

me and I am enjoying it enormously.” Rec'd 1/11/05

Jack (CA) Film Producer “I am ordering another vial of

10X because IT WORKS. I was just a Doubting Thomas when
I saw your ad every time I picked up a magazine, it seemed. I

am in the film business and so I am around a lot of

attractive women. A lot of them are touchy-feely, but even
those who weren't normally, became touchy-feely. Becky, for

example, shocked me. She came up behind me and put

her arms around me and said into my ear: "What IS it

about you?!" Since I started with the 10X, some women

just get really, really more aggressive. They are kind of in

heat, almost. It is something you can't miss, once it happens
to you. I am telling you it surprised me completely.

I went from being a skeptic to being able to tell you I am a
happy believer. I am going to be one of your customers for life.
You've got something here and I think you know it. Thank

you, Dr. Cutler, you really figured it out!” Rec’d 8/26/09

Not guaranteed to work for EVERY man,since body chemistries differ; it should work for MOST. Not an aphrodisiac.

DR. WINNIFRED B. CUTLER
President of Athena Institute

• Ph.D., U. Penn in biology;
postdoctoral at Stanford

• Author of 8 books and 35+
scientific articles

• Co-discovered human
pheromones in 1986 (Time
12/1/86; Newsweek 1/12/87)

PLEASE SEND ME____10X VIALS @ US$99.50 and/or_____10:13 Vials for women @ US$98.50

and___ empty blue bottle (2oz screw cap) @$5.00 for a *total price of US$_________ Enclosed

is a ! Check ! Money Order payable to “ATHENA INSTITUTE”

Charge my ! Visa/MC/Disc#_______-_______-_______-________Exp___________________

Name______________________________Signature_________________________________

Address_______________________________City/State______________________________

Zip__________email _______________________ Phone: ( )_______-______________
*PA add 6% tax. To Canada add US$7.50 each. PBjj

NOT IN STORES: Call: (610) 827-2200 – Fax: (610) 827-2124 – Order online – Or mail:

Athena Institute, Dept PBjj, 1211 Braefield Road, Chester Spgs, PA 19425

Creator of 10X

BIOLOGIST'S FORMULA GETS YOU
MORE AFFECTION FROM WOMEN

REJECT INEFFECTIVE IMITATIONSREJECT INEFFECTIVE IMITATIONS
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Send a gift for each
holiday with just 
one phone call! 
A sexy panty
gift boxed with
chocolates, 
perfume, & other
delights! 

Order three
months and
she’ll receive
New Year’s,
Valentine’s Day,
& St. Patrick’s.

As profiled by
CNN, MTV &
USA Today.

800-726-7035

Panty of .
the Month
for Valentine’s Day

Order now!

Playboy’s Privacy Notice

We occasionally make 

portions of our customer 

list available to carefully 

screened companies that 

offer products or services 

we believe you may enjoy. If 

you do not want to receive 

these offers or information, 

please let us know by  

writing to us at:

Playboy Enterprises International, Inc.

c/o CDS

P.O. Box 2007

Harlan, IA 51593-0222

e-mail PLYcustserv@cdsfulfillment.com

tel 800.999.4438 or 515.243.1200

It generally requires eight to ten weeks 

for your request to become effective.
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Want to SEE MORE PLAYMATES—or more of 
these Playmates? You can check out the Club at 
club.playboy.com and access the mobile- optimized 
site from your phone at www.playboy.com . 

PLAYMATE NEWS

QIANA
CHASE

KARA
MONACO

HEATHER
RENE SMITH

DEANNA
BROOKS

SERRIA
TAWAN

STACY
FUSON

HIROMI 
OSHIMA

Five years ago this month 
Amber Campisi came 
out of her father’s Ital-
ian restaurant (Campisi’s 
in Dallas) and into our 
lives. We’ll never forget 
her pictorial, in which she 
poured olive oil all over 
her body. These days she’s 
determined to learn the 
family recipes and cook at 
Campisi’s. Amber already 
eats most of her meals 
there. “It doesn’t hurt that 
it’s free and I don’t have to 
do the dishes,” she says. 
Is the food good? On 
more than one occasion 
Hef has requested her to 
freeze and ship pizzas to 
the Mansion.

Michelle McLaughlin: Graduate 

from San Francisco State with a B.A. in 

psychology and also travel to Europe.

Brittany Binger: Stop being the most 

impatient person in the world! Giuliana 
Marino: Learn how to cook. Finally. 

Christine Smith: Remember to say 

something nice or make someone feel 

good about himself or herself every day.

THE COUNTRY’S SEXIEST DEMOGRAPHIC

What’s better than having a  Centerfold shake her stuff? Having seven 
Centerfolds shake their stuff. The hottest act on stage is our new  Playmate 
 Dancers. The squad recently rolled out its first live performance in front 
of 300 delighted guests at the Key Club in Los Angeles, with a routine 
that paired the  Playmates’ sexy moves with chart hits and jazzy theatri-
cal numbers. Want to see the sultry seven trip the light fantastic? They 
can be booked to perform by contacting  Playmate Promotions.

INTRODUCING THE  PLAYMATE DANCERS

Dr. Frank Luntz, author and political pollster, writes about his adventures run-
ning a  Playmate focus group in his new book, What Americans Really Want…
Really. In the passage “What  Playboy  Playmates Really Want in Men (and Why 
I’m Still Single)” he offers tips from his shapely subjects, such as “Women 

notice shoes because they think if a man gets his shoes shined it 
means he’ll pamper his woman.” He also found they key in on 
 watches to determine wealth. Luntz adds, “I was wearing dirty 
four-year-old sneakers and a freebie CNN watch that day.”



We enjoy a good visual pun. Even more so when it involves Miss February 
1990 Pamela Anderson. PETA’s new commercial, “Cruelty Doesn’t Fly,” stars 
Pam as a sexy airport security guard who strips passengers of their clothes 
made from leather, fur or animal skin. Also appearing are Steve-O and Andy 
Dick. The commercials were meant to run in 48 airports on the CNN Airport 
Network, but they were pulled. See why at playboy.com/pmblog.

STRIPPERELLA SEARCH

—actor and KISS bassist 

Stephanie Larimore: Spend more 

time volunteering at homeless shelters 

and with vets at Walter Reed hospital.

Athena Lundberg: Stop sleeping 

till 11:30. I’m going to wake my butt 

up at eight every morning!

Miss Feb-
ruary 
2003 

Charis 
Boyle, 

who
heads Silver Star 
clothing, on what 
i t ’s  l ike  for  a 
woman to run a 

business: “Often 
people think just 
because I’m a 
woman or I look 
the way I do that 
I don’t have any 
author i t y.  I t ’s 
usually shocking 
when they finally 
find out what I 
do. Ha.”

AUDACITY OF HOPE

One of the busiest gals in  Playmate-
land is Miss April 2009 Hope 
 Dworaczyk. She has parlayed her 
experience as a  Centerfold and 
as host of E!’s Inside Fashion into 
roles on CSI: Miami and Ugly Betty. 
What’s next? She just started filming 
a big role in a hush-hush Hollywood 
flick. The only hint we can give is 
this: Think Jessica Alba in Sin City.

Misses December 1998 the Dahm triplets went on 

The Doctors television show to reveal a wonderful 

surprise: They’re all pregnant! Jaclyn, Nicole and 

Erica appeared 

on live TV with 

their husbands 

to share the 

fantastic news 

and to have a 

live ultrasound 

taken to deter-

mine how many 

babies each 

would be having. It 

turns out there will be no multiples this time around, 

but both Jaclyn and Nicole are carrying girls. Erica—

who is married to Jay McGraw, the show’s executive 

producer and son of Dr. Phil McGraw—was too early 

in her pregnancy to have the sex of the child deter-

mined, but soon-to-be grandpa Dr. Phil quipped that 

he is happy Erica is having just one.… Miss November 

2001 Lindsey Vuolo (above left) and her friend Kath-

ryn Prickett hit the Berk Communications 10th Anni-

versary Party hosted by Jay-Z at his 40/40 Club.… 

Miss July 2008 Laura Croft (above right) darkened 

her hair and donned a cute 

print dress before 

heading to Stu-

dio 54 inside the 

MGM Grand Hotel 

and Casino in Las 

Vegas for a party 

hosted by Holly 

Madison.… Boom 

Boom Pow: Miss 

September 2009 

Kimberly Phillips 

and Will.I.Am 

and Apl.De.Ap of 

the Black Eyed 

Peas hung out at Trinity in Seattle, where Kimberly 

signed copies of her issue for fans while the Peas 

provided the music. Has Kimberly’s newfound 

fame gone to her head, or is she still keeping it 

real? There’s nothing fake about her. Well, “just my 

boobs,” she says, giggling. 

“Shannon Tweed, PMOY 1982, 
is the hottest woman on earth. 
She’s an alpha female. She 
doesn’t talk about whether the 
vacuum cleaner works or not, 
doesn’t sweat the small stuff, has a strong 
moral center—no drugs, no booze, no whin-
ing and no bad hair days.”
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The role of the veil can be varied in Islam, from the burkas worn 

by Afghan women to the fashionable hijabs worn in Tehran.
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FORUM

The premise of sexual availability is satirized 
in artist Shirin Fakhim’s Tehran Prostitutes 
series. The work above was shown in London’s 
Saatchi Gallery. There are more than 100,000 
prostitutes in Tehran, where Fakhim lives.
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E-mail via the web at letters.playboy.com. 

Or write: 680 Nor th Lake Shore Drive, 

Chicago, Illinois 60611.

FORUM

CHILL IN THE ROOM

The report was released by Republican 
senator James Inhofe of Oklahoma, who is 
infamous for claiming that global warming 
is a hoax and those who believe otherwise 
are using “big lie” strategies perfected by the 
Nazis. The Center for Inquiry, which closely 
examined the list, notes that only about 10 
percent of the signees are climate scientists. 

The rest include TV weathermen, econo-
mists, creationists and scientists who special-
ize in unrelated fields.

ARMING PACIFISTS

LABOR DISPUTE

The card-check process works this way: 
Once 30 percent of employees in a business 
sign their cards, they can hold an election. 
However, most organizers wait until they 
have signatures from at least 50 percent of 
the workers. Organizers present the cards to 
the NLRB and the employer. The employer 
can recognize the union (which almost never 
happens) or request a vote by secret ballot. As 
proposed, the EFCA would allow employees, 
rather than the employer, to decide whether 
to hold a secret-ballot election. The proposed 
law would have allowed the NLRB to certify 
a union without a vote if more than half the 
employees had signed cards, but this provi-
sion has since been dropped from the bill.

LET’S GET REAL

Senator James Inhofe (R–Okla.) at work.

Pastor Pagano and his machine gun.

Schopenhauer is no moral guide.
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An internal NYPD memo reveals a new 
department policy that appears to violate 
Fourth Amendment rights. The memo out-
lines a plan intended to create a database 
of cell phones. But the way the data are col-
lected has civil liberties groups up in arms: 
Any time a cop makes an arrest, he or she 
is to take apart the suspect’s phone, remove 
the battery and log the International Mobile 
Equipment Identity number, a serial number 
that can be used to track call histories and 
other data—the type of information that 
normally requires a warrant to obtain. “It 
looks like they’re doing this to circumvent 
the warrant process,” says Christopher Dunn 
of the local civil liberties union.

Two minor recent events highlight the dis-
turbing extent to which the law increas-
ingly works for the Man—or at least for 
powerful media entities. In September, 
anticorporate provocateurs the Yes Men 
created a parody of the New York Post

The Pirate Party, a political 
manifestation of anger over anti-
 file- sharing efforts, announced 
it would field candidates in the 
next British elections. The party 
started four years ago in Sweden 
as a reaction to police raids on 
Pirate Bay and other peer-to-peer 

services. The party wants to 
reduce copyright length 

to five years (or 10 
in the case of the 
U.K. party). “As 

values change,” says 
 Swedish party found-

er Rick  Falkvinge, 
 “democracy works in 

such a way that some 
politicians are going to 

step up to the plate and 
politicize those values, and 

that is what we are doing.” 
In Sweden, the Pirate Party 

took seven percent of the vote 
in this past summer’s 
European elections. The 
German Pirate Party gar-
nered 13 percent of first-
time male voters in the 
country’s general election 

last fall, and 32 countries now 
have organized parties.

and distributed it on public sidewalks 
in front of the headquarters of Rupert 
Murdoch’s News Corp., owner of the 
real Post. Soon after the group put a 
copy into Murdoch’s hands, police took 
the papers and detained people hand-
ing them out. Police spokesmen denied 
having “confiscated” the copies, instead 
saying officers had simply removed them 

because they were blocking foot traffic. 
Glenn Beck recently sent lawyers after 
the website glennbeckrapedandmurdered

ayounggirlin1990.com and filed a case 
with the World Intellectual Property 
Organization over the use of his trade-
marked name. The site identifies itself as 
satirical, and its owners (and defenders) 
say it riffs on the classic LBJ “pigfucker” 
story and a web meme that began with a 
Gilbert Gottfried roast of Bob Saget.

Last fall the Obama administration sent a 
memo directing the Department of Justice 
to stop hassling medical marijuana users 
and providers. Going forward, prosecu-
tors “should not focus federal resources in 
your states on individuals whose actions 
are in clear and unambiguous compliance 
with existing state laws providing for the 
medical use of marijuana. Prosecution of 
individuals with serious illnesses who use 
marijuana as part of a treatment regimen, 
or those caregivers in clear compliance 
with existing state law who provide such 
individuals with marijuana, is unlikely to 
be an efficient use of limited resources.”
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Sophie’s 
In-Side 
Boob
Send someone 

to 31 Spooner 

Street to make 

sure Peter 

 Griffin hasn’t 

had a heart 

attack. He 

who made the 

phrase side 

boob popular is 

used to a peek 

of the outside of 

a breast. To top 

it off, SOPHIE 

MONK slips a 

nip. Wicked.

Push th’ Little Daisies
“And make ’em come up.” We were reminded of 

Ween’s nipple-play song when we saw this shot 

of Pushing Daisies star ANNA FRIEL.

Check Out Girl
NATALIE OXLEY went from working at a super-

market to appearing in FHM and on YouTube, 

where her visit to the waxing parlor received more 

than 85,000 views. This was taken between trips.

Introducing
Lucinda
Farrell
What a sexy, classic 

name. The only other 

Lucinda we can think 

of is singer Lucinda 

Williams. According 

to the Social Security 

Administration, the 

name doesn’t rank in 

the top 1,000 of this 

decade, and we got 

zero hits for Lucinda 

in the Cyber Club, 

so we’ll say it—Ms. 

Farrell is the sexiest 

Lucinda in the world. 

We’ll be happy if you 

can prove us wrong.
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Just Add 
Water
This is a woman 

onstage at the 

Miss  Maglietta 

Bagnata 2009 

competition. 

Maglietta 

 Bagnata is not 

a town; rather 

it means “wet 

 T-shirt” in 

 Italian. Who 

won? Us.

Nobody Puts Katy in a Fountain
Here’s KATY PERRY on the set of her new video “Starstrukk.” And no, this is not an 

homage to the scene in Dirty Dancing in which Johnny Castle and Baby practice 

lifts in the water. Doesn’t ring a bell? Congratulations, you’re a straight male.

Sex Panther
That’s what we 

 assume EVE is 

wearing on her 

chest—along with 

the paw prints—

on her way to 

the Toronto 

Film  Festival’s 

premiere of 

Whip It. Guess 

which of the 

following was 

her roller 

derby name in 

the movie: (a) 

Smashley Simp-

son, (b) Jaba the 

Slut, (c) Eva De-

struction, (d) Rosa 

Sparks or (e) Juana 

Beat’n. Answer: (d).

What 
32Es 

Look Like
“I absolutely 

love big breasts,” 

 SAMMIE 

 PENNINGTON 

says. “That’s why 

I’m happy to 

show them off. I 

think it’s almost 

a duty for girls 

with great boobs 

to have them 

 celebrated.”
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CANDICE BOUCHER—IF SHE’S THE NEW FACE OF GUESS JEANS, 

WHY IS SHE IN OUR MAGAZINE WEARING NOTHING BUT A 

SMILE? THESE AND OTHER MYSTERIES ANSWERED IN NEXT 

MONTH’S ISSUE.

STEPHEN KING—IN HIS LATEST  POEM, TOMMY, THE HORROR 

MASTER DELIVERS AN EERIE YET TOUCHING REMINISCENCE 

OF CHILDHOOD FRIENDSHIPS AND THE WAYS INNOCENCE AND 

EXPERIENCE INTERTWINE.

CHARLES BUKOWSKI—A NEVER-BEFORE- PUBLISHED  ESSAY 

FROM THE POET LAUREATE OF THE GUTTER SHOWS THAT 

 BUKOWSKI DIDN’T RESERVE HIS POISONOUS PEN FOR  

GIRLFRIENDS AND CREDITORS ALONE. HE RESERVED AMPLE 

SCORN FOR WOULD-BE WRITERS.

MARTIN AMIS—THE GREAT MAN OF LETTERS HAS A NEW NOVEL 

COMING OUT. YOU’LL GET AN EARLY LOOK IN AN EXCLUSIVE 

EXCERPT IN WHICH A RANDY YOUNG ENGLISHMAN VISITS THE 

ITALIAN COUNTRYSIDE IN 1970.

ROCK THE RABBIT—OUR MASH-UP OF MUSIC AND FASHION 

FEATURING SNOOP DOGG, MICHAEL BUBLÉ, PETE YORN AND 

MORE, SHOT BY LEGENDARY ROCK-AND-ROLL PHOTOGRAPHER 

MICK ROCK.

THE  PLAYBOY GOURMAND—A TOP JAPANESE CHEF TAKES SEAN 

MCCUSKER TO THE MECCA OF THE GLOBAL FISH TRADE,  TOKYO’S 

TSUKIJI FISH MARKET, TO LEARN HOW TO BUY,  PREPARE AND 

EAT RAW FISH.

PLAYBOY’S 2010 MUSIC AWARDS—OUR ANNUAL SURVEY OF 

TASTES AND ATTITUDES YIELDS SOME SURPRISING RESULTS. 

DID YOUR FAVORITE  INDIE DARLING MAKE THE CUT?

BRIAN JONES—AS THE SYD BARRETT OF THE ROLLING STONES, 

JONES WAS A KEY FIGURE IN THE BAND’S EARLY DEVELOP-

MENT. NOW THE BRITISH AUTHORITIES ARE FINALLY INVESTI-

GATING HIS SUSPICIOUS DEATH. ROBERT GREENFIELD LOOKS 

AT THE LIFE AND LEGACY OF THE FIRST ROCK STAR.

THE MULTI-ORGASMIC WOMAN—DRAWING FROM 2,000-YEAR-

OLD TAOIST PHILOSOPHY, A SEXUALLY ADVENTUROUS FEMALE 

WRITER GIVES US THE STRAIGHT DOPE ON MULTIPLE ORGASMS.

SEX STARS 2010—EVERY YEAR POPULAR CULTURE THROWS 

OFF 17 METRIC TONS OF SEXINESS, FROM ALICIA KEYS TO  

MEGAN FOX. LET’S REVIEW, SHALL WE?

PLUS—A JOHN MAYER  PLAYBOY INTERVIEW, THE SEXIEST 

 ALBUM COVERS OF ALL TIME AND MISS MARCH KYRA MILAN.

CANDICE BOUCHER KEEPS US GUESSING. IS ALICIA KEYS THE SEXIEST WOMAN IN THE WORLD?JAPAN IN THE RAW.

PLAYS WELL, DATES WELL.
















