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The Road Less Traveled 

Adapted from Alaskan Wild Child, the soon-to-be-released  

autobiography by Divini Rae 

 

 

From a childhood spent in the wildest of remote Alaska to the life of a 

Playboy Playmate, my journey to motherhood is one of many struggles  

and victories.  As a young woman modeling in Hollywood, I lost direction, 

but found it again in the eyes of my children. Now, with my nude,  

youthful body splashed all over the Internet, I find myself as a teacher  

and guide both for women looking for liberation, and those on the  

verge of doing something they might one day regret. 

 

 

 

GROWING UP WILD 

I was born in a remote village on the Yukon River, under the 
bright, nightless skies of an Alaskan summer. The population of 
the entire town is less than 300, and the only way to get there is 
by plane or boat. There are no roads in or out of the village. If you 
want out, you have to cut your own path and blaze your own trail. 
 
We “shopped” on the banks of the river in the summer months, 
throwing nets and setting up fish wheels to catch King Salmon. In 
the winter, we ate the moose and caribou we’d hunted for, and 
the vegetables we grew in our gardens and canned, preparing for 
the brutal winter ahead. 
 
I grew up without television, electricity or running water, and nine months of heavy winter darkness limited 
much activity outside the house, as did my mother, a born-again Christian of Southern Baptist teaching.  
 
Her rules were law, governed by Scripture and the fear of hellfire that she enforced through fear and shame. I 

wasn’t allowed to listen to music. I wasn’t allowed to wear clothing that revealed any part of my body – even a 

bare calf or hint of midriff was cause for a sharp glare and harsh words. All parts of my skin were to be covered, 

which wasn’t a difficult rule to follow since we lived in sub-zero temperatures. The cold was as ungodly as my 

body was supposed to be. And it’s clear that religion casts its own shadows, as long and dark as those winter 

months. But that was life and that was my mom, and with the outside world locked away both by nature and 

her governance, there was little to compare it to. 
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Unfortunately, there was plenty to compare me to. By the standards of 

the Athabaskan Indian kids I went to school with, I was not only different, 

I was ugly. Even in the winter, when my honey blond hair turned the color 

of dark, dirty dishwater, my grey eyes and pale skin betrayed me, and I 

stuck out like the awkward white girl with the “bubble butt” that I was. It 

didn’t help that I was genuinely interested in my schoolwork. Worse still, I 

had developed a trait guaranteed to further separate any outcast from 

the cool kids: a love of reading and writing.  

I was the bookworm that the popular kids made fun of. On a typical day I would get punched in the stomach 

more than once while walking the school halls. 

Because my options for recreation were few, I found refuge in books. I was limited by what my mother would 

allow. If the literature wasn’t Bible-based I couldn’t read it, and because she was the librarian, sneaking books 

out of the village library was quite a challenge. I spent countless nights huddled under layers of blankets and 

furs with a flashlight, reading forbidden books written by Ayn Rand and many others. 

Books were my windows to the world outside, and they confirmed my suspicions that there were indeed paths 

that led to places beyond the tiny, remote village I’d known all my life. 

So did a magazine – one that my mother definitely wouldn’t have approved of. 

One night, when I was 13 and at a sleepover, one of my girlfriends 

showed us some of the Playboy magazines her father collected and kept 

neatly organized on a bookshelf. I'd never seen anything like them before 

and was transfixed by how beautiful the images were. 

Even though nudity was something my mother had tried to condition me 

to believe was somehow sinful and wrong, nothing about the photos 

struck me as anything but beautiful and artistic. They struck a chord with 

me and left a very positive impression. How could such lovely images be 

considered bad? And why would a God who created human bodies have 

any issue with pictures of those bodies? It made zero sense to me. I 

couldn't wrap my head around it, and as I tried, the world outside 

unfolded in those glossy pages.  

When I was in my early 20s and finally free from my conservative 

Christian upbringing, I set out to experience the world and discover who I 

was – who I really was – not who I was supposed to be or who my family 

wanted me to be.  

My world was sent into a tailspin when a close friend died suddenly and unexpectedly. Stunned, I dropped out 

of college just a few credits shy of graduation. Her death sent me reeling, searching for answers to questions I 

hadn’t even fully formed, propelling me down a road I found far more interesting and enriching than the one 

offered by a formal education. 

I traveled as much as possible, and while living in Sydney, Australia, I started modeling lingerie and swimwear. 

Soon Playboy came calling, and I felt humbled and honored to be chosen as one of the centerfold models that I 

had been awe-struck by as a young girl. 
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THE MODEL 

After posing as the November 2003 Playmate Centerfold, I moved to Southern 
California. White sand replaced the snow banks. Cigarette smoke and smog 
replaced the smell of campfires and fish-drying smokehouses. And young skin 
aglow with coconut oil and camera flashes replaced my mother’s rules of modesty 
and wrist-to-ankle clothing. 
 
Throughout my modeling career I never thought of exposed skin as “bad” like I 
was taught to as a child. I felt at home in front of the camera and comfortable 
in my body. I liked the photos and considered them art, and they helped me feel 
free, powerful and in charge of my life.  
 
Ultimately, modeling lingerie and posing nude wasn’t about seeking attention or 
admiration. I sought to shed the cloaks of shame (i.e. clothing) that were covering 
up my femininity and my female sexuality; the same sexuality I was brought up 
believing was wrong and shameful. 
 

Yes, it was primarily men who appreciated my nude images, but the expression of my sexuality in nude 
modeling wasn’t done for them. My choice was done for me, on my own terms, rather than those of a 
patriarchal society. It was my youthful, rebellious way of finally being able to assert control over my life, my 
sexuality and myself. 
 

 
 

THE DARK TIME 

Not long after posing for 
Playboy, I was asked to star 
in a Cinemax series called 
Hotel Erotica Cabo. Always 
up for new life experiences, 
I met with the producers a 
handful of times to talk 
about the series and read 
for it. 
 
The project had a budget of more than a million dollars, and every C and D-list actor in Los Angeles was vying 
for a role. Since my Playmate pictorial had recently hit the newsstands, I was offered the lead female role. I had 
never done anything like it before, and the prospect was intriguing. 
 
The acting job would require me to have fake sex scenes with a female actress and a few male actors. The 
nudity wasn’t a big deal to me. It was just a nude body, after all.  
 
Posing for Playboy had been an empowering experience, and it made sense to me that this acting job would be 
positive as well. I thought it over, analyzed the pros and cons and ultimately, decided to do it. 
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Although I tried to think of it as just a new extension of my modeling work, I was nervous about the fake sex 
scenes. I knew it was just acting and tried not to worry about it, but my nerves persisted. Every time that little 
voice inside said, “Don’t take this job. This isn’t for you. Don’t do this,” I would push it away and tell myself I was 
being ridiculous.  
 
Rebelling against my intuition, my gut feeling, and my better judgment, I accepted the job.  It was the most 
uncomfortable decision of my life. 
 
Fast-forward a dozen or so years…. 
 

 
 

LESSONS LEARNED 
 
I’m now married with two children under the age of six. The books I read to my babies have no threats from an 
angry God. The street I live on is paved, and I will never run into a moose. Instead of hunting for my food I go to 
the grocery store that’s close to my home.  
 
There’s no denying I have a very blessed life, and I’m filled with gratitude every single day.  I’m even 
grateful for the Internet… though that wasn’t always the case. 
 
The World Wide Web is currently like the Wild Wild West, where cyber outlaws do whatever they’d like without 
consequences. The Internet was a new thing back when I was acting and modeling, and there was no way know 
it then, but every fake sex scene I filmed for Cinemax would later be uploaded to thousands of porn websites. 
Those scenes are still there today, floating around online, defying copyright claims and every attempt made to 
remove them.  

 
I was never a hardcore porn actress, much less a porn star, not that I 
find anything wrong with either – those titles simply are not accurate 
when it comes to me. More than a decade ago, I worked briefly as an 
actress for Cinemax – though I’ve come to realize that many people 
(particularly those in the middle of the country that haven’t traveled 
very far or experienced much of the world) don’t see any distinction 
between the two. They certainly don’t see the lights, the crew, the 
staging or the privacy covers. All they see is simulated sex, and all they 
think is “porn star.” 
 
Every woman on Earth knows that female sexual repression is 
celebrated as “pure” and “innocent” and “good,” while feminine sexual 
expression is shamed.  
 

If a woman is assertive, confident and in control of her sexuality – and god forbid she does porn – she is 
considered a morally bankrupt slut that will lure husbands away from their wives, influence children to sin, 
and tear the moral fabric of society to shreds.  
 
Yes, I know, it’s ridiculous. Hypocritical Puritanism is alive and well in American Shame Culture, and the only 
consistent standards are double standards. 
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I’ve been asked many times if I have regrets about the nude modeling and acting I’ve done. Since getting 
married, having children, and moving to the Bible belt of Middle America, there are many times I’ve wondered 
if I maybe I do. But when it comes right down to it, I’ve come to fully realize and accept something: I don’t 
regret a damn thing.  
 
While part of me will always shake my head when remembering some of my youthful choices, more than 
anything I look back on my life thus far with pride and gratitude and a smile on my face. I’ve lived. I’ve done 
every single thing I’ve ever wanted to do, and I’m rich in life experiences. These experiences have colored my 
life in the most beautiful way, helping me to grow in character, strength, and maybe even a bit of wisdom. 
 
There wasn’t a crystal ball available to me back then to tell me that the 
nude work would be online forever, but I’m okay with it. In fact, I’m proud 
of it. It’s part of my history, part of my journey of self-discovery, self-love, 
liberation and empowerment. I grew up very repressed, so unlike those 
who are quick to criticize my life choices, I do have something to compare it 
to. It’s where I started out in life… and I am grateful for that, too. 
 
My life is healthy and it’s honest. I don’t have any skeletons in my closet 
because mine are public – online, for the entire world to see. It’s something 
I find very freeing. I don’t feel pressure to pretend to be someone else, or 
lie about who I am the way I’ve noticed a lot of people do. I’m confident in 
who I am and I’m comfortable being me. If people decide to dislike me 
before ever meeting me it actually does me a big favor because they 
eliminate their small, boring minds from my energy space before I even 
have to. 
 
My feeling in general is that if anyone has a problem with the nude work I’ve done in the past – too bad, they 
can suck it.  
 
Why do intelligent women take their clothes off for magazines like Playboy and television channels like 
Cinemax? Because it can be incredibly liberating.  
 
The nude human body can be seen as a wonderful piece of art or it can be seen as a shameful thing to be kept 
hidden: it’s whatever perception you choose… and it’s up to you to choose. 
 
If I could do it all over again, would I make the same choices? Would I do it all again the same way? Hell yeah I 
would. I don’t regret my youthful choices because they were mostly amazing experiences (I’d have to say, they 
were about ninety percent positive), and because they’ve led me to the very best things in my life: my children. 
 
Had I not posed nude for Playboy, I would not have been offered the Cinemax role. Had I not taken the Cinemax 
role, I wouldn’t have my two incredible kids – because it was through a female co-star (now a lifelong friend) 
that I was introduced to an orthopedic rep, and that orthopedic rep later introduced me to my husband. 
 
And if Playboy were to ask me to pose nude again in a two years when I hit fabulous 40 – my clothes would 
come flying off faster than I could say “Yes, thanks, I would be happy to!” 
 
I am still as comfortable in my skin as I ever was, and will teach my daughters to love their bodies and never 
be ashamed of being strong, confident females. I will teach them to be courageous, assertive and fearless.  
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A LIFE OF MEANING 
 
Now, my days revolve around nap times, potty training, 
carpool and getting a healthy dinner on the table. I 
write, go to yoga, manage rental properties and 
renovate old homes, and take care of my two children 
and three pets. I tend to tears and scraped knees, an 
exhausted, workaholic husband, and a very busy house.  
Yes, there are days when my sunglasses barely hide the 
fact that I was up all night with my sick children, and I 
relish whatever alone time I can get, even if it’s only 
hiding in the bathroom for a few minutes.  
 
And yet through it all there is music, dancing, laugher, 
and moments so precious they bring tears to my grey 
eyes and make every sleepless night beyond worth it. 
 
Eventually, I will deal with homework assignments, first dates, and first broken hearts. Princess stories will be 
replaced by prom dresses, and then may come college and weddings and grandchildren. And though I couldn’t 
have imagined all of these wonderful things in my life in my youth, now I can’t imagine my life without them. 
My life is joyful, meaningful, and full of love. 
 
But there’s a key difference in how I live my life now. These days, I don’t ignore my intuition. I listen to it. It’s 
one of my biggest life lessons, and I’m thankful to have learned it. I definitely learned it the hard way.  
 
I cut my own path and I blazed my own trail. I took the road less traveled all the way from an Alaskan village to 
the land down under and beyond, and even now, beneath bright new skies, I cannot help but feel that my 
journey has only just begun. 
 

 
 

ABOUT DIVINI RAE 
Divini Rae is an author, entrepreneur, and health/ fitness advocate with more than a decade 
of experience in the entertainment industry. She gained international fame as a model, 
appearing in leading lifestyle publications like Playboy and Australia’s Inside Sport.  
 
Born in Tanana, Alaska, the rural village featured in Discovery Channel’s popular Yukon Men 
series, Rae spent her childhood in a log cabin, without television, electricity or running water. 
 
Her book, Happy Healthy Fit!, is available for purchase on DiviniRae.com, Amazon.com and 
bookstores around the U.S.  
 
Her autobiography, Alaskan Wild Child, will be released December 2016. In it she shares her 
autobiographical account of growing up in a remote village in the Alaskan wilderness to 
becoming a world famous pin-up model, her worldwide travels and experiences at the 
Playboy Mansion, her experiences as an actress / real estate investor / photographer / 

entrepreneur, and her life lessons & adventures along the way. 
 
Rae currently lives in Oklahoma City with her husband and two children. 


