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or some twenty-plus years, 
insider-y types have been 

bemoaning the decline of 
the age of the supermodel.

You know the ones—no-last-
name-needed types who starred 

in music videos, dated rock stars, 
jetted all over the world, lived  

decadently, and wouldn’t get out of bed for less than  
$10,000 a day (factor in inf lation here, guys). Fast forward 
some half-dozen very crucial, personal brand–building  
apps later, and we think we may have found this gen-
eration’s solution to the modern-day supermodel: the  
social media–savvy one. Swap out the music videos for lip- 
synching Snapchat uploads, the travel and decadent  
lifestyle for Instagrammed exploits. The tabloid headlines 
are still there, but the women behind them supersede them 
with a tweet more often than not. The new generation of  
supermodels is very much alive and well, and Karlie Kloss 
is leading the pack.

For starters, Kloss’s rise fits the Cinderella-story  
narrative all too well: Hailing from Missouri, and one  
of four sisters (all with the initials KK, too), she made her  
debut as a Calvin Klein exclusive at the age of fifteen  
before going on to walk Gucci’s, Alexander McQueen’s, 
and Valentino’s runways that same season. Some six months  
later, she’d landed the 
cover of Teen Vogue  
and the first of her  
many Meisel-lensed  
Vogue Italia spreads.  
Fast-forward into 

adulthood and the impossible-not-to-like Kloss has added 
collaborations with everyone from Momofuku (her 
Karlie’s Kookies are available at the eatery’s Milk Bar and 
benefit FEED Projects) to Frame Denim (her namesake 
line boasts forty-inch inseams) and Warby Parker (which 
benefited Edible Schoolyard NYC) to her résumé. All this 
while launching a YouTube channel, popping up as the 
face of a dozen or so campaigns each season, and making 
her usual stops in a half-dozen or so international editions 
of Vogue. Oh, and she started studying at NYU, too. 
Exhausted yet? 

It would be all too easy for Kloss to buy into a mean-
girl, fashion-diva persona—instead, the model/burgeoning 
mogul is genuinely . . . nice, despite having rubbed shoulders 
with industry legends (and we do mean legends) on the daily 
while her peers were worrying about driver’s licenses and 
curfews. Instead of having our interactions chaperoned 
by a publicist, we spent our afternoon with Kloss getting 
the grand (and we do mean grand) tour of her brand- 
new West Village townhouse and raiding her Tamara 
Mellon– and Coach-filled closet, before running off  
to the park for an impromptu excursion through Kloss’s  
new ’hood. The model, in a sunny yellow cut-out 
Reformation dress, GoPro in hand, owned our camera—
at least until our spontaneous jaunt was crashed by a  
pint-size soccer player who took a serious liking to our  

crew (to put it mildly),  
even sitting in her 
lap(!) before running 
off again. See what 
we mean about being 
impossible not to like?
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Kloss’s then brand- 
new Wes t Village 
apar tment (her very 
f irs t) in New York
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Because Kloss has been  
at the very forefront  
of ushering in the new, 
iPhone-powered age  
of the supermodel—with  
bra ins a nd a n 
entrepreneurial and 
philanthropic edge, too.



“When i first moved  
to New York, i scrounged  

my pennies to buy  
a Prada bag. it was my  

first big fashion  
purchase as a model and  

my prized possession.”
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“When i met  
Christy Turlington,  
i was fifteen and so  

awestruck that i  
actually burst into tears.  

i still am so inspired  
by what she  

has accomplished— 
both personally  

and professionally.”


