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  Stop right there! Read this first!  

This is a  Miss Adventure!  Meaning, this book is interactive—not one of those stodgy old books where you start reading on the first page and finish on the last. At the end of every chapter you will be asked to make a decision and flip to the corresponding page. You’re in the driver’s seat, so think carefully—your decisions may make the difference between becoming a Miss Liberty beauty queen, or becoming a trashy tabloid scandal queen. 

This is your  Miss Adventure,  so have a ball—and no cheating! True Miss Adventurers accept their fate with grace and poise. Smile that perfect smile and wave like a princess because in this  Miss Adventure,  the swimsuit competition makes up 20 percent of your final score!

 MISS ADVENTURE #2 
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One week of dance rehearsal, three days of preliminary interviews, months of preparations, and all because your friends dared you to enter a regional beauty pageant one year ago. Amazingly you are now Miss Vermont, the dark horse contender to become Miss Liberty, the winner of America’s most beloved and prestigious beauty pageant. The live television broadcast is tomorrow, when the whole country and every kid you ever went to school with will either be rooting for or against you. 

To say things snowballed would be an understatement. You never really paid much attention to this pageant stuff; you may have even denounced it as shallow at one point. Your coworkers back home always said you had a Miss Liberty smile, but it was just a running joke. Then they dared you to enter the Miss Liberty Burlington pageant as a prank, and you only said yes because entering meant you would get a case of the beer of your choice from each of them. Needless to say they were floored when you won, but no one was more shocked than you were by the whopping check that came with winning the regional title. 

Now here you are in Reno, Nevada, “The Biggest Little City in the World,” smack dab in the middle of pageant headquarters in the famous Aces Casino Towers. As you walk across the world’s ugliest carpet toward the hotel elevators, you realize how much your feet are killing you and how painful it is to smile all day long, but there’s no way you’re giving up now. Surprisingly, you have come to really want to win this thing: Be it a ping-pong game or a beauty pageant, you always want to come out the victor. As expected, so do all the other fifty-one girls in the pageant. Hell, your chances aren’t even one in fifty; outside of the official states, you’re up against Miss District of Columbia and Miss U.S. Territories. All of these girls have been dreaming about this all their lives. You’re definitely the rookie of the pageant circuit, and such achievement so quickly is unheard of. These polished pageant veterans think you lucked into this. And they’re right. 

“Hold the elevator!” you call out, trotting toward the closing doors. The girls inside—both Carolinas and Oklahoma—pretend not to hear you, so the doors close on your face. You only have to wait a minute for the next one to show up, and you’re kind of relieved to be alone. You would give your right arm for a deep tissue massage and a stiff martini. It’s been one hell of a week. 

The judges are a motley crew of old pageant winners who take this way too seriously, a sleazy guy named Réné who doesn’t seem serious about anything but the swimsuit competition, one former gymnastics golden girl with a thirteen-year-old body and a thirty-five-year-old face, and a Nobel prize-winner who looks hopelessly lost. The host of the nationally televised pageant is Roddy Topper, a man who’s so tanned he probably drinks bronzer for breakfast. America seems to love his talk show, but you can’t get past his co-host, Cricket McCall, whose voice has been known to give people seizures. Then there’s the pageant director, Fanny Mae Briar, who spends all year grooming “her girls” for this one event, which she feels will instill morality and goodness in America. But her main goal is impressing Daniel Aces, the uber-wealthy sponsor of the pageant. The Miss Liberty pageant takes place in his hotel, his theater, and is paid for with his money, so his name is everywhere. The whole pageant is practically an advertisement for his casino empire. 

There’s a lot at stake for the Miss Liberty contestants, too. Not only is there a huge cash prize (you can kiss those student loans good-bye), but it also means a year of travel, promotions, and charity work. Oh, and there’s the prestige. Once you’re Miss Liberty, the title sticks with you for a lifetime. 

When you get to your room, your key-card is barely in the scanner when you hear, “Vermont!” It’s the badass local girl, Miss Nevada. You don’t believe the rumors about her—that she used to pole-dance, that she won the state title in a card game, that she already turned down an offer from Playboy—you just like her refreshing how-the-hell’d-I-get-here? attitude. She is flanked by Miss Delaware and Miss District of Columbia. You’ve noticed that for some reason, the little states tend to stick together. 

“We’re sick of being cooped up in here and we’re getting out!” Miss Nevada says. “I know this great roadhouse bar off the beaten path.” 

“A bar? Isn’t that against the rules?” you ask, realizing this may be the first time you’ve ever asked that question.

“Technically not,” she says. “But it’s kind of a tradition.”

It’s been a long week—and you do deserve a little fun time. But swilling alcohol (and let’s face it, in your condition you’ll drink whatever they’re pouring) is not the best thing to do if you’ve got to compete tomorrow. Do you want to have a noticeable beer bloat during the swimsuit competition? On national television? 

You’re contemplating this as Miss Montana comes prancing down the hall like the show pony she thinks she is. In truth, she has horrible teeth and knows she can’t win so she’s been gunning for the Miss Congeniality title from the moment she got here. 

“Oh, don’t you dare steal her away!” squeals Miss Montana. “You’re staying right here tonight—I’m throwing an old-fashioned pajama-jammy-jam down the hall. We snuck some candy bars from the vending machines and Miss Kansas, that little lush, got a bottle of peach schnapps past Fanny Mae! We’re just gonna tell funny stories and hang out like old girlfriends!” 

Normally, you’d run and hide from Miss Montana, but the pajama party does seem like the smart thing to do. Going out drinking the night before the pageant is kind of a dangerous thing, and you know you’ll have the edge over those girls if they wake up with hangovers. Sips of peach schnapps and first-kiss stories might be just the thing you need to decompress. Besides, you really haven’t gotten to know Miss Montana’s posse yet. 

“So Vermont, what’ll it be?” says Miss Montana.




  If you decide to blow off your beauty sleep and enjoy some local color with Miss Nevada, turn to page 7.  

  If you can put up with Miss Montana’s fake smile for some real girl-bonding, prepare to jammy-jam and turn to page 11.  
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  You have had enough slumber parties to last you a lifetime. A night of “light as a feather, stiff as a board” may put you over the edge.  

You turn to Miss Montana apologetically.

“I’m sorry Montana, it’s just that the last time I went to a slumber party, I woke up and found my panties in the freezer. It was really traumatic. Hope you understand.” 

She gives you a sympathetic smile and says, “Totally understand, hon. I once peed my sleeping bag ’cause of that old hot water trick. We’ll eat a peanut M&M for you!” 

She dashes down the hall to find a new victim.

Miss Nevada grabs your arm and leads you down the hall to the elevators with the other girls. “You’re gonna love this place,” she says with a grin. “Far enough away from the city but close enough to the action.” You decide it’s wiser not to ask how she became such an expert on local “action.” “No one there will recognize us.” 

The four of you try to exit the casino without drawing too much attention, but stealth is difficult since you are four statuesque beauties with enormous hair. As you stride through the casino, you collect catcalls and whistles. In the midst of all the midwestern tourists, a handsome and sophisticated-looking young man holding a rack of casino chips walks right toward you. You hold eye contact with him, noticing his perfectly gelled hair, crisp button-down shirt, and very expensive shoes. As he passes you he whispers “Damn.” You smile in satisfaction and head through the glass revolving doors. 

“Have you heard a word I said?” complains Miss Nevada. Puzzled, you glance at her. “Money?” she whispers. “For the cab? I only have plastic.” You hand her a lump of cash from your purse. 

A twenty-minute cab ride later, you arrive at a roadside cowboy bar. The parking lot is filled with semis, pickups, and a couple of stray dogs. A flashing neon sign above the entrance to the bar says “Naughty Lil’s.” And the bar? It’s basically an old red barn that now houses kegs instead of livestock. “Oh my God,” Delaware says in horror, “it’s straight out of Porky’s !” 

“Try The Accused,” you say, hoping there’s no pinball machine in the back room. 

“Come on you princesses. Jesus Christ, one beauty pageant and you’ve all turned into little pussy cats,” Nevada huffs.

She has a point. She pulls you through the door into a cavernous bar where the main design motif seems to be thousands of bras stapled to the rafters. 

“How quaint,” District of Columbia sneers to Nevada, “the floors are even covered in sawdust. If this fucks up my pedicure, it’s your ass.” 

“Shut up and get a drink,” Nevada orders. That may be the best idea she’s had all night. You wiggle up to the bar between a trucker and a kid with a fantastic mullet and a pinkie ring. A haggard barmaid throws down a napkin and takes your order. 

“Can you make a Manhattan?” you ask. She gives you a blank stare. “Vodka gimlet?” Still no recognition in her eyes. “How about a Jack and Coke,” you say, resigned. She starts to pour. Just then, you hear a bone-chilling cry behind you. 

“Oh my gracious!” a girl’s voice shrills, “I cannot believe it!” You whip around to face her. With her helmet of blonde hair, airbrushed makeup, and gaudy silver jewelry, there is no mistaking it: You are nose to nose with the notorious Miss Texas. You’ve heard rumors that it was her mom who hired the hitman to get her on her high school cheerleading squad. Whether that’s true or not, the old saying “Don’t Mess with Texas” definitely applies to her. 

“What are y’all doin’ here?” she screams in her thick Texan twang.

“I’m just here to get drunk and fuck a trucker,” you deadpan. Texas looks at you blankly and then bursts into snorts and giggles.

“You are too much, Vermont. You have to come sit at our table,” she gushes. “We got last year’s Miss Liberty with us,” she adds with a wink. You look over to her table and spot Miss New Jersey, who is favored to win because her father is the union boss who built Daniel Aces’s Atlantic City hotels. You also spy Miss Iowa, whose mother is said to be in cahoots with a few judges—very close cahoots. Finally, you spot last year’s Miss Liberty, swilling a beer and checking out your buddies, unimpressed. 

A sudden Machiavellian urge sweeps through you, and you really want to know what all the heavy-hitter beauty queens are doing here, and if you can benefit from any information they might give you. If you make it to the finals, 10 percent of your score depends on peer votes, and these girls are the kind who can influence the masses. On the other hand, do you really want to waste your night out with a bunch of hard-core pageant bitches? Your friends will never help you win this pageant, but they are a far cry from the obsessive creepiness of Miss Texas. 

Then again, you did come to Reno to win this thing….




  Join Texas and her posse of princesses by turning to page 155.  

  Just looking at the caked-on mascara of Texas and Jersey side by side makes your stomach churn. Reunite with Nevada and your fellow small states by turning to page 15.  
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  You never actually went to slumber parties as a kid; you only used them as a shell game so your parents wouldn’t know you were out with your boyfriend. You figure this might be your last chance to see what they’re all about.  

“Sorry. The Miss Liberty Tequila Shooter Team’s gonna have to go it without their ace tonight,” you tell Miss Nevada. After a pout, she heads down the hall to meet the other girls. You turn to Miss Montana with a grin. “Should I bring my pillow and my favorite Playgirl magazines?” 

“Oh, you sure are a crack-up! See you down the hall!”

You open up the door to your room, hoping for half an hour of calm before the pajama jam, but instead you find a familiar sight: your roommate, Miss Florida, crying her eyes out. 

“Hey …” you say, trying to sound like this hasn’t happened ten times in the last week, “are you okay?”

“Do I look okay?” she says between wheezes. Actually she looks kind of puffy and red, but you don’t think that will cheer her up. 

“The big day’s tomorrow—you should be excited,” you try, hoping she’ll just try and at least act like she’s normal now that you’re in the room. No such luck. You gather up your pillow and your flannel pajamas (sadly, you haven’t thought to bring any Playgirl magazines), but Miss Florida’s still crying.

“My … life suh-uh-ucks …” sobs Miss Florida. She looks really bad, worse than usual. This is a girl with a ton of prescription pharmaceuticals and a mother who somehow slipped through the cracks of the Florida child welfare system. You suspect the great state of Florida was too busy fishing little Cuban boys out of the ocean and shipping them back to their oppressive homelands. 

“So …” you say, wincing. “What’s wrong?”

“It’s everything.” 

Could she be a little less specific? You take a stab at the obvious. “You mean all the pressure, the pageant?”

“It’s not fun anymore. My mother’s been calling me nonstop, all night long. The only reason she’s not in the room right now is because they ban coaches and parents from the floor the night before the finals. I can’t take her anymore! You’ve met my mom, you know what she’s like.” Your impression of Miss Florida’s mother is that she’s like Joan Crawford on a bad day every day. Only she wields mascara wands instead of wire coat hangers. 

“She seems like she means well,” you try lamely. “You just have to find the fun in this. I mean, that’s why I’m here.” Then you add, hoping she’ll take the hint, “That’s what I’m going to do right now: have some fun. Down the hall. Pajama jam—” 

“God. I don’t even remember the last time I had fun at one of these pageants! I guess my best memory was when I was four, now that was fun—” 

“Four?” you choke, nearly dropping your pillow.

“That was when I won Little Miss Cocoa Beach ages four to six.” Her eyes mist over. You try to hide your horror. “Back then it was all so pure.” 

Okay, that’s it. “You know what,” you say forcefully, “you must be smoking some kind of SuperCrack if you think that parading around at a pageant at the age of four is pure.” Miss Florida looks at you like a confused puppy. 

“You were exploited as a child. Has anybody ever mentioned this to you?”

Miss Florida goes to her suitcase and brings out a photo album the size of a world atlas. She opens the cover and inside are hundreds of photos, all of herself, dressed to the nines at the age of nine. JonBenet Ramsey never looked this good. “Here,” she says, “see how happy I look? How could this be exploitation?” You’re about to launch into a tirade when Miss Florida starts crying again. You stand there for a moment, and then figure it’s time to head for the door. 

“Hey, hang in there, sport!” you quip, hoping for a smile.

“Don’t … luh-luh-leave …” Miss Florida manages between sobs. “You’re the only person I can talk to. All the other girls, they think I’m a freak, but you—you’re not like them.” You realize that nobody has ever said one sensible thing to Miss Florida. She needs you. And part of the Miss Liberty spirit involves watching out for your roommate. If you leave her in her time of need, who knows what she’ll do? Order razor blades and Drano from room service? Then again, down the hall there’s a bottle of peach schnapps with your name on it.


  You’ve had some freak-outs in your life when you needed a good listener and a shoulder to cry on. Help Miss Florida return to her Sunshine State by turning to page 19.  

  You might help Florida and get some kind of karma reward in return, but that shit takes centuries to pay off! Ditch the roommate and go to the pajama jam on page 147.  
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  You are afraid that too much time with Miss Texas could lead you to a night of line-dancing or an unfortunate aerosol hairspray incident. Go hang with your girls.  

“Thanks for the invite,” you say. “I would love to join y’all but I am here with them.” As you brush by Miss Texas, she grabs your arm and whips you around. 

“I don’t know who you think you are, tree-hugger,” she seethes, her head swinging and her index finger wagging, “but you are about to go down.” 

“I don’t know who you think you are, gas-guzzler, but here’s a little newsflash: Silver dolphin pendants went out in 1990.” With that, you push her aside and join your girls, Jack and Coke in hand. 

You breathlessly recount the psychotic encounter with Miss Texas to a rapt table of beer-swilling pageant queens.

They giggle with delight and share some of the dirty rumors they have heard about Miss Texas:

“I heard that she has a Mexican drug lord sugar daddy funding her trip here.”

“I heard that she has a third nipple somewhere on her stomach, so I cannot wait for the swimsuit competition …” 

“She’s totally a man, baby! Have you seen the size of her hands? Hello!”

You are cracking open a can of Pabst Blue Ribbon, when you spot him—the rack-o-chips-expensive-shoe-hair-gel babe from the casino! What is he doing in a place like this? He slides in to a nearby table with a pitcher of beer and a stack of glasses. You watch his tanned forearms as he hoists up the pitcher and slowly pours himself a glass. There is no one else at the table, but he looks like he may be expecting someone. 

“God that man is beautiful,” you murmur to the girls. “I could eat him with a spoon.” Slowly, they all turn around to get a better look. 

“Mmmm, tasty for sure,” whispers Nevada, “but he looks a little creepy too. Like he’s too perfect, you know?”

“Yeah,” adds Delaware, “like the Prep School Strangler or something …”

As the conversation turns to teeth whiteners and tongue scrapers, you cannot help but notice that Prep School Strangler keeps looking at you. You give him a little smile, and you swear you can see him blush. His table is still empty, so this is your chance. Besides, you’ve never been the type of girl to sit around and wait for a guy to make a move. 

“Uh—I’m going to the bathroom,” you say, taking leave of the oral hygiene conversation. You flip back your hair, push out your chest, suck in your tummy, and do your best pageant walk past his table without dropping a single glance his way. In the bathroom, you expertly apply your lipstick, drop Visine into your eyes without smudging your eyeliner, and rearrange your push-up bra. Jesus, you think, are these the only skills you have learned during the past year on the pageant circuit? 

You glide out of the bathroom and spot his table in the distance. There is a pack of Marlboros on the table. Here you go. You strut toward him, place your hands on his table, and say, “Hi—could I borrow one of those cigarettes?” 

“Borrow? I don’t know how you’re going to give it back if you smoke it,” he says, beaming at you.

“How about we just share one then?” you propose. He stands up, pulls out a chair, pours you a beer, and lights up a smoke, all in about five seconds flat. 

“So, what brings you to this classy establishment?” he asks.

“Oh, um, I’m here with some … business associates. In town for a kind of convention thing.” You would rather not disclose your embarrassing beauty queen secret so early in what will probably become a lifelong relationship based on trust and respect. 

“Wow, what kind of business do you do?” Why is this guy so nosy?

“You know, sales, marketing, that kind of thing…. What do you do?”

“I manage hedge funds.” You pretend to understand what that is. “My name is Ian.”

You smile. “Of course it is.” Ian seems an appropriately yuppie name.

He is charming and polite, but you can tell there is something devilish beneath the surface, and you love it. He places his hand on your thigh and rests it there. Wow, you think, he is forward, but he is smooth. Just as you are piecing together an imagined future with him—a beach house and a ski house, cuddling by roaring fires, and eating romantic dinners prepared by your own personal chef—you are roused by a tap on your shoulder.

“Hey sweetie,” cooes Miss Nevada, “we have to get back to the hotel for some beauty sleep. Come on.” You look up at her desperately, hoping to send her a psychic message to give you just ten more minutes. 

“Or,” Ian offers, “I could give you a lift. Or put you in a cab. Whatever you prefer.” He smiles and you can feel your stomach drop a few notches. A few very good notches. You could technically stay for just one more drink—it wouldn’t kill you and it does not mean you have to go home with the guy. 

Where are your priorities? What if he ends up being your future husband and you blow it for some dumb beauty contest?

But are you really such a horndog that you will sacrifice sleep the night before you make your debut on national television?

Hurry up, Miss Nevada is already halfway out the door.




  The company of a sexy man has been known to give you a certain glow that actually may help you win this thing tomorrow! Stay for one more beer and turn to page 22.  

  Calm your raging hormones and focus on the real prize. You came here to win—so get your sweet ass back to the hotel and turn to page 55.  
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  “Thanks for staying,” your roomie sniffles. It’s so pathetic your heart just sinks.  

“You know, all those beauty pageants, all the contests, I don’t think you did them for yourself. You did them for your mom.”

“What do you mean?” she says, crinkling her face in confusion. “I have all the ribbons.”

“What about the cash prizes? The charity money?”

“My mom used the cash so I could enter more beauty pageants. And the charity money—well, how else would I take those interior design classes at the community college?” 

“Okay. Now, you’re not serious, right?”

“Maybe it’s not important to people in Vermont, but in Florida, we demand a home with matching color schemes and creative but muted touches.” 

“Did you just diss my state?”

“You’re not helping!” she cries. It’s like a flashback to junior high school dances. Walk into the girls’ room and all you find are hordes of girls crying their eyes out into that cheap little toilet paper that only comes in individual sheets. Miss Florida is like that whole bathroom crammed into one girl. And they’re playing “Careless Whisper,” and it’s her song. Perhaps this situation is a little more dire than you thought. One thing is for sure—this could go on for hours. 

“I don’t really know how to help you if you won’t listen to me.” You’re getting more and more frustrated. She’s like a cult member! You once watched a show about cult deprogrammers. They kidnap the kids, lock them in a cheap motel, yell at them, and occasionally beat them until they break and promise they won’t try to ascend to the mothership. You don’t really have the time or the skills for that, and beating might cause you to break a nail, but this girl needs some kind of lesson in reality. 

Right now, Florida is teetering on the edge of sanity. She’s pacing. You know that she’ll dash into the bathroom at any moment and lock you out. And you’re not peeing in the ice bucket—not again, not like that time during spring break in South Padre your senior year. You shiver at the thought. There are two ways to handle this delicate situation: you let her cry her eyes out or you give her the reality bitch-slap. One is whiny and may involve your feeling a little guilty, but it does involve your getting some rest. The other involves you getting no sleep, yelling at Miss Florida, and finally having a tearful reconciliation. Too bad you can’t just kick back and bond over that Shannon Doherty television movie where some stalker chick tries to ruin her life because the two of them were pitted against each other in child beauty pageants. You wouldn’t mind seeing that again; it’s actually a pretty good movie … 

“You know what? Forget it,” she sighs. “You don’t understand what I’m going through. Everybody knows you totally lucked into this whole thing.” 

Okay. Are you ready to take off those little white gloves?


  Throw down with Miss Florida and go off about how screwed up those child beauty pageants have made her. It’s called tough love and you’ll find it on page 31.  

  So what if she’s sobbing? College taught you to sleep through an orgy. Get your beauty sleep on page 24.  
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  Isn’t the hope of meeting a man always the point of going out in the first place? You are staying with your guy and letting the girls go.  

“I’ll be fine,” you tell Nevada. “Just one more beer, I swear.”

She gives you a look like she doesn’t quite believe you, and then the requisite peck on the cheek goodnight.

“How do you know them?” Ian asks.

“Oh, just through the sales firm where I work. You know, sales …” You trail off, and then randomly change the subject to the first thing that comes to mind: surfing. Being Miss Vermont and all, this is yet another subject, like sales, that you know nothing about. However, by the time your next round arrives he believes you’re a wave-shredding betty. Actually, all this impromptu lying could come in handy for those interview questions tomorrow … 

OEBPS/images/img01_003.png





OEBPS/images/img01_1-10.png
DBeanly Queen '
BLOWEUT






OEBPS/images/img01_1-6.png
Miss ADVENTURE #2

@f(tlt{y (Qu(m
.&@W@@'ﬁ

.........................






OEBPS/images/img01_1-4.png






OEBPS/images/9781439145623.png
Miss ADVENTURE #2

PBeanty Queen

S,
S
=
S
S
=

Lirra AND NORA ZUCKERMAN

A Firesips Book
Prasssen sy SIMox & ScHusTER
NEW YORK LONDON TORONTO SYDNEY SENGARORE








OEBPS/images/img01_1-7.png





