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Stop right there! Read this first!

This is aMiss Adventure! Meaning it’s 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 finding Mr. Right, or finding yourself in a Tijuana prison.

This is yourMiss Adventure, so have a ball—andno cheating! True Miss Adventurers roll with the punches and never look back. Have fun, don’t drink the water, and we’ll see you south of the border.

MISS ADVENTURE #1
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You are hurtling down the freeway toward the Mexican border, hanging your head out of the window in an attempt to gasp some fresh air to cure your wicked hangover. But the glaring Southern California sunshine and the grumbling of the V-8 engine are only making your headache worse. Last night you made a drunken promise to your best friend, Lani, that you would go with her on her annual trip to Tijuana. Little did you know, she was actually serious. Now you find yourself riding shotgun in Lani’s beat up 1970’s Mustang, wearing your new Betsey Johnson sundress and the biggest shades you could find. In your hangover haze you figured that if you are going on a Mexican vacation, you might as well do it in style. Looking over at Lani behind the wheel, smoking a cigarette and drinking her third Diet Coke of the morning, you wonder what you’ve gotten yourself into. You’ve never been to Tijuana, but it seems like everybody has a story about their bizarre experiences south of the border, and you kind of want one too.

“This is absolutely the best medicine for you,” Lani says with conviction. She drags on a menthol cigarette and passes it to you. “Nothing perks you up quite like Diet Cokes and menthol cigarettes in the morning.”

“I don’t know if this is the best idea,” you say, not wanting to hurt her feelings. “I just bought these sandals a week ago and I’ve heard that Tijuana is not really an open-toe-shoe kind of town.”

“Hello! This is the modern world,” Lani exclaims. “It’s not all burro shit and tapeworms. Tijuana is actually the most-visited visited foreign city by Americans. It’s practically Disneyland, with a shitload of booze, but no scary cartoon creatures. At least, I think there aren’t any scary cartoon creatures. I used to go there all the time when I was a teenager. The clubs actually accepted my junior high school ID.”

“How come every story I have ever heard about TJ has involved a Mexican prison, donkey shows, and a case of ungodly food poisoning?”

“As long as you don’t urinate in public or start a knife fight you are not going to jail. You are forgetting that TJ is a magical place where you can toss a rock in the air and hit a hottie. Everybody goes there to hook up, it’s like a never-ending bachelor party.”

“Okay, but I don’t want to just drink and make out with boys named Pedro—I am bringing some good shit home,” you say. You’ve always been a shopper at heart, and have heard there are lots of special knickknacks you can buy in Mexico: prescription drugs, fireworks, endangered species … all at bargain prices.

“Oh shit—fleeing family!” Lani points to a massive yellow road sign with a silhouette of a family dashing across the highway. It reminds you of “deer crossing” signs you’ve seen. “This means we’re close. Beware of fleeing families!”

“Yeah, bitches! You makin’ a run for the border?”

An obnoxiousSUV full of drunken fratboys have pulled up alongside Lani’s car. They are wielding a video camera and hanging out of the sunroof. One of them sticks his tongue out and makes an obscene gesture you have not seen since summer camp.

“Ah, the modern mating call,” you sigh.

Lani gives them the finger. “Eat me!” she yells across the highway, laying on her horn. She turns to you with a grin. “Hell yeah. We are going to have the best time.”

Lani lets you finish the menthol cigarette as the highway signs begin to get bigger and more exciting: “Last Exit toUSA,” “Border Crossing Ahead,” “U-turn toUSA.” Tijuana is moments away.

“Alright—here’s the deal. We can park on the American side of the border and walk across or we can park over in Mexico,” Lani explains. “If we pull over and park here, it’s a little pricey, and it’s a walk, but the car is definitely safer. And you know I love this car.”

“I’m wearing open-toe Prada sandals and just got a pedicure,” you say “Just a note.”

“Or, if we park over there, we can be close to the car, drop shit off occasionally, and smuggle large items across the border—in case you were thinking about investing in anything—you know, heavy artillery, bobcats,” Lani continues, “but the car might get jacked and we should probably kiss the hubcaps good-bye right now.”

You toss the menthol out the window and scrounge around in your purse for some Visine. “Fuck—I’m too hungover to think straight,” you sigh, as you glance down at your strappy shoes.

“You decide, princess,” Lani grins “’cause I can smell Mexico already!”

If you park in theU.S. and decide to hoof it over the border, turn to page 6.

If you motor across and take your chances, turn to page 8.
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Although it’s always nice to have your own car, your own music selections, and your own ashtray, you can’t really imagine that Lani’s car would leave Mexico intact.

Lani pulls into a huge parking lot, where for a simple three-dollar fee, you get your very own parking spot and peace of mind. They even seem to speak English here!

The two of you follow the crowd heading for the border. Bienvenido! Welcome to Mexico! Just about everywhere you look there’s a smiling welcome sign. You navigate your way through tourist families and drunken bachelor parties, finally reaching the border crossing. It’s like Checkpoint Charlie, only with kids running around. You cross a bridge above the long line of cars waiting to be let into Mexico. Looming ahead is an elaborate turnstile. One turn and whoosh—you’re in Tijuana. A long line of cabs waits for girls just like you. You and Lani pick one with air conditioning.

“Take us to the center of town!” you bark at the driver, excitedly.

“El centro!” Lani shouts, like she’s drunk already. The taxi sputters onto a highway and you’re immediately sitting in traffic.

“So, what’s there to do around here?” you ask the driver. He replies in broken English.

“There is lots to shop for. You know, tequila, sombrero, purses for the ladies …”

“We’re gonna hit some clubs,” Lani explains.

“Oh. Yeeeah. Lots of discos for the ladies. I know number-one club in town, they treat you very nice.”

It’s still a little early to go to a dance club, but looking around you figure Tijuana must be kind of like Vegas—a twenty-four-hour town. As the cab creeps along, you hear pounding music from every club. They all have cheesy themes, lots of galvanized metal and neon. Très 1980s. You drive past one place that even has a communist theme and a beach volleyball court on the roof. You wonder if the commies know they’ve gone Baywatch.

“Lani,” you ask, “Would it be considered unladylike to do the Electric Slide before you’ve had lunch?”

“Fuck ladylike,” Lani says, rolling down the window and hocking a loogie. “We’re here for boozin’ and cruisin’ south of the border. This isn’t Taco Bell, this is the real shit.”

“But do we need to hear ‘Mambo Number Five’ right away? We could do some shopping first, then hit the dance floor.”

Lani lowers her voice. “He said he knows number-one club in town. They treat us very nice.”

“Where we go?” your driver asks. “I have to turn up here. Vámonos.”

If you can’t stomach the dance club so early hit the marketplace and do some shopping by turning to page 11.

When you’re at the swimming pool, you gotta go off the high dive, right? Go clubbing and turn to page 19.
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You have decided that you would rather put Lani’s car at risk than walk around all day. Besides, you never know when you’re going to need a quick getaway …

You are surprised how easy it is to just drive across the border into a foreign country One would think they would be worried. Hell, you could be carrying secret-weapons plans or something. You mention this to Lani and she just laughs.

“Dude, getting into Mexico is easy. It’s leaving that’s a bitch. Border guards know that American dollars can buy anything your heart desires. Where do you think I get that kind bud?”

“Bienvenidos a México!” reads the red, white, and green sign that hangs over the multiple lanes of cars and trucks. Suddenly, you’re in a sea of humanity. You feel like you’re driving into the world’s largest swap meet. Vendors swarm around the cars, trying to sell all things cheap and colorful. Lanyards, ceramic monkeys, sombreros, even those ponchos you thought went out of style with Jams in the 1980s. There was an older surfer boy you liked who used to wear one every day that smelled faintly of marijuana and sea salt. Not surprisingly, that is exactly what Tijuana smells like.

“Hey! Stop daydreaming and roll up the window!” Lani screams, “If you don’t, somebody’s gonna grab your hair, chop it off, and sell it! It happened to my cousin’s friend’s sister, I swear.”

Lani quickly steers the car toward the highway exit. All the other cars are traveling in a pack together, but Lani was never one to do that type of thing.

“Shouldn’t we just follow everyone else?”

“No way. I know a great place to park, and it’s totally free.”

Lani pulls her car into the worst neighborhood you have ever seen in your whole entire life. And you have been to Detroit. She has to slam on her brakes at one point to avoid a roaming pack of dogs carrying what must have once been a chicken. You are beginning to get the feeling that it has been a long time since Lani has been to Tijuana.

“Check this out! Parking gods have smiled upon us!” Lani pulls her car into a patch of dirt near a rickety shack.

“Uh, I think you just parked in somebody’s front yard,” you say.

“If this was a yard, it would have grass,” Lani says. You want to protest, but she just seems so excited about the whole thing. “Have another cigarette and chill the fuck out. I know what I’m doing, this is prime real estate.”

You look around the car for anything you might need in the future. Even the little evergreen-tree freshener seems to look at you and say “don’t leave me here all alone, I’m frightened.”

You and Lani find that you are really not that far from the center of town. A few quick blocks and you are in the middle of a huge marketplace square. It’s overwhelming, people are everywhere.

“So what should we do first?” you ask Lani. It’s early and you have the whole day in front of you.

“Breakfast margaritas are always an option,” she says with a devilish glint in her eye. “That will knock your hangover the fuck out. Or we can use this sober time to go shopping. You can pick up some supplies, if you know what I mean.”

Though you don’t really know what she means, you nod like you do.

If you decide that drinking before lunch is not a great idea but that shopping always is, turn to page 13.

If you think that nothing cures a hangover like more booze, perhaps a breakfast margarita is the morning pick-me-up you never knew you needed, turn to page 16.
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You decide to follow your mantra, “I Shop, Therefore I Am.”

“Drop us off at the marketplace,” you tell the driver.

He lets you off at a huge plaza packed with shops and tourists. It’s like a cheap mall, only here everything’s either stolen or made out of straw. Purses, jackets, those Spicoli stoner ponchos, sombreros, bullwhips, belts, fake flowers, piñatas shaped as Pokémon … this place has everything you never knew you wanted.

“I feel this irresistible need for fake silver jewelry and Selena memorial T-shirts,” Lani sighs.

“You can get all that and so much more for a mere five dollars.”

“Ladies, start your engines,” Lani shouts, startling the others around you. She has the fever. You’re both about to descend and spend when …boom! You’re literally surrounded by a mob of children.

“Gum? Chicklet?” they plead. All of them are selling boxes of Chicklets, gum in every flavor and color. You never knew there was such a market. And so many kids, all of them looking at you with their beautiful, soulful eyes.

“They think we have money,” Lani whispers to you.

“That’s because we do,” you whisper back. The kids are adorable and friendly. All they want is for you to buy some gum; it will make their lives so much better. You find your hand reaching for your wallet.

“You’re not gonna buy gum, are you?” Lani says, disappointed. “You’re so weak. The gum sucks. It’s like Nicorette without the nicotine.”

In the back of your mind, some residual memory of Sally Struthers pleads at you from the television. She’s crying for you to “Think of the children!” Five dollars is five dollars, it means nothing to you and everything to them. But, this could also be some sort of scam. There could be a mugger waiting to come at you from the shadows the second you take out your wallet. Kids are just kids, but kids today can be brutal. And if kids are brutal, then Tijuana kids might be downright vicious.

Drop a fiver and make some kid’s day. Nobody can have enough good karma. To chew all day, turn to page 135.

Actually, you find this disturbing. Little cute kids sent out to manipulate you out of your money? Tell the kids to vamoose and turn to page 188.
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You have decided to forego the margarita madness until lunchtime—besides, who could resist the allure of a Tijuana shopping spree?

The ingenuity of the Mexican locals never ceases to amaze you. There are no beggars in Mexico, only vendors. Everyone has something to sell. You cannot believe the multitude of crappy wares made from crappy products being sold in what seems like the world’s largest garage sale. As you and Lani puff on menthols, you try to respectfully peruse such little treasures as cross-shaped necklaces made out of yarn, and adobe piggybanks shaped like that creepy purple dinosaur Barney.

“Do people really buy this junk?” you ask.

“Wait till you’ve had a couple shots of tequila in your system,” Lani answers, “you won’t get out of this damned country without at least one ‘Life’s a Beach’ Corona T-shirt. Sad but true.” You vaguely remember Lani wearing one to the gym once or twice …

You continue to cruise around the enormous swap-meet, chain smoking so that you can wield the lit cigarette as a weapon, fending off gypsy children and the young male locals—who can’t help but notice two foxy American ladies. Lani seriously considers buying a vase that looks like a giant penis, while you weigh the options of owning a purse that looks like a coconut.

You are gazing at a stand of Mexican cigars and X-rated playing cards when a thin, fast-talking vendor starts grinning wildly at you and asks, “You girls want to see what’s behind the counter?”

“Sure, señor,” Lani replies easily She gives you a little “what the hell?” kind of shrug. You assume she knows what she’s doing, and try to act cool.

The man leads you to the back of his stand, takes a patterned blanket off of a trunk, and flips it open. Inside, the trunk is filled to capacity with sticks of dynamite.

“What in the hell is that?” you ask, “Anti-aircraft?”

“No lady—it’s for Cinco de Mayo—how you say?” the man chatters, “Fourth of July—no?”

“Fireworks,” Lani grins, “can’t get this shit west of the Rocky Mountains—you would have to road trip out to Missouri or somewhere like that.”

“No, no, no,” the man continues, “cannot buy in America.”

“What the hell would we do with explosives?” you ask.

“Do you know what my little brother and his pyromaniac friends would pay for this stuff?” she asks.

“Hell,” you reply, “Do you know how much our pyromaniac friends would pay for this stuff? We’d be too cool for school.”

You think back to your younger days when entertainment was made more simply, with an aerosol hairspray can and a lighter. The fireworks could come in handy—they would make one hell of a party favor. You momentarily consider torching all of your ex-boyfriend memorabilia in one fiery flash.

On the other hand, do you really want to cart around explosives all day? What if you’re drunk, and try to light a cigarette and—it’s too horrible to think about. And what about getting this shit past the border? Do they really lock up nice American girls for tiny transgressions like smuggling explosives? I mean, you saw Brokedown Palace.

“Well cowgirl,” Lani chuckles, “what do you think?”

If you decide to start a small international arms trade for the sheer hell of it, buy the fireworks and turn to page 90.

If you conclude that you are not to be trusted with highly combustible materials at this fragile, emotional time, walk on and turn to page 28.
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Anytime is party time in Mexico, right? You have decided to strap one on early and get this fiesta rolling!

“I know this killer place where the margaritas are as perfect as they come,” Lani raves as you walk through the dusty down-town streets. “I have done extensive field research, and these are going to be the best damn fruity drinks you’ve ever had.” She turns to you and whispers, “They import American tap water to make their own ice.” You try to act impressed.

Around a corner you are suddenly mobbed on the street by dozens of young men shoving flyers in your face. You feel like you are in a swarm of bees.

“Two for one Coronas!”

“Buy one Corona, get two margaritas free!”

“Free tequila for pretty ladies!”

“Buy one margarita, get a free taco!”

You think about that really depressing movie where the guy goes to Vegas to drink himself to death and wonder if Tijuana would have been a more appropriate choice. Lani grabs your hand and shuffles you out of the fray.

“Aahh—here we are,” she announces.

You glance up at a two-level bar that seems to be decorated exclusively with piñatas and beer signage. “Mamacita’s” is painted over the door, directly under a balcony that looks like it could crumble at any moment, crushing the dozens of drunken teens below.

The second you walk through the door, an air-raid-like siren sounds, scaring the living shit out of you. Lights flash wildly Two large men approach you, and swing you over their shoulders. Suddenly you are upside down, spinning around and then finally deposited at a large booth. Before you can blink, two frozen margaritas are in front of your face.

“I didn’t order this,” you manage to say, your shock only now subsiding.

“It’s like one of those fancy restaurants where they decide what you should have for you,” Lani answers, between healthy chugs of marg.

You begin to down your margarita—you have to admit, it’s damn good. You both light up, and before you exhale, four Coronas are on the table.

“Free with the drink,” Lani explains.

About four margaritas and countless freebies later, you’re really beginning to dig the whole country of Mexico. You don’t even mind “Who Let the Dogs Out,” which has been played about a dozen times. Just as Lani is teaching you to say “suck my cock” in Spanish, your waiter approaches.

“Compliments of Mamacita’s,” he says, laying down two shot glasses in front of you. “House specialty.”

He pours Lani a tequila shot and she downs it like a pro. It’s your turn. He pours your shot and—plunk!—something falls into the glass! “Ahhhhhh!!!” shrieks Lani, “The Worm!” The air-raid siren goes off again, lights blare, the music screeches to a halt, and all eyes are on you.

“What on god’s green earth is that?” you ask, as you stare into the shot glass. Floating in your glass is a small, white, emaciated little clump of flesh that had been sitting at the bottom of that bottle for who knows how long.

“The worm,” your waiter explains, “is very good luck—an aphrodisiac—you must drink it down all at once and you are guaranteed good fortune!”

“You’re shitting me,” you say. “It’s a goddamn earthworm and I wouldn’t eat it if I were on an island competing for a million dollars.”

“Dude!” exclaims Lani, “You have to do it—it’s a once-in-a-lifetime thing! You might disgrace the bartender if you don’t. And you will have the best story and bragging rights for years.”

“Drink!”

“Drink!”

“Drink!”

The bar has exploded in chants and cheers. You get a huge adrenaline rush from the chanting crowd and know it’s now or never. You are pretty loaded—you could drink petrol and it wouldn’t faze you. You pick up the glass, your slimy little friend floating inside …

“Eat the worm!”

“Eat the worm!”

If you decide to throw all sense and reason out the door (and isn’t that why you are in Mexico?), throw that little sucker down the gullet and turn to page 185.

You cannot muster the strength or will to actually eat the worm. Who cares if you disgrace the bar? It is disgraceful to serve you, a paying customer, a worm. Put down the glass and turn to page 93.
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To quote the movie Cocktail,“Beer is for breakfast. Drink or be gone.” You always did like that line, time to live it. You are having a liquid brunch!

“To the club!” you scream to the taxi driver. Lani sticks her head out the window and yells “Arriba! Arriba!” As the driver turns onto another street, you have to grab Lani by the belt to keep her from falling out the window. You yank her back down to the seat.

“Easy there, señorita,” you say.

“Fuck easy Somewhere in this town there are about six margaritas with my name on them … I can taste them already” She starts applying body glitter to her cheeks and shoulders. In Lani’s world, it’s never too early for glitter. The cab screeches to a halt and you toss the cabbie a fiver. The club you’ve arrived at looks like a converted factory, tricked out with wildly colored pipes and sheet metal. The sign reads “El Machine.”

“Hmm, just what I wanted,” you say to Lani outside the club, “a bar that celebrates industrial sprawl.”

“I’ll tell you one thing,” she says, entering the club, “El Machine better be the kind of machine that pours stiff drinks.” You strut into the cavernous club. There are three circular levels of balconies that look down onto a giant rotating dance floor. Whoever started this club probably didn’t have to apply for pesky business licenses and health inspections, so instead they blew their wad on lasers, smoke machines, and strobe lights.

“I need a drink,stat!” you scream in Lani’s ear. She grabs you by the wrist and you weave your way through the booths and tables, instantly feeling like a piece of meat. You lose count of how many times your ass gets grabbed by anonymous men. One table of guys gives you a thumbs up and yells “Eight and a half!” Another greasy fellow brushes by you and says you are “prime orgy material.” Trying to take this all as a compliment is proving difficult. You have only been here forty-five seconds and feel like you’ve just run the sexual harassment gauntlet.

Finally you reach the bar. It shines in neon splendor, and you welcome it like a sailor welcomes a lighthouse after crossing stormy seas. You and Lani light cigarettes and inhale deeply. “Lani,” you sigh with relief, “I feel violated. Like, nude-photos-on-the-internet violated.”

“Hey! Hey! Thirsty ladies here!” Lani yells to the bartender. He looks up and gives you a sign to hold on for a minute. You look down to see he is in the middle of preparing about six margaritas the size of paint buckets. Make no mistake, these drinks are bigger than your torso and each elaborate glass has a plastic shark or surfer hanging out the top. A really handsome guy pays for the booze, peeling bills off a huge roll.

“Could you help me with something?” he asks, smiling at you. He has blindingly perfect white teeth. You always were a sucker for good dental hygiene.

“Help you?” you say in your best sexy voice, “I don’t work for tips, flyboy” Damn, you are good.

“Well, do you work for obnoxiously large alcoholic beverages?” he asks.

Lani, who has just overheard the magic words, pops her head over your shoulder and tells the white-teeth man, “Interesting. Go on.”

“I’m sitting over there with a few friends and could use some help carrying these drinks. You can have what you can carry.” You glance over to where he indicates his friends are sitting. They are nowhere near the ass-grabbing-gauntlet, thank God. In fact, they seem like five clean-cut guys with their own minibar. Their table is loaded with bottles of vodka, tequila, pitchers of juices, and shit, is that sangria?

“What do you think?” you whisper to Lani.

“Up to you,” she answers, “but do we really want to get comfortable now? We haven’t even done a lap.” True, you have yet to see what else the three layers of club has to offer in the way of men, but judging from your recent trauma of being called “prime orgy material,” do you really want to know?

Carrying drinks is one of your favorite exercises, and your second favorite is drinking copious amounts of booze with handsome men. Turn to page 173.

When you’re shopping for shoes, do you buy the first pair you try on? I think not. Tell the toothy guy good-bye and shop around a little. Turn to page 64.
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You just saw one of those local news exposés about how unsanitary restaurants are. In Mexico, it can only be worse. After careful consideration, you’ve decided that it is better to see your food made in front of you.
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