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Jenna Branson paced the floors waiting for the phone to ring. Her hair and clothes were a 

mess; her eyes bloodshot. It had been three days since her daughter Amy called. Amy and Lana 

should have been back from their Mexican vacation but there was no word from either of them. 

Jenna was waiting for her husband James to return from the police station where he was filing a 

missing person’s report. The bags were packed and sitting by the door for when he returned. 

They planned to follow in their tracks in the hopes that they will find their daughter and her 

friend safe and well. 

**** 

Lana and Amy were the newest stars of ‘The Drunken Burro’ club. Ever since a young 

Mexican woman named Maria convinced the naïve Amy to perform with a dog and horse on 

stage the two friends put on nearly nightly shows for crowds of horny men and women.  

In the beginning Lana was furious. Although she was very open sexually she hated the 

thought of having sex with animals for the enjoyment of others. When they returned to their 

hotel room after Amy’s first show they discovered two men waiting for them.  

“Who the hell are you?” Lana yelled at them. “What are you doing in our room?” 

“We were sent by Jose to collect your passports,” one of them stated. “You will get them 

back eventually.” 

“Ha, yeah once they are used up and can’t make Jose any more money,” the other man 

said. 

Ever since that night they spent every night performing for the deviant crowds of ‘The 

Drunken Burro’. That was two weeks ago. 

**** 

Jenna and James loaded up the car and headed for Houston. According to the travel plan 

it was Amy and Lana’s first stop. They were going to spend a day or two with Lana’s family 

before continuing on into Mexico.  

They arrived at Jakes at 10pm. Jake told them he hadn’t seen Amy and Lana for over a 

month. They spent the night and then left the next day. He graciously allowed them to spend the 

night so they didn’t have to get a hotel. The next day they headed out. Their next stop was 

Tijuana. 

Jenna remembered Lana mention her uncle Mike worked at the American embassy. She 

hoped he would be some help. Unfortunately he was little help. He hadn’t heard from his niece.  

With their hopes dashed, Jenna and James booked a hotel room and settled in for the 

night. They planned to scour the streets of Tijuana in search of their daughter the next day. 

They got little sleep. Not only were they worried about their daughter and her friend, but 

the hotel they picked was far from a luxurious one. All they could hear was the sexual escapades 

of the neighbors. 

Around 3am Jenna woke to the loud sounds of a woman moaning and the sounds of 

something hitting the wall. She went to the bathroom and was about to go back to bed when she 

saw something out of the corner of her eye by the shower. She took a look. To her surprise it was 

a hole in the wall leading to the next room. She wasn’t really sure why, but she placed her eye to 

the hole and peeked through. She got a narrow view of an empty bathroom. She found a 

washcloth wand stuffed it into the hole and went back to bed. 

The next day Jenna went to take a shower. She noticed the washcloth was gone. She put 

another one in the hole; and undressed. She was bent down washing her legs when she got a 

shock. Sticking through the hole was a half hard cock. “What the fuck,” she yelled in surprise. 



She jumped out of the shower and ran to tell James about what happened. James was gone. She 

remembered he said something about getting breakfast while she showered. 

She went back to the bathroom to find the cock gone. She resumed her shower and within 

minutes the cock returned.  

“Come on, babe,” said the man on the other side. “Suck my cock. Or better yet back that 

sweet ass up to the hole.” 

Jenna could hardly believe what she was hearing. Some strange, crazy Mexican wanted 

her to suck or fuck his cock. “Get the fuck away from me you bastard,” she yelled at the creep. 

“I’m calling the police.” 

“Go ahead, bitch,” the man said. “I’ll be long gone by the time they get off their lazy 

asses. Come on, I’ll give you twenty bucks to suck it for me. As you can see it’s all hard and in 

need of relief.” 

“Fuck off, creep,” she said. She quickly dried off and dressed. She told James about the 

whole incident. They went to management, but there was little they were willing to do. All they 

got was another room. 

**** 

Four days later Jenna and James still had no idea where her daughter and her friend were. 

They were beyond depressed and found themselves frequenting the bars at night. They were 

prone to arguing and tonight they split up; heading to bars in different parts of town. 

Jenna found herself sitting at the bar of a club called ‘La Senora Safica’. Her Spanish was 

quite rusty or she wouldn’t have gone to that particular club. It was still early in the evening. 

There were only a few other women in the club. Jenna sat at the bar and ordered one drink after 

another. By the time the club really got busy, Jenna was three sheets to the wind. She noticed 

that there were no men in the club. Fifty or so women drank and danced; several asking her to 

dance with them. She refused and went back to her drink. 

An hour later she found herself dancing with a sexy woman named Silvia. Silvia was tall 

and well proportioned; standing 5 feet 10 inches and weighing 140 pounds; her large breasts 

nearly popping out of her tight dress. Her silky black hair hung down over her shoulder, her blue 

eyes locked on Jenna as she swayed to the music. 

Silvia pulled Jenna close. Her hands moved down her body until she was holding Jenna’s 

ass in her hands. They moved as if one. Jenna, suddenly aware another woman was grasping her 

ass, pulled away. “I’m sorry,” she said softly. “I’m not into women like that.” She turned to 

leave, but Silvia pulled her back.  

Silvia took hold of Jenna’s face and pulled her in. She planted her lips on Jenna’s and 

kissed her deeply. Jenna resisted, trying to pull away, but Silvia held her tight, adding her tongue 

to the kiss. When Silvia broke the kiss, Jenna just stood there in shock. “It’s OK, honey,” Silvia 

said sweetly. “Am I your first woman?” 

Jenna simply nodded her head yes. 

“You do know what kind of club you are in, right?” 

“No,” Jenna replied. 

“This is a lesbian club,” Silvia chuckled. “Why do you think there are no men here?” 

“OH GOD,” Jenna gasped. “I had no idea. I have so much on my mind I just entered the 

first club I came to.” 

“It’s OK, I’m Silvia. Don’t take this the wrong way, but you are sexy as hell and I want 

to do all kinds of thing to you.” 

Jenna pulled back. “I can’t do that. I’m not gay.” 


