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The taxi turned off from the main drive into the old sector of the city and the streets became more narrow and crowded. Open markets selling everything imaginable lined the narrow alleyways the driver was picking his way through. It was obviously the market quarter and skid row for the City of Tijuana, Mexico. The new young Stanford graduate, Melanie Griffin, could see every type of product even at this hour of the day and vulgar, gaudy, looking women were parading the sidewalks plying their age-old trade as Mexican street whores ,or Putas, as the Mexicans called them. Melanie became a bit apprehensive when the car stopped in front of a dirty doorway marked, Hotel Mexicana.
"Is this it, Cecilia?" she asked, obvious concern reflecting in her voice.
"Yes, it is, dear," the woman answered, an assuring smile on her lips, "but don't worry, the outside means nothing. You Americans are all the same; you expect the Palace Hotel everywhere you go. Now come on in and stop worrying."
She paid the driver and signaled to a boy standing in front of the door to take their bags. Cecilia led her down a darkened hallway to the stairway and up to the second floor where the desk was located. She checked them in with the desk clerk, who obviously knew Cecilia and was pleased to see her. Melanie didn't like his looks. He was very dark skinned southern Mexican with a short clipped mustache and looked as though he belonged on a prison work gang rather than working as a hotel desk clerk.
"Melanie, this is Pedro," Cecilia said, introducing the clerk. "He is a refugee from the revolutionary wars in the south of Mexico and speaks English very well. He takes care of all of my needs when I stay here. You'll find him useful."
"How do you do Senora," the clerk bowed toward her with a natural subservience.
She nodded back to him apprehensively and coldly. She didn't like the looks of him or this place at all but perhaps Cecilia was right, Americans did expect a lot. Anyway it was different and the neighborhood noisy but still quaint, it may be just the place to rest up for a few days before beginning her new job teaching English so the ad had read, to upper class Mexican business men.
Having just graduated from Stanford University with a degree in the Spanish language it was the most interesting sounding job and she considered herself lucky to get it. She had answered an ad in a San Francisco paper and it paid far more than a regular Spanish teaching job in an American public school so she took it without hesitation. She was a little concerned that the ad said the applicant must be voluptuous, which she as a cheer leader in college certainly was, but it was explained logically to her that it would help in recruiting younger Mexican business men to the class.
She also was extremely impressed with Cecilia Cortez, her present escort, an upper class Spanish lady who knew Mexico well. She was as aristocratic as could be and assured her not to believe all the stories she had heard about young American girls being kidnapped and forced to work in Mexican gangster controlled houses of prostitution and sex shows.
Pedro led them up to the third floor and gave them adjoining rooms. There was a connecting door which made Melanie feel a little better. The lock for it was on her side so if she needed anything in a hurry she could always get into Cecilia Cortez's room. She didn't like the way the dark skinned desk clerk was looking at her. She knew the natives of that area were an extremely polite people and overly solicitous at times but it still made her nervous the way he looked her up and down unashamedly stripping her naked all the way down to her naked young pussy split and ravenous tits with his sharp, sexually penetrating eyes.
"Well, here we are, my dear," Cecilia said as the clerk placed Melanie's baggage next to the wrought iron double bed. She surveyed the rest of the room and it looked as though it hadn't been renovated for years. A single uncovered light bulb hung down from the center of the ceiling and was the only light source in the room. There were no lamps on the table. The cheaply painted plaster was cracked along the walls and small blotches had fallen out of the ceiling, leaving irregular shaped holes that showed through to the lathe work beneath. Thank God, Cecilia is here with me, she thought. She seems to know what she's doing.
"Do you stay here often?" Melanie had to ask.
"Oh yes, my dear, my husband and I always stay here when we want to be left alone to transact business in Tijuana. With the market and all, it is quaint."
Melanie felt foolish that she had to keep asking questions like this. Cecilia had assured her several times that everything was all right. She would just have to accept it. After all, who knows a country better than a native. Besides, she liked her and was looking to her for some moral support these next several days. They would be difficult ones a fight with her new husband, adjusting to a new culture and people and she knew she wouldn't bear to face them completely alone.
"Melanie, dear," Cecilia said, "I've got to run and do a few things before I unpack. Why don't you put your things away and rest up a bit. I think a couple of hours of siesta sleep would do you good. I'll be back around six and we can have dinner together."
Melanie agreed to this. She was happy to be left alone with her thoughts about her own brand new husband back in Los Angeles and their rushed marriage for a few hours, to get settled and take a bath. She felt gritty from the plane trip down to San Diego just across the California border from Mexico and the Tijuana airport where Cecilia had picked her up a few hours earlier by taxi. She hadn't been in a tub for several days.
"I'd love it," Melanie replied, "you wake me up when you finish your business. I'll probably be dead to the world." As soon as Cecilia was out of the room, Melanie finished her unpacking and drew a cool refreshing bath. She couldn't wait to get into bed, as squeaky and uncomfortable as it looked. She scrubbed herself a bright clean, feeling as though she hadn't touched water in weeks.
Afterwards, she rubbed herself with lotion from head to foot, rubbing gently over the sore spots from two days ago, her first sexual experience with Phillip her new husband. It had been a quick and surprise wedded they had planned for later but with her new job in Mexico decided to wed immediately. Phillip had been downright brutal and lost complete control over himself when he first got his chance to ravish her nakedly stripped young virgin body back in the hotel room the other night but right now she was too tired to do anything but sleep and not worry about Phillip’s complete and unexpected loss of sexual control and what amounted to a brutal uncontrolled rape of her virgin young pussy.. She chose a short hip-length nighty because it was easy to slip into. There was a soft knock on the door.
"Who is it?" Melanie asked lightly, concluding that Cecilia had forgotten something. "Special Tijuana Iced coffee, Senorita," she recognized Pedro's voice.
"But, I--I didn't order any coffee," Melanie answered, surprised and a bit upset about the unexpected intrusion.
"Senora Cecilia ordered it for you, Senora. She said it would help you sleep. It's a special tequila coffee to relax and help you with your siesta"
"Oh, all right, just a minute," Melanie threw on her thin robe and opened the door to allow him to enter. Pedro stopped for a moment as he brought the tray through the door. Melanie caught his sharp quick eyes as they again unashamedly stripped her completely naked and glanced the full length of her body. She automatically drew the top of the robe tightly around her throat and stood holding the door open waiting for him to put the tray down and leave.
"If the Senorita needs anything else, just ring the buzzer by the bed and Pedro will come." He bowed as he slowly backed out the door, his penetrating eyes boring straight through the thin robe Melanie was wearing.
She gave him a cold stare and shuddered as she drew its flimsy material more tightly around herself locking the door behind him. She was glad Cecilia would be returning in a few hours. She knew she was safe here with the door locked but still felt a little insecure. She didn't like the clerk and the way he had looked at her. He had stripped her body completely naked with his glances and she knew it wouldn't take much carelessness on her part to have him get sexually out of line. She had never seen such a raw animal lust in a man's eyes before as they had locked on the cleavage showing between her large, ripely rounded breasts. Her hands inadvertently covered them as she trembled repulsively at the thought of his hands touching and playing with her nakedly exposed skin.
She picked up the glass of coffee he had just delivered from the table by the bed and sipped it thirstily. In spite of the lewd, undoubtedly sexual appraisal of her body by the clerk, she was glad Cecilia had sent the coffee. It was cool and refreshing, though it had a slight bitterness to it. Must be from the tequila, she thought, as she stretched her long smooth body down the length of the bed, draining the last drop from the tall refreshing glass before dialing her new husband, Phillip, in Los Angeles on her cell phone and leaving a message with the hotels phone number and arranging to meet him later in another hotel to discuss their sexual problem. She stretched languidly, relaxed sweetly by the hypnotizing bitterness of the drink and pressed the switch by the bed that turned off the light hanging above her.
The room faded into a pleasant semi-darkness as her eyes fluttered closed into a strange floating half-sleep. Her mind seemed to remain in an almost waking state as she could feel the nerve ends of her body floating below her into a deep, deep, softness that seemed like a gentle fleece-lined cloud beneath her. The pleasant intoxicating tequila odor curled strangely through her nostrils bringing dreams of sun and roses and a gentle Phillip like the kind she had expected when she had finally given him her virginity on the night of their marriage. They planned to find an apartment together across the border in San Diego a few miles away in few months when she got settled in her new job in Tijuana. But she could no longer think. The deepest warmth she had ever known, descended from somewhere above, and dropped gently the alluring veil of half-hypnotic-consciousness but not full sleep over her. Her last conscious thoughts were of her recent wedding with Phillip even in spite of the fact of that awful fight they had gone through the other night when she had finally given him her virginity. She hadn’t seen him since his more than rough treatment he had subjected her to during the ordeal but they were to meet to patch things up and she looked forward to a tender reconciliation and normal marriage...
***
From a mop and cleaning closet next to the room of the American girl, the Mexican desk clerk peered hungrily through the small hole bored through the wall. He could see their new young guest slowly remove the thin robe she was wearing, exposing the flimsy night gown that covered her firm, luscious young body only down to the tops of her full well-rounded thighs. He smiled in anticipation when he saw her lift the glass of drugged cunt-flaring tea that he had just bought from a Mexican whore-house recruiter to her lips and drink deeply from it. He held his breath as she winced slightly from the slight bitter taste; then breathed freely again as the puzzled look disappeared from her face and she drank again.
Small beads of perspiration broke from his forehead as she reclined back on the bed, her feet facing directly at the hole through which he was observing her. The sparse nylon gown snaked its way up over the white flat plane of her belly, exposing the soft silkiness of sparsely growing young pussy hairs that covered the junction of her slightly spread thighs. The thin red, hair-lined slit of her nakedly exposed cunt was temptingly visible up between her open legs. His excitedly bulging eyes followed the contours of the hips up over the rising and falling rib-cage to the large white rounded spheres of her breasts. They were set slightly close together and through the thin covering of the nightie, he could see their turgid nipples rising into tantalizing little buds.
His month watered. He could hardly wait to get his hands and mouth on those and to twist and churn them into the rock hardness of passion.
He had never fucked an aristocratic American girl like this one before and he had heard they were passionless haughty things who ruled over their men with an iron-hand. He would see soon. His glass of tea potion never failed. He had used it often on the different nationality women Senora Cecilia and other Mexican border whore house recruiters had brought here and not one had been able to resist the teas wild and cunt maddening effect. He would show this proud little American bitch who had everything and who had dismissed him as so much shit when he had tried to be friendly and nice at check-in earlier.
It wouldn't be long til the pussy searing drug hit her now as she had turned the glass up and drained the last lethal drops from it. He clenched his fist tightly as she squirmed around on the bed before him and pushed the light switch, plunging the room into semi-darkness. It took his eyes a moment to adjust to the low light but he could still see her slim form stretched sensuously down the length of the bed. Her thighs had fallen apart a little more now and he could make out dimly the dark wisp of pussy hairs that covered the mound of her lower belly.
His tongue ran inadvertently around the moist edges of his lips as he fingered the master key in his pocket. He would have to wait a few more minutes. He wanted no crying out, the potion must have time to reach its full effect. His body was soaked in a sweat now from the thought of that haughty young bitch’s wild squealing and her hotly drugged young pussy grinding hungrily beneath his cunt splitting cock boring like a hot piston deep up into its fleshy curl-fringed softness.
The seconds of waiting ticking by seemed like hours ... til finally he could stand it no longer. He returned to the hallway, carefully tiptoeing down to the room and fitting his pass key quietly into the door. He opened it slowly, pushing his head into the darkened room, to see if there was any sound. There was none but the soft breathing of the motionless form on the bed. He closed the door softly behind him, locking it to insure there would be no disturbing them.
The Mexican looked intensely through the darkness at the bed. The head of the sleeping girl was facing straight ahead at the ceiling. Her eyes were clenched tightly shut as if in a deep hard sleep, yet she moved slightly from time to time as though dreams were coming to her from the haze of the other sex-drugged world she had now slipped into.
He moved cat-like around the foot of the bed, not taking his gaze from the reclining figure sprawled limply back on it. She had drawn one knee up flat on the bed even with her hip, the smooth white flesh of the inner thigh gleamed faintly in the darkness. The soft dark pussy hairs covering the exposed, still tightly closed lips of her naked young cunt, were plainly visible now to his beady eyes as they adjusted themselves to the darkness of the shaded room.
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