The Donkey Show

By Ron Harris

“Come on amigos,” the Mexican implored, “you ain’t gonna see nothing like this up in San Diego.”

Frank frowned.  Behind the forced smile of rotted, crooked teeth, the man’s hatred for him and his friends was glaringly obvious.  Spoiled rich American kids, he was probably thinking, coming to T.J. for their cheap thrills.  Frank, Stan, and Mike were far from rich by Southern California standards.  In a country where seemingly identical legions of barefoot three-year-olds peddled Chiclets on the dusty streets and citizens were willing to risk death to escape, he supposed they were wealthy in comparison.  

“We’re kinda tired, buddy,” Frank told him.  It was true.  They had crossed over the border at ten that morning, and it was pushing eleven o’clock now as the music spilled out of noisy cantinas and honking old American Buicks and Chevys cruised Revolution Avenue.  Young Americans roamed the area in drunken, raucous gaggles.  Many miles of walking among the shops selling everything from leather jackets and giant sombreros to designer knock-off handbags and luggage, pot pipes, and switchblades had taken their toll.  The three were just as robust as any college seniors, but the combination of a day of baking sun, questionable tacos, dollar Coronas, and shots of tequila too numerous to mention were making them long for their beds back home.  

“How many times we been down here, and heard about this?” Mike asked Frank.  Frank shrugged. “I was starting to think it was all just made up, some kind of urban legend or something.”

“It’s for real, my friends,” the Mexican assured them.  “But we don’t advertise nowhere.  Only special guys like you get invited to watch.”

“Special,” Frank said and laughed.  The guy was really laying the bullshit on, but he supposed that was his job.  He wasn’t so different from the barkers who corralled sidewalk traffic into the bars and strip joints all over the city.  A professional ass-kisser.  Stan leaned over to whisper in Frank’s ear.

“How do we know he isn’t gonna take us into some back alley where his friends shoot us in the head and take our wallets?”  Mike clapped his hands on both their shoulders, both for emphasis and to steady himself.  He was fairly drunk.

“I’m going back to fuckin’ Wyoming after graduation.  This might be the last time I ever get to T.J.  I want to see the fuckin’ donkey show!”  He was their friend, but there was a definite hard edge to his voice that let them know he wasn’t taking no for an answer.  Mike tended to have a much bigger set of balls when he was shitfaced.  The Mexican rubbed his hands together.  He had probably watched this scene play out a hundred times before, and he knew how it was going to end.

“Whatever,” Frank conceded.  “We’ll see the donkey show and then we’re outta this hellhole.”

The Mexican, who claimed his name was Alejandro, did indeed lead them down a series of dark alleys that stank of trash, urine, and the occasional puddle of chunky vomit some overindulgent American had deposited after too many beers and stale nachos.  Frank did his best to keep his sense of direction, noting when they seemed to be traveling alongside the busy Avenue and when they were moving away from it.  They were only going a couple blocks, but Alejandro walked fast.  Skinny people always walked fast.

At last they came to a little staircase leading down to a rusty stainless steel door.  The boys heard some kind of Spanish country music, banda or ranchero, coming from behind it.   They looked at each other, all three faces mirroring the same doubt.  Were they going to get rolled, or worse?  Alejandro knocked on the door with three little taps.  It opened a crack as a much larger man peeped out.  His eyes were close to the top of the doorway, making him well over six feet.

“Got three live ones for the show, compadre,” said Alejandro.  The door opened wider, revealing a great bear of a Mexican man with a mop of curly black hair and muttonchops that would have done Elvis proud.

“Thas twenty bucks each, fellas,” he growled.

“Twenty bucks?” exclaimed an incredulous Frank.  “How about thirty for all three of us?”  A quick glance at Alejandro’s furrowed brow told him that this ploy wouldn’t go over well.

“You ain’t bargaining for no tee shirts, guys.  Twenty each or stop wastin’ my time an’ get the fuck outta here.”  The big man’s English was excellent, without a trace of an accent.  Frank thought that he had probably grown up in Los Angeles.  Most of the native Mexicans he had seen were much smaller in stature, no doubt related to the inadequate nutrition that poverty forced on them.  This dude looked like he had yet to miss a meal in life. He leaned on the doorframe, tapping his big sausage fingers impatiently.  The three coughed up the bills and were let in.


It was a crude little theater with a bare stage marked by something like a pommel horse dead center.  Roughly thirty other men sat at dingy round tables soaked with decades of spilled booze.  At least half were U.S. Marines, their shaved heads and tattoos making them just as obvious as if they had worn their uniforms. Actually, the official off-duty uniform of this platoon looked to be loud Hawaiian shirts.  The rest were a mix of Mexican men who all seemed to have at least a little money, judging from their neat clothing and good grooming.  A weary waitress who looked sixty but was in all likelihood no older than forty moved among the tables, bringing new drinks and taking away the empyties.  She had the look about her of a prison worker, going about her duties with all the dull enthusiasm of the dead.  Frank wondered whether any of the men in attendance had ever seen one of these shows before.  Personally, he was quite nervous.  The prospect of what was to come soon did not titillate him.  He had a feeling it was going to be one of the sickest things he had ever witnessed.  If he had only known how utterly wrong it would be, he would have run screaming when Alejandro had first approached them.  But it was too late for that now.


The already-dim lights went down to near total darkness, as there wasn’t a window in the hall.  Excited whoops filled the air.  Lights bathed the stage, faded gels which had once been red now cast a pink shade.  Two short, tough-looking Mexican men with dead black eyes led a nude girl out on stage.  Instantly, every man in the audience sat bolt upright to get a better look and the air rang with wolf whistles.  She was underage, no doubt about that, no older than fifteen or sixteen, and beautiful. Her hair was long, black, and shiny, and her delicate features could have landed her a part in a novela, the Spanish soap operas watched everywhere from East L.A. to Ecuador.  Her body was firm, tight, yet very pale.  It didn’t look like she got out in the sun much.  Frank saw why.  Her eyes were glazed over, which could have been any type of intoxication, but the collection of bruises in the crooks of her elbows told the story.  Heroin.  

“Dude, she is fucked up,” Mike said with wonder.  Stan was silent, probably feeling some of what Frank was.   His heart went out to this poor girl, who for all he knew had been kidnapped and turned into an addict and a practitioner of bestiality for the amusement of guys like them willing to lay down some cash to watch.  The men roughly secured her hands to the rings on the pommel horse with gleaming chrome handcuffs.  One of the black high heels she had been wearing slipped off her foot, but neither man bothered to put it back on. Nervous giggling twittered around the room.  Frank looked around at his fellow audience members with disdain.  Why am I here, her wondered.  This can’t be right.  Am I the only one who thinks so?  The men went back to the theater wings and led out a donkey that had apparently been tethered there.

“Oh no,” moaned Frank.

 Its penis actually dragged on the ground as they led it out, head bobbing up and down in mindless cadence.  Cheers for the beast of burden rang out.  Frank and his friends did not join in, only watched in morbid fascination.  Frank wanted to leave before this went any further, but felt oddly glued to his seat.  He was afraid of what the other men might think if he got up to leave, but there was more to it.  He actually felt heavy, as if rising from his seat would take an all-out effort.  Or maybe that was just the mounting nausea.


The two men now lead the donkey’s nose to the girl’s jutting buttocks and pushed it down toward her vagina.  It snorted and shook its head.  With a mighty heave, each man grabbed a foreleg each of the animal, and hoisted it up into a mounting position on top of the girl’s bent figure.  

“Shit, look at that thing!” was Mike’s terse reaction as the donkey’s limp member rose off the floor as if it were floating.  The thing’s erect penis looked to be about two feet long and as thick as a can of soda.  Frank covered his eyes, but quickly moved his hand away.  He didn’t want to see this, but now he had to.  One of the Mexican guys onstage produced a tube of KY Jelly from his back pocket and began squirting it like a ketchup bottle over the head of the donkey’s monster dick, then emptied the remainder of the tube over the girl’s genitals.  Frank was disgusted to see the man actually grab the organ and guide it in.  He wasn’t even wearing latex gloves.  The impatient beast bucked and nearly knocked his handler to the floor with a violent thrash of its torso.  The animal was just about as stupid as could be.  It didn’t know much, but it knew it wanted to fuck.  And so it did.

The cheers picked up in intensity, rooting on the donkey as it jackhammered away into the poor, helpless girl.  For her part, the heroin seemed to have help her at least dull some of the pain she must have been feeling.  She rolled sideways away from the audience for a fleeting moment, and Frank swore he could see the bulging outline of the thing’s dick pushing her stomach out like some kind of mutant fetus struggling to free itself from the womb.  It stood over her back, pumping away with wild abandon.  It shook its head, and droplets of the creature’s sweat and saliva rained on the front row.  Frank could no longer take it.  He focused all his concentration on forcing his legs to lift him from his seat, and was almost shocked when they complied.

“Hey!  Sit your ass down, faggot!” Frank recognized the tough-guy voice before he saw the giant Mexican bouncer standing not twenty feet away barring the door.  His stomach twisted in a knot of fear and outrage, Frank dropped back down with a painful bump to his tailbone.  His head swiveled back to the stage.  All of a sudden, the donkey began to hyperventilate.  The handlers jumped to hold the girl down securely in anticipation of what was to come in seconds.  The donkey threw back its head and filled the room with the loudest, most honking bray ever heard.  Frank had his eyes glued to the girl’s face.  At the very instant the creature delivered its vile payload inside her fleshy walls, her eyes snapped wide open and her body stiffened and locked.  Frank knew that at that moment even the drugs couldn’t save her from the brutal reality taking place.  She was not only aware, but horrified.  The men wanted to believe that she didn’t know what was happening to her (except for a few sadistic sickos in the bunch), but there was no doubt she knew well.  She even turned her head to the crowd with a look of pure shame before passing out.  The men pulled the donkey off of her, and there was a sound like someone emptying a gallon of milk on the floor.  It was the thing’s huge load of watery, white semen gushing out of the poor girl’s vagina and splashing to the wooden stage.  The same guy that had lubed up the donkey’s dong now got its cum all over his raggedy sneakers.  Time for a new pair now, buddy, thought Frank.  The girl, unconscious, rolled up her eyes and retched a tiny stream of vomit.  She probably didn’t have enough food in her belly to produce any more than that. 

The men led the donkey offstage as the pink lights flicked out and threw it into partial shadows.  Evidently the girl wasn’t as important as the beast, as they left her there sprawled out and handcuffed.  Frank wanted to rescue her.  He wanted to punish these evil men who had turned her into the slave sperm receptacle for a farm animal.  He even wanted to kill the damned, violating, stupid creature itself for committing such a foul deed.  Frank did none of these things, instantly hating his own cowardice.  He and his friends arose like shell-shocked soldiers walking away from the atrocities of war.  

“Come on fellas, everybody out!” boomed the big man with the Elvis sideburns.  The men shuffled out the door, most silent.  There were a scattering of frenzied whispers, as if they were all spies who had just received top-secret information.  Frank looked back one last time at the motionless girl.  He watched her bony ribs for movement, but she didn’t look to be breathing.  Tonight they would probably throw her body into a dumpster and find a new girl to be the donkey’s bride.  Frank and his friends were the last to leave the hall.  The bouncer had his hands on his hips, smiling at them like they were leaving some kind of great party.

“Later, college boys.  I’ll see you assholes in Hell, okay?”

“I know,” Frank replied matter-of-factly as he walked by.  He knew he would.

