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​“But I wanna go
out noooow, Chaz!” Matilda pushed out her pouty bottom lip
and glared at her husband. “It’s not like we’re doing anything here
and it’s my wedding day!”

“It’s our wedding day,” Chaz replied,
exhausted from the day’s events and more than happy to fall asleep
right there in the hotel bed. “And what do you mean we aren’t doing
anything? We just made love, honey. It’s a beautiful end to a
beautiful day. Can’t we just stay in?”

“It lasted like three minutes,” Matilda
rolled her eyes, “and I didn’t even get off. I’m bored.”

“It was longer than three minutes,” Chaz
said. “If you give me some time we can go again!”

“You’re only good for one fuck Chaz you know
that!” Matilda sprang from bed. She was dressed in lacey white
lingerie that showed off her full breasts and wide pink nipples.
Garters clipped along her pale thighs jingled as she strode across
the hotel room and began to get dressed.

“What are you doing?” Chaz called naked from
the bed.

“I’m getting dressed!” Matilda shouted. “And
so are you! We are going out!”

“Goddamnit Matilda I’m not in the mood for
this -

“I didn’t ask!” she shrieked. “Now get you
and your flaccid little ding dong out of that bed right now!
I want to dance, I want music! Maybe if you’d given it to me
properly, I wouldn’t want to go out - but you didn’t! So here we
are!”

Chaz swallowed the insult. He wasn’t going to
argue with his new wife on their wedding night. He knew Matilda
could be a brat, it led to lots of arguments between them. But Chaz
quickly came to grips with the fact that he would have to do what
she wanted this time.

“Fine,” he said, rolling out of bed. “A
couple drinks and that’s it, OK? We don’t even know this city. I’ve
got no clue what club you even want to go to!”

“We’ll find something,” Matilda said, “I’m
sure of it.”

She stood in front of a full-length mirror
checking herself out in a little black dress. Her golden hair was
styled to perfection since the wedding earlier that evening, and it
hung about her shoulders in gorgeous, sunny curls. The dress itself
revealed the fullness of her rich, creamy cleavage, stopping just
short of her nipples. The dress came down just far enough to make
it around her plump ass, revealing the entirety of her smooth, sexy
legs.

Ten minutes later they were in a cab, riding
around mostly empty streets looking for some place with people and
music. At 11pm on a Sunday, it was proving difficult.

“What is with this city?” Matilda whined,
looking out the rain-streaked window. “There’s like no one out. Why
would you have our wedding here, Chaz?”

“Where do people go in this town for fun?”
Chaz asked the cabbie, a short, dark man with bushy eyebrows.

“Only place popping right now is The
Oasis,” the cab driver said. “But you and your wife don’t wanna
go there, trust me.”

“And why not?” Matilda perked up from the
backseat.

“Let’s just say they take extra interest in
folks like you,” the cabbie chuckled. “No, if I were you, I’d grab
a drink at a dive bar or something and call it a night.”

“I wanna go to The Oasis,” Matilda
called up into the front seat. “Take us there now.”

“Honey, no,” Chaz plead. “You heard the man.
It doesn’t sound very safe. Or like the sort of people we want to
hang out with.”

“Is there dancing?” Matilda asked the
cabbie.

“Oh lots of that,” the man said. “Music and
drink too…but other things as well. Things you might not like to
see on your wedding day.”

Chaz turned to his wife, a desperate look on
his face.

“We’re going,” Matilda flipped her hair at
him. “To The Oasis, cabbie!”

“As the lady says,” the cab driver flicked
his blinker on and made a U-turn in the middle of the empty street.
A short while later they were idling down a narrow alley, flanked
on every side by dilapidated housing and graffiti-marked dumpsters.
Eventually they pulled out onto a side street that brought them
down below an overpass.

There, bathed in a purple neon glow with a
sign that featured a topless woman with a spade marking in-between
her swirling breasts, was The Oasis. A half-full parking lot
out front indicated it was busy enough, and Matilda clapped her
hands together in excitement as they pulled up to the front
door.

“Be careful,” the cab driver said. “Don’t
lose sight of her in there.”

“Thanks for the advice,” Chaz said, handing
the driver a twenty. “Any chance you can come pick us up in a few
hours?”

“I’ll be around,” the cabbie shrugged.
“Hopefully you still are.”

The newlyweds stepped out of the cab and into
the drizzling night air. There were two bouncers at the double
doors that led into the club, and music could be heard faintly from
within. When they approached the giants guarding the door, it was
as if Chaz didn’t exist.

“Damn woman,” said the one with dreadlocks
bundled atop his head, “you new here? Ain’t seen you dance
yet.”

“Gonna have to fix that,” said the other, his
wide-set shoulders large enough to carry a sedan. “What time you
get off?

“Excuse me?” Matilda rolled her eyes. “I
don’t work her fellas. I’m trying to have a drink and enjoy myself
because my husband,” she flicked her head absently at Chaz,
“is a killjoy. He hates fun. And sex apparently. But we’re not
going to let that ruin the night, are we?”

“Damn,” the dreaded one shook his head,
“white girl with an attitude. We’ll see how long that lasts.”

“Are you guys going to let us in or are you
going to stand there and ogle my wife?” Chaz interjected, and the
bouncers flashed angry eyes at him.

“We’ll ogle the fuck out of her white boy,”
the bigger one said, “then we’ll let her in, and the rest of
the homies can ogle her too. How’s that sound?”

“Let’s get out of here, Tilly,” Chaz took his
wife by the arm, “this place is weird.”

“I’m staying,” Matilda pulled her arm away.
“You can go if you want.”

“You’re serious?”

“See you inside, Chaz,” Matilda turned her
back on her husband, and the dreaded giant opened one of the double
doors for her. She waltzed inside.

Chaz looked at the bouncers, exasperated.

“Better go find yah wife,” the dreaded one
chuckled. “Before they find her.”

Chaz rushed in after Matilda without another
word.

The club was awash with purple and pink
lights dancing across multiple stages of different sizes. Too many
poles to count decorated the showroom, and not a single one was
empty. White women of similar size and build danced in the nude,
surrounded by a clientele that seemed to be ninety percent black
versus a very small, white male minority. Bass heavy music shook
the place, and the noisy racket of conversation and catcalling
filled the spaces in between.

“Can you please stay close?” Chaz said loud
into Matilda’s ear. “There are some questionable people here!”

“They look fine to me,” Matilda antagonized
him. “Maybe I’ll find one to take back to our hotel room. Some big
strong black fella to do me proper. What do you think of
that, Chaz?”

“Can we not do this?” Chaz’s face flushed
red. They were standing awkwardly between tables and stages and
throngs of horny men, and it was hard not to notice how many of
them were starting to stare at Matilda in her little black dress.
“Can we just try and get along for once? It’s our wedding night for
God’s sakes and you’re threatening to…to…to-

“Cuckold you?” Matilda giggled. “And why
shouldn’t I? With that weak fucking dick game you gave me earlier.
There are kids fresh out of high school with more moves than you,
Chaz. It’s a wonder you were even lucky enough to marry me.”

She was drunk. Chaz understood that. And he
knew his wife to be a moody bitch even without alcohol, but it was
tequila that always seemed to make her extra bratty. He could see
it in her eyes, hear it in her quick, slurred speech. He would need
to be careful with how he spoke to her now, less she caused one of
her infamous scenes.

Chaz followed his wife to a corner bar, where
two female dancers sat topless and sipping cocktails, waiting for
their turn up on the stage. One of the girls was young, maybe
twenty, with shocking red hair and huge, flowing tits. Her green
eyes alighted on Matilda when she sat down, and Chaz could tell the
girl was eavesdropping on them.

“Shot of tequila with a lime,” Tiffany told
the bartender, a great big fat man with a bald head, black as
midnight.

“Comin’ right up,” said the bartender.

“Make it two, Tiny,” said the red-haired
dancer. She spun on her barstool and stuck out a pale white hand to
Matilda. “I’m Tiffany,” she said, “this is my sister Melanie. I
love your dress!”

“Thank you,” Matilda shook Tiffany’s hand
eagerly, helping herself to a nice view of the dancer’s massive,
creamy breasts. “I like your…tits!” Matilda burst into
laughter.

“I like yours,” Tiffany bit her bottom lip,
reached out with both hands, and began to massage Matilda’s
endearing assets right over the top of her little black dress.
“These are natural aren’t they?”

“Mmhmm,” Matilda half-moaned, tequila in
hand.

Chaz watched dumbstruck. He’d never seen his
wife flirt with another woman before, nothing like this. The one
named Melanie with the strawberry blonde hair and tits almost as
big as her sister’s was grinning at Chaz in a way that made him
feel uncomfortable. Like he was meat on a skewer.

“We could give you two the VIP treatment if
you’d like,” Tiffany said, standing from her stool and coming in
closer to Matilda. “No charge since you’re so fucking hot.”

“You hear that baby?” Matilda turned on Chaz
drunkenly. “She thinks I’m hot. So fucking hot. Maybe
I should go back to the VIP? Without you though, because you
hate fun.”

The three women, two of them topless, began
to giggle at Chaz. Chaz noticed that in the midst of Tiffany
fondling his wife’s chest, she’d accidentally exposed Matilda’s
right nipple. It was halfway out now, on full display for anyone in
the club to see.

“Honey your dress,” Chaz reached out to fix
his wife’s slip. “You’re showing!”

“Stop!” Matilda slapped his hand away. “So
what if its showing we’re in a strip club for God’s sakes. See
Tiffany? I told you he hates fun.”

“I do see,” Tiffany washed her eyes over Chaz
and shook her head. “But I think maybe we could teach your
hubby a thing or two if he comes back there with us…maybe a dance
for you, and your hubby can watch.”

“Mmmm, sounds fun,” Matilda downed her shot,
grimaced, and turned her attention back to the dancers. “Lead the
way.”

Tiffany and Melanie stood, each taking
Matilda by the hand and starting to walk off with her. Chaz
followed close behind, all but ignored, and disliking where the
evening was heading more and more. He tried to relax. It wasn’t
everyday he got the chance to see another woman dance on his wife-
topless no less. Maybe he could enjoy it. Maybe he should ignore
his wife’s attitude problem and just go along for the ride…Tiffany
and Melanie were startlingly pretty, far too pretty to be dancers
in a dingy strip club like this one…but now that he thought about
it, Chaz began to notice it was more or less the same for
all the dancers in the club. As if they were all sweet
college girls plucked from the pack over summer break. He wondered
what their parents must think.

Just before they walked through a door marked
Employees Only, Chaz caught sight of a white man mopping up
a mess in the corner. They made eye contact. Chaz could have sworn
the custodian mouthed one word at him.

Run.

The dancers led them down a narrow hall with
rooms off to the side wherein different men, mostly black, received
private dances…and more, it seemed. One girl was moaning so loudly
as she rode a particular patron that for a moment Chaz thought she
was in trouble…but then the girl announced she was coming and took
to screaming at the top of her lungs.

“Right in here,” Tiffany said, standing aside
and pointing into an empty room. “Why don’t you two get comfortable
and Melanie and I will be along shortly with champagne.”

“Thank you, Tiffany,” Matilda winked at the
girl, walking past her and into the room. Chaz followed.

A plush, red couch in the shape
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