Ostrich Owners Cabaret, pt. 4

The applause for Watkins and Mabel was thunderous. Arte was mesmerized by Mabel’s incredibly sexy performance. 

The Cabaret was constructed so that a small audience could sound like a larger one. With amplification and hidden microphones, the applause from twelve became like applause from 100. 

Arte was also amused. Every man in the place had his pants off and his penis erect. Yet, the men were standing and cheering, along with the women. No one seemed to notice or care. 

The curtain closed. The lights went on. It apparently was intermission. Mrs. Saferstein had her husband go for drinks, after which she turned to Arte and said, “Ah, look at you Mr. Johnson. You are starting to wilt.” Arte looked down. She was right. His erection was wilting. 

Jennifer continued. “We’ve got just 15 minutes before Mabel comes on again, ready to pull a train. Since you are first up, at her request, please, Mr. Johnson, sit down and let me get to work.” 

Arte did as instructed. He felt her warm mouth envelope his cock. In 3 minutes, he was erect again; in 5 more minutes he had a raging hard on. Then she went back to what she described as “basic maintenance.”  Stroking him, then her husband. If she felt him begin to soften, she would use two hands until he got hard to her satisfaction. Then she would return to her husband. 

The lights flickered, indicating it was close to show time. Then, the lights dimmed, the curtains opened and out came Mabel. This time, she was completely naked, except for some black slippers. When she walked down the runway, her large tits started bouncing again and her ample ass rippled with muscle. 

Applause picked up when Mabel came to the end of the runway. She bowed to the left, to the right and to the center. Then she raised her hand for quiet. 

“I’d like to share with you some Cabaret rules,” Mabel began. “No female member is required to pull a train. But, if she does so, she must pull a train only with Cabaret members. Special requests will be considered by the Board on a case by case basis.” Arte knew that the clause referred to him and Mabel’s actions to get him in the Cabaret that evening.

“Also,” Mabel went on, “the female must notify all Club members via e-mail 5 days before her show. Up until the time when she actually performs, the female member may cancel the train at anytime. But if she steps on the stage as a performer on her scheduled performance night, then she must fulfill her obligation.”  

“The female member may control the timing of the train. By that statement, we mean that the performing female is the only person authorized to say where in the show, the train will occur – at the beginning, in the middle or at the end of a Cabaret session.”

“She also can select the first in line in the train,” said Mabel as she turned and smiled at Arte. “But she may not control the rest of the line. That will be controlled by the female Board members, who will draw the numbers 2 through 12 on a random basis.” 

“Once a train is offered, there can be no stopping. Thus, a willing female must voluntarily place herself in locked stocks created for such a performance. Once she is securely locked in the stocks, her body no longer belongs to her. Male cabaret members may use her pussy, her anus, or her mouth. They may also tag team her to prolong the event. Male Cabaret members may abuse her tits or her ass with a whip, if they desire it. In order to be released from the stocks, the female must demonstrate to a panel of female judges that she successfully copulated with 12 male club members.”

“Male members are asked to bring a female partner on stage to keep them hard and ready for their turn. But that is a request, not a demand. Also, when they have completed and produced an orgasm, male Cabaret members may do anything they wish to the female in stocks.”

“Now, I have been asked to sign a form, indicating that I am doing this of my own free will,” Mabel concluded. Jennifer Saferstein suddenly stood up, and let go of Arte. She presented the form, with a pen, to Mabel, who signed it. Jennifer turned to the audience, “As President of the Board, I will sign, certifying that all appropriate measures were taken before the train began.”

Mabel, smiling at everyone, turned in the direction of the center stage. As she walked down the runway toward center stage, everyone could see her muscular, ample ass. Then the spotlight faded off her and positioned itself on the stocks that had just been brought to the stage. Tom Watkins was there, at center stage, holding up the top of the stocks, resting it on its mighty hinges. 

Mabel gradually came into view, coming off the runway. She walked up to the stocks, put her neck in the large center groove, and each wrist in the smaller ones to her left and right. She looked down at her place for the next hour or two. The bottom portion was sunk in the floor and covered with cement. Once the stock was locked, she would not be able to move.  

 Watkins took the top portion and gently lowered it over the stationary bottom one. He then took a big master lock and putting it through a large eyelet screwed into the top portion and another in the bottom portion, locked Mabel in the stocks. She could not move her head; she could not move her arms.   

 The Panel of Judges next came out. 5 women, who sat at the head table nearby. They would certify each male orgasm until 12 were reached.  

Mabel was secure in the stocks, bent over, with her tits hanging down, and her pussy and ass available for any passerby. As promised by Mabel, Tom Watkins would have the first opportunity to maul her tits. One of the judges stood and called out a name: “Arte Johnson.” Jennifer Saferstein led Johnson out to Mabel’s backside, still pumping his now rock-hard cock. 

‘Do you want her ass or her pussy, Mr. Johnson?” Watkin’s asked. “Give me her pussy, “ said Johnson. Mabel was a little low for Johnson to reach her pussy. So Watkins, at the stage control panel, lowered Johnson’s stage square about an inch, putting Arte’s cock head on with her pussy.  As Johnson plunged inside Mabel, everyone could hear her moan with pleasure.

After a few strokes inside Mabel, Jennifer Saferstein pulled Arte’s head to the left, toward the audience. She kissed Arte very passionately, then left the stage. This was a great turn–on and Arte started pumping Mabel faster.   

Watkins started rubbing Mabel’s big tits. And Arte, who’d been waiting all night, with Jennifer starting and stopping, starting and stopping, finally, blew his wad. 

The judges ruled Arte’s orgasm as “good and healthy.”  Arte pulled out of her and Jennifer Safersteiin came out and took charge. She called number two and had him start pounding Mabel’s pussy.   

Number three followed Jennifer’s direction and put his cock in Mabel’s mouth. Number four got Mabel’s left tit, while Number five got her right tit. They also were given baby oil to rub all over Mabel’s massive mammaries.  

Number six was given a paint brush with very soft bristles. He got underneath Mabel and gently painted her belly with baby oil. Number seven painted her muscular left buttock and leg with baby oil. Number eight painted her right leg and buttock. 

Mabel felt as if she were under a sensory attack. She was. This heightened the sensitivity in her clit. Every time the man fucking her, hit her clit with his balls, she felt her orgasm growing. 

The audience, now mostly female, was riveted as Mabel Van Cliburn took on seven men, her body glistening from the baby oil in the spotlight. When man Number two had his orgasm (and got a judge’s OK!) three left Mabel’s mouth and moved to her pussy. Four moved to her mouth. Five moved to her left tit. Six moved to her right tit. Seven got underneath and painted her belly. Eight moved to her left buttock and nine came in on her right buttock. 

And so it went for the next hour, the men rotating as each reached his orgasm. Mabel was completely turned on. She had her first orgasm with number three. When number five entered her, she began pushing back against him, as much fucking him, as he was fucking her. She had three orgasms with number eight and four with number twelve. 

After number twelve, the lock on the stock was opened and Mabel tried to lift herself out. She couldn’t move. Two men grabbed her arms and helped her out of the stocks. But she couldn’t walk. They put her on a stretcher and carried her into the women’s dressing room. 

Jennifer came out to assure everyone that, so far, so good. Mrs. Saferstein was a registered nurse and was closely monitoring Mabel’s condition. She assured everyone that, in about two hours, Mabel would be able to come out and be with them. Her inability to walk at this moment was predictable and consistent behavior for a woman who had just pulled a train.   

Mrs. Saferstein asked everyone to go to dinner. Then she returned to Mabel. 

