Ostrich Owners Cabaret, pt. 5

About 2 ½ hours later, Mabel met the rest of the OOC at a restaurant reserved exclusively for its use.  She was still wobbly, and clung tightly to Jennifer’s arm. But she smiled and said “Thank you” to everyone who was still mesmerized by her performance. Jennifer announced that Mabel was in no condition to stay at the restaurant. Jennifer was going to drive her home and put her to bed, while her husband would ride with Arte. 

Saferstein and Johnson left with the two women. He helped Mabel into his car, while his wife got in the driver’s seat. Arte sat in the van, warming the engine. Saferstein walked over and got in. As they drove along, Saferstein gave directions. 

When the two men arrived at the Van Cliburn farm, Jennifer was waiting. She asked Arte if he could stay two days, until Friday, when she would come by to check on her patient. Arte indicated that he had an agreed schedule arranged with the South African Editorial Board and was supposed to leave the farm tomorrow. Such a delay could impact his bonus. Jennifer looked at her husband. 

Saferstein said, “Look here, old boy. I know several people on that Board. What if I gave them a call tomorrow and cleared it. Would that satisfy you?” Arte told Saferstein about his possible bonus of $25,000 if he finished early. Saferstein said he would call the Cabaret Board and get them to provide a guaranteed $25,000 if Arte finished later than December 1 – and he would put it in writing. “Have the papers drawn up first thing in the morning,” Saferstein said. Arte was happy with that arrangement. 

Jennifer next told him that she had awakened Mabel’s foreman and informed him that his boss was not feeling well. Since Arte knew what happened, he was the only one authorized to enter her room. The foreman was to tell the kitchen staff simply to leave a tray with her food in the kitchen. Mr. Johnson would take it from there. Jennifer would come by on Friday to check on Mrs. Van Cliburn. Arte was to call Jennifer immediately if there were any problems. 

Finished, Jennifer, still dressed in white lycra, opened her car door and swung her gorgeous legs into the car. Arte could sense that the way she sat down was done on purpose. She wanted Arte to get a full view of her best assets.   “Thanks very much, Arte,” Jennifer said. “Don’t be surprised if she sleeps most of the day, tomorrow. Most women need to do that after they’ve gone through an experience like she’s had. The key issue is dehydration. We need to avoid that if possible. Wake Mabel every two hours, if you have to, and have her drink something.”

“If she is the same the next day, call me. By that time, she should be hungry, eating and awake. Just don’t let her out of bed. She needs to rest until I see her on Friday. You are a lovely man, Mr. Arte Johnson. Thank you.”  With that, she closed the door and Saferstein started the car and drove out.

Things went the way Jennifer predicted. On Wednesday, Mabel slept through most of the day. Johnson made sure she got enough fluid in her. Saferstein came by with the contract guaranteeing Johnson a $25,000 bonus if his stay with Mabel made Arte late with his travel book. Jennifer called three times to inquire. He also got a call from the Editorial Board approving his stay to help “poor Mrs. Van Cliburn.”

On Thursday, Mabel was awake and ravenous. She ate a very hearty breakfast. And she did a fine job with lunch and dinner. Mabel wanted to get up but Arte informed her of his instructions from Jennifer, who called and underscored what Arte had said.

So Mabel and Arte talked about her performance at the Cabaret. Arte told her how impressed everyone was with the way she finished with Watkins. “Really?” she asked. “That was just something I always did with my husband. It didn’t seem that unusual.”

Then Arte asked her about pulling a train. “In some respects, it was easier than I thought,” said Mabel. “And it was also harder in other respects.”

“How so?” Arte wanted to know. Mabel thought a moment and said, “First of all, the stocks are a little imposing. They made me nervous. Then after you finished,” she looked at him and blushed, “I didn’t know what to expect. Suddenly, it felt like I was under a total sensory attack.”

 “The cock in my vagina and my mouth were a good start but the constant application of baby oil is what put me over the top. I could feel my orgasm building with #2. The consistent rubbing and pulling on my breasts and nipples (some guys were soft and sensuous, some were a bit rough – but all were very, very male). That variation in behavior was a great turn-on.” 

“The application of the brush on my belly tickled at first, then drove my clit wild as it continued. And putting the oil on my backside made the guy inside of me seem bigger and better (here again, some guys were soft and sensuous when rubbing my butt -some were a bit rough – but all were very, very male). Again, I found the variation in behavior very exciting. With all that going on, I just couldn’t hold it. I had my first orgasm with #3.”  

 “Did you see me arch my back? Mabel asked Arte. “Oh, yeah,” he said, “we all caught that.” “Well.” Mabel continued, “I’ve never done that before. But I’d reached a point where I wanted cock in me so much, that my body seemed to just take over. I found myself fucking him (whoever he was) as much as (or more than) he was fucking me.”   

She paused. “It then seemed like I orgasmed with every stroke of a penis. By the time the stock was opened, I couldn’t move. My body’s muscles had become so involved with handling and processing my orgasms that, at that moment, I was not physically prepared to do anything but fuck. Even something simple, like just standing up, put my body and nervous system on overload. Thank God, Jennifer was there to help me.”  

The next day, Jennifer arrived in her nurse’s uniform. She declared that Mabel seemed “quite fit and none the worse for wear.” Jennifer was public health nurse to a large number of mountain people, so she had a schyedule to keep. She gave Arte and Mabel a brief ;peck on the cheek, then went on her way. 

Arte also had to go. He and Mabel hugged each other for a long time. She told him to come back whenever he wanted. She wished him good luck on the rest of his adventure and with his writing. 

As Arte pulled his van out of the driveway, Mabel was standing there waving goodby. He regretted that he could tell no one else about the OOC. If he could, Arte Johnson guessed that the number of visitors along old Route N1 might quadruple.  

