Ostrich Owners Cabaret, pt. 2

Arte followed Saferstein out of the men’s room and back up the stairs.  Here, Johnson got a full view of the seating area – and it was a wonderful view!

The wives (except Mabel) were present and taking their seats. The women appeared to be in their 40’s and 50’s. Each had on a stunning, sexy outfit. While perhaps not as fit or trim as a group of girls in their 20‘s, each lady obviously took good care of her body. And, Arte had to admit to himself, these ladies knew how to dress!

All the wives emphasized their best features. For example, one had a shapely ass but was not much in the tit department.  She wore a white dress of most unusual design. 

The dress covered her in tight lycra from her throat to just above her flat tummy.  At the end of the top portion, a white lycra strap, about two-inches wide, dangled. It was just large enough to cover her belly button and accommodate a three-inch gold ring that passed through and hung from a little pocket that had been sewn in the back of the strap. 

The bottom of her dress was hanging from her hips, attached to the top of the dress by another ring of gold, a clip-on that secured bottom to top. Her open backside was attached in the same manner – only here you could clearly see the outline of her ass, because of the tight lycra.  It looked as if some dress designer had cut out the middle section of a large piece of lycra but then decided to reconnect the top and bottom portions with the golden clip-on mechanism. 

Most of the bottom portion of the tight white dress was floor-length, forming a train as she walked. Except the front. That had been cut open into an inverted V, with the point of the V ending just below her crotch and the arms of the V spreading wide, to give plenty of room for her gorgeous legs to move. Her legs were encased in thigh-high, black fishnet stockings. They were beautifully set-off against the white color. Her ensemble ended at her feet, with the white shoes that covered them. 

She had been talking to Saferstein as Arte looked around the room. Then she turned and spoke to Arte: “Hi,” she said, extending her hand in greeting, “I’m Jennifer Saferstein.” Arte smiled as he shook her hand. “Mabel asked me to take care of you (and my husband) this evening. Please, follow me.” Arte looked at Saferstein, who had a broad smile on his face. He slapped Johnson on the back and with a hearty, “This way, old boy!” ushered Arte into the seating area.  

Jennifer led the way to a table with three chairs. She put Saferstein on her left, Arte on the right, and herself in the middle. Then the lights dimmed, the curtain opened and there stood Mabel Van Cliburn, alone in the spotlight. 

Mabel’s very large tits (Arte guessed 46C– 48 D) were encased in a leopard-skin shelf bra. This bra both pushed her breasts up and exposed her nipples. She also wore a leopard-skin thong and black 3-inch heels. She lifted her arms as a cut-out circular portion of the stage began to rise and turn, giving the audience a full view at every angle. Her large tits were offset by an ample, shapely and muscular ass. Her obviously flat belly was another good feature. Arte realized that, on any other woman, the large tits, ample ass and flat belly might look awkward or strange. On Mabel, they looked wonderful!

Her hair and her make-up were quite well done. She looked marvelous and sexy as hell. 

 The circular-rotating portion of the stage stopped, then slowly receded back to its place on the floor. Mabel dropped her arms and walked along the runway to the center of the Cabaret stage, her tits bouncing and her muscular ass rippling with every step. Followed by the spotlight, Mabel stopped, at the end of the runway.    

She paused for a moment, looking at everyone in the audience. Adopting the air of a professional actress, she smiled, then said, “My goodness, this is fun, isn’t it?” The audience stomped and cheered. 

After the cheering subsided, Mabel said, “After my performance last year as the Merry Widow, I received a number of suggestions from you for this year’s efforts. Many I rejected. Naughty, naughty,” she laughed, as did the audience. Arte could not believe how self-confident she seemed. 

Mabel continued, “But three suggestions I did accept. I will cum first. Then Tom will cum, right here where you all can see it.” Mabel pointed to one of her tits.

“Finally,” she said, “I will happily pull a train with every man in the audience but start with Arte Johnson.” She turned and pointed at Arte. He didn’t know what else to do but smile, so, with the spotlight now on him, he stood up, waved and smiled, then sat down again. 

“Let me add, gentlemen,” Mabel said, “When you are finished, you may then maul my tits, while the next fellow takes his pleasure.” There was a strong, positive murmur from the 12 men in the audience. “Ladies,” Mabel bellowed, “get them going. I want them hard; I want them long; and I want them ready.”  

Arte felt Jennifer Saferstein open his pants and play with his cock. Johnson looked over at Saferstein, who handed him a note: “Mr. Johnson. Relax and enjoy. I approved what my wife is doing to you.” Arte looked down as he felt the sudden absence of Jennifer. She had turned to the left, opened her husband’s pants and began to play with Saferstein’s cock. No longer needing her right hand to get Saferstein started, Arte felt her return to him. Jennifer clearly intended to get both men ready for the train. 

“And now, ladies and gentlemen, “ Mabel announced, “Tom Watkins.” A slightly balding, middle-aged man came out, as the audience applauded. He was not big, tall or sexy. But Arte noticed that Watkins had a very large, erect cock. Watkins was clearly hung like a horse.
Johnson sat back to enjoy the show. Jennifer was pumping him a little harder, which felt very good. . And Mabel began moaning as Watkins used his tongue on her clit, creating a very sexy tableau. 
