Ostrich Owners Cabaret, pt. 3

Tom Watkins was apparently respected by the female population of the area for what he could do to a woman. Or so Jennifer Saferstein whispered into Arte’s ear. Presently, Watkins was working on Mabel Van Cliburn.  

Watkins had begun by putting Mabel on the Cabaret’s “licking bed.” This was a bed that was adjustable to a man’s height. He had Mabel lay on the bed on her back. He then hit the bed’s control button, making the bed and Mabel move up to Tom’s shoulders. Once there, Watkins had Mabel spread her legs and he then removed a central panel from the bed. 

Moving this panel gave Watkins room to do several things. It gave him a space to actually walk into the bed. As long as Mabel kept her legs spread wide, she would remain supported by the bed. This, in turn, gave Watkins a nice, wide spread to work with, while he was on his feet.  

He began with his fingers, massaging her clit. Mabel felt his fingers and started to moan. Watkins was an old hand at this and he wasn’t fooled. He knew it was a fake moan. Women were often excited about being in such a performance but sometimes acted as if they were aroused when they were not. In Mabel’s case, it was much too early in the process to produce a moan. 

This was the critical moment in the performance. If Watkin’s didn’t establish control over Mabel quickly, he would lose control of the show. He would also lose the $10,000 bonus given to him by Cabaret members whenever he brought a female of the Cabaret to a full, natural orgasm, one that clearly was not a fake.     

He grabbed Mabel’s clit and gave it a quick, hard twist. Mabel gasped in pain. Tom forcibly pulled her up  by her hair and whispered in her ear, “No more fakes, understand? Once more and I put clips and a weighted chain on your nipples. Got it? Now spread your legs wide.”

Mabel didn’t say anything but submissively, nodded her head, “Yes.” She lay back down and spread her legs as wide as she could. Tom now knew he had her - and his $10,000 bonus. 

He went back to massaging her clit with his fingers. Mabel liked that and began to relax and forget the recent pain. She’d wanted to be a sexy number for Arte but reacted too quickly. The Cabaret had hired Tom for a reason. While she didn’t always like his methods, she knew that tonight,  of all nights, she needed a pro like Tom to help her prove her sexiness to Arte.   

Next, Tom began to lick her clit. He licked and licked and licked. He might move his hand to her nipples – but he kept licking. He might gently rub her hips and thighs - but he kept licking. Other women had commented to Mabel in the past that Tom was relentless. She had never used Tom before tonight - but now, was glad she had hired him. 

Suddenly, her orgasm began to build. Mabel showed three tell-tale signs: 1) Her legs relaxed and spread wider; 2) She arched her back, pushing her pussy into his mouth; 3) she moved her hips with each stroke of his tongue. 

Tom pulled her closer  - and kept licking. He moved his hands to cup her ass – and kept licking. Mabel responded by arching her back even more. Mabel grabbed her huge tits and began playing with her nipples. Finally, she moaned for real. 

Tom kept licking. Suddenly, Mabel seemed to explode – she grabbed Tom’s head and pulled him into her pussy. She turned and twisted in every possible way to get closer to the constant tongue action.

Sweat poured from her body. Her hair was drenched as if she had just emerged from a swimming pool. She was crying out, “MORE – My God – MORE,” over and over. Mabel had her full, natural orgasm. There was no doubt in anyone’s mind. 

Tom suddenly stopped the licking. Mabel moaned again, this time sorry to see him go. But Watkins had moved back for just a minute, hit the control panel, lowering the bed to a point level with Tom’s big, huge, rock-hard cock. 

He first took the head of his cock and rubbed it over Mabel’s clit. Then he moved his cock down, found her hole and thrust his hips, pushing his cock into her wet pussy. Both Mabel and Tom moved and adjusted a bit, then Tom began a steady stroking into her pussy. 

Mabel was clearly turned on, and suddenly, did something never seen in the Cabaret before. Even Tom, with his past, was amazed. Mabel grabbed her ankles, pulled her legs wider and raised her head and her shoulders.  She looked directly into Tom’s eyes and said, in a rising crescendo, “Fuck me! FUCK me! FUCK ME!” It was a real turn-on. 

Most women could not maintain such a pose for long. But Mabel was different. Her muscular ass and stomach muscles held.   

Tom now slammed into Mabel, going faster and faster. Right before cumming, he pulled out, pointing his cock at her big tits. Mabel put her hands underneath her huge globes, offering them to Tom as a target. With a big, “Ah-h-h.” Tom splatterd his jism all over her tits.     

Tom and Mabel both collapsed and lay on the bed together in a pool of mutual sweat. As they caught their breath, Mabel heard it before Tom did – the thunderous applause and yells of “Bravo,” coming from the audience. 

Mabel grabbed Tom’s hand, stood up and took a bow. 

