BUNNY MASKING: A MASKING EXPERIENCE STORY

BY: Rita Chante

Part one: The Idea

“Charles, it is time that we take our affair to another level,” said Maria Entero with a tone of voice that said she had been considering this statement for a while.

“I guess that I’m ready for that,” said Charles Oddsgood as he reached for the belt buckle of his pants.

“Keep your pants on for the moment, Charles.  The new level I am talking about is our future and not a passionate and erotic quickie in the sack.  As far as I am concerned, this is a totally serious matter and could be a real turning point in our relationship.”

“What could be more serious than a naked romp in the sack?” asked Charles as he re-buckled his belt buckle. 

“Stop thinking with your little head for the moment, Charles and tell me your most desired fantasy,” declared Maria Entero.

“I have more vivid fantasies with my pants off, Maria.”

“Then I guess that you don’t really love me as much as you say that you do,” said Maria with an intentionally sounding sad little girl voice.

“What is this all about, Maria?” probed Charles with a comforting tone in his voice.  “Is this one of those trusting games that I have been reading about?”

“What makes you ask that, Charles?”

“To tell you my wildest fantasies takes some degree of trust, Maria.”

“Don’t you trust me Charles?” asked Maria.

“They say if you have to ask that question you already know the answer,” said Charles as he paraphrased an article on sex and trust that had popped up on his Internet homepage.  

“I am married, Charles.  I have to trust that you are being discreet,” countered Maria.

“Being discreet is not something that comes naturally to me, Maria.  I am only working at it because I love you,” responded Charles Oddsgood.

“But does that mean that you don’t trust me?” asked Maria.

“Does your husband trust you, Maria?”

“Didn’t we just state that I am married, Charles?”

“Are you saying that being married is a state of trust?” asked Charles.

“Maybe it is, but you and I can never really be together as long as Arthur can rely on that marital trust and may demand my presence at any moment,” declared Maria.

“So for you, fidelity and trust are not linked together?” probed Charles.

“I am faithful to you, Charles,” responded Maria.

“You mean that you don’t cheat on me with Arthur?” quizzed Charles.

“Having sex with Arthur is not cheating, Charles.  I do it to protect us and our affair,” declared Maria.

“That is a novel way to look at this topic.  So what is all this discussion about, Maria?  The question of trust and fidelity has never bothered you before.  And, while I don’t like playing the discreet game, I have learned to live with Arthur’s erratic schedule and your need to satisfy his periodic whims and fantasies.”

“You mean that my taking care of my wifely duties with Arthur doesn’t bother you, Charles?”

“Of course that bothers me, Maria, but as long as you are married to Arthur, there is nothing that I can do about it,” stated Charles.  “To tell you the truth, this discussion is really turning me off!”

“There is no need to be talking about being turned off because there is something that you can do about it, Charles and if you really loved me and trusted me as you should, you would make an effort to make me your own,” countered Maria Entero.  

Charles moved into Maria’s space to comfort her with his strong manly arms and one of his earth shaking hugs.  “I don’t need a marriage certificate to know that you are mine, Maria.”

Maria turned away from his reach.  “How can I ever be yours and yours alone while Arthur still forces me to have sex with him?”

“I try not to think about that, Maria.”

“Well you had better start thinking about it if you want to get to that whole other level in our relationship that I am talking about.”

“And where am I to start this process, Maria?” asked Charles Oddsgood.

“You can start by telling me what your wildest fantasy date would be, Charles?” responded Maria.

Sensing that his desired naked romp in the bed of their love nest wouldn’t happen until he complied with what Charles considered as Maria’s silly request, Charles replied; “Off hand I guess that fantasy date might start off be with you dressed as a totally exotic and erotic fur coat clad Playboy Bunny and me dressed in a tuxedo.  I mean you would shame every one of the last ten Playmates of the Year.  My thirty-foot, fully loaded, chauffeur driven limousine would take us to all of the best clubs where you would take off your fur coat so that all could see you in your fabulous bunny costume and we would be the toast of the town.  Then after a night of intense foreplay and exotic dancing, we would board my ocean-going yacht and we would sail off the Monte Carlo.”

“You don’t have an ocean-going yacht or thirty-foot limousine, Charles,” remarked Maria.

“You said ‘fantasy date’, Maria.”

“You are right about that, Charles.  In fact I like that Playboy Bunny bit.  That might be just the ticket I was looking for.  In fact I know that it is.  I guess they are right about needing a thief to catch a thief.”

“What are you talking about now, Maria?” asked Charles to see if they had switched from the trusting and fidelity topics to another game or hypothetical fantasy that Maria was always into.

“Arthur will never let me go, Charles.  He considers me too much of a trophy wife for that.  He is so into conquest and possession.”      

“Arthur is a man of great taste, Maria and he has the fortune to make that good taste payoff.”

“Arthur doesn’t need a defense from you, Charles,” said Maria as she decided to really set forth her agenda with Charles even if it meant trusting him more than her instincts wanted to allow.  “How would you like to have me full time and most of Arthur’s fortune too?”

“Is this another one of your fantasy games, Maria?” probed Charles.

“Not really, Charles.  I am looking for an angle that will force Arthur to let me go while parting with a sizable chunk of his massive fortune.  Think of it, Charles.  You really could have that thirty-foot, fully loaded chauffeur driven limousine, the ocean-going yacht, the French Riviera, me and a wad of cash to boot if you help with this!”

“You have been watching too many old movies, Honey.  I’m not killing Arthur for you.  Why can’t we just leave well enough alone?”

“I didn’t ask you to kill, Arthur, Charles.  Although that might be a good idea too,” retorted Maria.  “I just want to compromise Arthur so that he can’t strike back at us when I leave him for you.”

Charles sensed something amiss in Maria’s last declaration, but decided to play along with this new game to see where it went and if there was a future in it for him.  After all, Maria trusted him with some news that could damage her with Arthur.  There might even be some benefit for Charles if he could figure out how to share this news with Arthur without revealing his role in it.  “So what does my Playboy Bunny fantasy have to do with this reality?”

“I was thinking that if this playboy Bunny bit was a fantasy of yours, that Arthur probably would have a fantasy parallel to it and maybe we could use that fantasy to gain my freedom and Arthur’s fortune,” stated Maria Entero.

Maria’s matter of fact tone of voice should have set Charles’s warning systems ablaze, but for the moment all he could think of was how great Maria would look in a Playboy Bunny outfit.  “How would your being dressed up as a Playboy Bunny do that?” asked Charles.

“I wouldn’t be the one in the Playboy Bunny outfit, Charles.  My role would be to set up the documentation of Arthur messing with the Playboy Bunny so that he would have to let me go to avoid a sordid sex scandal.  His morally perfect and totally homophobic family would go absolutely crazy if they thought that Arthur was involved in a torrid and seedy sex scandal.  He would be mortified if his daughter might be in one as well.  If I played my cards just right, Arthur’s family would even be on my side in bringing him down and setting me up for life.”

“You have a daughter by Arthur?” asked Charles.

“Don’t be silly, Honey.  Raquel is my step daughter and I had her shipped off to school in Switzerland the second that Arthur and I were married,” responded Maria Entero.  “She has been there for about three or four years, but she could be a problem if we don’t screw her up too.  If I had my way, that little trouble maker wouldn’t be in line to get a half penny of Arthur’s fortune.”

“This is getting too complicated for me, Maria.”

“I can get you all straightened out in a flash, Sweetie,” said Maria as she slid her right hand between Charles’ legs and stroked his family jewels.

Charles moaned with joy and said with a voice that said she had him by the balls; “Just for the sake of argument, let’s just say that Arthur has a Playboy Bunny fantasy too and that you would be the one taking the video or pictures to document this flirtation by Arthur.  Who would we get to play this alluring and sexy Playboy Bunny?”  Charles thought that finding a willing Bunny would involve a whole other level of trust, not to mention some probable costs and a uncontrollable series of complications.  “Why can’t you be the Playboy Bunny and I will document Arthur’s indiscretions?”  

“I am his wife, Charles.  How would my going with Arthur to a costume party in a Playboy Bunny costume be indiscreet?” asked Maria Entero.  Besides, Arthur would know my moves and where would be the fantasy in that for him?  In addition, how would that compromise Raquel?”

“Finding your Bunny candidate might be more trouble than it is worth, Maria,” suggested Charles.

“Isn’t getting me and Arthur’s fortune worth anything to you, Charles?”

“Don’t twist my words around, Maria.  I am just saying that there has to be a better way than involving a third party if we can’t use you as the Playboy Bunny.”

“You are the one that is talking about a third person in this scheme, Charles.  I just see two people in this room and that means if I am not the Playboy Bunny then you would have to be the Playboy Bunny, Charlene.”

“Right and the Earth’s moon is responsible for sunlight,” snarled Charles while thinking about how easily Maria had feminized his name.

“I don’t see you coming up with any other bold and bright alternative that will make you mine, Charlene,” snapped Maria.  “Besides, we could use this scheme to make it look like Arthur was involving both me and Raquel in his perverted activities.”

“Okay.  I hear that.  What if we could to create a disguise or mask where you could be the Playboy Bunny without Arthur knowing that you were the Bunny?”

“Go on, Charles.”

“I could get all of the stuff and we could try it out before we tried it on Arthur.  This way we could work out the camera angles, light, sound and everything that might go wrong if we did it without a dry run,” suggested Charles Oddsgood.

“I guess we could do that to start out this gambit, but how could I confront him with the scandal as the innocent wife and be the Bunny at the same time?” asked Maria.

“That is a good point and probably why this whole scheme would never work anyway,” said Charles.  Then as a joke, Charles added, “too bad we couldn’t document Arthur converting himself into a Playboy Bunny and then going out and having sex with a man or his daughter.  That would really be a seedy and sordid sex scandal if we had the right set of pictures.”

“Now you are thinking.  That is a great, idea, Charles.  I love the way that you come up with this stuff.  I would never have thought of that kind of angle,” stated Maria while thinking about how well she could lie to Charles.   Then again, she had all that practice of lying to Arthur.

“I was just joking, Maria.  How would we ever get Arthur to do that in the first place?” asked Charles.

“Maybe we would only have to make it look like Arthur was doing those illicit acts.  You are about the same weight and height as Arthur, Charles.”

“Wait a cotton picking minute, Maria.  You aren’t really suggesting that I become this Playboy Bunny and then we allege that Arthur was doing the stuff that I did when I was this Bunny?” probed Charles Oddsgood.  “I thought that you were just putting me on with this routine.”

“This is for real, Charlene.  This sounds like the beginnings of a great plan to me,” said Maria with a loud laugh of knee slapping joy.

“There is no way that we could pull that off, Maria, even if, and that is a really large if, I wanted to participate in that type of scheme,” stated Charles’ homophobic spirit.

“If you really love me, Charlene, you will do it and do it well,” insisted Maria.

“I do love you, Maria, but this is…”

“I will take that as a yes to doing this scheme, Charlene,” declared Maria.

“That is five times with the Charlene business.  What is that all about?” probed Charles Oddsgood.

“That is the name of our Playboy Bunny, Honey,” responded Maria with another laugh.

“Cute Maria.  That is really very cute, but no sale.”

“I thought you said that you loved me, Charles,” offered Maria.

“There is a big difference between love and foolishness, Maria.”

“So when push comes to shove and your woman has to rely upon you, zeros and voids fill the realm.  And to top that, you call what we have together, foolishness?  Is that what you really want me to believe, Charles Oddsgood?”

“I said that I love you, Maria.  I didn’t say that I was a foolish idiot and a raving transvestite,” proclaimed Charles Oddsgood.  “In addition, I never said that you were foolish or what we were doing is foolish.”

“Then what are you saying, Charles?” probed Maria.  

Charles wasn’t sure why, but he always became totally turned on when Maria moved into her highly animated and argumentative mode, but he decided not to comment on that particular observation at this point in their discussion.  Instead he said, “No matter how positive you are on this topic, I don’t think that I could pull off this Playboy Bunny idea, Maria.”

“You are always so negative when it comes to trying something new, Charles!”

“This is not a question of negativity or unfamiliar territory, Honey.  I just don’t want to look like a masked fool,” responded Charles.

“Nobody is asking you to be a fool or an transvestite.  I just want you to do whatever it takes to make it look like those titles fit on Arthur and demonstrate for all to see that Arthur forces me and his daughter to play along with his sick, cross dressing sex games,” said Maria Entero.  

“Does he really do that, Maria?” asked Charles.

“Of course not.  Arthur is so homophobic and sexist that he would die before he would allow anyone to dress him up and mask him as a female Playboy Bunny.  He loves that daughter of his so much that he sneaks visits to her whenever he can during his globetrotting business deals.  That is why I need your aid as a proxy Arthur to make it look like he is into that kind of kinky stuff.”

“What makes you think that I would feel differently from Arthur on this topic,” asked Charles Oddsgood.

“Your love me for me, Charles.  Arthur loves me as a trophy and a possession.  You say that you would do anything to be with me.  He just wants me when he is in the mood and thankfully that mood does not occur all that often.”  

“You sound pretty sure of me, Maria,” said Charles softly.

“Are you telling me that I am wrong about your love for me, Charles?” asked Maria Entero with a shrill voice that could slice thru iron.

“No, Honey.  You have me properly hooked.  In fact, the guys at work say that I am addicted to you.”

“You have told the guys at work about us?” asked Maria.

“I had to, Honey to keep the gay guys from hitting on me, but I didn’t tell them that you are married or your name or anything else like that,” confided Charles.  “Don’t worry.  I am yours to destroy or anything else that you have in your exciting and devious mind.”

“I am counting on the thought, Charles.  If you do what is evolving into my plan for freedom and wealth, Arthur would be so totally scandalized by the very thought of our scheme.  And, the more that I am thinking about this idea, the more that I know that we can and will make it work, Charles.  Now take off your pants and let Mommy show you that framing Arthur is really going to be worth it for you.”  

Charles was still totally uncomfortable with Maria’s female masking and cross-dressing suggestions, but he was a firm believer in never kicking a willing piece of ass out of his bed.   As they played and had their normally fabulous sex, Charles couldn’t help thinking about what it would be like if he could get Maria to become Charlene, the masked and exotic Playboy Bunny.  Now that would really be a fun fantasy.

Part Two: The Plan    

Over the next three weeks, Maria spent much of her “borrowed time” with Charles working out the details of her plan and gathering the various items for its implementation.  Charles’s work kept cutting into this time, but Arthur was off on another one of his governmental hearing junkets and they had more time than normal.   However, Arthur popped back into town just long enough to irritate Charles and to let Maria know that he still could pull on the other end of the leash made of money and credit cards.  For safekeeping, during this part of her plan, Maria kept all of the “Playboy Bunny” items that she shopped for and bought at Charles’s apartment.  

For his part, Charles continued on with making various protests about his role in Maria’s plan, but she kept feeding him a serious diet of her voluptuous and exotic sex to override every one of his detailed complaints and objections.  Maria even suggested that his detailed objections and complaints helped her strengthen and modify her Bunny Masking plan into a trap that was sure to achieve her desired ends.  As the planning evolved, Arthur began to wonder just what her specified desired ends really were.  

The careful elaborate and extensive planning on Maria’s part also meant that she really wanted to upgrade the time she had with Charles.  The fact that Arthur’s Washington trip had been extended into a European junket also allowed Maria more freedom to play around with Charles.  She was even able to persuade Charles to temporarily shorten his work hours.  Even so, to cover her tracks and appear to be the homebody and dutiful wife when Arthur called, Maria forced Charles to mask and dress as a female upstairs maid in her and Arthur’s house.  

Maria said that the second reason for forcing Charles to be her upstairs latex maid was so that “Charlene” could practice cleaning her house and become familiar with every detail of her home.  In addition, this masking gave Maria multiple opportunities to coach “Charlene” on matters of femininity and moves designed to make Arthur wet his pants.  These activities also gave Maria an opportunity to practice as if she was Raquel in the role of “Charlene”.

Charles couldn’t believe all the ordering and picking up of the items that Maria believed they needed to make as her evolving and ever more complicated plan work.  Each new addition seemed produced more and more masking on “Charlene’s” part.  Charles had never seen this aspect of Maria’s personality and sexuality before.  Her attention to detail and kinky appetites were phenomenal.  She became totally regimented and incredibly task oriented.  Even her sexual behavior and the scheduling of it were completely by the numbers and specifically organized.  

To stay on focus and schedule, Maria made lists of items to accomplish, set her goals for the day and then worked upon each item in order that they appeared upon her list until they were all completed to her satisfaction.  If Charles had ever desired a vibrant, living and working model of a sexual perfectionist, he was positive that he had found that reality in Maria.  Even the routine of dressing Charles at his place and then taking “Charlene” over to her house for the day was done with ritualistic attention to the minutest detail.

Charles was especially enamored with some of the latex masks that Maria had ordered from the Internet.   The beautiful latex female masks had names like “Emerrald”, “Anastasia”, and “Marilyn”.   Some of the masks that Maria had ordered came in more than one “skin” color.  This was also true of the torsos and body suits.  Then there were the corsets, wigs, heels, stockings, gloves, posture collars, costumes and prosthetic items that seemed to arrive upon his front porch in an endless series of home deliveries. 

 When “Charlene” arrived at Charles’s residence after a long day of cleaning and sexually pleasing Maria, “she” would change back into Charles’ clothes before cleaning “Charlene’s” wardrobe and unpacking the day’s deliveries.  Often, these deliveries would contain the outfit for “Charlene’s” next appearance at Maria and Arthur’s house.

Maria Entero was right about everything, of course.  While he still felt alien to Maria’s scheme, Charles was actually becoming accustomed to wearing of the masks as well as the wigs and the costumes that Maria brought to his place for “Charlene” wear on different days.  With Maria’s coaching and Charles’ practice, “Charlene” became proficient in walking in the tall platform boots that made her a lot taller than Arthur.  In addition, “Charlene” found “her” soft female voice and her hand movements.  Her hobbled and prancing gait became totally feminine and very “lady” like.

One afternoon after “Charlene” had totally pleasured Maria and all of the items from Maria’s daily lists had been gathered together, she took Charles aside and said, “I think that I have all of the ingredients to work out a fool proof plan for getting free of Arthur while also getting the wealth that I need to maintain the life style that I have had while I have been in his clutches.”  

“It is about time that you filled me in on the specific details of your plan, Maria.  This preparation is becoming a total life style change for me.  My landlady thinks that I have a new girl friend and that she is a live in maid,” alleged Charles.  

“It is great that your landlady thinks you have a new girl friend, Charles.  That helps my cover as your employer.  This way when I am at your place, your nosy landlady will think that I am there to see ‘Charlene’ and not you.”

“I have almost used up all of my vacation time at work,” declared Charles.

“You won’t need that silly little job if you do what I tell you to do,” insisted Maria.

“I thought that we were just doing a one-night stand to screw over Arthur.  I am beginning to feel more like a gopher.  All I have been doing for the past few weeks in my double life as ‘Charlene’ and Charles is going for this and going for that.  Do we really need all this stuff to take down just one man?” asked Charles.

“Stop thinking Charles.  Your ability to become ‘Charlene’ is our ace in the hole.”

“But why all of the drill and preparation, Maria?”

“As I have worked out this plan, I have realized that it is really easy to take someone down, Charles.  But keeping them in a position where they can’t get back at you or getting away with your scheme is a whole other bag of tricks.  All these items and planning are being done to make sure that we get away with it and Arthur won’t be able to find out who is really screwing with him,” responded Maria Entero.

“Okay, that makes sense.  So, what is the plan, Maria?”

Maria pulled up one of her lists from her notebook computer and stated; “First we have to pick out the costumes and masks for ‘Charlene’ that are sure to make Arthur throw all caution to the wind.  Next we will need to wire my bedroom to make the various videotapes that we will use to compromise Arthur.  Then we will need to make several tapes of you as Arthur becoming a she/male ‘Charlene’.  Next on my list is where we will transform me into “Charlene” and make her have she/male sex with Arthur as “Charlene”.  Then we will make some tapes of the real Arthur with me as “Charlene”.  Then we have you as “Arthur being “Charlene” raping me as his daughter, Raquel.  Once all that is accomplished, you and I will have to make a couple of public dry runs that we will edit into Arthur, as the alleged ‘Charlene’ in public.  Then I want to rehearse confronting Arthur with the tapes and work out several possible scenarios.  I have calculated that the whole thing should take a couple of weeks from start to finish once we have done all of the preparation.”

“All that sounds complicated and very time consuming,” commented Charles.

“Most good plans are like that, Charles.”

“Well, I know you said that I won’t need my job, but I’m not so sure about that,” said Charles Oddsgood. 

“So what is the problem with your job?”

“How am I supposed to get the time off to do all of that stuff?” probed Charles.

“Tell them that your sister Charlene is very ill and needs you to take a short leave of absence.  If that doesn’t work, just resign and I will take care of your bills out of the little slush fund that I have created for this type of emergency.”

“Pulling off that leave bit from work just might work, Maria.  My landlady has already told me that ‘Charlene’ is working too hard.  She even told me that ‘Charlene’ should take some time off and go out with the Goth Girl that moved into one of the other apartments in her building.”

“Your landlady sure is taking an interest in your ‘sister’, Charles.” 

“I thought that you said that was a good thing, Maria.”

“I did, but what if your land lady wants to see both you and your ‘sister’ at the same time?” asked Maria.

“I don’t think that it will come to that.  Then again, you could mask as my ‘sister’ if I really had to have one,” said Charles with confidence.  

“That works for me.  Any other concerns or complaints, Charles?” asked Maria.

“I am with you for every part of that plan except for the part where I am transformed into ‘Charlene’ with Arthur, Maria,” said Charles.

“I keep telling you that you make a great ‘Charlene’, Charles.  The handyman, pool boy and gardener are convinced.  So is your landlady.  To be honest, I feel like a lesbian when I have sex with you in your ‘Charlene’ mode,” stated Maria.  “In fact, I kind of like that feeling.”

“But that is because you want me to be ‘Charlene’, Maria.  I have to sell Arthur on the fact.”

“Remember, my plan has me as ‘Charlene’ doing the bait and hook sequence of Arthur, Charles.  Your job is to scandalize him with a she/male performance that I will get on tape.   And, then ‘Charlene’ will make Arthur become ‘Charlene’ for some bondage based lesbian sex that we will embellish with some of our She/male ‘Charlene’ sex of our own.”  

“I wish that I was as sure about the success of this plan as you are, Maria.  Being ‘Charlene’ with Arthur is a whole different kettle of fish than being ‘Charlene’ with you, Honey.” 

“How many times do I have to tell you that the plan won’t work unless you do that part of it, Charles?” said Maria with a level of frustration in her voice that told Charles that he wasn’t going to get any sex with Maria during this particular planning session. 

Part Three: The Preparation of “Charlene” 

As usual plans get modified when they are actually applied, but after all of the ritualized and rhythmically practiced activities along with Maria’s refinements to their masks and costumes, “Charlene” looked a lot like Nicole Smith in a Playboy Bunny costume.  This was even truer when Maria finally transformed her beautiful body and visage into her version of “Charlene” while continuing to work on her plans and key elements to extort her freedom and financial future from Arthur.  When she had time alone, Maria added to her “Charlene” repertoire by working out various walking styles, voices, costumes and dance moves.  Having spent countless hours before her full-length wardrobe mirrors in her dressing room, Maria decided to make her version “Charlene” more statuesque and voluptuous than Charles’s version.

Each afternoon when Maria picked up “Charlene” after Charles’ full day at his work she would take her “upstairs maid” to her house.  Once there, Maria would transform her own feminine image into her version of “Charlene” and incorporate her new modifications.   Like a very strict and intense drill sergeant preparing for war, Maria’s “Charlene” made Charles’s “Charlene” mimic her every move.  Charles went along with these almost daily intensive and extensive activities even though they could be physically painful because his attempts always seemed to arouse Maria’s “Charlene” to new heights of sexual creativity.  

Just when Charles was sure that Maria’s “Charlene” reached her creative peak, she somehow found a new way to pull out another previously undiscovered stop.  What was surprising Charles was that the more he played his role of “Charlene”, the more that he enjoyed being “Charlene” and the results that his “Charlene” produced with Maria’s “Charlene”.  He found muscle sets in his body that he didn’t know that he had.  Each day proved out to better exercise than going to a gym with a personal trainer.  In fact, as far as Charles was concerned the entire preparation activity for the female “Bunny” masking with Arthur seemed to become a win, win affair.  The only drawbacks to this entire arrangement were that Charles got very little sleep and his work situation became incredibly tedious.

This all changed very unexpectedly, when Arthur required that Maria travel with him to a couple of social functions where having his trophy wife on his arm was a benefit to his social and economic position.  Charles wondered if Arthur had gotten wind of Maria’s and his female masking affair.  Then Maria told him that these required appearances were at a series of preppy reunions and that Arthur wanted Maria to go to the reunions dressed as a schoolgirl. “Why does he want you to do that, Maria?” asked Charles Oddsgood.

“Arthur says that all of his classmates are having their escorts do it.  He even suggested that if I didn’t want to do it that he would find an escort that would.”

“Do you really think that Arthur would do that?” asked Charles Oddsgood. 

“Probably, and I couldn’t have that.  I need to have Arthur eating out of my hand for the moment if we are going to pull off the ‘Charlene’ routine on him,” replied Maria Entero.  “So I have decided to be his schoolgirl for him these next few weeks.  Besides, when I asked him where I was to get an outfit like that, Arthur suggested that I wear one of his daughter’s old school uniforms.  He claims that she has a whole closet of them in her room,” snarled Maria Entero.

“Are you really going to wear his daughter’s clothes?” probed Charles.

“Of course I am, but Arthur is going to pay for this insult in spades.   He doesn’t know how much just now.  If I do this schoolgirl part in a certain manner, it will dovetail into the rest of my plans for him,” snapped Maria. 

“So what am I supposed to do while all this schoolgirl bit is going on?” asked Charles.

“Keep practicing your ‘Charlene’ bit.  You need to work on your walk some more.  But, for today, I want my Upstairs maid to help me find the perfect schoolgirl uniform and dress me in it.  Maybe we can find a wig and mask that can really knock Arthur off of his high horse.”

That evening, “Charlene” did as Maria requested, but that was the last of their intense masked affair for the moment as Arthur made his presence known.  “Charlene” couldn’t believe how much Maria looked like Raquel once they got her dressed in Raquel’s clothes and a blonde wig upon her head.  The addition of an “Anastasia” mask by Nikki Dyes to the schoolgirl outfit almost transformed Maria into the image of Raquel Entero that hung over the mantle in the mansion’s parlor.  

All of a sudden, Charles’ intensely scheduled life became drab and empty.  To fill in his empty hours he even stayed late at work and took on as much overtime as possible to make up for some of the time he had lost while being “Charlene” the upstairs made at Maria and Arthur’s house.  Even during his busiest time at work he became distracted with thoughts of being Maria’s upstairs maid.  To his total surprise, he found that he actually missed masking as “Charlene”.  Was Charles experiencing some kind of female masking withdrawal?  Masking by himself before a mirror helped a little but it did not give him the satisfaction of his daily female masking and sex fix with Maria.

“You are working almost as hard as your hard working sister, Charlie,” commented his landlady.

“I have to get ahead on my work hours to build up for some vacation time I am planning, Mrs. Sorenson,” replied Charles Oddsgood.

“You young people are always planning this and that.  Is your sister Charlene finally on vacation, Charlie?   I haven’t seen her these past few days.”

“Charlene’s employer took an extended trip and she went along as her employer’s companion,” lied Charles.  He wished that he had been able to do this.

“I hope that Charlene is having a good time.  While she is a little tall, I like her work attitude. Just remember that all work and no play can make Charlie a very dull lad,” said Mrs. Sorenson.

“What are you trying to tell me, Mrs. Sorenson?” asked Charles Oddsgood.

“You should get a social life, Charlie.  Have you met the new girl in apartment seven?” probed Mrs. Sorenson.  “She is a very quiet young thing.”

“I don’t think that I have, Mrs. Sorenson.”

“That is too bad, Charlie.  She seems very lonely and might be just the very thing that you need to get you off the all work and no play railroad.”

“Thank you for your concern, Mrs. Sorenson.”

“I’ll tell the girl in apartment seven that you were asking about her, Charlie.”

“Thank you again, Mrs. Sorenson.”

“Think nothing of it, Charlie.  You are such a sweet boy and she was asking about you anyway.  She isn’t as tall as your sister.”  Charles knew better than to tell Mrs. Sorenson not to say anything about him to the new girl in apartment seven.  He thought he had seen her in passing and she was whiter than a well-bleached sheet, but his landlady lived for such little affairs and items of gossip in her building.

Charles had always heard that there is a lot of force in the power of suggestion.  Yet, until Mrs. Sorenson had brought her up in his presence, he hadn’t given the girl in apartment seven any thought at all.  Then again, until Maria Entero’s forced absence, he hadn’t really had the time to give any girl any kind of thought for almost five or six months.  For that entire time, Charles wasn’t into ogling the girls at work like most of the straight guys did even if they were married.  Some of his female co-workers had asked him if he was gay since he did not hit on any of them.  

While he was still in this mode at work, he was beginning to think of how he could meet the mystery girl in apartment seven without looking like a wolf on the prod.  It never even occurred to Charles that this new girl might have a boy friend.  As usual, Charles was surprised by just how quickly his focus shifted from Maria to scheming on the new girl that resided in apartment number seven.  Was this just his male desire of the hunt and conquest or was this shift just the difference between his infatuation for Maria and true love.  Then again, Charles wasn’t sure he had a totally real idea about what true love was to begin with or how it differed from a long-term infatuation and romance.

Two long and lonely weeks passed between his talk with Mrs. Sorenson and his allegedly chance meeting with the new girl in apartment seven.  Charles was truly feeling like he had been abandoned by Maria Entero, but he could not to call her to find out what was happening between her and Arthur.  Maria didn’t seem to be trying to link up with him and she had made it absolutely clear, that if he tried to contact her when she was with Arthur that there would be dire consequences. 

Charles wasn’t exactly sure what Maria had meant by dire circumstances, but he was positive that he didn’t want to find out. His sense of abandonment following so closely upon the total involvement that Charles felt he had with Maria was tearing him apart.  He had to fill in the void in his life or go down the abyss of desperation.  Therefore, about ten days into this lonely and desperate feeling period for Charles, he began watching the building mailboxes to see if there was any pattern as to when the Goth girl from apartment seven checked her mailbox.  Just the doing of this stalking activity seemed to save the day for Charles.  He even decided to used some of the disguises that he had developed with Maria to conceal his constant and all but obvious surveillance.

Sure enough, the Goth girl from apartment seven picked up her mail about five in the afternoon each day.  Thus, on the fourteenth day of Maria’s globe trotting with Arthur, Charles made sure that he was checking his mailbox when a black caped, tall black boot wearing, pasty face Goth girl stepped into the building’s lobby and moved upon her mailbox.  He had rehearsed his opening salutation several times to make sure that it sounded truly spontaneous.  He knew how bad those old cliché pick-up lines sounded.

While doing his rehearsals for his contrived “chance meeting” with The Goth girl, Charles realized that he had resorted to this type of activity with Maria.  Pick-up lines probably wouldn’t have worked with Maria anyway.  In fact, it was Maria that had picked him up in his regular local watering hole.  Had Maria stalked him the way that he was stalking the female from apartment seven?  Maybe their meeting hadn’t been as chance as he once thought that it had been.  Just maybe Maria was setting him up to take a fall for her desired and well planned demise of Arthur.  

“My mail is so boring,” said Charles as if he was thinking aloud.

“I wish my mail was boring.  All I ever get are bills,” said the girl from apartment seven.  Arthur didn’t respond to her comment as he continued to sort through his mail.  “Aren’t you the computer guy who lives with his sister in apartment nine?”

“Are you talking to me?” asked Charles innocently.  This was going better than he had planned.

“Do you know anyone else who lives in apartment nine besides your sister?” asked the cape clad Goth girl from apartment seven.

“My mother says that I shouldn’t talk to strangers,” responded Charles with a cute little boy voice.  Charles immediately wished that he could have retracted that remark.  It sounded so dumb and corny.

“Cute, but I don’t see your mother in the lobby.  Besides, you can talk to me.  Mrs. Sorenson has told me all about you and your sister, Charles,” stated the Goth girl.

Charles wasn’t aware that Mrs. Sorenson had shared his name with the Goth girl.  “How did you know my name?” probed Charles.

“It is on your mailbox.”

“Silly of me not to notice that,” said Charles with an embarrassed laugh while trying to read the name on mailbox number seven.  When he finally focused upon the small letters, the name read: Marsha Stevens.  “Should I call you Miss or Mrs. Stevens?”

“Marsha works for me, Charles.  What are you doing for dinner tonight?”

“Are you asking me out for dinner?” probed Charles.

“Not really.  I was just wondering what your dinner plans were.  Mrs. Sorenson says that you are so busy that you hardly have time to eat and sleep.”

“Mrs. Sorenson and you must have had a long talk about me and my sister.”

“Our landlady did most of the talking, Charles, or is it Charlie.  Mrs. Sorenson calls you Charlie.”

“My more intimate friends call me Chuck,” said Charles.  Maria didn’t like the name of Chuck, so she had never used it with Charles.

“Okay, Chuck.  Why don’t you bring whatever you are having for dinner down to my place and we can swap and share stuff if that is all right with your sister.”

“My sister is at work, Marsha.  I was planning on eating alone.”

“Would you like company for dinner?” asked Marsha.  “I have a nice bottle of wine and I don’t like drinking by myself.”

“I guess a potluck would be more fun than eating by myself,” offered Charles.  “Is twenty minutes okay?”

“That will give me the time a need to straighten out my place,” said Marsha as she stepped into the elevator.  The elevator doors shut and Charles was left in the lobby sorting through his mail.  As he did, he tried to think of how he could make his TV dinner look more homemade.  Maybe he could blend the whole thing with a can of tuna and make some kind of a tuna casserole in his microwave oven.

The wacko casserole idea panned out and Charles arrive at the door to apartment number seven with the casserole and five cans out of a six-pack of beer in less than thirty minutes.  He made sure that he had a condom in his back pocket in case things evolved in that direction.  The decorations and furniture inside of the apartment seven matched the Goth fashion motif of its lovely female occupant.  The place reminded Charles of an early medieval dungeon.  Between Charles and Marsha, the beer and wine seem to evaporate and the conversation also flowed freely.  Charles couldn’t remember when he had felt so comfortable and at ease with a woman.  

All of a sudden, he found his voice offering to show Marsha “Charlene’s” collection of female masks and other fetish gear the Maria was storing in his apartment.  “That might be a lot of fun, Chuck, but do you think that showing me all that stuff will be all right with your sister?” asked Marsha.  “I mean most of those fetish items are pretty personal.”

“I am sure that it would be okay with her,” replied Charles.  “Do you want me to bring them down to your place or do you want to look at them in my apartment?” 

“We could spend more time playing with them if we did it in your place, Chuck,” responded Marsha.  “Let me straighten up here for a few minutes and then we can go to your place for a look see and a nightcap.”

“That sounds like a plan to me,” said Charles.  “Let me give you a hand with the dishes.”  He had never done table clearing or dish washing as the upstairs maid at Maria’s house, so playing the domestic role with Marsha was a new experience for Charles Oddsgood.

About a half of an hour later when Charles opened the door to his apartment and Marsha walked into to it he felt an odd/mixed sense of pride and embarrassment.  “Wow, Chuck, this place is so cool and yet you seem so square.   Look at all of this stuff.  I can smell the heavy rubber in the air!  I think that this place is more your sister’s than yours,” suggested Marsha.  

“This is really my apartment, Marsha,” asserted Charles.  “Ask Mrs. Sorenson.  Charlene only appeared with all of her stuff about four months ago.”

“Well then, she has taken over your place, Chuck.  What is that all about?”

“I guess I didn’t realize how much her presence has influenced me,” responded Charles.  “Is that a bit weird for you?”

“Not really, Chuck.  I had a boy friend that got me into the Goth life style and it has stayed with me long after he was little more than a distant and vague memory,” said Marsha.   “Do you think that your sister would mind if I tried on her masks and stuff?”

“She has so much of it that I could probably give you some of it and she wouldn’t even know the difference,” admitted Charles.  Maria had purchased so much stuff that this remark was even truer than Charles realized. 

“If you could make me into an exotic rubber version of Charlene, we could have a little incest, Chuck, if that isn’t too weird for you.”

“Is this some kind of test or something, Marsha?”

“It’s or something, Chuck.  I’ll bet that you couldn’t do it,” dared Marsha with a sharp laugh.

“I’ll take that bet, Marsha.  Just give me a few minutes,” responded Charles.  This idea was actually turning him on to the max.

“What should I do while you are gathering all of the gear?” asked Marsha.

“You could step into my bathroom and get naked if you want,” declared Charles.

“That is a new approach to having me get my clothes off, Chuck.”

“I don’t think that Charlene’s gear will fit over your clothing, Marsha.”

“I see what you mean.  Where is your bathroom, Chuck?”

“It is the second door on the left after you go into the guest bedroom.”

“That is the mirror image of my apartment’s floor plan,” declared Marsha as she opened the door to Charles’s guest bedroom.  “Just lay the stuff on the bed.  I will come out of the bathroom and put on whatever you lay out for me after you leave the guest bedroom and close the door behind you.”

“Are sure that you won’t need any help putting on the gear?” inquired Charles.

“I don’t know you well enough for that, Chuck,” responded Marsha with a wicked wink.  

Charles dashed into his master bedroom closet where Maria had stored all of their masking gear.  From the extensive collection he quickly picked out an “Emerrald” mask from Kerry, a long, curly blonde wig, a heavy Victorian corset, a black velvet Playboy Bunny suit, tall platform pumps, black fishnet stockings, bunny ears, and a pair of black PVC elbow length gloves.   Charles placed all of these items in a large box and carried them into the guest bedroom.  The bathroom door was locked shut.  He placed the box upon the bed and called out, “The mask and costume is in a large box on the bed.  I just hope that everything fits.”

“I will figure out how to make everything work out, Chuck.  I am sure that most of the stuff is pretty straightforward.  If I need some instructions, I will let you know,” called out Marsha thru the wood of the bathroom door.

“Then I will go out into the kitchen and make us some drinks and snacks,” responded Charles Oddsgood.

“That would be nice,” called Marsha’s voice thru the bathroom door.  Charles closed the bedroom door and went into the kitchen to make the drinks that he had promised.  He heard the bedroom door’s passage lock click signaling that Marsha had locked it from the inside. He listened intently to see if he could hear Marsha making her transformation into her version of “Charlene”.   All seemed very silent.  In fact, it was too quiet.  What was Marsha doing in the bedroom or bathroom?  

Charles drank one of the drinks that he had made and then made its replacement.  He carried the drinks and snacks into the living room and turned on the stereo.  The silence from the guest bedroom was maddening.  Had Marsha fallen into the toilet?   Was she just sitting on the bed and trying to figure out how to put on the stuff that he had laid out for her?  Finally the passage set lock clicked again.  The guest bedroom door cracked open.  “I hope that I did this right,” stated Marsha’s mask muffled voice.  “Are you ready for your new rubber doll, Chuck?”

“Ready and waiting, Charlene,” called out Charles.  

The vision of masked loveliness that stepped out of his apartment’s guest bedroom blew Charles away.  Maria had never look this great in her masks and the Playboy bunny suit.

“Well, what do you think, Chuck?”

“You look absolutely stupendous in that Playboy bunny costume and ‘Em’ mask.  I totally have to admit that stuff never looked that good on my sister,” proclaimed Charles.

“That is sweet of you to say that, Chuck, but I think that just about any female could look sexy in this costume and mask,” suggested Marsha. 

“Sexy is an absolute understatement,” declared Charles with open admiration pouring out of his staring and stunned eyes.  “You look fantastically incredible.”

“Wow, no guy has ever reacted to me like you are, Chuck.  This feels so really good,” declared Marsha’s “Charlene” image.

“I thought that I would feel warm in this mask, but I feel chilled.  I noticed that your sister had a couple of imitation fur coats in her closet.  Would she mind if I placed one of them over my shoulders?”

“Help yourself to whatever you need to make yourself comfortable,” responded Charles.  

“Charlene” minced her way back into the guest bedroom and threw an imitation mink on over her bare shoulders.  When she got back to the doorjamb of the room she stopped and posed by leaning against the jamb.  “How does this look to you, Chuck?”

Marsha was filling his bunny masking fantasies in ways he never thought possible and she hadn’t even seduced him yet.  “I could get really hooked on what you are doing in a flash,” blurted out Charles.  This is truly a mountain top experience.”  He had to get himself under control before he blew a fuse.

“What does that mean, Chuck?” asked Marsha’s fur clad masked image.

“It means that you have me higher than a kite and I don’t ever want to come down even though I know that the decent is inevitable,” stated Charles.

She dropped to her knees and said, “Let me go down on you, Chuck to keep you in your high flying status.”   Both masked and unmasked, Maria Entero didn’t have half the natural sexual talent that Marsha had.   Her masked image of Charles’s bunny masked fantasy knew just how to create ecstasy on earth.  If he never had masked sex again in his life, he knew that being with Marsha’s version of “Charlene Bunny” that evening was the best that he would ever get, unless Marsha’s “Charlene Bunny” had more even more raw talent that she had not employed yet.    

When Charles woke the following morning he had to do a reality check just to make sure that the previous evening hadn’t been just a wild exotic and erotic dream.  All evidence of the previous evening’s bliss was gone from his apartment.  “Charlene Bunny” must have flushed his spent rubber down the toilet, because even that item was missing and Charles didn’t remember going into the bathroom before he passed out.   All that Charles had to prove that he had actually experience the previous evening’s fantastic events was the warm afterglow that still simmered through his entire body.  Just getting out of bed to go into the bathroom and get ready to go to work was a major effort.  In fact he didn’t remember how he got to work after he arrived there and all of his colleagues ribbed him about “getting some” the previous night even though Charles never said a word about his encounter with “Charlene Bunny”.   

The day seemed incredibly long and tedious.  All he could think of was meeting up with Marsha Stevens at the mailboxes.   He realized that he had forgotten to get Marsha’s phone number and didn’t think about asking Mrs. Sorenson for it until he was on his way home.  “Miss Stevens seemed very happy when she left this morning,” commented Mrs. Sorenson as Charles opened his mailbox.  “She walked like she was floating on a cloud.  What did you do to her, Charles?”

“What are you talking about, Mrs. Sorenson?” asked Charles while trying not to blush.

“You know what I am talking about, Charles and think that it wonderful that the two of you finally got together,” replied Mrs. Sorenson.

“Miss Stevens and I are not together,” snapped Charles.

“I know different, Charles.  These old eyes have seen many things and I know true love when I see it.  When does your sister return?”

Charles decided not to respond to the true love remark, although there may have been some truth to it.  Marsha was special.  “I’m not quite sure when my sister is scheduled to return, Mrs. Sorenson, but I will let you know when she does.  In fact I just got a post card from her today,” declared Charles as he waved a post card from Paris for Mrs. Sorenson to see.  The picture card of the Eiffel Tower was actually from Maria Entero, but it was signed Charlene.  It also had the usual “wish you were here” sentiment on it.

“That’s just fine.  That is a very pretty card.  Can I have it, Charles?  I love things from places that I have never been to.”

“No problem,” said Charles as he handed the post card to Mrs. Sorenson.

“Thank you so much for this.  Charlene is a lovely girl, but she is a little tall.  Miss Stevens hasn’t returned from her work yet.  Do you want me to buzz your apartment when she does?”

“That is a very nice suggestion, Mrs. Sorenson, but I think Miss. Stevens and I will proceed at our own pace,” answered Charles.

“I always say strike while the iron is hot!”

“Thank you for that sage advice, Mrs. Sorenson,” said Charles as he closed his mailbox.  Marsha and “Charlene Bunny” paid regular visits to Charles’s place over the next three weeks.  A couple of times they went out in drab and just hung out together.  A few other evenings and weekends, Charles was at Marsha’s place.  He had been right about Marsha.  There seemed to be no end to her creativity and talent when it came to pleasuring Charles.  He even enjoyed going to the local fetish club with Marsha as the “Bunny Twins.”   As usual Marsha had added some creative elements to Charles’s version of  “Charlene Bunny” and he was actually comfortable in public in this rendition of the “Bunny” costume.  Marsha had also managed to upgrade her outfit and mask.  

A couple days before Maria’s scheduled return, Charles realized that his plans with and for Maria along with the reality of their torrid yet totally deceitful affair were fading into a distant past.   He also became aware that the intrigue and deceit had become a big part of his involvement with Maria and that it was really refreshing to be so open and honest with Marsha.  He didn’t have to be guarded in his conversations with Marsha.  Charles didn’t have to worry about masking his emotions with Marsha.  He didn’t have to have discussions about trust with her.  He just trusted Marsha and he believed that she trusted him.  Maybe Mrs. Sorenson was right and Marsha was his true love.

To his surprise and amazement, Charles found his mouth telling Marsha about his relationship to Maria Entero.  Of course he left some of the important particulars like her name, marital status, age, address and plan to do away with her husband.  Charles further suggested that he might need a couple of weeks to a month when Maria returned to untangle his relationship to her.  Marsha said that she was all right with this state of affairs as long as Charles kept her posted on the progress or the lack thereof regarding his disentanglement with Maria.  He promised to comply with what he considered Marsha’s reasonable request.  He still hadn’t figured out how to tell Marsha that the original “Charlene” was his female masked alter ego.   Charles kept looking for an appropriate opening for this confession, but at that point in their relationship no opening seemed to appear.

Part Four: Bunny Masking for Pleasure and Profit

When Maria finally returned from Europe, Charles was totally hooked on his new bunny.  He was actually thinking about asking Marsha to be his fiancée.  Yet he was a man of his word so he decided to go through with his commitment to Maria for at least a short period of time.  How long this period of time was to be was still unclear, but he knew that his commitment meant more rehearsals and review for at least several weeks.  However, Charles wasn’t as into these reviews and rehearsals as he was before his encounters with Marsha Stevens.  Somehow the time he was forced to spend with Maria seemed totally mechanical.  The spice and fire were gone.  

Yet, once the set of rehearsals were completed to Maria’s satisfaction and according to her schedule, she put on her version of the Playboy Bunny mask and costume so that she and Charles could make the tapes that were integral to her extortion scheme.  As planned, these tapes made it appear that Arthur was having sex with Charles as “Charlene” and that Arthur was forcing Maria to have masked sex with both “Charlene” and him.  Charles thought that while the tapes were spectacular, they were also totally contrived.   He was glad that his real face didn’t appear in any of them.  He was also upset at the way these activities were cutting into his time with Marsha.  

Charles couldn’t figure out how, Maria never seemed to notice that Charles wasn’t as focus on her project plans and activities as he had been before she left for Europe.  On the other hand, to add to the credibility of her claims, Maria and Charles practiced at making it appear that Arthur had a habit of forcing Maria’s version of “Charlene” go out in public with him to a fetish club called Chains and Bracelets.  They had made several practice runs prior to the planned filming of the event.  Charles in his male drab took Maria to the club with her masked in her “Marilyn” costume during these practice sessions. Several of these “practice sessions also became venue research for both alleged and actual public appearances of “Charlene” and Arthur.

Ironically, just when Maria and Charles were scheduled to film the well-rehearsed reenactment critical to Maria’s extortion scheme, Arthur made yet another unexpected return to their house.  Arthur was becoming as unpredictable as he had been totally predictable.  Fortunately, Maria had not yet picked up the “upstairs maid” when Arthur arrived, and found Maria in her “Charlene” mode.  To Maria’s total surprise, Arthur was totally turned on to having Maria mask as his living doll.  When Maria’s version of “Charlene” she suggested that they go down to the local fetish club for a wild evening of masked fun and games, Arthur immediately took her up on the invitation.  

Maria had never seen Arthur so willing to do something so totally against his character before.  Didn’t Arthur realize that to any onlooker that saw him with Maria in her “Charlene” disguise that they would assume that he was out with some young sluttish female that didn’t look anything like his wife?  Maria called Charles to inform him of the change in the plans but told him to do everything as they had rehearsed it anyway.  For his part, Arthur was so enamored with his “Charlene” doll, that he never even noticed that Charles was discretely documenting Arthur’s activities with Maria’s “Charlene” in the fetish club called Chains and Bracelets.   The regulars referred to the club as Chains.   

At the appointed time, Charles left Chains and Bracelets in order to arrive at the Entero residence and turn on the recording gear before Arthur and Maria’s “Charlene” arrived.  The sex scene was to be recorded in the electronically monitored bedroom that Maria had Charles create for her.  This particular bedroom had also been redecorated into what appeared to an over the top 1890’s brothel.   When he first saw it that evening, Arthur loved the room not knowing that most of the chintzy and gaudy décor was designed to conceal a variety of cameras and sound detection devices.   “Wait in here and relax for a moment while I change into something more comfortable, Arthur, Honey,” purred Maria’s version of  “Charlene”.

When Maria returned from changing into something more comfortable, she started the bordello scene off with her in Raquel’s school uniform and a long blonde wig.  With a pair of Raquel’s old glasses and a little make up to “bleach out” the lovely tan of the Tanya mask by Nikki Locke, she almost looked like Raquel’s twin.  Of course that was the point and the imagery wasn’t lost on Arthur.   Maria’s Raquel image also reminded Charles of Marsha and Charles found this resemblance both erotic and disconcerting.

“Hi, Daddy.  I am so glad that you are forcing me to be with you in this whorehouse.  Switzerland can be such a dull place.  Being here with you has so put me in an erotic mood.   As a token of my appreciation for all the romance that you have taught me, I have something really special and terribly wild planned for us this evening.”

Arthur could not help but notice how much his wife had altered her image to look like his daughter and he reveled in this resemblance.  Except for her most recent activities as his wild rubberized upstairs maid, Maria had usually resisted his suggested sex games.   Almost immediately, Arthur was fascinated with Maria’s new schoolgirl act.  So, he decided to play along with his wife’s game to see where it would take them.  “What do you have in mind, little girl,” asked Arthur.  In the monitoring room in the basement, Charles watched the show like it was a corny, low budget porno film.  This was a side of Maria that was new to him and he wasn’t sure if he like this view all that much. 

“I have a lot on my mind, but for tonight I have several little items that I know you will love, Daddy Dearest.  I have dreamed of doing with you like forever,” said the disguised Maria was she dropped to her knees, pulled down Arthur’s zipper and made love to his rigidly erect maleness.   Arthur began to go out of his gourd, but his tantalizing schoolgirl slipped a sturdy constriction ring onto his massive desire right before he felt the massive urge to come.  “What is the rush, Big Daddy?  We are just getting started and I wouldn’t want you to lose your advantage just yet.”

“You have got to be kidding!” screamed Arthur.  Charles agreed with that sentiment.

“Don’t you want me to do the rest of my little plan for you, Daddy?  I know how you will punish me if I leave anything out.”

“Sure, but do it fast so we can get this damn ring off,” responded the frustrated Arthur. 

Maria’s schoolgirl image started doing a slow and absolutely sensual strip tease for Arthur while stripping him as all of his clothing.  “I want to see that body that I crave, Daddy,” declared Maria’s schoolgirl image as she dragged her sharp and long vermilion nails down his sides and proceeded to lick on his extended and erect penis again. 

While the electronic devices recorded Arthur’s alleged sex scene with his daughter, Charles wondered if he could get “Charlene Bunny” to do this bit for him?  Then Arthur’s temptress started to play with the constriction as if she was making an effort to pull it off, but chained it to his rock hard balls instead.  Arthur writhed with frustrated passion.  The schoolgirl nuzzled his maleness and Arthur’s knees almost failed him.  “Stand-up Daddy.  I can’t love you if you pass out.”  Then as she slipped a condom onto Arthur’s quivering desire, she added; “if you want this rubber, chain and ring off, you need to do a little something for me, Daddy.”

“And just what might that little something be, Raquel?”  Charles couldn’t believe that Arthur just called Maria, Raquel.

“Oh Daddy, I love it when you say my name!  Please do it again.”

“I love you Raquel.  I will do anything for you, Raquel.”

“Anything?”

“Really?”

“Anything that your little heart really desires.”  What a performance, thought Charles.  Maria had never done this bit during any of their rehearsals.  

“You will do whatever I tell you to do just to show me that you love me?” whined the naked schoolgirl.

“You know that I will.  Haven’t I always done that for you, Raquel?”

“You didn’t do that when married my Stepmother, Daddy.”

“That is different and you know it, Raquel.”  Charles wondered if Arthur was so caught up in the illusion that he forgot that he was still talking to his mask-wearing wife.

“That was naughty, Daddy Dearest.  You will have to go a long way to prove to me that you love me more than my Stepmother.”

“I don’t know if I can do that, Raquel.”

“Then you don’t really love me like you say that you do, Big Daddy.”

“Yes I do so get on with this fantasy, Raquel!” commanded Arthur Entero.

“I want you to dress-up as my rubberized upstairs bunny maid, Daddy.  I always wanted a great big rubber bunny that would fuck me and fuck me until I couldn’t sit down, but you never got me one of those bunnies, Daddy.  Could you be my super-sized fucking rubber bunny, Big Hanging Daddy.  Could you do that for little old me?”   

“I am yours to command, Sweetie.  Dress me in whatever you want,” squealed Arthur.

Maria’s schoolgirl image went to the bordello decorated room’s wardrobe and pull out a black rubber catsuit, a dark brown Marilyn mask by Nikki Locke, an open face hood, stiletto platform heels, a full black natural wig, black PVC gloves, and a fully functional black gas mask.  Maria donned a large, but anatomically correct, strap-on dildoe.  All the while Maria kept calling Arthur Daddy in her little girl voice.  The She/male reality enamors Arthur even further.  He can’t get enough of it and for the first time in their marriage, Maria actually was fun and great sex with her husband.

When he gets on her to have his way with her, she injects him with sodium-pentothol.  Within seconds Arthur lay heavy and limp upon her gas-masked body.  

For the camera’s, the gas-masked upstairs maid feminizes and transforms Arthur into the she/male Playboy Bunny.  

The costumes are total cover black Latex cat suits with back and white PVC maid’s costumes layered over them.  Footwear is:    Mask is a modified Marilyn mask by Nikki Dyes.   The wig is glued to the mask    Bunny ears head gear sewn to the wig. 

When both Charles and Maria as she/male “Charlenes” do the she/male taping of the allegedly cross dressed and masked Arthur forcing the allegedly unwilling Maria to play his games, Maria pulls out sexual moves that even left Charles gasping for air inside of his “Charlene” disguise.  
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