I was thinking of a "normal" guy meeting a fetish girl

in a club. She is of course very sexy, a black catsuit, 

a tight corset, extreme heels, and  a gasmask. They 

mingle, and he meets her again at another party some

weeks later, this time she cannot speak properly since

she's gagged inside her mask, but she writes little notes

with her latex-covered little hand as the conversation 

goes on. This time, they go home toghether. At her place,

they make love, she just opens the crotch of her catsuit,

pulls out her two inflatable dildos and they have a 

wonderful time. They fall in love. The problem is that she 

never takes her mask off. She is so much into rubber, that

she keeps her suit and mask on 24 hours a day. And when 

she takes the gear off, it is just because she showers and

puts on another gear, and this is done rapidly in the 

bathroom when noone is around to see. She eats by attaching

a bottle of nutrition liquid via a rubber hose to her mask. 

Her eyes are also covered by the insect-like mask Most of the time, she gagges herself, carrying a red rubber ball in her mouth inside the mask. Sometimes she wears latex stockings and a maid's outfit instead of the catsuit. But always corset, and always at least 7" spiked heels. She is

a master of high heels. When the loving couple wants to go out, among the "normal" people, the guy has to put a latex female mask over the gas  mask, thus making his wonderful girlfriend pass as a "regular" woman. But you can hear her clicking breathing as the gas mask underneath opens/shuts its valves. They decide to marry. She orders a beautiful white bride's gown, all in latex, and a white gas mask for

the occassion. Wiggling down the isle, She has white latex

stockings, 9" white ballet thigh-high boots (she moves like a dancer in those), the short bridal dress and a latex hood covering the head. A gas mask of course, gagged, as always, and a beautiful latex female head (that is ordered to look just like her!) on top of all this. In church, everyone  looks very interested at my new bride. Everybody is silent. The only noises heard is the breathing of the bride and the

clicking sound as she walks down the stone floor. She also has false breasts today, giving her enorumous tits and a

hour-glass  figure. She loves her soon-to-be husband very much. Perhaps, tonight, she will let him have a glimpse at her real face. But only maybe. The sensation of her latex mask is so incredible, so she cannot give it up for anyone.
