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Paris in July was glorious if a little hot. Mark was trying to fit in and be at least a little fashionable. His chinos were still freshly pressed- he was only a few days into his journey around Europe after all- with a light white ecru shirt and linen jacket. Only the hiking boots spoilt the ensemble. He was never going to be chic or even vaguely fashionable, but he could dress up better when in a city of style.

It was a seedy day, Mark had headed to the north of the city to photograph the Moulin Rouge then wandered along the road to the museum of erotica. He had resisted the invitations into the strip clubs, but had stepped into an adult emporium to check out sex toys and dvds.

The longest wall of the shop was decorated with sex toys which varied in colour from realistic to ludicrous and in size from enticing to frightening. He had a sudden inkling for a butt plug to play with in his hotel room.

The choice was large, but after a few minutes pondering, Mark had decided on a two pack- one small, one large- which gave him something to start with and to work up to.

Mark's hand went for the butt plugs in blue, grabbing the box just as the woman beside him did. They both released the plugs and the pack dropped to the floor. As they both ducked to pick up the box their heads clunked together. As they stepped back from the pain Mark offered, "Pardon."

"Sorry mate." the woman replied, rubbing her head. The Aussie accent was a surprise.

"No worries." Mark didn't mimic her accent, but the phrase seemed appropriate. She was an inch or so shorter than him, with dark blonde hair tied back, sky blue eyes and a pretty oval face. She sported a light tan and was dressed more touristy, in sneakers, calf length jeans and a tight white T-shirt. He stared at her lovely round breasts straining against the cotton of her top then managed to drag his eyes back to her face.

"That's okay." The woman was obviously appraising Mark just as he had checked her out. It seemed she liked what she saw.

The initial eyeing up over with they both shuffled and slowly let their gazes drop to the sex toy in its box on the floor. "After you." Mark offered.

The woman picked up the butt plugs, but didn't put the box back on the shelf. She looked at the packaging, at Mark and then back at the box. "You were gonna buy these?"

"I was thinking about it." They had crowded closer together as they talked, a little embarrassed to be overheard.

"Have you ever used one before?"

"A few times. I've got some at home. But I'm here now and really wanted some."

"Is it hard to use them?"

"It takes a bit of relaxation, but it's worth it."

"For a fella. I know they work on your prostate. What about me?"

"I know a few women who swear by anal. They're fun to know."

"You got any advice?"

"Loads." The woman stared at the butt plugs for a while. "My hotel's only a couple of stops along the Metro and there's a good little café across the way from it. We could talk about it all there."

"Okay."

"I'm Mark, by the way."

"Kary. I'll get these. There anything else I need?"

* * *
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They sat at the table, drinking espresso and then cognac, with the bag of sex toys- supplemented with lube and condoms, between them. In low tones they discussed the technicalities of anal sex. Mostly Mark told Kary about his experience of it, how he built up to it and what he enjoyed about it, but she threw in some tales of past boyfriends who had tried, and failed, to bugger her.

The more they talked about it, the more obvious it was they both wanted to, at least, try out the butt plugs. Hyper on caffeine and dizzy from brandy, Mark finally asked, "Shall we take this stuff to my room?"

"Hell yes."

Kary clasped the bag of sex toys and lube to her fine chest whilst Mark counted out Euro notes to settle the bill. Then they staggered across the road to his hotel.

The hotel was an old building on a corner, narrow and four storeys tall. The foyer was done out in dark wood panelling framing pale blue plaster adorned with early 20th century photographs of the city. When Mark collected his key the receptionist's gaze travelled to Kary and she gave a knowing smile. Who knew how many times she had seen this scene played out.

Mark's room was a twin on the second floor. He had chosen the single bed nearest the window to sleep in and unpacked his back pack onto the one nearest the bathroom. Kary dropped the bag on top of Mark's clothes. She looked around for a while, then came to a decision. Pulling a few items from the bag- Mark didn't see what- she announced, "I'm grabbing a shower and..... doing some stuff. I'll be a little while."

"Okay."

As the bathroom door closed Mark sat on the bed and pulled his boots and socks off. He adjusted the hard on in his trousers but didn't get undressed. He couldn't be sure what would happen next. He listened to the shower for a while, imagining the naked woman under the running water. This got him even more excited and his erection was almost painful trapped inside his trousers. He stretched across to lift the bag off the other bed and started going through it.

Kary had taken one of the tubes of lube and a syringe device for squirting it into her back passage. The sounds of the shower had stopped. Mark let his imagination run wild over what she must be doing now. She'd left the butt plugs, another tube of lube, condoms and other bits and pieces. Mark ripped open the box and took them out to compare them. The large plug was fatter and shorter than his own cock, he estimated. He was about to unzip his trousers and do a side by side comparison when Kary came back from the bathroom.

She wore only a pair of white knickers, which were a little damp and almost see through. Her breasts were just as good as her tight top had promised. They were round and firm, with a triangle of paler skin framing her nipples where she had recently been wearing a very skimpy bikini. The tan lines on her thighs suggested cut offs, rather than a thong, had made up the lower half of her outfit. Kary pointed at the plug Mark held. "So, er, how d'I get that thing... in me?"

"With great care and a lot of lube. But I think you should start with the smaller one."

"Okay. I used that syringe thing. I've already got a lot of lube up... there.

"Excellent. The next step is to take off your knickers."

Kary crossed her arms in front of her chest. "Nope."

"Nope?"

"Not until you even things up and take your clothes off too."

"Oh, well, if you insist." Mark stood and pulled the shirt over his head. He wasn't buff, but his body wasn't too bad, and he had been swimming a lot recently. Kary gave his hairy chest an appreciative once over then nodded at his trousers. Mark released the belt then teasingly undid the buttons one by one.

Kary nibbled the end of a finger as the anticipation got to her. Mark eventually let his chinos drop and stepped out of them. He stood with hands on his hips and raised his eyebrows at Kary. She extended her nibbled finger to point at his boxers, particularly the area which was bulging out. "You drop yours and I'll drop mine. You first."

Mark hooked his thumbs under the waistband of his boxers and slowly pulled them out and down, slowly revealing his erection. Kary kept wagging her finger as he teased her, urging him to take it a little further down each time. She licked her lips when she saw the deep red tip of his cock, and smiled as more and more of the thick shaft was revealed. Eventually the boxers were halfway down Mark's thighs and his hard on was fully on display. Kary nodded approval. Mark whipped the boxers off, tossed them aside and stood proudly displaying himself.

Satisfied Mark had fulfilled his obligation, Kary quickly pushed her knickers down and put them aside. Her flat stomach tapered down to a trimmed triangle of pubic hair which pointed down to plump lips. They each spent a while admiring the other's groin, until Kary asked, "So, how do we use one of those plugs?"

Mark moved to stand in front of Kary so that his hard on pressed against her belly. He ran a finger over her breasts and around her nipples, which were stiff and sensitive. She took his hand and guided it down to her pussy lips, pushing his forefinger into her warm, wet vagina. She made appreciative noises as he pushed it deeper into her. They kissed passionately and she ground her hips against his hand.

When they finally parted, Kary nodded at the bed and said, "So, let's do this. I'm horny as hell."

Mark guided Kary to the bed, a hand cupping each firm round buttock in turn. "Lie down on the bed. On your front."

When she had stretched out, Kary arched her back so her buttocks were raised up and prominent. Crouching between her legs, Mark ran a finger over the curve of each- down from the base of her spine to the tops of her thighs and back again. She liked this, making happy noises into the mattress. Mark ran the fingers of his left hand down the cleft between her buttocks until he reached the puckered ring of her sphincter. He spread her buttocks and the ring of muscle dilated a little. It glistened with the lubricant Kary had already squeezed in.

Mark lined up the smaller butt plug, lubricant and condoms within easy reach. He squeezed lube onto his right index finger and placed it against the entrance to Kary's arse. She squeaked, not just because of the cold liquid against her sphincter, but also with trepidation at
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