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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.
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