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Some meetings are accidents. Others feel inevitable.

Across crowded trains, glowing cinemas, roadside stops, and Carnaval nights filled with freedom, strangers find themselves drawn together by fleeting moments of connection that quickly turn electric. These stories capture the excitement of stepping outside the familiar and surrendering to desire with someone you may never see again.

A collection of seductive, fast-paced erotic stories about risk, anonymity, and giving in... just this once.

This is a work of erotic fiction intended only for adult readers.

All characters are 21+ and all acts depicted are entirely consensual within the fantasy context.
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The conference badge was tucked away into my purse when I finally let myself relax.

All day I’d smiled, nodded, taken notes, played the part I was paid to play. All day being smart, polished, and professional. By the time I rode the elevator back down, I was done being any of those things. The hotel bar glowed softly at the end of the lobby, all amber light and low voices, like an invitation I’d been waiting for since morning.

I knew I looked good.

The deep red dress hugged my curves, the kind of fabric that moved when I walked, catching eyes without begging for them. Stockings, smooth against my legs and high-heeled boots that announced every step I took. My hair in loose waves down my back.

I took a seat at the bar, crossing my legs.

“Red wine, please,” I said to the bartender, meeting his eyes just long enough to be noticed, not long enough to linger.

That’s when I felt it.

That awareness, like someone’s attention brushing over bare skin. I didn’t look right away. I lifted the glass when it was set in front of me, watched the dark red swirl as I tilted it, took a slow sip. Let them look. I was in no hurry.

When I finally turned my head, I saw him a few seats away.

He had that quiet confidence that doesn’t need to announce itself. Jacket shrugged off, sleeves rolled just enough. He wasn’t staring, not exactly... but he wasn’t pretending I wasn’t there either. Our eyes met, held for a second too long to be accidental.

I smiled first. Just a little.

“Long day?” he asked, nodding toward my glass.

“Very,” I said, my voice softer than it had been all day. “But worth it.”

He lifted his own wine in a small toast.

“To the end of workdays,” he said.

I clinked my glass against his, the sound sharp and intimate in the low hum of the bar.

“And to hotel bars,” I added, meeting his gaze again.

This time, neither of us looked away.

Conversation came easily after that, like we’d slipped into it halfway through instead of starting at the beginning.

He moved closer as he talked, just enough that I noticed the warmth of him beside me. Our knees brushed once, maybe twice. Neither of us apologized. I could smell his cologne, it made me want to lean in closer and breathe him in.

“So,” he said, turning toward me a little more fully, “conference?”

I laughed softly. “Is it that obvious?”

“Only because you look like you’ve been very good all day,” he replied, eyes flicking down and back up again, “and you’re enjoying not having to be anymore.”

That made me pause. I held my glass near my lips without drinking, watching him over the rim.

“Maybe,” I said. “And you?”

“Business,” he answered. “But I escaped early.”

“Smart man.”

His smile was slow and provoking, I enjoyed his smile and easy demeanor.

As the bar filled and emptied around us, the space between us seemed to shrink on its own. His arm rested along the back of my chair now, not touching me, but close enough that I could feel the option of it. Every time I shifted, my leg brushed against his. Every time he spoke, he leaned in just enough that his voice dropped for me alone.

At one point, he reached for my glass to refill it, his fingers brushing mine as he handed it back. The contact was brief, nothing more than skin against skin, but my breath caught anyway. He noticed. I could tell by the way his jaw tightened just slightly.

“I think I’ve had enough wine,” I said quietly. “We could take a walk instead.”

He tilted his head. “A walk where?”

“Anywhere that isn’t this bar,” I replied.

He smiled, slow and knowing, I slid my glass back onto the bar. Standing, I felt his eyes follow me, the way my dress moved, the way my boots grounded me. When he stood too, we were suddenly very close, close enough that I could feel the heat of him, the restraint in the way he held himself.

“Elevator?” I asked, as if it were the most casual thing in the world.

“After you,” he said.

I stepped ahead, already knowing he’d follow. The sound of my boots echoed over the marble floor. I let my hips sway just a little more than necessary. I didn’t need to look back to know his eyes were on me. I could feel it, that steady attention tracing the line of my legs, the way the dress hugged me, the confidence in my stride.

The elevator doors were open when I reached them. I stepped inside first and turned, watching him enter like I’d planned it that way. The doors slid shut with a soft click; for a second, neither of us moved.

Then I reached for him.

I didn’t hesitate or ask, I simply grabbed his jacket and pulled him into me, my body pressing close as my lips found his. The kiss was deep and unguarded, all the restraint from the bar finally slipping. His hands came to my waist instinctively.

I kissed him slow and deep, pressing my soft chest against his firm one, feeling that warm flutter deep inside me when I felt the firmness of his erection against my belly. 

The elevator continued to rise, as we kissed. His tongue entwined with mine, then one of his hands slid lower, cupping the curve of my ass under the hem of my dress, desire coiling inside me, making me arch into him. I moaned softly into his kiss and felt his cock twitch hard against me.

When the doors finally opened on my floor, we barely broke apart. I grabbed his wrist and pulled him after me down the hallway. The keycard trembled only slightly in my hand as I swiped it and opened the door.

Inside, the room was mostly shadows and city glow. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the city at night, orange streetlights, the dark ribbon of the old riverbed, distant towers blinking like they knew what we were about to do.

I walked straight to the windows, hips rolling deliberately, and stood there silhouetted against the city.

“Come look at the view,” I said, voice low, teasing.

He crossed the room slowly, eyes never leaving me. When he reached me he stopped just behind, close enough that I could feel his breath shift my hair. His hands settled lightly on my hips.

“The city’s beautiful,” he murmured against my ear, “but there’s another view I’m enjoying much more.”

I smiled, reached back, found his hands and guided them upward until his palms covered my breasts through the dress. He squeezed gently, thumbs brushing my already-hard nipples, and I let my head tip back against his shoulder.

Then I stepped forward just enough to turn and face him.

My fingers found the hidden zipper at my side. I held his gaze as I slowly tugged it down. The red fabric parted, I shrugged my shoulders, and the dress slid down my body and pooled at my feet.

Black lace bra, matching thong, garter belt, sheer black stockings with delicate lace tops. No shoes now, just me, the lingerie, and the city lights painting long shadows across my skin.

His exhale was rough. “Fuck.”

I closed the distance again, pressed myself against him, let him feel lace and warm skin and the hard points of my nipples through the soft fabric of my bra. My mouth found his once more while my fingers worked the buttons of his shirt.

When the last button gave, I pushed it off his shoulders, let it drop to the floor. My palms slid up his arms, over his shoulders and down his chest, the heat radiating off him called me closer... and lower.
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