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Introduction




Welcome, my beautiful listeners. It's Salty Vixen, and I'm so glad you're here. In the coming pages, you'll find a collection of my audio erotica stories, transcribed for your reading pleasure. Each story is a journey, a moment in time where we can explore our deepest fantasies and desires together.

Whether you're looking to lose yourself in a midnight dream, a late-night office encounter, or simply savor the ache of desire, these stories are meant to be a private escape, a space where you can let go and let your imagination run wild.

So, turn down the lights, get comfortable, and let's begin.


A Beautiful Tease

I had a dream last night. You were in my thoughts as I drifted off to sleep and you came back to me as I slipped deeper into slumber. We were together. I'm not sure of the place, but it was soft and dark, a space that felt entirely our own. A low, gentle hum filled the air, a sound I knew was just the echo of my own heartbeat. I felt your hard body next to mine and I smiled, a lazy, contented curve of my lips. My skin tingled with awareness of your closeness, a feeling so real it was almost painful. The scent of you—musk and something clean and earthy, like rain on fresh pavement—filled my senses, grounding me even as I slipped further into the dream's embrace.

My arousal was sudden when your lips touched mine. I was not expecting it. It took my breath away just as it did the first time you kissed me. It wasn't a tentative touch, but a confident claim, a press of your mouth against mine that promised so much more. Your lips were soft, yet firm, and the subtle taste of them, a mix of a memory I couldn't quite place, sent a shiver down my spine. The kiss was long and hard and deep. Our tongues swirled over each other in a hot and urgent frenzy, a desperate dance of want and need. I couldn't get close enough. My hands grabbed at your neck, your hair, your shirt. I balled the fabric up in my hand, twisting it as the intensity grew. We pulled at each other, barely taking the time to breathe, our bodies flush with heat. I wanted to be next to you, a part of you, in you. The world outside our kiss faded to nothing but the sound of our ragged breaths.

Then the scene shifted as it often does in dreams. My body lay naked on a white silky surface, a fabric so cool and smooth against my skin it felt like liquid. A soft, hazy light filtered through the space, illuminating only the outlines of my body. My mouth sought you out, but you weren't there. Only your hands were there. They drifted over my whole length, a phantom touch that made my skin erupt in goosebumps. Strong hands caressed my curves, moving sensuously over my breasts, the weight and warmth of them a beautiful torment. They pinched my nipples, a slow, deliberate twist that made me gasp. They slid down over my stomach, tracing the curve of my navel with a tender cruelty. They moved slowly but with purpose, a tantalizing promise of what was to come. I let out a soft mewl, a sound of protest and pleasure, asking for more than just these soft touches, but you would not relent. Your hands touched, caressed, teased, and massaged every part of me. At times it felt like there were two hands, while other times it felt like six, a multi-limbed creature of pure sensation. Every inch of my body was alive with your presence.

I reached out to touch you, to grasp at the source of this incredible feeling, but my hands found nothing. I grasped again, but only a warmth eased through my fingers, like holding onto the last vestiges of a fire. I knew you were there, a silent, all-powerful force, but it was only your hands that I was allowed to feel. My body grew restless. My hips shifted, grinding against the slick surface, as I tried to bring your hands closer to my aching cunt. I arched my back, pressing my breasts up, only to have you focus somewhere else, your hands moving to my thighs, the small of my back. I felt tormented by you, a tease, a touch, but I still couldn't have you.

And then I was falling. I wasn't afraid. Dark warmth surrounded me once again, the silky surface a memory. Your naked body pressed against mine, long, lean, and hard, a perfect fit. I felt the velvety skin of your cock against my side and I reached down to you, my fingers trembling with anticipation. My hand ached to feel you as I slid my fingers around your erection. The size and heat of you filled my hand, and I felt the powerful throb of your pulse beneath my touch. I felt your breath, hot and moist, on my neck as I stroked you. Your hands clutched at my back, pulling me tighter to you, and I felt the strength and power in your grasp. I couldn't help but groan with desire as your cock reacted to me, swelling in my hand, its head slick and heavy. My mouth ached to taste you, to feel you on my tongue, but your hands reached to my face, pulling me into a deep kiss, not letting me take you.

And then we shifted again. I was lying on top of you, my leg tucked in between yours, my clit rubbing against you. All I could see was pleasure swirling around me, a vortex of black and gold and red. Your lips were on mine again, greedy and decadent as you slid your tongue into my mouth. Your hands emanated heat as they roamed over my back and down over my ass. You pulled me to you, crushing my body to yours, and I felt every muscle, every curve, every inch of you. My body felt flushed with desire. My hips moved against you, straining to feel you against my clit as I felt the familiar pulse rising in me, a rhythm that was all my own. The heat flooded my senses, washing over me in waves. There was no floor or ceiling, there was nothing but a black veil of warmth billowing over us.

I pressed harder against you, needing the release, no longer in control of my body. My lips were assaulted with kisses as I reached my climax. Long, pulsing waves of pleasure ran through my body, a series of electric shocks that stole my breath and left me gasping. I groaned into you as the heat engulfed me and my body surrendered to it. The world disappeared, replaced by a beautiful white noise of sensation. For a moment, there was nothing but the pleasure.

The scene shifted one more time. I was lying on something warm and soft. I opened my eyes slowly and blinked into the darkness. I was in my bed, lying face down, a tangle of blankets around me. I slowly moved my hand from between my thighs and felt the slick juices coating my fingers. I smiled wistfully as I turned to my side and settled down into the mattress, the phantom sensations of your hands and lips still vivid in my mind. It would be a reality soon, I hoped.


The Ache between my Thighs

My hands ran over my body and I let out a soft sigh. A deep, insistent ache had taken root between my thighs, a familiar, welcome hunger. I needed to ease this ache. I needed to touch myself. I needed to cum. The world outside my bedroom, with its demands and responsibilities, had faded into a soft, unimportant hum. Wanton, desirous thoughts invaded my mind, painting vivid pictures of touch and release. The feeling overwhelmed me, a consuming heat that left me breathless. I couldn't do anything else until I was sated.

I was already naked. The clothes I had shed earlier lay in a messy pile on the bedroom floor, a testament to my impatience. The cool air of the room kissed my skin, only intensifying the warmth blooming inside me. I lay on the bed, a king-sized expanse of soft sheets and down comforters, feeling the ache deepen with every passing moment. My fingers slid slowly down my neck, tracing the delicate line of my collarbone, a whisper of a touch that sent a shiver of anticipation through me. My nipples, already taut and begging for attention, hardened further as my hands found them. I felt the ache intensify, a low, throbbing pulse that began to echo the rhythm of my heart.

I rolled them between my fingertips, a gentle, twisting motion, and gasped as a more profound pulse, a deep, insistent thrum, began in my cunt. My hips rose slightly, a slow, unconscious movement of invitation. I squeezed my thighs together, trying to prolong the moment, wanting to feel the pressure build, wanting so much to cum. My breasts were soft and full in my hands as I caressed them, the weight of them a comforting sensation. My chest heaved with anticipation, my breath coming in short, uneven puffs. If only you were here to watch me. The thought of your eyes on me, of you witnessing my complete surrender to my body, was a powerful aphrodisiac.

I slipped one hand down, my fingers trailing a path of fire over my stomach and across the flat planes of my abdomen. I knew what to do to ease the ache. I knew how to satisfy myself. I knew you knew this, and the thought of having you as a voyeur stoked the flames of my desire even further. It was a secret game between us, this imagined audience, and it made every touch, every gasp, feel bolder and more wicked. The decision now was to make it quick and hard, a furious, desperate release, or to draw it out slowly, to build the tension until I was a quivering mess of want. My fingers, hesitating for just a moment, slid through the wetness already pooling between my thighs. Slick juices coated my fingers, a warm, fragrant offering, and I spread it around my clit. I moaned softly, a sound that was half-pleasure, half-prayer. Electric waves ran through me as my fingers began to circle my clit, a soft, slow caress at first, then a more insistent rub. The room had disappeared. The outside world had disappeared. Desire, need, want was all I felt. My mind emptied of everything but the singular, beautiful purpose of my hands on my body.

I let my thighs fall open, exposing my trembling cunt to the warm air, and slipped my fingers to its entrance. Heat enveloped them as I slid two inside, the slickness of me easing their path. A soft, involuntary moan escaped my lips, and I wondered what you would think now. Would you want to join me, to replace my fingers with your own hungry cock, or would you continue to watch, enjoying the spectacle of my complete unraveling? I groaned, my hips rising and falling in a rhythmic dance of desperation. I needed more. My other hand trailed down from my breasts, taking its place on my clit, now a swollen, demanding knot of nerves. My cunt throbbed with pleasure, a rhythmic pulse that matched the beat of my heart. I imagined you inside me, filling me, your cock hard and heavy, your body pressed against mine. I slid another finger inside, greedily filling myself, thrusting them in and out to keep rhythm with my hips. I lifted my leg, needing to push deep, feeling the velvet walls of my cunt squeeze tight around my fingers, a hungry, beautiful clenching. My arousal surged, a powerful, unstoppable wave. My legs trembled with the effort of holding them up, with the sheer intensity of the sensations coursing through me. I wondered if you could feel me. I wondered if you knew I was masturbating for you.

My clit throbbed, a beautiful, painful ache at the center of my being. I pressed harder, stroking myself with a newfound urgency. My fingers were slick against me, gliding over the sensitive skin with ease. My body began to succumb, every nerve ending screaming with pleasure. I didn't want to draw it out any longer. I needed it too much to let it last. I needed to be greedy. I needed to be satisfied, to be pushed over the edge and into oblivion. My fingers moved frantically over my clit, a furious, desperate rubbing that sent shockwaves through me. My cunt pulsed harder, the rhythmic contractions building with every touch. I felt the heat building inside me, a pressure in my womb that threatened to explode. I gasped again, a small, choked cry escaping my lips.

I couldn't control my hips as they bucked up against my hands, a frantic, animalistic motion. My heart pounded in my ears, a thunderous drumbeat as I felt pleasure flood my body. Hot breath rushed from my lungs as I cried out, my voice a broken melody of release. Warmth pulsed over my hands, a series of powerful, rhythmic waves that washed over me, and I careened into bliss. My whole body seized with the intensity of it, my muscles tight and trembling. The world came rushing back in a soft, hazy blur, my breath returning to me in long, shuddering gasps. I lay on the bed, my body still quivering, a smile of profound satisfaction on my lips. Can you feel it? I thought, my mind still half-lost in the aftermath of my climax. I hoped you could. I hoped you were watching.


My Hands, My Pleasure




My hands ran over my body, a touch so light it was almost a whisper. I let out a soft sigh, the sound a mix of contentment and a deep, gnawing need. The ache between my thighs, a familiar, welcome hunger, had begun its slow, insistent burn. I wet my fingers with my mouth, tasting the remnants of my own desire, a sweet, metallic tang. I slid them slowly in and out, thinking about you. My fingers, slick and ready, slipped out and trailed down my body, over the curve of my stomach, and into my panties, which were already damp with my anticipation. I thought about you, your body, the heat that forms between us. I needed this, now.

The want and need between my thighs was too much to ignore. It was a physical ache, a demanding pulse that I could feel in my very core. I needed to touch myself. I couldn't wait. The thought of seeing you soon, of feeling your hands on me, of having you inside me, was all I could focus on. I needed to cum while thinking about you, to honor that thought with my body. I was already so wet from just my thoughts, the fabric of my panties clinging to me with a desperate intimacy. I knew I would see you soon, and the knowledge of how you were going to touch me later caused me to shiver, a full-body tremor of anticipation.

My fingers caressed over my soft skin, feeling the warmth emanating from it, a heat that was not just mine, but ours. My eyes closed, it felt so good, a slow, gentle prelude to the symphony of pleasure that was to come. My fingertips wandered down a bit further, tracing the path to my desire, softly stroking over my wet cunt lips. I wanted to savor this, to draw it out, to build the tension until I was a quivering mess of need. One finger slid slowly up my slit, the wetness spreading, a delicious slickness that made me moan. My finger slid around my swollen clit, a tender, teasing touch, and I took in a sharp breath. I teased myself, thinking about you, imagining your fingers there instead of my own. God, I wanted to cum. Pleasure pulsed through my body, down my legs, across my stomach, deep inside me, a beautiful, electric current.

My nipples were already hard, little knots of desire, as I thought about your touch, your lips. I allowed my fingertips to swirl over them, the rough pads of my skin a wonderful friction against their sensitivity. I took one in my hold and rolled it between my fingers, a slow, deliberate twist that made me gasp. The sensation shot through me, a direct line from my nipple to my cunt, and I felt the deep thrum of my pleasure intensify. I wanted you to do that to me, bite my nipples, pinch them hard, suck on them and make me writhe under you. I imagined the feeling of your mouth on my skin, the gentle suction, the sharp tug, and the vision only made my cunt throb harder.

My clit throbbed beneath my touch, a demanding drumbeat of need. Around and around, soft, slow circles, teasing my body and making me gasp for air. I could feel my hips moving to meet my fingers, a slow, undulating rhythm of desire. The build-up was slow, mesmerizing, a beautiful dance of self-control and surrender. I breathed softly, a shallow, desperate pant. I could feel the pleasure rising, slowly, making the ache stronger, making the need for release a tangible, physical weight. I pinched my nipples again and gasped, the sensation a beautiful pain that I craved. I needed this. I pulled on my nipple, feeling the delicious pain and pleasure flow through me, an equal measure of both. I wanted to feel you so much. I needed to feel you inside me, filling me, thrusting hard and deep.

I slowly reached over to the side of the bed and picked up my vibe. The thought of adding its powerful hum to my pleasure sent another shiver through me. I sucked the tip of it into my mouth, my tongue swirling around it, getting it wet, ready for me. I turned it on low, a low, powerful thrumming that I could feel in my bones. I trailed it down over my nipples, the vibration a wonderful buzz against their sensitivity, circling around them, then sliding it down the valley between my breasts. My clit pulsed hard, a frantic, demanding beat, and I pushed my hips up, tensing my muscles in preparation.

My thighs fell open, wanting so much to feel you, to feel the powerful touch of the vibe. I trailed it down over my stomach to my cunt. The moment it touched my clit, I pushed my fingers inside me. I felt the vibration deep in my cunt, the powerful buzz a beautiful torment. My cunt squeezed around my fingers as I thrust them inside, a rhythmic, pulsing motion. I gasped, the combination of the internal pressure and the external buzz sending a wave of pleasure through me. I moved the vibe over my clit, stroking slowly, moving in small circles, not wanting to cum yet, wanting to savor it. My fingers caressed my cunt, pushing deep, finding that spot that made me gasp, curling my fingers up, rubbing and stroking.

This was going to make me cum too soon. I didn't want to cum yet. I wanted to savor it, savor the thoughts of you, of your touch, of your body. I pulled the vibe away from my clit and moved the tip down to my wet cunt. I pushed it in, slowly, achingly, feeling my body clench around it, a powerful, rhythmic squeeze. I groaned softly. I started to stroke it slowly, the vibration a powerful internal massage. My fingers found the same rhythm, and I stroked my clit, gently, teasingly, as I began to fuck myself, the dual pleasure a beautiful, agonizing torment.

I wanted it deeper, harder. I pushed the vibe deeper, increasing my pleasure, needing it more now. I pushed it inside me over and over, my hips rising to meet its thrusts. My fingers moved faster around my clit, a furious, desperate rhythm. I could feel it building, the warmth growing and spreading from deep inside me, a beautiful, powerful pressure. I wanted to cum. I needed to cum. I didn't want to hold out.

I fucked myself faster, harder, deeper with the vibe as my fingers circled frantically. I needed to cum. I needed to cum for you. Another moan escaped my lips, louder this time, a broken sound of pure pleasure. The vibe slid in and out, my fingers moved around and around, a furious, desperate dance. The heat was rising in me, pulsing through me, a powerful, electric current. My fingers circled, trying to keep it as long as possible, that feeling, that divine sensation of the plateau. I needed to cum. I wanted it so much. I wanted to feel it. I thrust the vibe in hard one, twice, three times, and it pushed me over the edge. My back arched, my mouth opened slightly as my body exploded with the sensation. Warmth flooded over me as I came hard, squeezing hotly around the vibe, cumming hard, fast, breathless.

I tensed and let out a groan, feeling my cunt throb with the aftershocks of my climax. I didn't want it to end. I needed to feel it a little longer. My cunt throbbed again. My fingers slowed, caressing my clit softly, a gentle, final touch. Gasping for breath, I let my body relax, lying back in the afterglow. I brought the vibe to a stop and slowly pulled it out, feeling the rush of cool air against my wet skin. I sighed heavily, satisfied though not sated, knowing the best was yet to come. I brought the vibe up to my lips and tasted my juices, knowing how much you enjoy tasting me. I wanted you to be able to taste my juices on my lips when we kiss. I still wanted more. I still needed you inside me. I knew I had to wait. I wanted to save the rest for you.


The Woman in Your Mind




You say you want me. But it's not me you want.

You say you need me. But it's not me you need.

I am no one. And anyone. It's why you come here, isn't it? It's so you can have me be anyone you want me to be. You don't need to see me or know what color my hair is. You don't need to look into my eyes and see yourself reflecting there, to find a human connection in my gaze. It’s not what I’m here for. I'm here so I can become her. She's the one in your fantasies, the one I become as you read the words on the page. I'm her, your wife, your lover, your girlfriend, your mistress, your sexual fantasy. I’m the girl next door, the one you noticed walking by, the one you admire from afar, the woman in that dark, secret corner of your mind you’ve never dared to speak of. I am her and all of them at once, a vessel for your desire.

It's her voice you hear when I tell you to fuck me. Hers which makes your body tremble. When my hand slides over your body, it's her you feel. Her scent—a perfect blend of your favorite perfume and the clean smell of her skin—fills your nostrils, and her taste lingers with you long after we're done. She's the one you want and desire, the one you've been searching for. That’s who I am.

I want you to think about her now. Close your eyes and think about her, all of her. Think about the softness of her skin, the beautiful smile that lights up her face, the perfect curve of her hip, the magnificent swell of her breasts. Think about the way her laugh makes your heart quicken, the way she looks at you with a mix of adoration and mischievous challenge. Think about how much you desire her, how much you want to touch and feel her, to lose yourself in her. Let the images fill your mind, blurring out everything else until all that exists is her.

Keep her there in your mind as you feel her run her hands over your body. Her hands are soft over your skin, a touch so light it could be a feather. They lightly caress you as they trace over the broad expanse of your back, the narrow line of your waist, the taut muscles of your thighs. Her breath is a hot, intoxicating cloud against your neck as she presses up against your back. You can feel her hard nipples brushing against you, their points a wonderful torment against your skin, and you feel yourself sigh, a low, guttural sound of pure pleasure. Relax into her as her hands reach around and slide up your chest, her fingernails lightly scratching you sensually, a trail of fire in their wake. Her lips kiss across your shoulders, wanting you, needing you, leaving a path of goosebumps on your skin. Her body rubs against you, swaying to an unheard song, a rhythm only we can feel. Her warm skin envelopes you, a comforting blanket of heat. Her hair gently tickles as she rubs her body against you, the soft strands a beautiful, maddening distraction. Her legs connect with yours, molding herself to you as her hands continue to explore.

Her hands touch your neck, and her fingers slide up through your hair, a gentle tug that makes you groan. Her hands run down over your shoulders, down your arms, and briefly intertwine her fingers in yours, a moment of connection that feels both profound and fleeting. They slide down your back, cupping your ass with a firm, possessive touch before slipping back up across your ribs to your chest. Her fingers touch you everywhere, a powerful, chaotic symphony of sensation. Her hands drift back down over your stomach, down over your hips, and caress your thighs. They run back over your ass, pausing for just a moment before moving down to tease your inner thighs, a whisper of a touch that causes you to instinctively part them for her. You can feel her smile against your back, the soft curve of her lips a silent promise. She knows how much you enjoy being touched like this, how much you crave her deliberate, beautiful torment.

Your head falls back a little as her hands continue to arouse you, your body surrendering to her touch. Your sensitivity increases as her touch intensifies, every nerve ending alive and screaming for more. Her hands feel like they are everywhere at once; touching, teasing, caressing. As they slide over you, they drift down again, over your stomach once more, slowing down between your thighs. You ache for her to touch you, a powerful, physical longing that you can no longer contain. And she does. The heat of your body meets the cool touch of her hands, and you moan, a deep, satisfied sound. She slides her hands over you, touching lightly at first, feeling you, before deliberately moving over you. She knows what you like, what makes you tremble, what makes you lose yourself. Her fingers move purposefully, a rhythmic, powerful caress. She wants to bring you pleasure. She wants you to cum for her. Her hands stroke and fondle you, moving over you, teasing you, heightening your pleasure to an almost unbearable degree.

Her teeth gently nip your back as her tongue tastes your skin, a flicker of desire that makes you want to turn and claim her. Her breasts are pressed hard against you as you feel your body surrendering to her soft grazes, your muscles tensing, your breath quickening. Her breath quickens, a ragged, desperate sound, as she feels your body reacting to her. She is slick with the excitement of pleasuring you, the friction of her body against yours a beautiful reward. It's what she wants. It's what arouses her—the noises you make, the reaction of your body to her touch, the pleasure she knows she's giving you. You can feel her heat from between her thighs, a powerful furnace of desire. You feel her slide her fingers through her wetness, getting them slick so she can spread her juices over you, an intimate, powerful act. She wants you to know just how much she wants you, to feel her need as a physical presence.

Her wet fingers tease you more, aching to have you show her how good this feels. Aching to know how much she arouses you. Her touches increase, stroking, touching, and caressing you, wanting to feel every part of you, to memorize the shape of you with her hands. She speeds up when you want her to, a powerful, frantic motion, then slows down to keep control, to prolong the beautiful agony. Her breath is so hot against your back, and you know she needs to feel your cum over her fingers, a final, beautiful proof of your desire. She doesn't want you to hold it back from her. She wants to feel your release, to share in it, to be the cause of it.

Her hands take control, not stopping. Moving over you just how you need, just how she knows you want it. The rhythm increases, touching, caressing, bringing you to the point of no holding back, the edge of a precipice where the only option is to fall. And then she asks you. She asks you to cum for her. She needs to feel it. She needs to know she was the one you did this for. She needs to know she's the one you desire. She needs to feel how much she aroused you, how much you want her. She needs you to cum for her.

And so I ask you as my hands leave your satisfied body, a soft smile on my lips as I whisper in your ear, "Who is she?"


Words

Desirous talk comes from your lips, a low, captivating hum that fills the space between us. Whispers of promises, naughty thoughts, and forbidden deeds all stream off your tongue. Your mouth produces a staccato of dirty words mixed with insinuating thoughts, each syllable a deliberate blow to my self-control. I listen, my head tilted just so, absorbing every wicked sound. My tongue crosses over my lips, wetting them, as my body warms to your words. My thighs squeeze together slightly, a desperate, unconscious motion masking the growing wetness pooling between them. The desire for you is a physical ache, a beautiful torment that grows with every word. I wait.

I wait for your words to become physical. I wait for your words to cross over and touch me with their consonants and vowels, to become more than just sound. I need to feel them coursing over my body just as hands on flesh, a tangible presence. I want the harsh tones to bite, a sharp, delightful pain, and the sensual tones to caress, a soft, seductive touch. I need to feel your filthy dreams drip off my tongue and dribble down my chin to drip onto my breasts. I want to be able to rub them into my skin, to feel the heat of your voice against my flesh, so I can totally absorb you. I need to feel them all, every secret, every promise. But I wait.
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