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Mental- Catherine & the Siren


Catherine's breathing deepened, the scent of lilacs and clean cotton filling her nose as she sank deeper into the fantasy. Behind her closed eyelids, the office door clicked shut, and she was left inside with her siren coworker. Althea’s opalescent skin glowed in the dim light, her purple hair a vivid curtain as she leaned close. The first whispered, filthy promise in Catherine’s ear wasn't a sound—it was a vibration low in her belly, a clench of pure, anticipatory heat. 
The fantasy was so real she could feel the cool, conditioned office air on her skin. She was standing by the conference table, her knuckles white where they gripped the polished wood. The last of their colleagues had filed out minutes ago, their chatter fading down the hall.
Althea had lingered, a silent, radiant presence by the door. Now, the lock engaged with a soft, final snick. The sound echoed in Catherine’s real bedroom, a phantom click that made her thighs press together under the sheets.
“Stay.”
Althea’s voice was a low melody, a single note that wrapped around Catherine’s spine and pulled tight. In her bed, Catherine’s back arched off the mattress, a silent gasp parting her lips. She didn’t move her hands from where they lay fisted at her sides. This was a mental exercise; she would feel it all without a single touch.
In the fantasy, Althea moved. Not with human steps, but with a glide that spoke of deeper waters. The opalescent sheen of her skin caught the sterile overhead lights, fracturing them into rainbows across the sharp line of her jaw, the elegant column of her throat. Her blazer was tailored to perfection, the mini-skirt a slash of darkness against her thighs. The click of her tipped claws on the laminate floor was a metronome, counting down the space between them.
She stopped an inch away. Catherine could smell her—salt air, plumeria, and something profoundly, dangerously female. The scent flooded Catherine’s senses, drowning out the lilacs, until her real bedroom vanished and there was only this office, this moment, this woman.
“You’ve been watching me all week, Catherine.” Althea’s breath was warm against her ear. Her voice dropped, weaving into something more than speech. It was a hum, a resonance that vibrated in Catherine’s teeth, in the marrow of her bones. The siren song wasn’t a shout; it was an infiltration. “Every meeting. Every time I walked past your desk. I could feel your eyes like a touch on my scales.”
Catherine’s fantasy-self trembled. A flush spread from her chest up her neck, a heat that was shame and hunger twisted together. She tried to speak, to deny it, but her throat was sealed by that hypnotic hum. Her nipples tightened painfully against the lace of her bra, a sharp, sweet ache. In her bed, the same ache blossomed, real and urgent, making her shift against the cool silk.
“Don’t speak,” Althea murmured, the command velvet-wrapped. A claw-tipped finger came up, not touching, but tracing the air along the neckline of Catherine’s blouse. Catherine felt the path of it like a brand. “Just listen. And feel.”
The song shifted. It deepened, pulsing in time with Catherine’s own frantic heartbeat. It wasn’t words anymore, but intention. Images, sensations, poured directly into her mind. The scrape of a zipper. The whisper of fabric falling. The cool air on bare, heated skin. The fantasy was so vivid that Catherine’s hands twitched at her sides, aching to make it physical, to tear her own clothes off. She kept them still. The tension was the point. The wanting was the engine.
“Let me see what you’re hiding under all this… professionalism.”
Althea’s claws found the first button of her blouse. The touch was finally, exquisitely real in the fantasy—cool, smooth points of pressure against the frantic pulse in her throat. One button popped open. Then another. Catherine’s breath came in shallow pants, her chest rising and falling, offering itself to those deliberate, dangerous hands.
The blouse fell open. The air hit her skin, and she shuddered. Althea’s gaze traveled over the lace of her bra, the dip of her waist, the curve of her hip. Her opalescent skin seemed to glow brighter, hungrier. A low, approving sound vibrated from her chest, and the siren song wrapped around Catherine’s will, softening it, melting any last thought of resistance into a pool of pure, liquid need.
“Beautiful,” Althea whispered, and the word was a spell. Her claw traced the upper edge of the lace bra, following the swell of Catherine’s breast. The tip caught, ever so slightly.
Catherine’s back bowed, a moan trapped behind her clenched teeth. Between her legs, a hot, slick pulse answered. She was wet. Soaking. In the fantasy, she felt it trickle down her inner thigh. In her bed, the dampness seeped into her cotton panties, a shocking, real-world evidence of the mind’s power.
The claws moved to her skirt’s zipper. The metal teeth gave way with a slow, rasping sigh. The weight of the fabric slid down her hips and pooled at her feet. She stood in her bra, panties, and heels, exposed in the middle of the empty office. Vulnerable. Ravishing. Althea circled her, a predator admiring its prize. The song never stopped, a continuous, low thrum that tuned Catherine’s entire body to a single, desperate frequency: more.
“Now the rest.”
Althea’s hands—those elegant, deadly hands—came to her back. The clasp of her bra yielded. The straps slid down her arms. Cool air pebbled her skin, her nipples hardening into tight, aching points. Before the garment could fall, Althea’s palm covered one breast. Her skin was cooler than human, smooth as polished stone, and the contrast was electric. Catherine cried out, the sound sharp in the quiet room.
“You taste like anticipation,” Althea breathed against her neck, her lips just shy of contact. The siren song dipped, became words again, filthy and precise. “I can smell it on you. Salt and sweet. You’re dripping for me, aren’t you? Dripping onto the floor, and you haven’t even been touched there yet.”
It was true. The fantasy was so complete, so visceral, that Catherine felt the slick heat gathering, a swollen, throbbing ache between her legs that demanded friction, demanded pressure, demanded ruin. Her hips gave a small, involuntary rock against nothing. The movement sent a jolt through her real body, a spasm of need that made her toes curl in the sheets.
Althea’s claw hooked into the side of her panties. The delicate cotton tore with a sigh. The last barrier was gone. Catherine was naked, shivering, utterly open. Althea’s gaze burned down the length of her body, settling at the junction of her thighs. A slow, predatory smile touched her lips.
“Perfect.”
She pressed closer, her body aligning with Catherine’s. The cool silk of Althea’s blazer brushed her nipples. The hard line of the siren’s thigh nudged between hers. The contact was minimal, agonizing. Catherine whimpered, pushing against it, seeking relief for the frantic pulse that beat there.
“Not yet,” Althea chided, her voice a dark melody. She brought her mouth to Catherine’s ear again. Her whispered words were graphic, explicit, a detailed catalog of everything she intended to do. How she would use her mouth. How her claws would dig into Catherine’s hips. How her song would wring every last shudder, every scream, from Catherine’s body until she was empty, used, perfect.
Each sentence was a strike of lightning. Catherine’s control shattered. The careful mental construct she’d been holding—the observer in her own fantasy—dissolved. She was the woman in the office. The need wasn’t imagined; it was total. It was a crescendo building in her core. 
Althea’s hand finally, finally slid down her stomach. Her cool fingertips brushed through the wet, curly hair, then they hovered over her soaked, swollen flesh.
The siren’s song rose to a peak, a resonant chord that seemed to vibrate in Catherine’s very soul.
“Come for me,” Althea commanded, her voice the only thing in the universe.
And Catherine did.
It crashed over her with no physical contact at all. A mental orgasm, pure and devastating. A white-hot wave of release that tore through her fantasy body and her real one simultaneously. Her back arched off the bed, a silent scream locked in her throat.
It ebbed slowly, leaving her trembling and hollow. In the fading echo of the fantasy, she saw Althea’s satisfied smile, those opalite eyes gleaming with possession. Then the office dissolved.
Catherine lay in her rumpled bed, bathed in the lamp’s low light. The scent of lilacs and her own arousal hung heavy in the air. Her body was spent, humming with aftershocks. She was alone. The sheets were cool where they touched her heated skin. The silence was absolute.
She opened her eyes, staring at the ceiling. Her breath slowly evened. A profound, weary satisfaction settled in her bones. She had done it. She had reached the peak with nothing but the power of her own mind, sculpted by the fantasy of a woman with purple hair and a voice that could command the sea.
And as the last tremor faded, a new, quiet hunger began to stir in its wake. Not for the fantasy. But for the click of a real lock. The touch of cool, opalescent skin. The whisper that wasn’t just in her mind, but against her very ear.









