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The Slaves of Somnus (Somnus Rising, #3)


Police Lieutenant Maria Medina blinked, her vision sharpening as if emerging from thick fog. The polished receptionist's desk swam into focus, followed by Gabriella's expectant smile.

"Welcome back, Lieutenant Medina—you're right on time!" she beamed.

Right on time? Maria didn't even remember driving here.

"You can go right in," the receptionist assured her. "Dr. Embry is ready for you."

Maria felt a little lightheaded, but pleasantly so, as she dutifully passed into the office through the open door.

"I'm just freshening up," came Dr. Embry's voice through an open door in the back of the room. "Please take a seat and I'll be with you in a minute!"

There was something about that voice that gave Maria a tingle of pleasure as she sunk into the easy chair near the center of the room. Directly in front of the chair, set on a low table, the hypnowheel faced her, spinning lazily. Maria's eyes were drawn to it immediately, and she quickly found her gaze drift inexorably towards the center. It so engrossed her attention that she barely noticed the lights dim, then a low voice at her ear—THE voice, making her nipples stand immediately at attention.

"Yes," it murmured quietly, "just let your eyes follow the spiral down into the center. Isn't it soothing...? Isn't it pretty...?"

Maria felt her eyelids grow heavy as the voice curled around her thoughts. The hypnotic wheel seemed to deepen, its hypnotic spiral pulling her gaze deeper into its mesmerizing center. Her thoughts drifted like feathers on a breeze—scattered, unimportant. The tension in her shoulders melted away, replaced by a warm, liquid relaxation that spread through her limbs. Between her thighs, a familiar warmth bloomed, subtle yet unmistakable. She didn't question why her body responded this way; it simply felt... right.

Dr. Embry moved silently, circling behind Maria's chair. Her fingers brushed lightly against Maria's temple. "That's it, Lieutenant... drifting deeper... floating so peacefully..." Her voice wrapped around Maria like velvet, each word sinking into her subconscious. The air hummed with the low thrum of the spinning wheel. Maria's lips parted slightly, her mind blissfully empty except for the gentle command to surrender. Her nipples tightened beneath her blouse, a flush creeping up her neck. The arousal wasn't sharp—it was a slow, honeyed pull toward obedience, toward the voice guiding her.

"Every time you hear my voice," Embry whispered, her breath cool against Maria's ear, "you'll feel this warmth... this need to listen... to obey..." Maria's eyelids fluttered, her gaze locked on the spiral. A soft sigh escaped her as the suggestion took root, intertwining with the pleasure already building between her thighs. She didn't resist; resistance felt distant, foolish even. The wheel spun, and her mind spun with it—open, receptive, hungry for more.

Embry smiled, her hand resting possessively on Maria's shoulder. The lieutenant was sinking beautifully, her subconscious ripe for reshaping.

The voice stroked Maria's mind softly, sensually, and the spiral seemed to grow and grow until it completely filled Maria’s vision. Round and round it went, seeming to invite her deeper and deeper.

“And you want to go deeper. Deeper. Deeeeeper...” breathed the voice. Yes, Maria wanted to go deeper, to sink down and down and down into the fascinating tunnel that beckoned her, that urged her to descend ever farther.

“The spiral compels your attention, and you have no wish to look away. It’s so nice to let yourself be led deeper and deeper into the soothing depths of the spiral. Let it smooth away any stress, any worries, all thoughts,” Dr. Embry’s voice continued.

Maria felt her thoughts simply melt away as she floated dreamily down the spiral. There was only the spiral and the soothing voice of Dr. Embry now. She didn’t even need to consciously listen to the therapist’s words; she knew she could simply let them sink right into her subconscious. 

So deeply into her subconscious. 

Welcoming her suggestions so deeply into her subconscious. 

Staring so deeply into the spiral. 

Letting her words lull her conscious mind to sleep.

There was no need for her to do anything but sleep.

Sweet, sweet sleep.

Sleep...

Sleeeep...

And as her conscious mind faded away, something extraordinary began to happen. The center point of the spiral appeared to somehow extrude into three dimensions. As she watched in rapt fascination, the spiral slowly....slowly...pressed outward as it rotated, forming a cone, the tip of which seemed to draw closer and closer to her. Ever spinning, it looked like the drill of some tunneling machine now. Maria somehow understood that the spiral was about to penetrate her mind, and that this penetration would bring her greater pleasure than she had ever known. Her breathing, which had slowed to a sleepy, steady rhythm, picked up a little as the anticipation excited her.

Closer...closer...closer... Maria’s crossed eyes lost track of the spiraling tip as it reached her forehead. And then....

She gasped with pleasure as she felt the tip of the spiral penetrate her thoughts. Slowly, gently, the spiral pressed sensually into the folds of Maria’s brain. Her eyes rolled backwards, her eyelids fluttering with the exquisite agony of pleasure. She opened her mind wider, wider, urging it deep inside her. Her mind engulfed it greedily, waves of mental peristalsis drawing it in as the spiral fucked her. Yes, the spiral was fucking her mind like a skilled lover. But no lover had ever fucked her quite like this–this was a pure pleasure beyond sex, beyond intimacy, beyond even orgasm.
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