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Another Tuesday night at the St. Jude Sleep Center. Most people think the overnight shift is the worst one in the medical field, but they haven't worked the Sleep Lab. There's a certain stillness here, a profound quiet that you don't get anywhere else. For the first few hours, it's just me, a bank of glowing monitors, and the rhythmic, synchronized breathing of the three strangers wired up in rooms 1, 2, and 3. I'm Simon, by the way, the resident polysomnographic technologist—which is a fancy way of saying I get paid to watch people sleep. Most nights, it's soul-crushingly dull. Some nights, it's weirdly fascinating. And on rare nights... it’s something else entirely.

Tonight is a one-man show. Just one patient booked, booked out a private room and a priority consult for stubborn, stress-induced insomnia. A Mr. Mike Rossi, CEO of some finance firm downtown. The file said he was 32, Type A, and running on fumes. The file, I quickly discovered, left out the most important details.

I was prepping the control room, triple-checking the electrode leads and calibrating the equipment, when the chime at the main entrance alerted me. I watched the security feed on my small monitor. The glass doors slid open, and in walked a guy who looked like he'd been chiseled out of granite by an artist with a very specific obsession. This was Mike Rossi. Forget "stressed-out executive"; this guy looked like a bodyguard. He wore a tailored suit that couldn't hide the broad set of his shoulders or the thick muscles of his chest.

He wasn't alone. A stunning blonde woman, probably his girlfriend or wife, was with him, chattering away as she maneuvered him toward the check-in desk with a proprietary hand on his arm.

I ran the initial intake from my little control room window, explaining the process through the intercom. As I spoke, my eyes kept straying back to the live feed of the reception area. He was even better up close. Dark hair, cut short but styled to look effortlessly messy. A jawline that could cut glass. And then he unbuttoned his suit jacket, and I saw it. tattoos. Not some little arm piece, but an intricate, dark sleeve of swirling, tribal patterns that crept up his forearm and, I was willing to bet, continued under the rolled-up sleeve of his shirt. I could see the hint of dark hair on his chest where the top of his dress shirt was unbuttoned. This wasn't some pasty desk jockey. This was a man built with intensity.

His girlfriend—let's call her "Blaze" for the fiery way she was pacing—was clearly the worried one. "Now, you just text me the second you get out tomorrow morning, Michael. Don't you dare go straight to the office."

"I'll text you, babe," he said, his voice a low rumble even through the cheap intercom speaker. He sounded tired, but also fond. There was an easy, confident masculinity about him that radiated through the screen.

"Okay," she sighed, stopping her pacing to step in front of him. She straightened his tie, her expression softening. "Be good for the doctor."

I snorted to myself. If only she knew.

She looped her arms around his neck and pulled him down for a kiss. It wasn't a quick peck. It was the kind of deep, possessive, very public kiss of a woman trying to lay claim to her territory. I watched, fascinated, as his hand slid down her back, settling low on her hip. I saw the flex of muscle in his jaw as he kissed her back, a passionate, thorough clash of lips that had me shifting in my own chair. I felt like a creep, a voyeur, but I couldn't look away. My eyes scanned the length of his back, the powerful lines of his body, the thick arms holding her close.

When they broke apart, he kept her for a second, his forehead resting against hers. God, what I wouldn't give to have that kind of focused attention. Especially from a man who looked like that.

She finally left with a final wave, and he turned and approached the door to the lab, his medical file in hand. I buzzed him in.

"Mike Rossi?" I said, trying to sound as professional and bland as possible as he walked into the lab.

"That's me," he said, his eyes scanning the monitors and equipment with a look of mild disdain. He was even more imposing in person. He smelled of expensive cologne and a faint, clean scent of sweat.

"Simon. I'll be your tech tonight," I said, gesturing toward Room 1. "If you'll just follow me, we'll get you all wired up and you can get that much-needed sleep."
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Room 1 was quiet, calm, and as sterile as an operating theater, a stark contrast to the raw masculinity of the man standing in its doorway. He followed me in, his presence immediately overwhelming the small space.

"Alright, Mr. Rossi, if you want to go ahead and get changed into this," I said, handing him the standard-issue, flimsy cotton hospital gown. It looked like it would disintegrate if he looked at it wrong. "There's a small bathroom right through there." I pointed to the adjoining door.

"Mike," he corrected me, his easy smile returning. "And 'dude' is fine. 'Mr. Rossi' is my father."

"Alright, Mike," I said, trying to keep my voice neutral. "Just get comfortable and come on out when you're ready. We'll get you set up."

I busied myself in my office- the monitoring station, prepping everything for his session. My main console had a live feed from a small security camera in the corner of every room, a necessity for patient safety. But I knew he wouldn't notice the tiny, dark lens of the camera.

I heard the rustle of his expensive trousers hitting the floor inside the bathroom, then the soft thud of his shoes. My breath caught in my throat. I stared intently at my monitor. He moved with a confidence that was unconscious. He unbuttoned his shirt, shrugging it off. And there it was—his chest, just as I'd imagined. Broad, solid, with a dusting of dark hair that narrowed as it traced a line down over the planes of his stomach. His arms were thick; the tattoo sleeve a masterpiece of dark ink that twisted around his bicep.

My own body responded, a familiar, unwelcome warmth spreading through my gut. This was, without a doubt, the hottest guy I had ever seen, and he was undressing not ten feet from me.

He stripped down until all he was wearing was a pair of tighty-whities. Simple, white, completely unpretentious. And on him, they were fucking obscene. They hugged every curve of his powerful thighs and the firm, round globes of his ass, leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination. The bulge at the front was substantial, a heavy, promising weight that strained against the cotton. I couldn't help it. I stared. My eyes traced the outline of him, my mouth going dry.

He turned to face the camera—and then walked out of the bathroom and stood in front of the one-way mirror that I could watch him through—as he picked up the gown. His eyes scanned the room, and I felt a jolt of panic, sure I’d been caught. But then his gaze slid over the mirror, and a small, knowing smirk played on his lips. He knew I was looking. He knew. The confidence wasn't just unconscious; it was a weapon. Was he flirting? I couldn't tell. Probably not. A guy like this probably got looks from everyone. He probably likes pussy.

He put the gown on, tying the flimsy strings at his back. It gaped open, offering tantalizing glimpses of his chest and the dark trail of hair below his navel. He walked out of the bathroom, seeming completely at ease in his own skin.

"All set," he said, his voice a low rumble. He sat on the edge of the bed as I approached with my fistful of wires.

"Okay, man," I said, my voice coming out a little higher than I intended. "This is the part where I turn you into a low-budget cyborg. It's painless, but it's a little invasive. We're measuring brain waves, eye movement, muscle tone, and heart rhythm."

"Sounds kinky," he said, that damn smirk back on his face. He was definitely flirting. I think.

I started with the EKG leads on his chest, my fingers brushing against his skin. I could smell him up close—that clean, masculine scent of his cologne mixed with the faint, primal aroma of his sweat. It was intoxicating. My touch was clinical, professional, but my heart was hammering against my ribs. I worked my way down his body, attaching the elastic belts with their sensors around his chest and abdomen.

"You don't really have to wear that all night if you don't want to," I said, my fingers lingering near the tie of his gown. "For accurate results, we just want you to be as comfortable as possible. Some guys find the gown restrictive."

"Yeah, no kidding," he grunted. He saw my point. His skin flushed red, leaving him in just his underwear and a web of colorful wires.

"Much better," he said, leaning back against the pillows, not even bothering to get under the thin blanket. He lay on top of the covers, one arm behind his head, a perfect specimen of exhausted masculinity. His eyes were closed.

I finished the last of the hookups, securing the nasal cannula to measure his breathing and the lead wires to his scalp. "Alright, Mike. That's it. Just try to relax. Get some sleep. I'll be right out in the control room if you need anything."

"'Night, dude," he mumbled, already sounding half-asleep.

I retreated to the safety of my control room, my heart still pounding. I sat down in my chair and looked at the main monitor. There he was, in all his glory, stretched out on the bed. The dim light of the room caught the dark hair on his chest, the ripple of muscle in his arm. The show was about to begin. And I was the only one with a ticket.

***
[image: ]


The first few hours were exactly what the job description promised: dull. Mike’s rhythmic breathing was a steady, comforting sine wave on the monitor, his heart rate a slow, solid drum. His REM
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