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			Sleep Study

			An insomniac begins having horrifying dreams after attending a sleep clinic.

			Content Notes

			trans m/masc-presenting entity, non-con, implied self-harm, implied/threats of suicide, implied medical trauma (gynecologist), mentions of off-screen character death, monsterfucking/teratophilia, rough sex (oral and penetrative), gangbang

		

	
		
			Sleep Study

			The room is more antiseptic than a hospital ward, icy and over-lit and stripped free of any semblance of comfort. Ash wonders how anyone could hope to fall asleep in such an environment, but the clinic pamphlet had boasted over 25 years of operation with implied success, aside from being the only place accepted by his shitty insurance.

			The technician directs him to a metal table in the corner, the type he’d expect to see in a cop show interrogation room. Except there are no handcuffs, just a blank legal pad, a pen, and a few bottles of water with the clinic’s logo on the label.

			“No need to be nervous,” the technician says smoothly. He’s older, Ash guesses, looking gangly beneath his lab coat, his jaw patchy like he’d grown a five o’clock shadow by noon. 

			Ash drops into a cushionless steel chair, sliding his overnight bag beneath the table. He isn’t nervous, not really, not about the tests or the possible results. He just wants answers; some kind of plan to deal with the fact that he hasn’t been sleeping well for almost a year.

			The technician props up his tablet with the stand attached to its case, the screen facing away from Ash. “I just have some questions and a few things to go over before we start the test.” He takes the opposite seat, then swipes something on the screen and picks up the pen. “Oh. Are you thirsty?” He points the pen at one of the bottles of water. Ash shakes his head, and the technician shrugs. “Well, I’ll leave them here in case you change your mind.” Then he points the pen at a door across the room. “The bathroom is right through there, in case you were wondering.”

			Ash follows the direction of the pen’s tip, scanning the room. There isn’t much else besides the bed, a simple chrome frame with bleached white linens. A far cry from the weighted blanket and mountain of mismatched pillows he keeps at home, but the clinic’s instructions had specified he wasn’t supposed to bring anything other than a change of clothes. Everything necessary will be provided.

			Next to the bed is a table with a black desk phone and a sleek machine, gridded with lights and buttons with a bundle of wires attached to the top. Then Ash notices the camera on the wall opposite the bed, pointed right at the mattress. He supposes that makes sense; he’d been told the clinic would evaluate for multiple diagnoses, not just insomnia or sleep apnea. It’s normal, he thinks. Plenty of people have had studies done in this building, this same room. Everything will be fine.

			“Sure you don’t want some water?” the technician asks, and when Ash turns his head he finds the guy’s smile too over eager for the late hour. “I promise it’ll help,” the technician adds.

			Ash glances between the technician’s face and one of the bottles of water, then slowly reaches for it. The plastic is thin, the recyclable kind, and he tears off the flimsy cap and takes a sip, then another, surprised to find he is thirsty. Definitely not nervous, definitely not just giving his hands something to do.

			“Perfect,” the technician says. “Now then, I’m going to name a few scenarios and you tell me how likely it is you might feel sleepy, or even doze off, during each one.” He swipes his screen again. “How about… whenever you’re sitting and reading something?”

			“Yeah.”

			“‘Yeah,’ you might feel sleepy? Or doze off?”

			Ash shrugs. “I guess I’d feel sleepy. Don’t know if I’d actually doze off.”

			The technician nods, taps his screen, and says, “How about when you’re watching TV?”

			“Not usually.”

			“How about sitting still, during a movie or a meeting?”

			“Maybe,” Ash says, trying to think of the last time he saw a movie, because he’s never had a job where there were meetings long enough to warrant the need or desire for a nap. “But, uh. Kinda like watching TV, not really.”

			“Mhm. What about after lunch? Not including any times where you might have a drink.”

			“I don’t drink,” Ash says automatically. “But… yeah, sometimes. If it’s like, a heavy meal.”

			“How about after you masturbate?”

			Ash blinks. Realizes he’s squeezing the bottle because he hears the plastic crinkle. “Uh… sorry?”

			“Do you ever use masturbation to fall asleep?”

			It feels like an entirely different question, but Ash shifts in his seat as he answers, “Well… yeah. Sometimes.”

			“How often?”

			“I don’t know, I don’t exactly… count.”

			“Your best estimate, then. Number of times a week.”

			“Two or three?”

			The technician nods, like this conversation is completely normal. “What about after sexual intercourse? Do you feel tired afterwards?”

			“Uh, I think that’s a pretty—” 

			The technician’s eyes snap up, and his smile looks more strained. “Please answer the question to the best of your ability.”

			“Yes,” Ash says, clearing his throat and trying not to think about the last time it happened. “Yeah, I feel sleepy after sex.” 

			“How about when you’re sitting in your car, stuck in traffic?”

			“No.” 

			“How about when you’re sitting down and having a conversation?”

			“Like right now?”

			The technician’s brows raise. “Are you sleepy right now?”

			“N-no,” Ash says, staring at the water bottle. “A little. Maybe.”

			The technician seems to accept that answer, tapping the tablet a few more times before they swipe. “Perfect. Now, then. Can you talk about your typical sleeping habits?”

			“I stay up until I’m tired, but… sometimes that’s not until one, two in the morning. And even if I lay down, I don’t fall asleep right away. It catches up to me, you know, I’ll nap on my off days, but it’s never enough. And if it’s never enough, why try to get a full night’s sleep, you know?” He’s rambling, but it’s nice to talk to someone about it directly and not just write it all down on a form someone may or may not read.

			And the technician is nodding, even has a sympathetic look on his face. Maybe it’s fake, maybe he’s perfected it, but Ash feels heard all the same, and that makes his shoulders feel lighter, like he can relax a bit.

			He answers a few more questions before the technician announces, “Alright, boring part finished!” and lays his locked tablet on the table. He lifts a skinny arm and gestures at the bed. “Go ahead and get changed into whatever you’re sleeping in and make yourself comfortable. Then I’ll hook you up.”

			Ash leaves his bottle on the table, then picks up his bag and heads for the bathroom.

			“Oh–and we’ll need a urine sample,” the technician says. “The collection cup is in the cabinet, but please take your time.”

			Nothing weird about that—Ash has taken drug tests before. He supposes that explains why the technician had been so insistent on him drinking water, too. He tries not to overthink whether he has to pee as he shuts the bathroom door behind him.

			After he strips off his jeans and t-shirt and changes into sleep shorts and a tank top, Ash digs out a plastic collection cup from a cabinet over a sink. He sits down, uncaps it, and slips it between his legs. He takes deep breaths, trying to summon anything in his bladder, sighing as a light stream dribbles out of him. More follows, filling the cup halfway before he replaces the cap. He leaves it in a small metal-framed cutout in the wall labeled PLACE SAMPLE HERE, then flushes and washes his hands.

			After stuffing his dirty clothes into his bag, Ash returns to the room, blinking frantically as his eyes adjust to the now dimmed room. The technician stands over the bedside machine, pressing buttons and adjusting dials.

			“All good?” he asks without looking up.

			“Yeah,” Ash mumbles.

			“Have a seat on the bed, please,” the technician says, and after Ash sits, he continues, “Since this is your first time, I’d be more than happy to walk you through what I’m doing.” 

			Ash stares at the wires in the tech’s hand, following them to where they’re connected to the machine; in his other hand, the tech holds a roll of medical tape.

			“You’re going to put those on my head,” Ash says, assuming that whatever he’s seen in movies and procedurals is a pretty good guess.

			“You’re a smart one,” the tech says. “Relax, and hold still for me, okay?”

			Ash frowns at that, but does his best to unfocus his vision and stare into space as the tech gently spools a few of the wires around his head, affixing them with small strips of tape over Ash’s cheeks, forehead, and part of his chin. 

			“All done there,” the tech says. “Let’s get comfortable, okay? Now’s the easy part.” He pauses at that, shakes his head. “Well, I guess if it was really that easy, you wouldn’t be here, would you?”

			Ash just shrugs, shimmying beneath the covers as the tech heads to a switch on the wall. The lights dim but not entirely, though Ash doesn’t mind; it’s never truly dark outside his apartment window, the city always sending an orange glow through his blinds.

			The door opens, temporarily flooding the room with fluorescent light from the hall, partially blocked by the tech’s silhouette. “Press 0 on the phone and it’ll connect you to the on-call staff,” the tech says. “Good luck and… sweet dreams.” 

			The technician leaves Ash to lie still on paper sheets where the humming behind the walls never stops, where he becomes too aware of his breathing and the bubbles shifting in his stomach. He tries to unfocus his thoughts. He wishes they’d allowed headphones, a book, something—he’d heard that was normal. 

			Instead, to try and fall asleep, he holds a simple image in his mind—a round orange, a ball of yarn, a sunflower–and places one hand over the slight swell of his belly, the other against his ribs. Breathes in, breathes out, just like he’s read about on those nights he was still awake at 4AM and out of ideas on how to fall asleep.

			Somehow, this time, it works within minutes.

		

	
		
			You can purchase Sleep Study at the following retailers:

			payhip
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