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I’m giddy when I see the roster and note Ted and I work the same days four days this week. Why the hospital  has such odd schedules is beyond me, not for us janitors. I mean I can understand it with the nurses and their long twelve hour shifts. But the rest of the hospital staff isn’t bound by the medical professionals. The rest of us work normal eight hour shifts. But you’d think they’d put us on regular days. Again, I understand the need for janitors is a 24 hours 7 days a week thing, much like the need for the medical professionals. On second thought, maybe they should put us on the three days on four days off. I’d love that.

Anyway, Ted is a dream, he’s also a janitor and single and eyes me like I’m his favorite candy. I can’t help but tremble when he’s on the floor with me, as we flirt and exchange glances. I think it’s the way he winks at me, his dark blue eyes peering from his strong face. Golden hair in fat curls atop his head gives him a boyish look, but the muscles and build says he’s all man.

“Hey sweet cakes,” Ted says as he walks by. I’m bent over scraping something from the edge of the corridor against the wall. I don’t want to know what it was, I have on my gloves and I’m making it spotless.

“Hey hunk man,” I say in return.

He walks by but turns and walks backwards as he points his forefingers at me and makes a clicking sound with his tongue. I can’t help but blush at his attention. This is how it starts with us, see endearments uttered while in the midst of a busy night.

Break time occurs when we’ve been at work for at least two hours, and we get fifteen minutes twice and a thirty minute lunch. I’m heading to the break room with the promise of an ice cold cola and a peanut candy bar that’s been calling my name since I arrived at 11. Ted is on my heels as we grab our food and take a seat. Being on my feet all evening makes me hungry. 

“So, what’s a pretty girl like you doing working so late at night?” Ted asks.

I smile. “Probably the same reason as you. I’m single, no special anyone in my life, and nights are calmer and quieter than days,” I say.

“Most of the time,” he says and nods. At first I’m not sure what part of my statement he meant that for, but assume he meant the calmer and quieter part. At least, that’s my hope.

“True, sometimes it’s busy and noisy here at night. But more than not, it’s nice and calm and quiet,” I say.

“True,” he says with a wink in my direction.

“This is life, huh?” I say as I pitch my trash to the trash can by the door. Swoosh it goes, as if I made a basket goal.

“Only until you want more out of life,” he says wistfully.

“I take it you feel the same way then, there’s nothing hindering you from working nights right now?” I had to know.

He smiles and slowly shakes his head. “No, that I wish it weren’t so. But you know, I guess it’s not my time,” he says.

Again, I’m a bit confused as to what he means. “Well, all things in due season I supposed,” I say as I take a long drink of my cola, sipping it from the can through a bendy straw.

“Sometimes, when we’re in the midst of what seems an impossible situation, such as working nights here, we’re presented with opportunities,” he says and smiles.

“How so?” I ask and return the smile.

He gently kicks my chair. “I think you know what I’m talking about here,” he says.

Just as we’re about to head into an in depth conversation, two nurses walk in. Instead I simply blush and realize I’ve finished my cola. After crushing the can, I stand. “That’s my cue, back to work,” I say and walk out of the break room.

At lunch, we’re on two different schedules, but several days later once we’re both at work again, I find him trailing me into the cafeteria. Luckily, they keep a small crew to feed the night workers and any patients who become hungry at night. 

“Are you following me?” I ask as I giggle. An hour and a half ago, he had followed me into the breakroom.

“Baby, I can’t help but follow your fine ass,” he says as we walk through the line. He’s quiet, so only I heard it.

I keep giggling even while we sit at a table surrounded by empty tables. “You really are like all men, just interested in one thing,” I say as I shake my head.

He’s popped a roll into his mouth. “What? You do have a fine ass. I can’t help it if I’m attracted to it,” he says.

“Okay, fair enough. I think you have a fine bod as well,” I say and wink at him, showing him I can flirt as much as he can.

“Oh really? You’re into me, huh?” 

I giggle. I’d like to be, or rather for him to be into me, but I don’t voice it. “Maybe,” I say shyly.

“Ah, come on, Dana. Admit it, you’re into me,” he says.

“Of course I am. You’re gorgeous,” I say.

“Shit. I’m not gorgeous. Handsome, sexy maybe. You’re the gorgeous one. I love your hair,  your fine body, so soft and feminime.” He reaches out and grabs my hand and rubs his thumb over the back of it. “See, soft as velvet.”

“Aren’t you the flirty one. You’re making night shift fun and exciting,” I say.

“I’m glad you notice.”

Our break is over, he trails me out the door. “Damn, too bad we don’t have the same days off,” he says as he views the schedule on his phone.

“Why’s that?” I ask as we trudge along back to our stations.

“Obviously, we should go out sometime, but it seems impossible,” he says and shrugs. He sees one of our bosses and calls to him. “I’ll catch up with you later.”

He hops off and I’m left wondering what it all means.

The first time we kiss it just happens when we’re both in the janitorial closet, filling out carts. We’re bumping arms, moving around the small room trying to prepare for the night of cleaning ahead of us. I turn and giggle as we’re face to face. His brow lifts and he tilts his head as he leans in and kisses me square on the lips, like we’ve been doing it forever. He wags his brow and pushes his cart out the door without an explanation.

All the times we sneak to make out now is funny. I mean, we’re both cleaning a room when a patient is moved to a different unit, and he grabs me and pulls me to him. Our lips meet and the sparks fly, like we’re two lovesick teens. Only we’re both pushing toward 30 and yet we act so silly.

As the weeks go by, Ted and I have fun, working the night shift, flirting and grabbing moments here and there. One evening, he’s pulling me into an embrace in an empty waiting room. I peer up into his face.

“Are we just a couple set on stealing fun moments at work?” I ask. I say it in a teasing tone, but deep inside I’m being serious. 

“Looks that way,” Ted says as he chuckles.

I pull away, and turn from him. I don’t want him seeing the frown that made its way to my face. “We better get back to work,” I say.

I walk out the door before he has a chance to respond. For a couple of weeks, we cool the flirting, only because I’m being cool with him. I just want him to ask me out, even if we can’t find a moment of time off together, I’d like to know he thinks more of me than just a stolen kiss here and there. He takes off on his vacation, and of course, the hospital scheduler would never allow us to have a vacation at the same time. It came as a surprise for me, he said nothing to me about it. I sent him a text saying two words.

Miss you.

He sent a picture of him drinking a beer while
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