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The warehouse feels different after midnight. It always does.

During the day it’s loud—machines whining, radios crackling, voices bouncing off concrete. At night, it hums instead. Low. Steady. Like it’s breathing on its own. The overhead lights cast long blue shadows down the aisles, stretching pallet stacks into something almost intimate, like the place is narrowing in on whoever’s left inside it.

Which tonight is me.

And Josh.

I clocked in at 10:58 p.m., same as always, tugging my gloves on while the bay doors rattled in the wind. Snow had been coming down since dusk, fat flakes slamming sideways against the metal like they were pissed off about something. I didn’t think much of it at first—winter storms happen. Trucks get delayed. You wait it out.

But the longer the night dragged on, the quieter everything got. And the quieter it got, the more aware I became of the fact that I wasn’t alone.

Josh moved through the warehouse like he belonged there already, even though he’d only been on the job a few months. Early twenties—twenty-two, I think. Maybe twenty-three. Young enough that the work still showed on him by the end of the shift. Sweat darkening the collar of his shirt. Muscles tight from effort instead of routine.

He wore his uniform like it was optional—sleeves pushed up, buttons undone just enough to make it noticeable without looking deliberate. I’d caught myself watching him more than once over the past few weeks. Not in a way I’d ever say out loud. Just noticing. Same way you notice a forklift backing too close or a pallet stacked wrong.

Purely practical.

That’s what I told myself.

I’m twenty-seven. Been working warehouse jobs since I dropped out of community college. I know the rhythm of nights like this—how to pass the time, how to keep your head down, how not to think too much. I’ve got a girlfriend. Had a few, actually. Nothing dramatic. Nothing that ever stuck long enough to change my routines.

Josh didn’t fit into my routines.

He kept finding reasons to end up near me—asking questions he already knew the answer to, lingering after I gave him directions, standing close enough that I could feel the heat coming off his body even in the cold air. I told myself he was just friendly. Young guys always are. No filter yet.

Still, when he leaned over the clipboard beside me, his shoulder brushed mine, and my body reacted before my brain did.

I stepped away, cleared my throat, pretended to check the dock schedule.

“Truck’s late,” Josh said, peering over my shoulder. His voice carried easy in the open space, low and warm. “Again.”

“Storm’s probably got it stuck somewhere,” I replied. My tone came out flatter than I meant. I didn’t turn around. I didn’t trust myself to.

“Think they’ll call it?” he asked.

I shrugged. “Depends how bad it gets.”

Another gust of wind slammed into the building, rattling the doors hard enough to make the lights flicker. Josh let out a low laugh—not nervous. Almost amused.

“Guess it’s just us, then.”

Just us.

The words landed heavier than they should’ve.

I finally looked at him. He was standing a little too close, hands hooked into his belt loops, posture relaxed like this was nothing. Like he hadn’t just narrowed my entire night down to the two of us in one sentence.

His eyes met mine and held. Dark. Curious. Not shy about it.

Something in my chest tightened.

“Go check the east racks,” I said, breaking the moment. “Make sure everything’s secured.”

He didn’t move right away. Just watched me, head tilted slightly, like he was deciding something. Then he smiled—slow, unreadable.

“Yeah,” he said. “Sure thing, Mike.”

The way he said my name lingered long after he walked off.

I exhaled, dragging a hand down my face, telling myself to get a grip. This was just another shift. Another night. Another storm.

Still, as the hours crawled past and the snow piled higher outside the dock doors, I couldn’t shake the sense that something had already shifted.

The warehouse felt smaller now.

And Josh—Josh felt impossible not to notice.

***
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The call comes just after one in the morning.

I’m standing near the loading bay, staring at the snow piling up against the doors like it’s trying to get in, when my phone starts buzzing in my pocket. The vibration feels louder than it should in the quiet. I pull it out, already knowing who it is.

“Hey,” I answer, turning slightly away out of habit.

Josh is across the bay, leaning against a stack of shrink-wrapped pallets, watching the snow through the high windows. He glances over when he hears my voice, not pretending not to listen. Just... aware.

“Are you still at work?” my girlfriend asks. Her voice is soft, sleepy. She sounds warm. Safe.

“Yeah,” I say. “Truck still hasn’t made it in. Storm’s bad.”

I pace a little as I talk, boots scuffing against concrete. The lights hum overhead. The wind rattles the building again, harder this time, like punctuation.

“They’re saying roads are closing,” she says. “I just wanted to make sure you’re okay.”

“I’m fine,” I tell her, automatically. “Just cold. You?”

“I’m good. Power flickered for a bit but it’s back. I’ve got candles just in case.”

Josh shifts his weight, arms crossing over his chest. The movement pulls his shirt tight across his shoulders, and my eyes betray me—I look. I look longer than I should.

I turn away again, jaw tightening.

“They just called it,” I add. “Supervisor says we’re stuck here till morning. No trucks, no relief.”

There’s a pause on the line. “Stuck... like stuck stuck?”

“Yeah. Me and one other guy.”

Josh’s gaze sharpens just slightly at that. Not obvious. But it’s there.

“Well,” she says after a beat, trying to sound casual, “at least you’re not alone.”

I swallow.

“Yeah,” I say. “At least.”

Another gust slams the doors, metal groaning. Josh lets out a low whistle.

“That sounds nasty,” she says. “Promise me you’ll keep your phone charged?”

“I will.”

“And text me if anything changes.”

“I will.”

There’s a quiet moment, the kind that always comes at the end of these calls. The space where the words are familiar, rehearsed, safe.

“I love you,” she says.

The words land solid. Heavy. Real.

“Love you too,” I reply, without hesitation.

I end the call and lower my phone slowly, like the weight of it has doubled.

When I turn back, Josh is still watching me.

Not staring. Not smirking.

Just watching.

“Everything okay?” he asks.

“Yeah,” I say. “She was just checking in.”

He nods once. “That’s good.”

Something about his tone makes it sound like a statement instead of reassurance.

The silence stretches again, thicker this time. The warehouse feels different now—less neutral. Charged in a way that has nothing to do with the storm.

“They officially shut it down,” Josh says, pushing off the pallets and walking toward me. “No trucks till at least seven.”

“Yeah,” I reply. “I heard.”

“So...” He gestures vaguely around us. “Guess this is home for the night.”

I glance around—the break room down the hall, the flickering lights, the empty expanse of concrete and steel. Two men. One storm. No one else coming.

Josh stops a few feet away. Close enough that I can smell him—soap, sweat, something warm under it. He looks relaxed, but his eyes keep flicking to my mouth, then away, like he’s catching himself.

I shouldn’t notice.

I do anyway.

“Cold?” he asks.

“A little.”

He hesitates, then shrugs out of his jacket and tosses it over a nearby chair. His shirt clings to him now, thin fabric doing him absolutely no favors.
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