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Alex's main gig was as a paramedical for a life insurance company, but a few months ago, he'd been referred to a company that contracted out work by appointment. This wasn't exactly a field he expected to be headhunted in, but it had still come as welcome to surprise. By taking appointments on his own availability, he was able to make some extra money while still keeping his main job full-time.

His work involved a lot of travel, going to people's homes to perform life insurance physicals—some more involved than others, depending on the kind of coverage they were getting. At his main employer, it was mostly during business hours, but working freelance with the new company 'Around The Clock' let him get some more paid hours in, and that was never a bad thing.

That said, as far as side gigs went, this week was a slow one. He had only one freelance appointment the whole week through Around The Clock, but it was better than nothing. 

That appointment was today, Saturday, in the late afternoon, and he was on his way there now.

The patient's name was Kelsey Donovan. In a funny coincidence, she was actually applying for insurance through the company that he worked for, but he had spoken with human resources about this whole arrangement before he started taking on the jobs and apparently they booked work out through contracting or staffing agencies like Around The Clock when seasons were predicted to be busy in the business of life insurance physicals. So while seeing the name of his employer on the paperwork made him smirk, it didn't really mean anything. Technically, he was being paid less per hour than he would be to do the same job during the week, but an appointment was an appointment.

Alex found the street that Kelsey lived on and pulled into the neighborhood, looking around idly. It was a pleasant sunny day, though dark clouds on the far horizon predicted rain a few hours from now. He would be gone from here by then, and the rain wasn't supposed to hit where he lived, a couple of towns over. 

The neighborhood was a pocket neighborhood off to the side of one of the main roads, comprised of a couple of twisting roads and a few intersections that were a little maze-like to him, but normal to anyone who lived here. It wasn't hot enough to use the air conditioning in the car, so he had the windows down and he heard the sounds of lawns being mowed and dogs on their leashes barking at passing trucks. He even heard an ice cream truck, a sound he hadn't heard in a long time. It was nostalgic, and he briefly flirted with the idea of hunting it down and going to get a little treat.

Alex laughed at himself, taking the turn where the GPS told him to take it. He wondered how often ice cream trucks were chased down by adults in cars. He could see it happening—just not today, and not by him. Maybe if he ran across it on his way home...

There was the house, on a curving horseshoe loop of road that fed back into the longer road which stretched through most of the neighborhood. It was in the corner, right where the turn began. As a result, the small, blue house was spaced a little further away from its neighbors, affording the resident—Kelsey Donovan, he reminded himself, as he had gone up to front doors and completely spaced on names in the past—a larger yard on both sides, which at first glance showed him no fence or enclosure. That was good, because it meant it was unlikely that Kelsey had a dog. He liked dogs just fine, but they tended to get in the way of his work, as a stranger visiting people's houses. Just the nature of the living.

He pulled into the driveway in his small black sedan. He didn't need to carry a lot of equipment around for his work. Everything he might need fit into a medium-sized duffel bag on the seat to his right. Alex had thought about getting one of those black leather doctor's bags (which he'd really only send mostly on TV and in movies for when doctors did house calls), but had ended up deciding that he would look foolish holding it. Not to mention that the ones he saw online were a little too small for what he needed to bring with him on an appointment.

He liked to think that he had made the correct choice to not get one based on the fashion of it, and not on the lack of practicality. But he was pretty sure he would have bought it if it would've fit his equipment, even if he was going to regret it later. 

Alex was twenty-eight, and he kept himself in good shape with regular visits to the gym. Being in the medical field kept him informed about what could go wrong if he got too lazy for too long.

His brown hair was short—it was just easier to manage that way, although he didn't hate how it looked when it got long. He had started lifting weights about a month ago, which wasn't enough time to show any results that he could notice (besides the accompanying soreness), but it made him feel good.

In his head, anyway. His thighs were a different story, and he felt the burn in them as he stood up and got out of the car. The bag was a little too bulky to comfortably pull across the seats and out of the driver's side with him, so he closed his door and went around to the passenger side of the car, fetching it from that side.

The house here had a front porch, but the patient's car (Kelsey, he reminded himself) was parked in the driveway that ran up along the side of the house, very close to the side door. There was a mailbox hung on the side of the house near that door, so he figured this was the main door that she used, rather than the front door. He went over to the side door and found a small white doorbell set into the door frame. He pressed it with the knuckle of his first finger and heard the faint, distant sound of it ringing inside the house. He waited.

The door opened not long after, and then Kelsey stood there, smiling. 

Alex forgot to speak. She was gorgeous.

Kelsey was his age, actually a year older at twenty-nine. He knew that from the paperwork. She had long, brown hair that curled slightly, giving it volume and a flowing appearance. She smiled brightly at him, showing white teeth underneath a cute nose and vivid green eyes. 

She was dressed lightly, perhaps in anticipation of the physical, just wearing a forest-green camisole which hid her cleavage but did nothing to conceal the ample size of her chest, nor the little scoop of firm belly it showed off on the bottom. Beneath that, she wore black yoga pants that just barely went down past her knees, showing off more shapely curves there that wouldn't have been prudent for him to look at in the moment.

"Hi, um..." Kelsey hesitated for a moment, possibly surprised by Alex freezing up on her doorstep. "You're here for the physical, right? With Medequity? Or Equihealth? Sorry, I forget, I've been shopping these companies for the last couple of weeks and they get all jumbled around."

Alex cleared his throat, suddenly embarrassed. "Yes, Kelsey, um, Donovan? Sorry about that, I..."

His mind blanked on any kind of excuse. Instead he  finished strong with, "I'm Alex. Here for the physical, yes. I shouldn't take too much of your time."

Kelsey smiled again, blinking, and was it his imagination or was she looking him up and down more than once?

"Oh, thanks," she said. "Don't worry about it, it's my day off, so..."

"That's good," Alex said. He cleared his throat again, and said, "Well, if you're ready..."

"Oh!" Kelsey shook her head, not refusing him, just embarrassed. "Sorry, I must have lost my train of thought. Please, yes come in."

She backed away from the door, into the house, holding it open for Alex and inviting him inside. Inside the door was a small landing, with three steps that led up into the kitchen. Kelsey closed the door once he was inside and slipped past him to go up the stairs. It was a narrow space for two people, and her shoulder brushed his even as he moved to the side to make room for her to get by.

"I haven't done one of these insurance physicals before," Kelsey told him, turning around to meet his eye as he followed her up into the kitchen. "They gave me a little breakdown over the phone, but like, where should we do it?"

"Anywhere you're comfortable," Alex said, feeling a little less shaken up now that business was at hand. "I'll need to have you sitting down for a couple of the things, like taking your blood pressure, so a kitchen table or even the couch is fine."

"The dining room is over here," Kelsey said, giving him a quick nod. She led him out of the kitchen and around the corner to the dining room, which was technically a portion of the much larger room that housed the living room area as well, with a dining set tucked over to one side and a few pieces of art hung on the walls around it.

"Sure," Alex said, nodding. "This is great. We'll sit down here and get everything taken care of."

So Kelsey invited him to sit, and Alex set his bag on the table and sat down in the chair next to hers, both of them turning toward each other so that their knees were just a few inches apart. He opened up the bag and took out a few things he would need, starting with a clipboard with the questionnaire already on it.

"The first thing I have to do is take a medical history, so bear with me," Alex said, smiling. "Some questions may seem redundant, but we just need to make sure everything is filled out."

Kelsey nodded. "No problem."

Alex went through the questions, something he had done hundreds of times
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