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Terry got the call from the Around The Clock dispatcher when he was in the middle of another job, so he didn't pick up. When he got a moment to check his phone, he saw that it was ATC, and he called them back.

"Hey, this is Terry Goodman," he said, once the line had been picked up. "Is there something in the area?"

"Hi, Terry. Yes, on Roosevelt Drive. Miss Sanders has a problem with the back door, the door isn't hanging right and won't close properly. She needs someone to take a look at it and see what can be done."

"Roosevelt," Terry repeated, thinking out loud. "Yeah, I'm not too far from there. I'm just wrapping up a job now, but I can be over there within half an hour or an hour."

"Consider it booked," the dispatcher said. "Here's her information, just give her a call as soon as you're able."

"Got it," Terry said, once the dispatcher had given the name, address, and phone number. He ended the call and went to go talk to his current client. 

Terry was a handyman contractor, able to handle most small repairs around a house that might fit into the category of 'general.' A busted back door was something he could definitely get fixed up.

He did indeed wrap up his current job in short order, and he gave his new client a call as soon as he was back inside of his truck.

"Hello," he said in a friendly tone once the call was picked up. "This is Terry Goodman, I work with Around The Clock home services. Am I speaking with Michelle Sanders?"

"Oh, good. Yes, this is Michelle. Did they tell you, I'm having a back door issue?"

"Yep, they gave me a little briefing, but please, tell me what's going on."

So Michelle did, and Terry nodded and made the right noises as she explained.

"Okay, well I can definitely get a look at that for you today...in fact I'm about thirty minutes away, if it's all right for me to head right over?"

"Yes, that's great, thank you so much," Michelle said. "I just have to call Ronnie. Sorry, just, I'll see you soon!"

Michelle hung up the phone, and Terry didn't worry about whatever she was saying at the end. It sounded like she was just reminding herself of something.

Luckily, he didn't hit any traffic or accidents on the way over, so the drive was smooth and he arrived in good spirits. He got out of his truck, then walked around the outside of it to hop up in the back and make sure he had everything he might need for a repair like this. He knew he did, of course, but he was a little anal about these things and he tended to triple- and quadruple-check. 

Once he confirmed everything was good, he looked to the house itself. It was a one-story, almost sprawling ranch, and at a glance it looked to cover more than 2,000 square feet. The color was a pleasant sky-blue, and the paint looked very good, probably done within the last few years. The front yard curved around the right side of the house and led into the back, where it was separated by a wooden privacy fence that presumably encircled the whole backyard. There was quite a bit of space in between this house and its neighbors, too. Nice neighborhood. Terry hadn't done a job here before.

When he was done admiring the place, he shut the tailgate of his truck and headed over to the front door, which lay at the end of a curving cement path. He didn't see a doorbell, so he gave a few knocks onto the thick wood and waited for Michelle to answer.

The door opened not long after, and Michelle was already greeting him even before the door was halfway open.

"Thanks again for coming so fast," Michelle said, reaching out her hand to shake before Terry even had time to put his own up. "I'm Michelle. Terry, right?"

"Terry," he confirmed, taking her hand and smiling. Michelle was beautiful, a tall brunette with a nice body and wide hips. It was a pretty hot day out, and she was dressed to accommodate that, with tight black shorts that showed a lot of her thighs, and a dark gray top that flowed loosely around her and showed a nice little sliver of her belly. She looked to be Latina, with fairly dark skin and a dazzling white smile beneath her dark eyes. She had a strong grip, and she let his hand go shortly.

"Anyway, come on in," she said to him, stepping back into the house. "Just follow me, I'll show you the door."

"Of course," Terry said, following in after her and closing the door behind him. The cooling wave of air conditioning washed over him as soon as he stepped inside, and he didn't want to let it out into the open air.

Michelle led him quickly through the house. The place was pretty quiet. There had only been one car in the driveway, and he didn't hear the sounds of any other people, or even pets. A TV was on somewhere, but it wasn't loud enough for him to tell what she might've been watching. He had noticed she had no wedding ring on, a habit he had developed from refusing to try online dating and instead preferring to meet women out and about. But he hated that he had noticed that, so he instead focused his efforts on making sure he didn't get lost or lose her, as the sprawling ranch house would have been difficult to navigate without a guide. He probably would've gotten turned around once or twice on his own.

"Okay, it's right here." Michelle led him from a carpeted hallway to the utility room with a linoleum floor. To the right was a washer and dryer, stacked on top of each other, an arrangement Terry envied. Past those, the room narrowed into a small alcove that led to the back door in question.

Michelle went over to the door, pushing it open to step outside through it. "You see how it's hanging weird?" she said to him, holding onto the door handle and providing it support so as not to make the problem worse. "I don't know how it happened."

"Yeah." Terry stepped forward. "I'll get a look for us here. I might have to go back-and-forth a couple times, so don't mind me."

"Thanks, Terry." She smiled at him, genuine and pleased. "Do what you have to do, and just let me know if you need me."

"Thanks," Terry said, and he held the door open for her so that she could get back inside the house. She slipped by him with a smile, seemingly going a little slower than she ought to. Terry couldn't help but look after her as she walked back into the house, his eyes drifting down to her surprisingly round and ample rear end. He brought his eyes back up quickly, not wanting to be a creep. The sight had just drawn him in, was all, and Michelle hadn't noticed.

Terry got to work on the door, assessing what was wrong and mentally going through the tools he had brought with him to make sure this was a job he could do on the spot. He was pretty sure it was, as long as the doorframe was in decent shape, which it looked like it was.

When he was done with his assessment, he went back into the house to go and find Michelle and give her his opinion on the fix. The good news was that it should be quick and easy, and not costly at all. ATC set the rate, so as their customer she should pretty much know what she was in for anyway.

He heard the sound of her voice as he stepped back into the house, supporting the door as it closed behind him as of course he hadn't quite fixed it yet. 

It sounded like she was talking to someone.  He followed the sounds of their conversation to find Michelle standing in the kitchen with another woman. The other woman's back was to Terry, and Michelle saw Terry over her shoulder.

"Oh, hey, come on Ronnie, this is him." Michelle started towards Terry, and her friend, Ronnie, turned around to get a look at Terry. She had reddish hair, longer than Michelle's, and while she was definitely in shape, she had a little more meat on her bones than her friend. Ronnie wore faded jeans that were tight around her legs in a good way, and a pink blouse with very thin straps over the shoulders that showed a lot of skin.

"This is Ronnie," Michelle said. "She might have some work to get done, too, so she wanted to see how you did."

"Short for Veronica." Ronnie smiled and gave Terry a little wave, standing shoulder-to-shoulder with Michelle in front of him. "Pleasure to meet you," Terry said, returning her smile. "Well, as long as we're assessing, I did find the issue and it should be an easy fix. I can show the both of you if you want to get a look."

"Oh, that's great," Michelle said with a smile. "Yes, let's see what it is."

So Terry brought them to the back door and pointed out the problem area, the top hinge that wasn't installed correctly into the frame and had given way over time. Terry let her know that he could get it repositioned and the door properly seated, and it wouldn't take very long at all. If she was okay with it, he could just get it done right now.

"Perfect!" Michelle exclaimed. "Yes, please, that would be just what I need."

"You got it," Terry said with a smile. "I'm just going to grab some tools from my truck, and I'll get this fixed up. "

"Thank you," Michelle said, and she put a hand on his upper arm affectionately. The touch was warm and she gave him a little squeeze. "We'll leave you to it, just let us know when you're all set."

"Of—of course," Terry replied, taken aback at the touch. Not that it was unpleasant. Not at all.

But from there, the two women went back to what they were doing, and Terry got to work, heading
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