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There is no better feeling than waking up in the morning and thinking you have to go to work but then realising that you have a day off, and that is exactly what happens to me when I open my eyes and turn to look at the time on my phone in a panic, thinking that I must have slept through my alarm, before I remember that it is a Bank Holiday Monday and I have nothing I need to do today other than sit and relax and catch up on some TV, before I have to go back to work tomorrow and deal with the stress of having the Director of our company in the office for the rest of the week.

I still feel like I’m half asleep as I pad into my bathroom and switch the shower on before going to the toilet and brushing my teeth while the water heats up, but I’m soon jolted into full alertness when I strip my pyjamas off and step into the cubicle to find that the water is still freezing cold.

“Shit,” I exclaim as I jump back out and immediately turn the taps onto their hottest setting, but after a couple of more minutes the water is still as cold so I wrap my towel around my body and go to the cupboard in the kitchen where the water heater is to check if it has turned itself off or something.

It’s making a dull sort of noise so I assume that means it is working, and there doesn’t appear to be a leak or anything so I don’t understand what could be wrong.

For a moment I consider trying to investigate the problem, but I’m too scared about potentially breaking it if I start messing around with the switches or even touch one of the pipes that are coming out of it, so I quickly abandon that idea and go back to my bathroom in the hope that the water might have warmed up a tiny bit by now, at least enough for it to be bearable for me to stand under.

Nope.

It’s still freezing.

“For fuck’s sake,” I mutter to myself as I march back to the water heater and stare at it as if I think a solution might suddenly come to me. “Why has this had to happen today?”

I just wanted a bit of time to chill out, but now I have to deal with this.

Usually I would probably go without a proper shower and just stick my head under the cold water quickly or something, but I know I need to look my best when I go to work tomorrow, so waiting until then and hoping that the problem will fix itself in the meantime isn’t an option.

I have to get this fixed today.

On a Bank Holiday.

When plumbers will be charging twice as much.

“Fucking great.”

Technically it’s the landlord’s job to sort this out for me, but I know from past experience that he won’t be answering calls or emails today, not even for an emergency, and even if I could get hold of him it would probably take him a couple of weeks to do anything to help, which obviously isn’t useful, so that means that I’m going to have to pay for the work myself.

I grumble under my breath as I go to find my phone to get the number for an emergency plumber, and as I wait for someone to answer I try to figure out how much money I have left in my bank account and therefore how much I can afford to spend on this.

“Hello?” a man answers.

“Uh, hi. My name’s Jessica. I’ve just woken up and I’ve got no hot water in my flat.”

He asks me to check every tap in the place to make sure that it is definitely affecting the whole apartment, and then he gets me to check a website to see if there are any problems in the local area, but once we deduce that it is definitely just me and my property with the problem he confirms that he’ll need to come out and have a look.

“Does it have to be today?” he asks, at first making me think he just can’t be bothered doing his job until he goes on. “It will cost you a lot less if I come tomorrow.”

Oh, he’s actually being nice and trying to save me money.

I’m not used to that from workmen.

“Unfortunately, yes,” I say with a sigh. “It has to be today.”

“Okay, no problem. Is it a gas or an electric water heater?”

“Electric.”

“Okay. I’ll bring some parts with me that might need to be replaced. Text this number to give me your address and I’ll be there as soon as possible.”

“Thanks.”

We hang up then, and once I’ve sent him my address I go to get some normal clothes on so that I won’t have to answer the door to him in only a towel, before I then go to the mirror to see if I can do anything to improve my appearance.

My hair is unsalvageable because of how knotted it is, so I pull it up into a messy bun on top of my head and then go to splash some cold water on my face and wipe the sleep out of my eyes, but I still feel dirty and like I just look unclean, although I tell myself it doesn’t matter too much because the plumber that comes will more than likely be middle aged and not much to look at himself.
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My door buzzer goes off almost an hour later, so I go to let the plumber into the building and then listen to his footsteps coming up the stairs.

Wait a minute.

That sounds like two sets of footsteps.

When I open the door I find that I’m right because there are two men standing in front of me, but that is the only thing I was right about because I immediately realise that I was wrong with what I thought earlier.

These aren’t two unattractive middle aged men.

One of them seems to be in his early twenties, so about the same age as me, and the other is probably about thirty, and they are both ridiculously good looking.

Shit.

Why did I have to call the attractive plumbers?

“Hey, Jessica?” the older one asks with a smile as I just stare at them with what is probably a stupid look on my face. “I’m Owen, the guy you spoke to on the phone, and this is my apprentice, Caleb.”

“Uh, hey. Come in.” I step back to let them through the door and then awkwardly gesture for them to follow me to the water heater before saying, “So, yeah. I don’t know what’s wrong with it.”

“No problem. We’ll have a look.”

“Thanks. Uh, do you want a drink or anything?”

They both shake their heads so I turn to leave the kitchen and let them work, but for some reason my idiotic brain stops me and feels the need to turn back and start spewing words again.

“Uh, you’ll have to excuse how bad I look,” I say with a slight giggle. “I’ve not been able to have a shower this morning. Obviously.”

The men catch each other’s eyes for a moment, seeming to exchange some kind of unspoken thought, before Owen turns to me again while Caleb runs his eyes down my body.

“Don’t worry about it,” Owen says with a quick wink. “You look great to me.”

“Oh. Thanks. Um, I’ll be in the other room if you need anything.”

I hear them talking quietly to each other while they bang around and check whatever they need to check, but it’s not long before Owen’s voice calls out to me.

“Jessica?”

“Yeah?”

I go back into the kitchen feeling stupidly shy, and before either of them can speak I hear myself let out another nervous giggle as I ask, “Are you about to tell me it was a really easy problem to fix and that I’ve just been an idiot?”

Both men grin at that, and this time it is Caleb who answers.

“No. The thermostat is broken so you needed to call us. You’re not an idiot.”

He finishes off by giving me a wink, just like Owen did earlier, and I have to wonder if the older man might be teaching him to flirt with women on top of teaching him about plumbing.

“Oh, okay. Good. So, can you fix that today or...?”

“Yeah, I thought it would be something like this so I’ve got what I need in the van,” Owen tells me. “And I’m going to replace the heating element as well while we’re here because it looks like it won’t last much longer.”

“Okay.”

They start towards my front door to go and get what they need, but before they start fixing anything I have to ask, “Um, how much is this going to cost?”

Owen gives me an apologetic look, and I know that isn’t a good sign.

“Two hundred and fifty pounds.”

Fucking hell!

I can’t afford that!

“Don’t worry. We have a card reader in the van so you don’t have to pay in cash.”

That doesn’t make things any better, so when they disappear I pace up and down my kitchen, wondering what the chances are that I’ll be able to get the money back from my landlord for this, before I dismiss the idea straight away based on how useless he’s been in the past, and just tell myself that I’ll have to be really careful with my money for the rest of the month because I’ve not got any other choice.

The men come back then and I hover around while they fit the new parts and try to explain to me what they are doing and how I should check the element in the future so I’ll know when it needs to be replaced again, but I only half
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