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Cameron Jack was standing right next to his wonderfully large, high-end, plastic hot tub. He knew this was the best purchase he had ever made, he really loved the large white seats that rested below the waterline, all the jets that blew water in just the right places and this amazing hot tub had all the latest and coolest features.

It was simply brilliant.

Cameron was more than glad the soft warm sun was still shining its fiery orange rays onto the large wooden decking where the hot tub sat to one side. 

The BBQ, firepit and rattan chairs were all wrapped up for tonight under their own plastic cover. Cameron didn’t want them exposed to the elements, as his father used to say that was how things got broken, rotten and just got ruined over time.

And that actually wasn’t bad advice since the winter months were approaching so this was probably going to be the very last time this year that Cameron was going to be using the hot tub with his sexy boyfriend.

Cameron was so looking forward to when his boyfriend, Dylan, got home in a few minutes because after the busyness of the week, helping twenty brand-new clients launch and promote their new starts up at the ad agency he worked at, Cameron was so excited about finally getting some downtime with the man he loved.

Cameron already had two large glasses of red wine in his hands, a blue towel was already hanging loosely around his waist and he just wanted his boyfriend home even faster.

He had to admit that Dylan was definitely the best boyfriend he had ever had. They had been dating for five years, Cameron had loved every second of it and they had laughed a lot, cried a lot and just treasured each other’s company a lot more than he ever thought possible.

Cameron heard a car pull in the driveway. It had to be sexy Dylan.

He had to admit that he had been questioning their relationship a little. Cameron knew they both loved each other more than anything else in the entire world, they were both going to be together forever and they going to have a great life together.

But Cameron knew that Dylan wanted marriage and Cameron wasn’t sure if he did.

He loved Dylan but marriage was such a strange concept for him. The very idea of being with Dylan forever was a brilliant and wonderful idea, but scary as hell too.

Cameron just shook his head. He knew he had to figure out what he wanted and tell Dylan the result one day in case Dylan ever asked him and Cameron said no at the idea of marriage, and not at the idea of him.

It was a messy idea and Cameron just forced himself to forget about it. He loved Dylan and that was all that mattered for now and hopefully forever.

Cameron heard the front door open.

“Hi babe,” Dylan said as Cameron felt a gentle hand touch the towel and it just happened to fall to the ground and he smiled at Dylan as he wrapped his strong, muscular arms around him, kissing his neck softly.

Cameron turned around, passed his very hot, naked and stunning boyfriend a glass of red wine. And Cameron was really excited about this now, especially as he just stared at Dylan’s amazing six pack and wonderful biceps.

Dylan gently hugged Cameron and Cameron allowed his boyfriend to take him over to the hot tub. Cameron had already put the heater on earlier so it would be a wonderful 32-degree Celsius, the perfect temperature for a passionate night of love-making and catching up on the past week.

Cameron lifted up one leg about to get into the hot tub.

“Don’t you dare get inside. I don’t want your sweaty balls near me,” the hot tub said.

Cameron just looked at Dylan. “Did the hot tub just talk?”

“Don’t be stupid human,” the hot tub said. “A hot tub cannot talk, but I can,”

Cameron protectively placed his body between Dylan and the hot tub in case they were going to be attacked or something.

Cameron had no idea what was going on but he had no clue why the hot tub thought he had sweaty balls. Sure he had just spent two hours at the gym and done a great workout and hadn’t showered yet because he was going to need a shower after the hot tub anyway, so why waste more water? 

But he didn’t know why the hot tub was being so rude about it.

He looked at the hot tub and he couldn’t see anything out of place.

The hot tub was perfectly clean, the water was clear as day and the gentle humming of the water pump and filters were exactly like normal. There was nothing strange about the situation except the noise.

“I’m in the water dumbass,” the hot tub said.

Cameron looked a little closer and noticed there was something in the water. It was a large, clear thing but every so often the sunlight just hit it at a perfect angle allowing Cameron to see there was something in the water.

An alien.

“What are you?” Dylan asked.

Cameron was amazed he was so calm given the situation and that there was clearly a damn alien in the hot tub, interrupting their hot sexy night together.

“My name does not translation in your primitive language,” the alien said. “But I am a so-called alien according to your deeply offensive tongue, from a water world millions of years away,”

Cameron nodded. Of course he couldn’t have a nice local alien turn up that could and would bugger off home quickly enough.

“And I’m heading to a music festival another ten years away before it shuts but my coffin broken down,” the alien said.

Cameron couldn’t believe that. Why would damn aliens travel in coffins?

“Oh no sorry bad translation,” the alien said. “My coffee machine broke down on my ship and that means that my ship cannot function. We use coffee as fuel in my culture and it will take the machine a while to repair itself,”

Cameron shook his head. “Then why on Earth did you decide to crash our hot tub evening?”

“Hot tub?” the alien asked. “I thought this was your bed. This is what my bed chamber looks like so I was going to catch a few years of sleep,”

Dylan coughed. “You cannot be here for a few years,”

Cameron completely agreed. Even if the alien seemed nice enough, he didn’t want the hot tub to be out of action for years. The chorine, PH levels and the filters needed to be changed at some point or another.

“I can do what I want,” the alien said. “My alien race killed all our land folk two thousand years ago so I can do the same here if I wish but I want the music festival,”

Cameron bit his lip. He wanted to get rid of the alien so he could get back to catching up with the man he loved before moving on to more adult things in the hot tub, but he just had no idea how to get rid of the alien.

“Bang goes our idea of flushing you out,” Dylan said smiling.

“Funny,” the alien said.

Cameron had no idea what the alien thought was so funny about that. Clearly the alien had capable of killing land people as much as defending itself underwater, so Cameron supposed there was a risk of if they flushed it away then the alien might spread into another water source and multiple.

Then become a threat to humanity.

He had no idea but he would rather not test it out.

“What about boiling you away?” Cameron asked going over to the temperature controls.

Boiling hot water splashed over the controls. Cameron shot back his hand.

“I can do this all day,” the alien said. “I am going to sleep now,”

Cameron shook his head and hugged the wonderful man he loved. He loved Dylan and he knew they were unstoppable together so they simply needed to figure out how to deal with the alien together.

Cameron was half tempted to just leave the alien in peace but he had a strange sense that the alien was working on a plan. 

“If you two do anything to me I will kill you both,” the alien said.

Cameron shook his head. That had made up his mind already but it was clear that the alien needed water to survive. The problem was Cameron didn’t know how to drain the water without the alien simply flowing away with it.

The alien didn’t seem to be anything short of resourceful.

“How about we simply boil him alive?” Dylan asked, “with the kettle.”

Cameron shook his head. “I doubt that would work if he could create boiling water from nothing,”

“He’s right you know,” the alien said.

Cameron threw his wine at the alien. The alien hissed and he watched the alien boil the wine away so there wasn’t even a hint of red wine left in the water.

And that got Cameron wondering why the alien didn’t like the wine. Was it because it was alcoholic? Because it was human made? Because it was an impurity?

Cameron looked at beautiful Dylan and Dylan had the same delightful twinkle in his eyes now as the day they had both met at university.

They had some experiments to run and for a change Cameron didn’t have to run experiments for horrible clients to see which ad converted better.

Cameron watched Dylan’s great ass as he went to get more wine then Cameron went over to the small black plastic container behind the hot tub where he kept the hot tub chemicals.

Cameron got out a small white testing strip and dipped it into the water. The alien hissed a little and Cameron noticed that everything in the hot tub was perfect.

Too perfect.

The chlorine levels were perfect, the PH was perfect and the same went for all the other measures. Cameron knew that the alien required perfect water to be alive and live peacefully.

“Wine testing,” Dylan said in the same sexy voice that Cameron imagined him
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