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      It had been 85 degrees outside all afternoon, but Martin had been trapped inside working until the next shift came on at dinnertime. He'd left the restaurant with a plan in mind and a couple of burgers in a bag. He'd used his food allowance for something that he could eat one-handed in the car while he drove. It was one of the few comps for working at a burger joint.

      He arrived at the lake around seven, and he passed a bunch of cars on the way out of the parking lot. Everyone who had spent the day, or who had kids, or simply those who wanted dinner were leaving. Experience had taught Martin that the best time to come here was in the early evening when the main crowds had broken up and there were more people leaving than coming in.

      He parked, got out of the car, and went to the trunk. He pulled off his pants, revealing a pair of shorts underneath. He traded his work shoes and socks for a pair of water-shoes, and at the last minute, he decided to take his shirt off as well. He grabbed the towel and a pair of goggles that were packed in a beach bag, but he didn't bring the bag. He slammed the trunk lid and fingered the car keys in the pocket of his shorts; it wouldn't do to get stuck at the lake with his cell phone in his pants pocket, in the trunk.

      Martin looked around, feeling the still-warm sun on his bare back. There was a family sitting near the swing set while their two small children played on the swings. There were several groups of older people walking from the beach area to the parking lot, obviously still on their way out. He walked on down the sidewalk toward the beach. He nodded in a friendly way towards the people he passed going the other direction.

      As he approached the sandy beach area, he noticed the people there. On the north end of the beach, there were a couple who had parked their Jet Skis and were talking; they probably wouldn't stay long. There were a couple of families down on the south end of the beach near the restrooms, and a group of about a dozen teenagers laying out in the sun right in the middle of the beach. They had towels, loungers, and coolers, and it looked like they had made a day of it.

      Martin chose a spot equidistant between the teens and the Jet Ski people. He spread his towel out on the grassy area near the line where the grass stopped and the sand began. He sat on the towel and kicked his shoes off. After a moment or so, he subtly reached in his pocket and pulled out his car keys; then he slipped them into his left shoe. Nobody would ever think to steal his shoe, right? He smiled as he considered how many shoes on this very beach held car keys right now. Probably more than just mine, he thought with a smile.

      He heard a whizzing noise and looked up to see a bicyclist speeding past on the sidewalk behind him. There were miles of sidewalks and trails through the woods here at the park, but Martin had never walked them. He was content to enjoy the beach and the water. He lay back and stretched out on the towel. The sun was still very warm. He knew that it would drop down behind the tall trees within the hour, but it wouldn't get dark until nearly ten. He had plenty of time.

      He looked over to his right as three of the teenagers, all boys, got up off their towels, and chased each other into the water. All three walked quickly out to waist-deep water and then dove in to come up a bit further out in neck-deep water. One jumped on another's back and forced his head under. Martin smiled, thinking that looked like fun. He considered wading out to join them, but they'd probably just move away, or worse, get out of the water and leave.

      It didn't matter; they were already coming back in. They were hooting and yelling at each other as they staggered back up through the stony shallows. There was enough wind that Martin couldn't really tell what they were yelling, but it was clear they were having a good time. Martin admired their young, fit bodies; old enough to have well-defined muscles, but not old enough to be covered in hair. At least that's the way he thought about it. He liked the way the sun glistened off their dripping bodies, shiny and sexy from fifty yards away. He laughed to himself; they were probably not more than two years younger than he was.

      As the boys crossed the sand, the girls with them started to get up and fold their towels. Martin understood that they were signaling the boys that they wanted to leave. He looked over to check on the Jet Skiers, and they were unloading something from under the seat of one of the machines. An old couple walking their dog passed behind him on the sidewalk, and a minute later a chunky bearded man walking by himself in a swimsuit passed. He'd seen the man there several other times before, always walking alone. He was quite a bit older than Martin, hairy-chested and balding, but looked to be in pretty good physical shape otherwise. The man always seemed to have his eye on Martin, and Martin wondered which team he played for. The man kept on walking. By this time, the teenagers had gathered their things and had begun the long trek back up to the parking lot.

      Martin got up, listening to the joints crack. It had been a long day at work, standing behind the counter and taking orders, and he had been looking forward to this all day. He'd graduated a month before, and now it was summer break; he looked forward to starting college in the fall. He stepped carefully toward the water, avoiding stones and the inevitable duck crap. He waded into the water, and enjoyed the coolness of it on his feet. He paused there for a moment, but soon proceeded further out into the water.

      The shallow area was blanketed with little rocks that had washed up, and it was uncomfortable stepping through them, but by the time Martin had gotten up to his waist, the bottom smoothed out a lot. Before long, he was taking comfortable long strides out deeper and deeper. The water was cooler than the air, but not so cool that it was shocking. Martin guessed the water temperature to be around eighty.

      He was up to his neck now, and he stopped. He inhaled deeply and sank beneath the surface, ducking his head under for a moment to acclimate to the water. It felt good, and once under the water, Martin could hear a motor noise from far off. He stood back up, cleared his eyes and looked around. The couple with the Jet Skis had started their engines, so he knew they'd be gone soon.

      Martin reached up, slicked back his wet hair, and decided what to do next. He'd like to play a bit under the water, but he'd forgotten his goggles. Getting them would mean walking through the rocks back to the beach. He sighed and started back. He gradually rose up out of the water as it became more and more shallow. At last, his feet touched the soft sand, and he tiptoed over to his towel.

      He reached the towel and picked up his goggles. Just as he was turning to go back into the water, he heard a voice from behind him.

      "So how's the water this evening?"

      Martin turned around to see the balding man who had been walking alone earlier. He'd come back and was standing there in the grass near Martin's towel. He hadn't noticed the man as he'd exited the water, and Martin wondered if he'd been standing there watching him for long.

      "It's good, I just came back for these," he held up the goggles. He admired the man's chest hair; a classic "bear." He'd always had a thing for guys who had the body type of this one. Not exactly the "Daddy" type, but older and chubby, and the beard didn't hurt either. Martin hoped he didn't grow a boner while talking to the man; that would be embarrassing as Hell, he thought.

      The man nodded. "I've seen you here before, haven't I?"

      "Yeah probably. I was here this time last week and the week before. I think I saw you here at least one of those times."

      The man nodded. "I've been here both those other times, and I noticed you. I pay attention to the people here."

      That's more than a little creepy, thought Martin. "You just come here to walk, or do you get in the water too?" That seemed like a non-stalkery kind of question. Martin just wanted to get back to the water.

      "No, I swim too. I just like to people watch. Once in a while I'll find someone cute and strike up a conversation."

      Martin didn't miss out on the fact that the man had struck up a conversation with him. Was this guy gay? He really didn't give off that vibe, but Martin had known men who hadn't "seemed gay" before. "I'm Martin," he said.

      "Hi Martin, I'm Paul, and yes, I do come here just about every night. How's the bottom?"

      "What?" Was this man asking about his ass? He was starting to feel self-conscious now, standing there soaking wet and almost naked except for his little shorts.

      "The bottom of the lake. It's pretty rocky down there this time of year." Paul stepped over into the sand and started walking slowly toward the water.

      Not wanting to seem rude, Martin followed along, goggles in hand. He answered Paul's question, "It's a little rocky, but not too bad. You coming in?"

      "I think I will. Looks like you found a good spot here." Paul smiled, and for the first time, Martin noticed that Paul was actually fairly good-looking. He was obviously overweight, but he wasn't exactly out of shape either. He looked to be a few years older than Martin, but not past the "too old" point yet either. Martin still hadn't figured out if Paul was gay or not, but if he was, then Martin could work with what he had here.

      They both reached the water's edge at the same time, and slowly stepped out through the rocks. At one point, Paul stepped on something and nearly tipped over, but caught himself by putting his hand on Martin's shoulder. It seemed innocent enough, but Martin thought maybe his hand lingered too long.

      Another few steps and they were up to their necks. Martin ducked under again, re-wetting his hair and face. It felt refreshing after being out in the air for a couple of minutes. When he came up, he saw that Paul had gone under too. Paul stayed down a long time for a first-dip, but came back up in about the same spot.

      "Feels good!" Paul exclaimed. He took a deep breath and went down again.

      Martin looked around. There were still several families down on the south end; in his experience, there would be a few groups down there until dark; the beach was never completely deserted unless it rained. Behind him, the Jet Ski couple was still there, sitting on their machines and talking with the motors running. He wondered for a moment how much gas those things held in order to sit idle for so long. Surely they would be leaving soon?

      Something grabbed his leg. Then his other one. Martin jerked in terror at first, and then realized it was
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