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      Steve stared bleary-eyed at the monitor on his desk. He sighed and leaned back. There wasn’t anything he could do to make this story more interesting. The man he’d interviewed had turned out to be as unexciting as the article he was writing, and there just didn’t seem to be a way to spice it up. Financial articles just bored him, but a job was a job.

      Seeing Steve pull back from the work, Jeremiah walked over and asked, “You working on anything important?” Jeremiah was the newspaper’s Local Editor, and he was always on the lookout for articles that would sell more papers. Times had been hard working for print news over the past few years, and he was desperately trying to hold on to his department until he could retire.

      Steve looked up and shrugged. “Not especially. I have this interview with the retirement planning guy to clean up, but they don’t have a date for it on the schedule yet downstairs, so it can wait. What else did you have for me?”

      “Have you heard of Kyle Fitzsimmons?”

      Steve thought for a moment, and then he shook his head. “Nope.”

      “Yeah, me neither, but he’s big in the BMX Bicycle world. I want you to do an interview with him.”

      “BMX? Like dirt-racing?”

      “No, he does bicycle tricks; jumps and flips and stuff. You know that skateboard park over on Route 4? He’ll meet you there at four this afternoon.”

      Steve glanced at the clock in the corner of his monitor. It was ten after three right now, so he’d have to hurry. “You realize that I don’t know anything about BMX, right?”

      “That’s fine; we want a non-technical article about the local kid who got famous by riding a bike. It’s more human-interest than straight-up sports reporting.” He paused, then added, “… And you’re the only reporter here in the office today, which means you can actually do this with no notice.” That’s why Steve liked Jeremiah; he might be a dick sometimes, but he was an honest one.

      Steve shrugged and pulled his camera out of his desk. “Beats sitting in here all day, right?”

      Jeremiah nodded. “Have fun.”

      Steve knew the place, as he’d driven past it dozens of times on his way to his sister’s house. There were always kids in there on bicycles and skateboards shooting up into the air and attempting to land without breaking too many bones. He’d never actually stopped in to watch, but that was going to change as of today. He pulled out his iPad and Googled “Kyle Fitzsimmons,” and a picture came up fairly quickly. In the photo, Kyle was wearing a suit and tie, and was accepting an award for something. He looked to be about fifteen in the photo, which was dated ten years ago. Around twenty-five years old by now, Steve thought to himself as he drove, working out the facts and details of his pending interview.

      He pulled into the skate park a few minutes before four and parked in the lot. There were over two dozen people in the park, and they were almost all in motion, zooming and swooping over the artificial terrain of the riding area. Some were on bikes, some on skateboards, and few were on those little scooters with a handlebar in front. One guy was even wearing rollerblades, and Steve couldn’t remember the last time he’d seen someone using those.

      Steve was surprised to realize there weren’t any girls there at all. They were mostly boys of various ages, but there were a few young men in their twenties as well. One guy must have been about forty. He was in good shape, but he looked ancient and slow compared to the lithe bodies moving around him. The majority looked like they were probably in high school. About half were wearing helmets, some had elbow or kneepads, and all of them were dripping with sweat. Steve hadn’t paid much attention in the air-conditioned car, but it was over ninety outside this afternoon, and the whole activity area was wide-open to the burning sun.

      With the layout of the park, there were several large concrete “bowls” that resembled big empty swimming pools. Some were round, some were pear-shaped, and a couple overlapped, giving them a more complex design of varying depths and levels. There was a separate section where a few skateboarders were jumping onto handrails and hopping down steps. It all looked pretty dangerous to Steve, but to his amazement, no one was screaming, bleeding, or even falling down very much.

      He also noticed how well they all seemed to be getting along. There wasn’t much verbal communication, but they were all taking turns on the various obstacles to share and avoid collisions.

      Steve didn’t see anyone who was obviously Kyle, so he pulled out his camera and started taking some establishing shots of the park and the riders. One of the kids was repeatedly riding a squat little bicycle down the side of a bowl, looping around the far end while picking up speed, and then shooting up about four feet into the air at about the same point he started. While the bicycle was in the air, he spun the handlebars a full turn before hitting the ground and riding on.

      Steve whistled silently at the boy’s bone-jarring landing, which didn’t seem to faze the young man at all. Steve took photos in high-speed burst mode as the boy repeated the trick two more times. “Wonder what they call that?” he asked himself aloud.

      “That one’s called a barspin,” came a voice from behind him.

      Steve stood up straight and whirled around to see who had answered him.

      He recognized Kyle from the photos he’d seen online. He looked older than in the article he’d read of course, but was every bit as handsome, with dark hair and a tan that would make any surfer envious. He was wearing khaki shorts and a light green tank-top, which showed off his arms and shoulders. Steve suddenly found himself tongue-tied in surprise. He also felt himself getting hard in his own pants. This guy was outstandingly fit and good-looking, and Steve thought he might be blushing. “A barspin? OK, cool. You must be Kyle?”

      Kyle held out his hand. “Yeah, that’s me. I didn’t catch your name.”

      “Steve Markson. I’m a reporter with the Gazette.” Kyle’s hand was hot against his. A thought flittered through his mind wondering how that strong, calloused hand would feel against his chest, but Steve pushed the fantasy aside.

      “Oh yeah,” Kyle said, “someone called and said they wanted a story.”

      “You want to go sit in the shade and talk for the interview?” Steve pointed to a picnic table under a tree nearby, one of the only shady spots in the area. It was out of the way, but it still had a good view of the riders and skaters.

      Kyle shook his head. “In a bit. I’m in the groove. How about I show you what I can do, and then you can ask me about it?”

      “That might be better. I don’t know much about this stuff,” Steve admitted. “It’ll give me something to work with.”

      Kyle walked over to his bicycle, a short, black, squatty thing with fat tires that looked about four sizes too small for the fully grown-up Kyle. Although it was primarily black, it was chipped to expose remnants of three different colors of paint. It appeared the bike had been with him for a long time, getting lots of use and wear.

      Kyle kicked off and rode around the full circle of bowls and hills, picking up speed on the “corners” and going airborne on each jump, no matter how high or low the hill was. He did the same move as the other young man, the “barspin” as he had called it, but managed to spin the wheel all the way around, twice. He did a dozen or so other tricks, weaving in and around the other riders, who somehow managed to never collide with him. Steve didn’t understand how they managed to avoid running over each other; was it some kind of pre-arranged traffic pattern, or had they all gotten some kind of biker’s ESP? Steve smiled, took more photos, and jotted down the occasional note.

      Twenty minutes passed with Kyle riding, jumping, and professionally showing off, while Steve took one shot after another. He couldn’t help but notice the way Kyle starting shining, covered with glistening perspiration at first, and then leaving a small spray on the ground each time he touched down after a jump. The added moisture made his already-smooth skin shine even more reflectively than it had been.

      He hadn’t noticed at first how hairless Kyle was. Even his legs were smooth; he wondered if it was natural or grooming. Steve wanted to reach out and just run his hand across Kyle’s gleaming shoulders, or maybe he could just tear all Kyle’s clothes off. Steve smiled, knowing that would not only end the interview, but probably get him fired as well. Hell, with all these kids around, he’d probably wind up in jail as a sex offender; not fun.

      Kyle finished up his demonstration by starting at the lip of one of the pools and pedaling furiously as he dipped down into the bottom. He kept pedaling hard as he traveled up the other side, and when he reached the top he pulled himself backward into a flip. The bike spun around him, and landed perfectly on both tires with Kyle still miraculously on the seat. Steve was thoroughly impressed.

      Then Kyle spun to a stop and dismounted, laying his bike on its side and motioning for Steve to follow him. He grabbed a giant bottle of water from a cooler sitting on the ground, and sat down at the table.

      “Grab a bottle yourself if you want,” Kyle offered.

      Steve shook his head, sat across from him, and got his voice recorder set up for the interview. Before he could even ask the first question, Kyle stood up and peeled off his sweat-soaked tank-top, exposing his entire upper body.

      “Now that’s worthy of some more photos
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