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SK8ER (Dirty Anal Sluts)

 


Gary was
pissed. He’d bolstered his courage the previous night with the
thoughts of her being there, of what he’d say to her. And then of
course his thoughts had turned to the hot-pants that she wore and
those crazy striped over-the-knee socks that left a glorious
expanse of pale white skin between shorts and socks. Yeah, he’d
thought about her alright; thought about her until his cock
enlivened beneath the duvet and sprang into life and it had become
just another sordid fantasy of the girl’s mouth rubbing over his
glans, and not just his lonely fumbling hand beneath the covers.
What a girl she was; and with some fucking crazy tats as well -
yeah some fucking girl.

He took
the berm wall of the skate-park a little too fast, his thoughts
elsewhere; he just noticed the scrape of dog shit on his exit run
in time and pushed down hard with his back heel. The loaded
longboard skittered a little beneath him but the avoiding tactics
paid off.

Fucking dog-walkers… there’s a whole field over there for
crying out loud.

He
dropped his back knee to the deck, running his gloved right hand
across the tarmac, the plastic slider making a satisfactory
sheeshing sound as it left a plastic trail on the ground. He stood
and brought the board to a tail-sliding stop next to the steps at
the centre of the park. The steps rose up, levelled, and dropped
off again at the far side; the run offs to either side provided a
steep slope for the crazy kids, and shelter at the top for those
that needed it; those like Gary, who his mum said should know
better and, ‘Get a job!’ and not just bum about at the park with
all the other losers.

You’re right mum… you’re right. I will get a job. I’d just
like to have seen her; spoken to her even… she was a real woman for
crying out loud.

Of course it didn’t occur to Gary that she should be working as well, that
an eighteen year old woman should really be doing something more
constructive with her time than back flips and Peter Pans with her
stick. He’d never
think that of her though, in his mind she was just about perfect -
dirty looking too, tight little ass, tits that were just beyond the
size of a good mouthful, and that face, damn she was good looking;
little button nose, big sexy eyes, and that mouth with those lips;
wow, what beautiful lips.

 

He
hunkered down behind the low walls at the top of the steps, trying
to cut off the east wind that blew in across the
marshes.

Why do they always put skate-parks in such shit
places?

The
closer he got to the concrete floor the stronger the smell of stale
urine became and Gary wondered briefly why people couldn’t walk to
some bushes or something. Even animals don’t piss in their dens. He
thought about sitting down, but a quick glance at the floor changed
his mind; crisp wrappers, smoked butts, a bit of broken glass here
and there, and, stuck to the wall, a used condom. It wasn’t the
most romantic place in the world.

Yeah… maybe I will get a job.

“Fuck this,” he said aloud, standing and pulling his hoodie
over his head. Almost at once he whipped it off. A figure had
caught his eye, slim, pale and graceful, walking from the car park
of the adjacent sports centre. Gary’s chest gave a little thud.
It was her. He’d
never mistake those long legs for anyone else, and, though the
season was changing and cold days were coming, she still had on
those crazy striped socks and those shorts. Her only concession to
the season was the orange puffa-jacket and a beanie hat that failed
to contain her wavy yellow locks. She held her board under her arm
until she had crossed the small expanse of grass in front of the
park. As soon as she hit the tarmac she was off, rolling the board
in front of her and jumping nimbly onto it, pumping her back foot
and carving the board with style and grace.

What a
girl.

Gary was
just young enough to believe that an act of dumb-assed bravado was
all it took to impress the ladies and to have them queuing around
the block for a guy’s attention. He climbed onto the parapet and
placed his stick on the edge of the forty-five degree drop off. He
put his left foot on the nose end and peeked surreptitiously in the
girl’s direction; as soon as she was facing him, moving with
shallow carves of her board, Gary launched himself from the
edge.

Just watch this baby!

A short
board would have made the transition from slope to flat, but not
Gary’s long board. It dug its nose neatly into the ground and spat
him off the back. Though his board moves were not graceful, Gary’s
trajectory was; spinning arse over shoulder to land with a crumpled
thud on the deck.

“Fuck it!” he yelled before grabbing at his right shoulder
that had suddenly begun to hurt like hell. He was dimly aware of
the sound of a skate shoe sliding on the dirt as the girl brought
her board to a stop next to him.

“You alright,” she said.

“Yeah… took a bit of a spill is all.”

“You sure did.” She was squatting on her haunches now, peering
into his face.

Gary felt
colour rising at his cheeks. He didn’t want to look at her face for
embarrassment; instead he looked at the white flesh of her thighs,
their glow transfixing him.

“Can you walk?”

“Uh huh… I’ll be okay.”

She put
her hand under his arm and helped pull him up from the floor,
dusting off the crud from his sweater. “Come up here, out of the
wind… have a bit of a breather.”

“It’s alright… just a fall.”

He
watched her walk up the steps to where he had started his
spectacular exhibition, with each step a glimpse of ass cheek made
itself alternately visible. Gary decided that she was probably
right after all, and he followed her like a dumb lap-dog. She sat
down on the floor, not worrying about the dirt and the dust; Gary
sat next to her. His shoulder ached but that was nothing to the
heat of humiliation and excitement that burned from within and set
his heart a thumping.

“Everyone eats dirt now and then,” she said.

“Some more than others.”

“It was a nice tumble, I’ll grant you that,” she said smiling,
little dimples appearing on her cheeks. “I’ve seen you here before,
you local?”

“Yeah, not far from here.”

“Me too. It’s a bit of shit hole isn’t it?”

“There’s worse I suppose,” and he laughed, wincing as a bolt
of pain shot through his shoulder.

“Hurts some huh?” she said resting a hand on his shoulder and
moving in closer to him. “You need something to take your mind off
it.”

“Yeah, like an adult job or something,” said Gary, suddenly
feeling very stupid and fed up with his lot in general.

“A job’s okay,” she said softly, “but there’re other things
that work quicker.”

He looked
at her face for the first time. “Like what?”

She didn’t say anything, just leant in real close, those big
brown eyes holding his captive. Her soft lips brushed his gently; a
pre-emptive strike before she pressed them firmly to the target and
the tip of her tongue flickered from within, seeking his. For a
moment he was a little too shocked to do anything at all and his
face was frozen. It didn’t take him too long to recover and soon his
tongue chased and danced with hers.

She broke
off the kiss, saying: “You still need something to take your mind
off your shoulder.”
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