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One

Falling on my ass really hurts.
My mother told me that after taking my first steps I fell smack on my butt. Well, I've been whacking my backside on the floor ever since, both figuratively and literally. Today, I did it surrounded by a bunch of five-year-olds.

A little girl with big brown eyes and a purple stain on her overalls leaned over me. She pulled her thumb out of her mouth. “Rebecca, you gonna be okay?”

Trying to maintain a little dignity, I struggled up to my elbows and smiled at the tiny faces peering down at me. The whole scene had me feeling a little like Gulliver surrounded by Lilliputians.

One Lilliputian's eyes filled with sympathetic tears. I plastered a fake smile on my face and said, “I'll be fine.” Or I would be if no one started crying. I love kids, but my ability to console a hysterical child from the middle of the roller rink floor seemed chancy at best.

“That looked like it hurt
a lot.
” This from an angelic-looking boy.

“It doesn't hurt at all,” I lied, struggling back up onto my roller skates. Once all five foot six of me was right side up I gave a triumphant smile. I then looked down at my class of kids wondering what I was supposed to teach them next.

A masculine voice over the loudspeaker took pity on me. “All students come over to the blue wall. We're going to end today's classes with the Hokey Pokey.”

The kids lost interest in my pratfall. They skated over to the far wall painted Crayola blue as music started blaring from the sound system. Once their happy faces were gone, I rubbed my stinging backside and rolled across the floor to the sidelines.

“You should probably brush up on your skating before teaching the next class.” My grandfather's voice reached over my shoulder. I turned, and he smiled at me. The smile was kind even if it was a little scary. Pop had forgotten to put in his partial. “The kids lose respect for a teacher who spends more time on the ground than on her feet.”

“It's a good thing I'm not their teacher,” I replied. “I was just filling in while George took a phone call.”

Pop gave me a stern look. “Rebecca Robbins, your mother taught classes every Saturday until she died. It wouldn't hurt for you to follow in her footsteps.”

My mother was one of the most graceful people I ever met in my thirty years on this earth. She successfully taught hundreds of kids how to spin, jump, and roll. I was her one colossal failure.

“She was a professional roller skater, Pop. I'm not.”

He wagged his finger at me. “Your mother said you would have been great if you had applied yourself. Instead you ran off to the city to do God-knows-what at that office.”

“I'm a mortgage broker, not a prostitute,” I said. Although some days the idea of streetwalking seemed preferable. Xeroxing documents and having people sign on the dotted line didn't put me in the fast lane to success. Besides which, my boss had recently started showing a personal interest in me. An interest I didn't share. Still, the job paid well enough, and it wasn't Indian Falls. The last part mattered most.

“You're a roller rink owner now. It's time you took some pride in this place. Your mother dedicated her life to making the Toe Stop an important part of the community. People around here count on this rink.”

“I know, Pop.” His words made my stomach go squishy with guilt. “But I have a job and a life in Chicago. I can't keep the roller rink running from a hundred and seventy miles away.”

This earned me a harrumph. My grandfather hitched up his bright red pants. “You could run this place if you wanted to. I did it out of love for your mother after she died, but my doctor says I can't anymore. A year was my limit. Besides, I'm too old to be running a business. Think of my blood pressure.”

As far as I knew, Pop's blood pressure readings were better than mine. Still, hearing him talk about his health scared me, so I changed the subject. “You're not too old to have several different â€˜lady friends,'” I teased. “At least three different women introduced themselves to me as your significant other.” I wondered what the doctor would say about that.

Pop shrugged. “I've been taking a few out for a test drive.” Pop shook his head and scolded, “Don't look at me like that. Your grandmother passed years ago. I'd say it's about time I started dating again. You don't want me to live the rest of my life alone, do you?”

“Of course not, Pop,” I said. My grandfather deserved to be happy. Problem was, I found it embarrassing to have a grandfather with a more active social life than mine.

“Rebecca, I want you to think about what you're doing here.” Pop gave the rink a wistful look and ran his hand through his bushy white hair. “This place is special. Once you get rid of it you'll never get it back.”

Pop shuffled toward the door and into the May sunshine, leaving me on the sidelines alone. I listened to the song as it asked people to “put your whole self in.” As far as I was concerned, my whole body was already in, and I really wanted out. Since my dad ditched us two decades ago, my only dream was to get away from Indian Falls, Illinois.

And I had.

I headed for the office and closed the door. My mother's face smiled at me from a frame on the scarred wooden desk. The picture had been taken about twenty-five years ago. Mom's brown hair was pulled into a ponytail. She wore a short blue skating skirt, and her fingers were holding a wide-eyed little girl's hand. The little girl had red corkscrew curls and freckles and was wearing skates and a big smile.

The little girl was me. Since I was nine, life had been just like that pictureâ€”Mom and meâ€”with Pop and Grandma looking on with a smile. Last year I was shocked when a heart attack took Mom. Now, as much as it hurt, I was skating solo.

Sighing, I sank into the rickety chair and flipped on the computer. There were bills to pay, receipts to keep track of, and paychecks to write. Those things I understood. It was the blaring music coming under my door, the pull of Indian Falls and this roller rink, that I didn't get.

Kids got it.

My grandfather preached about it.

My mother loved it.

I looked down at the desk calendar with today's date circled in red. “Meet Doreen the Realtor at two.”

I was going to sell it.

Â 

“I know it's my job, but I just hate the thought of selling this place.” Doreen's eyes blinked at me from behind her rhinestone-encrusted black-framed glasses. “My kids loved learning to skate here. My granddaughter, Brittany, skates here now. She's right over there.”

My eyes followed Doreen's red-tipped finger to where it pointed out a teenaged girl dressed in low-rider black jeans, a very tight black shirt, and heavy black eyeliner. Too bad the tan rental skates kind of ruined the great goth look Brittany had going.

Doreen gave a little finger wave. The girl glared back, eliciting a small “tsk” from her grandmother. “I can't imagine what'll happen to the kids in this town if this place closes. Where will they go? Your mother understood how important the Toe Stop was to the community.”

Translation: I was a complete schmuck for not caring. I did, but I wasn't about to stay here.

“You know what the rink looks like,” I said. I gestured to the side door. “Why don't we start the tour upstairs in the apartment?”

Doreen nodded her permed, champagne-colored head. She trailed behind me, chattering all the way. “The rink is in great shapeâ€”new floors, new carpet, fresh paint. Anyone can see that. My granddaughter raves about the new sound system. All those renovations must have cost your mother a fortune.”

Yep. The checks I'd been writing to cover the loan she'd taken out proved it.

We reached the top of the stairs, and I fiddled with my key ring, trying to find the right key.

“It's too bad your mother didn't live long enough to enjoy the benefits of that investment. I don't think her death will hurt the sale of this place, but you never know. Once we hold the open house, we'll get a better handle on how quickly we can get a sale.”

The keys fell from my fingers. Doreen adjusted her sparkly glasses and peered at me. “Are you okay, dear?”

“I'm fine.” Maybe. I grabbed the keys. Quickly, I flipped through to find the one for this door. “What did you mean when you said my mom's death could hurt the sale of the rink?”

Doreen twittered. “Sometimes people feel a little squeamish investing money in a place where someone died. You know”â€”her voice got low and whisperyâ€”“because it could be haunted or cursed.”

Cursed? My body shivered as one of the keys slid into the lock. A turn of the handle and the door swung open.

Any ghost in here? I thought. Mom?

I flipped on the light. Nope, no ghosts. Just some furniture and a lot of dust. Otherwise everything was the same.

That fact shouldn't have surprised me. I hadn't stepped foot in the apartment since Mom died. Pop took care of packing up designated items in the will and stuff for charity. I just couldn't do it.

Doreen wandered around the expansive combination living and dining room, nodding with approval. The room ran the width of the roller rink. A large, recently updated kitchen was to our right. Bedrooms were down on the other end. The apartment even had a window that overlooked the rink floor. When I was a kid, my mother used to shout instructions to me as I stumbled around on my skates.

“How many bedrooms did you say there were?”

I wrung my hands together and shot a look toward the stairs. I couldn't stay here much longer. Not without losing it.

“Three,” I answered. Mine, Mom's, and the obligatory guest room. I hadn't used my bedroom much since I'd left for the city eight years ago.

“And only one bathroom?”

If you didn't count the ten stalls just down the stairs.

“Is that a problem?” I asked.

Doreen shrugged. “You never know about these things. You should probably have someone come fix things up a bit before we start showing the property. I noticed a couple of places where the paint was chipped, and a new knob and lock on the front door would be a good idea. I thought I saw Mack Murphy downstairs with his tools. He could do it for you. Just make sure you don't pay him until he's finished.”

“Mack always did good work for Mom.” He had been nice to me while I was growing up, too. That combination made me leap to his defense.

Doreen gave a fierce frown. “Mack's changed. You'll have to take my word on it, and I'll leave it at that.”

I let Doreen wander around the apartment alone. Ten minutes later, I was relieved to head back downstairs.

Hip-hop music assaulted us the minute we stepped back into the rink. A couple of dozen kids were racing around the wooden floor in a circle while strobe lights flashed from the ceiling. It was just one big dance party hosted by yours truly.

I took a step toward the refreshment stand and felt a tug on my arm. It was Doreen's granddaughter. She wasn't wearing the angry scowl. In fact, she looked kind of freaked.

“Is something wrong, Brittany?”

Brittany's black-lined eyes shifted toward the bathrooms behind us. “I think someone is sick or something in the girls' bathroom.”

I rolled my eyes. Of course someone was sick. Eating junk food and then racing around in a circle was enough to make any hyperactive kid puke.

“Okay.” I gave the girl a smile. “I'll go take a look.”

I dodged a few kids zooming toward the refreshment area and pushed the girls' bathroom door open. Except for the music, everything seemed quiet.

The bathroom smelled of Pine-Sol and hand soap. My nose didn't detect any vomit. Hopeful that Brittany was mistaken, I braced myself for previously chewed pizza and began pushing open the stall doors. Nothing. Next one. Nothing. I reached the handicapped stall. Four down. So far so good.

I gave the door a nudge, peered in, and almost passed out. My knees trembled. My stomach did a triple gainer, and I leaned against the stall door for support. On the stall floor, not moving, was handy Mack. His arms were wrapped around the toilet tank. His headâ€¦well, I think he put his head in and shook it all about. His face was somewhere below the water level, and he wasn't moving. Both were very bad.

I heard the door swing open behind me. The click of heels was followed by a loud “tsk.” Doreen's voice chirped, “Damn, Rebecca. This is going to kill the rink's market value for sure.”



        

        
                


            
                
                    
                


                
                    BOOK: Skating Around The Law

                    
                        
                                                                                        
                                                            
                                                            
                                                            
                                                            
                                                        
                        


                        
                            13.59Mb size Format: txt, pdf, ePub
                        

                    


                    
                        
                            
                                
                            
                            Read Book
                        
                        
                            
                                
                                
                            
                            Download Book
                        
                    

                


                
                    ads
                

            


                       
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	18
	...
	25
	»

        

        Other books



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Dance with the Billionaire by Charlotte Eve



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Psyched Out by Viola Grace



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        One Kiss in Tokyo... by Scarlet Wilson



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Vigilante 01 - Who Knows the Storm by Tere Michaels



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Burial by Courtney Collins



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Meagan by Shona Husk



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Driving in Neutral by Sandra Antonelli



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Unexpected Reality: Book 1: Gamer Girl by L. Foster



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Marked by Denis Martin



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Consequences by Colette Freedman


        
        
    



        
                    

    





    
        
            © 100 Vampire Novels China Edition 2015 - 2024    Contact for me [email protected]                    


                
            
            
            
        

    







    
        
            Our partner

            
                
                
                    Read or Download Book (📜ePub | Pdf | Txt )

                    You must be logged in to Read or Download

                    CONTINUE
                     SECURE VERIFIED

                

            

            
                Close X
            

        

    

    
    