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Skating on Air

Lesbian Light Reads 8

by

Elizabeth Andre


Chapter One

I had two reasons to be at the skate park on
a fine and sunny Saturday morning in the middle of June. One reason
was that I had brought my nieces, Marena and Keri, to the park for
their skateboarding lessons. They had seen some skateboarding
videos online and some kids in their neighborhood skateboarding and
decided it was something they wanted to try. As luck would have it,
a friend of mine knew of someone, a friend of a friend of a friend,
who taught kids how to skateboard. After a little back and forth
via email and texts, I agreed to six lessons for the girls with
Lyndsey Falk. Lyndsey was the second reason I, and not their mother
or another relative, was at the park. We had met a couple of weeks
before to discuss the girls’ lessons, and I wanted to see her
lovely smile again. The girls and I had arrived a few minutes early
that day, and so we got a chance to watch the skaters. I spotted
Lyndsey right away. She was the one with pale skin that was
acquiring an early summer tan and shoulder-length brown hair that
fluttered in the wind as she skated. Most of the other skaters were
guys, and nowhere near as attractive.

Lyndsey was fun to watch as she skimmed down
a railing, landed sure-footed on the ground and skated away. She
looked so cool. I couldn’t think of any other word to describe how
she looked as she skated around. My nieces were mesmerized. I must
admit that I was, too, but for different reasons. I was 43 and
going on five years of being single. I could not take my eyes off
Lyndsey. She skated beautifully, and, well, she was beautiful,
too.

A few minutes later, Lyndsey came over and
introduced herself to the girls. I hoped I wasn’t staring. My
cheeks were getting hot. I attributed that to the June heat, but
who was I kidding? I was happy that my skin— a mellow brown—didn’t
show any blushing. I had a hard time concentrating because I was
unprepared for how strong an attraction I felt to her. Yes, by
virtue of going through my day every day, I saw many young women,
and if I took notice of any of them, I’d think something along the
lines of, She looks so young to me. Is she in high
school?

Yes, Lyndsey looked young, but I saw
something else. The way she moved suggested confidence and
self-reliance. She was a bit taller than me with a chocolate-brown
haircut in a neat, longish bob and topped with a baseball cap. Her
eyes were like amber-colored honey. My thoughts upon seeing Lyndsey
for the first time had been something like this—Damn, she’s
cute! I wonder if she’s single? She looks young. Maybe I’m too old
for her. Wow. She looks great on that skateboard. She looks great
off the skateboard, too. Maybe I just need to get laid. Said
thoughts whirled through my mind at something like a hundred miles
per hour on an endless loop. It had been a long time since I’d felt
anything like that about anyone. My brother, Kenny, once told me
that it was because I was too picky.

Turned out Lyndsey was long past high
school, in her late 20s, and she was good with kids. She had a way
of getting the girls’ attention and keeping it without scolding or
bribery. I spent the rest of that first lesson giving the girls
encouragement and taking videos of them. That gave me something to
do other than gawking at Lyndsey while pretending not to gawk at
her. She did occasionally make it into my videos, which only made
sense. She was, after all, teaching my nieces.

Once the girls got the basics down in their
first two skateboarding lessons, each subsequent lesson involved
Lyndsey introducing a more advanced move or concept. Lyndsey
supervised the girls as they pushed on their skateboards on a
sidewalk adjacent to the skate park. Keri, the younger of the two
at nine years old, seemed to be better coordinated than Marena, who
was eleven. Keri pushed along effortlessly and seemed to be able to
hold her balance while Marena couldn’t seem to get a good push
going. It could be that Keri was the more fearless one. Lyndsey
kept a close eye on both of them, but stood closer to Marena. She
had probably picked up on Marena being a little more fearful. It
was one thing to watch videos of skateboarding. Actually trying to
do it was quite another thing.

“That’s it, Marena. You’re getting it. Now
just lean forward a little bit more. That’s right,” Lyndsey
said.

I moved my attention from Marena to Keri in
time to see Keri skateboard into the grass, where she jumped
off.

“Auntie Gigi! Did you see that? Did you see
me? I skateboarded all the way on the sidewalk!”

“I sure did, sweetie! You’re great!” I said,
standing up from the bench I was sitting on.

Keri picked up her skateboard, skipped back
onto the sidewalk, set the skateboard down, got on it and pushed.
She passed Marena, who was doing a bit better at pushing now.
Marena even smiled a little.

I glanced around in the direction of the
skate park where mostly guys were trying to impress each other and
themselves with their skills. Keri came to an inelegant stop at the
bench, sticking out her hand and grabbing onto the bench just
before she got to me. I grabbed onto her as the skateboard glided
out from under her. She giggled. I let go of her so she could
retrieve her skateboard. Marena made it to one end of the sidewalk
and had now turned around to come back with Lyndsey shadowing
her.

A couple of minutes later, the lesson was
over. Keri and Marena were sipping from their water bottles, and I
paid Lyndsey for the lesson. I found myself once again feeling
unsettled yet oddly calmed by her eyes, but that’s only when I
could get a good look at them. She couldn’t seem to look me in the
eye. Depending on the angle of her head, the brim of her baseball
cap kept her eyes hidden, and she seemed restless as she looked
toward the skate park and then over at the girls and then down at
her feet before briefly glancing at me.

“Thanks, uh, Gigi.” She smiled as she
stuffed the money I’d just given her into her wallet and the wallet
into the back pocket of her denim shorts.

“Thank you, Lyndsey. The girls are
really enjoying themselves.”

“Good. I’m glad. That’s the main thing. That
they enjoy it. Have you ever skateboarded?”

I was taken aback by the question “Me? No.
Never.”

“You should try it, Auntie Gigi.” This was
from Marena. “It’s fun but not as easy as it looks.”

I wondered if Marena was really interested
in me trying skateboarding or if she was just teasing me. Sometimes
it was hard to tell with her.

“I think you’d be good at it, Auntie Gigi,”
Keri said. She picked up her skateboard and set it down on the
sidewalk.

Keri was easier to read than her older
sister. She meant what she said.

“Maybe I will someday, but today is not that
day. I have to get you back home by noon, so we’ve gotta get a move
on.”

“Well, maybe after one of their lessons you
can stick around a bit longer and let the girls watch me skate,”
Lyndsey said. “I think they’d like that, and maybe you’d learn
something, too.”

“That would be cool, Auntie Gigi. We can
stay later next time, right?” Marena asked.

“Maybe. As long as it’s okay with your mom
and dad.”

“They’ll say yes.” Marena finished the last
of the water in her bottle and dumped it in a nearby recycling
bin.

“She’s very sure about that,” Lyndsey said.
This time she looked up at me, and the brim of her cap was no
longer hiding her eyes.

“She’s sure about many things. She’s
probably right that her parents will let her and her sister stay a
little bit longer. It just might not be after their next lesson.
They have them on a pretty packed schedule.” I picked up my mini
sling bag. “Come on girls!”

“Do you have other nieces and nephews?”
Lyndsey said, walking with us to my car.

I felt Keri take my hand. She skipped along
next to me. “Oh yes. I have two other nieces and three
nephews.”

“Well, if any of them want to learn how to
skateboard, just send them my way. Who knows, maybe we’ll all be
able to talk you into a lesson as well.”

We stopped by my car, and I opened the trunk
so the girls could put their skateboards, helmets and kneepads
inside. They got into the car, strapping themselves into their
seats.

“I’ll talk to my nieces and nephews. Not so
sure about me.” Pause. It was one of those pauses that was full of
possibilities and awkwardness. We stood there just staring at each
other. I fingered the necklace around my neck. She held tightly
onto her skateboard, but the moment was broken by the girls
shouting at me that they had to go home.

“Duty calls,” I said. “See you next
time.”

“Yeah. Next time.”

She was standing close enough that I could
see redness in her cheeks. Her skin, fairer than mine, might just
burn easily and a light tan wasn’t always a defense. I got into my
car, started it, waved and drove away. The girls chattered away
while I replayed in my mind images of her riding that skateboard.
See you next time, skater girl, I thought.

***

It wasn’t until after the girls’ last lesson
at the end of June that Lyndsey and I were able to chat a bit more.
The girls stayed after their lesson so they could watch Lyndsey in
action at the skate park. By that time, I had learned various
skateboarding terms, like vert, pop, half pipe, etc. I felt
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