







      
         
         
         
         GLOW IN THE DARK

         
         
         
      

   
      
         
         
         
         GLOW IN THE DARK

         
         
         
         
         STORIES

         
         
         
         
         
         LISA TEASLEY

         
         
         
         
         
         [image: ]

         
         
         
      

   
      
         
         
         
         For John

         
         
         
      

   
      
         
         
         Contents

         
         
         
         
         
         New York 

         
         
         
         
         Baker 

         
         
         
         
         Holiday Confessional 

         
         
         
         
         Wanting Girlfriend with the Pink Hair 

         
         
         
         
         
         Northern California 

         
         
         
         
         Nepenthe 

         
         
         
         
         The Profit in Fort Bragg 

         
         
         
         
         
         Mexico 

         
         
         
         
         Magda in Rosarito, Beached 

         
         
         
         
         
         Los Angeles 

         
         
         
         
         What the Fertility Goddess Brought 

         
         
         
         
         White Picket Fence 

         
         
         
         
         Why I Could Never Be Boogie 

         
         
         
         
         The Breaking of Miss and Mrs. Gaines 

         
         
         
         
         Meeting for Breakfast 

         
         
         
         
         
         Paris 

         
         
         
         
         Sunnie's Forehead

         A Note on the Author

         By the Same Author

         
         
      

   
      
         
         
         
         New York

         
         
         
      

   
      
         
         
         Baker

         
         
         
         
         
         The last person ever to see Marty naked was his little sister, Baker, back in Amarillo, Texas when they were twelve and five,
            respectively. Not long after, Baker was diagnosed as autistic. Marty always thought his nakedness had caused his sister's
            disability.
         

         
         
         
         
         Marty moved to New York when he was seventeen. For nine years he had numerous jobs involving grease and oil, until he met
            Carol who hired him at the paper in Jersey City, where he lived. Carol was soon fired but it didn't matter since she failed
            upwards. She had already been fired from seven jobs, each one paying more than the last, so she sported no pallor of defeat.
            Carol was beautiful—not heartbreakingly beautiful, but beautiful and heartbreaking. Only thirty-three, she'd been divorced
            three times. The ex-husbands hung on, left messages on the machine. Marty knew little about them because he didn't want to.
            She told Marty her lovers had always worn jockeys, but her mates wore boxers. Marty looked particularly tall, skinny, pale,
            and gangly in the boxers she chose for him. Although it had been a year and a half with Carol, he was always half-dressed
            with the lights off when they had sex, and he always took showers with the door locked. So she'd never seen him naked. This
            she said she'd conquer after he agreed to go to AA.
         

         
         
         
         
         As well as drinking there was coffee to kick, then sugar, then Jesus. Soon Marty found the god of health. Couple mornings
            a week when he had spent the night at Carol's in Williamsburg, he'd leave the car in front of her building, and take the L
            train one stop into the city for yoga on 1st and 15th. There was a woman, Leila, whom he somehow didn't consider a revisiting
            of his past big black girl fetish. This was different, and serious. He could never predict which class she would attend, but
            when he was lucky, he'd walk in, see her name on the sign-in sheet, and anticipate the thrill of watching her limbs move,
            her muscles skate, her dark skin shine. Her body had one flaw, which didn't challenge aesthetic but rather function. When
            she scooped her stomach on the floor, pressing the palms of her long hands, attempting to bring herself up into the position
            called Cobra, she winced, hardly making it halfway. He heard her apologize many times to the teacher for the structure of
            her spine. He wanted badly to hear her whisper the same into his ear while fucking her from behind. But he knew this would
            take time.
         

         
         
         
         
         Marty's sponsor gave him a tape denouncing self-will, self-love, and sex. Mornings after Carol rode him, he would pop the
            cassette in her deck while she got ready for work. But this time Carol came out of the bathroom and screamed. When he showed
            no reaction, she started yelling about how nice it was when they first met, listening to tapes of the ocean, or some of the
            "fast shit" that he was into when she still worked at the paper. Watching her, Marty felt nothing. He wondered how he'd ever
            fell for her, since he had never really liked the taste of her. She ran for the iron, which wasn't plugged in, scrambled for
            him where he sat on the bed, then punched him with it in the ear. The pain rang as he closed his palm over his ear. He looked
            up at her in disbelief, and then she hit him again, this time in the jaw, which was where she said she'd meant to put the
            first one.
         

         
         
         
         
         He could knock her back with it, or he could lie there enjoying the pain and the look of girlish regret on her face. He'd
            seen it before when she'd hit him, but these scattered incidents of her explosive anger were few and far between. The pain
            felt right, he thought, burying the back of his head into the pillow as Carol said she was sorry, and put her hands gently
            on Marty's hips. Forgive me, she said. And he knew he was forgiven for one more night of sex that meant nothing to him, for
            one more night of sex without love or marriage. How was it, he wondered, had these ex-husbands fallen for her anyway?
         

         
         
         
         
         The drive through the Holland Tunnel, the stop and start and the echoing howls of horns made him aware for the first time
            that they were all under water
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