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Listen, what can I tell you? I was horny, I was bored, and I was six months from my fiftieth birthday. I had some other good reasons to be having a life crisis, that I'll tell you more about in due time. It all added up to a perfect recipe for some irresponsible life decisions. 

My name is Vanessa Tran. Doctor Vanessa Tran, I guess, though I wasn't weird about that part. I didn't make people call me Doctor instead of Miss or Missus or whatever. Not a medical doctor, rather an environmental sciences professor at a large coastal university that you have heard of but will remain nameless for our purposes. I was still easy on the eyes, though I had once been extremely hot, and I could feel that hotness slipping away with every passing year. Hell, every passing day. When I was younger, I'd been a remarkable beauty, possessed of model-worthy good looks that made me the center of attention anywhere I went. Every man wanted to be with me and every woman (the hetero ones, at least) either hated me or wanted to be me. My almond-shaped eyes were dark and expressive, gleaming with intelligence, or so I'd been told. My glossy, raven-black hair cascaded past my sculpted cheekbones, framing my regal, gorgeous Chinese-Filipina face. My skin was bronze, smooth, and sun-kissed, evoking distant isles and golden light. I was five-foot-ten, abnormally tall for an Asian woman, abnormally tall for an elite surfer. But I carried it extremely well, helped along by my fit, curvy figure, and the breast augmentation I'd purchased twenty-five years ago and gotten redone ten years ago. Think whatever you want about that; I don’t care. My tits had been my only physical liability in the attractiveness department, and now, to this day, they looked fucking fantastic. 

That was mostly a great description of me from about twenty-five years ago. I guess I still looked like that, just older, drier, a little wrinkled, a little worn. I could feel my sexiness draining away from me the moment I'd given up surfing for academia. That was the moment it had begun, and it had continued every day ever since. Things were getting dire. 

Back when I'd been a surfer—as much as it pained me to say it, a quarter of a century ago—I'd had a torrid affair with the love of my life, an Australian surfer named Kyle Fletcher. Impossibly sexy, impossibly kind, impossibly well-suited to me. We surfed the world before we were old enough to rent a car in our own name. Then I decided to grow up, and we lost touch. I moved on with my life, and I'm sure he'd moved on with his, though I could never bring myself to check. Some shred of me always thought we'd still end up back in each other's orbits. Life had other ideas, though, in the form of a surfing accident. I hadn't looked at the surfing media in a decade but I did when I saw that Kyle was gone. Seeing all his pictures there, ones including me, ones that didn't include me but were from back when I knew him, and then seeing all the ones from the years I'd missed out on... all that filled me with emotions that I couldn't describe if you gave me a library's worth of pages. 

I'd been bored of my life for a long time. The same old thing, the same old routine, the same boring stability, day after day after day after day. Weekend barbecues and ballgames weren't enough to replace the thrill of surfing the world with Kyle Fletcher back in the very earliest years of my adulthood. I felt like my last chance to recapture my earlier glory was slipping through my fingers, and I was letting it happen. 

Should I be ashamed to admit this part to you, I wonder? Eh, fuck it. Seeing all of those pictures of my old flame, the one I'd foolishly let get away, had filled me with a horniness that I hadn't felt since I was in my twenties. I needed him, his body on mine, so badly I could scream. And now it was too late. Seeing him had made me want to surf, but it really, really made me want to fuck Kyle Fletcher. And I'd waited too long; that would never happen again. 

So yes, I was horny, I was bored with my life, the love of my life had just died still chasing our formerly mutual passion, and I was six months away from the wrong side of age fifty. I hope you have some modicum of understanding for my plight. This wasn't even a mid-life crisis; we'd left that mile marker in the dust ages ago. At least as it pertained to being an attractive, sexual, physical being, it was getting late in the game. 

And now I get to make you think less of me.

I was a married mother of four. All four of my kids were grown, between the ages of twenty-three and eighteen, all four of them grown and out of the house. If you’re doing the math on that, I got married a year after parting ways with the dream man and dream life that I’d come to regard as childish, and starting having kids a year after that. I hope you can understand the complexity of human emotion in that two things are true. The first is that I love my husband and children very much. They mean the world to me. The other thing that is true is that, for myself, when I left Kyle Fletcher and my surfing career for the boring and stable world of marriage, children, and academia, that was not the right choice for me at that time. I am not sorry I met my husband, and I am not sorry I had my children. At the same time, it was not the life path that would have resulted in maximum happiness for me. I thought it would at the time, but I was wrong. 

My husband was not a bad person. He was a wonderful person, in point of fact. He was stable, made good money, faithful as far as I knew, good father, good husband. Adequate in the sack; as a one-night-stand, you wouldn’t regret him, but you’d forget about him in a week. But he was boring. He was so goddamned normal and boring and vanilla. He was like if you took the average personality and habits of every upper-middle-class successful businessman in the country and just turned that average into a person. He was just unacceptably dull. I had built a life with this man, and I wasn’t going to simply throw that in the garbage. But my soul was screaming. I had to do something. 

Thus, we come to my attempt to have my cake and eat it too. 

I consciously made a plan to cheat on my husband. It wasn’t manslaughter, it wasn’t second degree, it was first degree, premeditated, all the forethought in the world, cheating. I concocted a plan and I followed it through. He would never find out about it, unless something truly crazy happened. I would get this... whatever it was, out of my system, this complicated matrix of feelings I was having after Kyle’s passing. I would get my little crisis out of the way, and we could go back to boring stability for the rest of our lives. But I had to have one last dance with that old life, the one I had with Kyle. I couldn’t have it with him anymore, so I was going to find some semblance of it wherever I could. I like to think that Kyle would have approved. He’d want me to be happy. We’d parted on amicable terms and one of the last things he ever said to me was that he hoped I’d find happiness. Well, I didn’t really. But I was going to try. 
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