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CHAPTER ONE

​ Nice

 


​ Men are supposed to hit a mid-life crisis in their forties,
and buy an impractical, unsafe vehicle. Lisa was not a man, but on
her fortieth birthday, she woke up with the terrible realization
that she was lonely. It almost seemed reasonable to buy a sports
car. She had never wanted kids, and the thought of raising a child
still made her uneasy, so why was her fortieth birthday filling her
with dread? She felt like she had wasted her life, but aside from a
regrettable marriage that was now over, that wasn't really true.
She had achieved more or less everything she had ever wanted
to.

So she spent all morning trying to
convince herself it was a day like any other. There is nothing special about today, she told herself as she ate breakfast. She had taken the day
off work, but now wished she hadn't. It would be better if she
could just go in and get her mind off her inevitable
demise.

If she was a pre-modern woman, she would have
probably died of dysentery or something by now. She would be an old
spinster, or maybe would have been burned for being a witch like
other childless women.

She decided to go for a drive. It was her
birthday, she could treat herself to breaking her diet, frivolous
spending, whatever she wanted, anything that would get her mind off
her age. She felt bad about unnecessary driving due to its effect
on the environment, but reasoned that a man would probably have
bought a car, which would be much worse, so this was, on the whole,
an acceptable way to spend her fortieth birthday.

When she told herself she could spend
frivolously, she was thinking shoes, maybe a dress, household
furnishings, a new laptop. But somehow, a little after noon, she
found herself stopping at a motorcycle dealership.

She told herself it was just for fun, to see
what it was like. She took one for a spin around the track there at
the shop, and discovered she loved the thrill of power rumbling
between her legs. It was like nothing she had ever experienced
before, more exciting even than bungee jumping, she thought, and
that had seemed life-altering at the time.

Much to her surprise, she drove away with that
motorcycle thrumming away beneath her. Years of diligent credit
score management had paid off. She arranged for her car to be
delivered back to her house, then went out to continue the ride on
her brand-new motorcycle.

Even on a dangerous thrill-ride like this,
Lisa remained practical. She knew she was new to motorcycling, so
she drove well below the speed limit, stopped early and often, and
pulled over whenever a car started driving behind her.

Where to drive a motorcycle on its maiden
voyage? She couldn't decide on a place to go. The more she thought
about it, the more Lisa realized it was a bad purchase. So she made
up her mind to go somewhere she never went, somewhere she could
stop thinking about this awful, financially foolish
decision.
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