Infinite Love
You walked across the stage, accepting that gold medal at the International Math Olympiad, garnering stares because yes, you're a girl, a pretty one too (and quiet, and smiling silly). In your eyes it’s a marriage ceremony, consummating several years of self-righteous passion. You started the affair in secret, away from a suffocating school atmosphere, in the light of an incandescent light bulb with a blind fly buzzing around it. During an especially intense night, the lightbulb exploded in pain (smelling like burnt plastic), and you creaked down the stairs to the basement closet to get another one. He came with you, humming in your mind.
(He is omniscient, bisexual, and polygamous, but very selective. He is handsome but enigmatic, quiet like you, unwilling to tell his story unless you twist your mind to understand him.)
You grow up, and he doesn’t respond anymore when you pound against his flesh, only opens up on long walks. Your relationship survives college where you learn you aren't the Chosen Guy (or Girl). You aren't going to revolutionize anything. (Others divorced him and you understood. You learned not to judge them. You considered leaving too during sophomore year. He demands a lot.)
Instead, you fit like a brick which “derives its meaning only from its place in the whole.” Next stop is Ph.D., then postdoc and tenure. You have barren periods, with no love and no kids. You have nights where things click (but it's not one big click, more like a Geiger counter of many little clicks, each absolutely essential). Maybe you celebrate afterwards with your “real” husband (are you married? does he understand your math, or does he smile in pure emotional empathy, because he hasn’t learned anything beyond multivar? or is he mad because you cheat on him? or is he your link to sanity?).

Your support group holds a 60th birthday conference with fancy catering, dinner out with $25 entrees, talks in your honor, and young mathematicians carrying on the math that you are too tired to do. (Math is an immortal lover. You grow into a grandma, just when you feel you understand him.) You still take on advisees at this age, because they feel like grandchildren you never knew. You were them once. Life is cyclical, but math is revealing more of himself all the time. What do your students have now, pocket holographic iPhones? You can't even imagine. What does it feel like, a space scientist, reaching octogenarian just when Armstrong lands on the moon? A great fulfillment and a great sadness: this is all you'll see.
You walk slowly through the halls now. Your office is cluttered, and when students ask questions, they don’t persist, because they fear their queries will clog one of your arteries. 
Even with reading glasses, the world is going blurry. That’s all right, you can still tell stories of past honeymoons. By now, he has turned his sights to younger minds, and he shares secrets with them that you’ll never know. You hope he still remembers you.
