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“I can’t believe I’m letting you talk me into this.” Mollie stabbed at her salad.

“What?” Janie asked. “You said you would give online dating a try.”

“No one says you have to go on a date with anyone,” Maria added. “See who’s out there. Maybe there is someone interesting.”

“You said yourself you’re not meeting anyone. Our fix-ups haven’t gone well either.” Janie looked a little sheepish. “Sorry about that.”

“You weren’t to know that Harry’s friend had a drinking issue.”

“Harry swore he didn’t know.”

“So when the four of us went out, the alcohol loosened his tongue enough to tell us all about the DWI’s?” Mollie questioned.

“I guess?” Janie was perplexed by that as well.

“What happened with that guy from the company on the fourth floor? He was in sales, wasn’t he?” Maria asked.

They all worked in a four story building whose tenants varied. They worked for a medical device and research company. The guy in question worked for the sales and finance office of a large chain of car dealerships. They all said a polite hello at the coffee shop in the lobby. After two months, he finally asked her out.

“We had nothing in common. His main concern in life was how much money he could make and what kind of expensive car he could buy.”

“Yuck.” Maria stuck out her tongue.

“Yuck is right. He was very self-centered. Definitely not my type.”

“Okay, then. All the more reason to put an honest profile of yourself out there. Only go out with the person or persons who share similar likes.” Janie was determined to see her friend happy in a relationship.

“I don’t know.”

“Come on. You said you would.” Janie’s eyes pleaded.

“Okay,” Mollie sighed.

“Go to the website tonight and fill in the questionnaire.”

“Questionnaire? How many questions?”

“A lot.”

“Would you like to define that, Janie?”

Janie hesitated. She knew Mollie would balk. “My sister Jill said,” she lowered her voice, “about fifty.”

“Fifty questions about me and what I like or are looking for. Are you kidding?” Mollie gave her a friend her annoyed look.

“They’re general questions. They want to get the right people together. You’ve met my sister Jill and her husband Rob. They’re perfect with beautiful children. It works, Mollie.”

“I’m not that interesting enough to even answer that many questions.”

“Don’t sell yourself short.” Maria was the voice of reason. “You do this once and then never again. If you meet someone, fine. If you don’t, you don’t. You can never say you didn’t try.”

“Why can’t I be like you?” Mollie asked. “Drop dead gorgeous and have a great husband like your Rick.”

“Ricardo and I work very hard at our marriage.” Maria looked at Mollie. “Try this and we’ll never bother you again.”

“Somehow, I doubt that.”
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MOLLIE WENT HOME THAT night and started working on her “homework”. It wasn’t as if the questionnaire was hard, but she hated thinking and answering questions about herself.

Appearance was pretty straight-forward. We all have types we like.

Did people really care about astrological signs? Body art. Some people could care less about that, but maybe that was a generational thing. Mollie actually knew lots of people with tattoos. She guessed it depended on the person and what the tattoo depicted.

Politics and religion. Those were two things people either loved or hated. There wasn’t an in between these days. Mollie still believed in faith, but her going to church on Sundays waned recently. It might not be a bad idea to start up again. Politics she’d have to get back to.

Mollie answered all the questions, but it all felt so complicated. She never thought of herself as complicated.

She loved being an executive admin to the VP of sales. Everything flowed through her first. She did clean up a lot of things from the sales people going up and every VP going down. They appreciated her knowledge and tenacity and was compensated well.

Outside of work, Mollie liked doing almost anything with friends and family. She liked to hike and mountain bike. She played informal sports, loved a good meal, and conversation. She cried if a book or movie was sad.

That wasn’t complicated. Was it?

Mollie got in to work the next day and the first questions out of Janie’s mouth was about the questionnaire.

“Did you finish it?”

“Good morning to you too. Yes. I would love some coffee.”

“I’m sorry.” Janie smiled brightly. “Good morning, Mollie. Let’s get some coffee.”

“I think I would love a cup of coffee.”

“So, did you finish it?”

“Let’s just say I have a draft that I’m reviewing.”

“Really?”

“Thinking about myself and my likes and dislikes is not something I do often.”

“But you are going to do it.”

“God, Janie, you are worse than my mother. Every time I talk to her she asks if I met a nice man. She likes to tell me she’s not getting younger and would like some grandchildren.”

“All moms do that. It’s their thing.” Janie stopped to sip her coffee. “Let’s see how it goes. What’s the worst that happens? You meet new people you’re not interested in.”

“Right. I need to get to work.”

At lunch, when everyone was out, Mollie did review her profile. Nope. No changes to be made, and with one click of a button, she was now an on-line profile on a dating site.
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DAN LIKED RUNNING HIS own business. When he left high school he knew he wasn’t the college type. He took the plumbing and heating course offered at one of the larger plumbing and heating companies and apprenticed there for four years. There was always a demand for his services, and he added air conditioning as well.

He banked a lot of his earnings initially, so when the opportunity opened to buy out one of the local companies, he jumped at it. Dan got a small business loan and grew his business pretty quickly. Of course this meant he worked almost 24/7 to get the loan paid, which left no time for social life.

There had been women. His latest relationship had lasted almost a year. Dan loved her and she loved him, but their core values had dramatically changed. He was a homebody and liked doing things locally. She thought she was missing out on seeing the world and wanted to travel. The last time he saw her, she was headed to Mexico with friends.

It had been pretty quiet this afternoon in the office. His people were all doing jobs and checked in for more. At two, he sent his secretary home. It was Friday and he knew she didn’t mind. She had kids and a husband at home. She’d at least have a little time to herself before the kids got off the school bus.

There were no emergencies yet. Who was on call for the weekend? Joe? Dan had to remember to give Joe the pager. Next week’s schedule was pretty full. Business was good. Then his email pinged.

He opened it and found it was from the online dating site he had signed up for at the beginning of last month. Dan wasn’t even sure why he signed up. He was hoping of meeting women who had some of the same interests. A few times this month he was pinged. He discarded most, and the two that he did meet for coffee weren’t interested in someone as blue collar as he was. Plumbing and heating wasn’t a sexy enough profession. Too bad they hadn’t glanced at his large bank account!

This one actually looked interesting. She said she played and liked sports. That was a plus, but a lot of women put that in their profile to get a man interested. Mountain biking was cool. He’d been meaning to try that. A good meal and good conversation. Well hell, why not give it a try. He had nothing better to do this weekend.

Mollie was surprised that she had five hits in the three hours she put her profile up. Was that good or bad? Were all these guys desperate? She looked at all their profiles. Mostly interesting, but the last one caught her eye. He liked a fine wine, Maine coast in summer, and any Boston sports team. That said a lot about him. A fine wine meant that he was open to new things. She found that guys who drank nothing but beer never tried experiencing life. A Maine coast in summer reminded her of all the great summers she had as a kid. And he liked sports.

Damn if Janie wasn’t right. She could find someone with similar interests online. Don’t jump the gun, Mollie thought. She hadn’t met him yet. He could be a total loser. 

When she emailed him back, he suggested meeting in town. There was a restaurant near the Pru with outside seating. They could meet for lunch and a glass of wine. She accepted.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





