Positraction (The Technicality of Senior On Line Dating) By Carol A. Miller
Prologue
So after a leisurely, conversely, exasperating Saturday afternoon, having completed the expert manicure and pedicure of a soft peony tint, administering a delicious herbal facial, and eyebrow pluck, I jump into the shower to shave, wash and condition my hair. I gingerly apply a yummy sugar eucalyptus body scrub from head to toe. 
“Thank goodness I re-pigmentated the other day. All set, kiddo, you are officially buffed and polished!”
Next, the most tedious task of all—the grueling application of dreadful makeup. Although I have been thoroughly coached by every cosmetic guru in Bloomies, I still don’t have the patience or adeptness when it comes to fussing over, or with me, especially not applying yucky face paint. I’m basically a casual, minimal, bare essentials kinda gal. I lean towards the “a-naturale” approach. Maybe Mozart waft in the background will enthuse and soothe me.
***
Carrie has, what is referred to as, “good genes.” One of her many attractive features are pronounced chocolate eyes and elongated lush lashes. She’s five-five, slender and proportionate—in fairly fine shape for her age. She’s always conscience of her decorum and professional appearance, to dress tastefully and classically. Never has been one to follow fads or trends.
***
“Okay Missy, let’s see what get-up you’ll wear tonight.”
After scanning through the wardrobe I carefully select that always mandatory sexy little black dress and a pair of strappy high pumps. I gently rope my opera length cultured pearl necklace and earrings; try not to mess up my classic Sassoon easy care coif. I spritz some of my favorite—actually the one and only perfume I prefer or own—Cartier Must. I grab a vintage beaded silk purse and crochet shawl and out the door I go!
“You look absolutely fabulous old girl! Not bad for a chick of sixty four.” 
***
Carrie is just plum-tired of this senior on-line dating scene. But like her daughter says, “Mom you can’t win it—if you are not in it! Just don’t have any expectations!” No truer words have ever been spoken. But, finding a great guy to spend what’s left of her life with is no simple task. 
***
I’m sick of all this fussing, the necessity for makeup and fretting over what to wear. Maybe I am getting too old for this stuff. I’d much rather stay home in my comfortable nest tonight, curl up with a steamy romance novel, nestle into my down-filled loveseat, cork a Moet and Chandon and veg out on some crudités and dip.
There’s gotta be an easier way to meet the man of my dreams. I just abhor this on-line business. But today, it’s the way things are I suppose. I’ve tried all the dating sites. Really can’t say that I favor any of them. You certainly have to have patience, a sense of humor, and are able to keep an open mind—never mind be capable of handling rejection. You also must be able to read between the lines. I get so fretful and edgy before any date. This has got to be a whole-lot easier for guys.
***
Pulling up ratty torn blue warm ups and slipping on a time-worn orange Gator T, barefoot I race down to the kitchen. No time to shower or shave Jack, now that you’ve slept until noon.
Just brush the pearly whites, splash some cold water on the face and run fingers through your bed-head. Jack glances in the mirror—aghast.
“Man Jack, you look like hell. Remember to turn on the answering machine.”
***
Jack knows its Saturday man—the day of the week to just kick back, relax, be a total slob and watch every college football game cable has to offer. It’s a snappy cool fall afternoon, so he’ll build a man-size fire. Ah, the aromas of splinter-dried oak roaring outta control. He can dig it! In haste he piles a bowl of butter-salt popcorn, rips open a bag of Cajun roasted peanuts, snatches a sack of chips, jar of hot salsa, and then grabs that first ice cold Miller beer. He stretches his fit and trim body across the overstuffed sofa. He’ll watch three games, and about three others while channel surfing.
***
Let’s go! I’m ready to rumble. Sure wish I didn’t make that damn date for tonight. I’ll miss the Florida State game. What were you thinking, Jack? She better be worth it. Damn I hate these meet and greeters. But you gotta start someplace. You never know—might even get lucky.
So I lather up, shave the mug, jump in the shower, shampoo my curly salt and pepper hair.  I towel off,  trim my eyebrows that are getting a little bushy; check the nose hairs; reach for the Mitchum deodorant. I splash some Poco Rabonne on my face. “This sure is a pain in the ass.” Black Calvin briefs and silk socks, yeah chicks dig that.
 I grab a new pair of black gabardines and fumble like always while removing the tags. Yeah a starched white cotton Oxford shirt and a Ralph Lauren leather belt. I slip into my new Steve Madden loafers. “Okay, dude—you look like a million bucks! Not bad for a guy of sixty four! What woman could resist?”
 Jack slips a few condoms in his wallet, like any trained boy scout—always prepared, and out the door he flies.
***
Carrie’s date tonight is with Lee. He’s to be an extremely handsome gentleman, age sixty-eight. He’s six feet tall with a silvery white full mop of hair and steel blue grey eyes. He sold his successful advertising company years ago, and now he sells luxury real estate in Palm Beach County. He works out three times a week, and from his pictures, he appears in relatively good shape. In his photo he is shown wearing a handsome designer black tuxedo with a scarlet red cummerbund. She’s fully charged with anticipation!
Carrie suspects though and fears that she may have allowed the proverbial window of chronologic opportunity pass her by—that is—has not been successful in finding the on line perfect “match” sooner. But, as a Sag/Cap Cusp Gal, she never gives up on this daunting challenge. Doggedly she continues the quest.
***
Lee and I are to meet at a long standing intimate French restaurant in Ft. Lauderdale. I’ve always wanted to dine there, never had the opportunity. The fact that he insists that I make the selection of my choice, I am certainly not giving a minute thought to whether they have an expensive wine list or outrageous entree prices. 
When I don’t have to fuss with makeup in particular, I’m usually early or right on time, but tonight I am going to be fashionably late. As I pirouette through the lacey wrought iron scrolled doors into Sage, the essence exudes that of a dreamy and cozy Parisian café. At the ornate mahogany wood-carved bar on the left, a distinguished looking gentleman is propped up on a stool with his eyes fixated directly on the dimly lit entryway. Immediately he rises, saunters over and reaches for my hand. Caressing it, and in a deep mellow masculine voice, he utters, “Amour, coup de foudre!” (Love at first sight!)
 I instantly think—Love at first fright!
“Lee?”
“Oui Cherie! Shall we?”
 I want to jete, twirl and bolt right out of the restaurant. I want to literally vomir, as they say in France—vomit. Forget the luscious aroma of sorrel sauté in butter; the expensive aged French wine, and the lusciously filled brie crepes! I can’t believe my eyes. Who exactly is this man? This just can’t be!
Before me stands a guy that looks to be eighty eight, not sixty eight. Instead of six feet tall, he is lucky to be five foot six—osteoporoses? With my three inch heels I tower over him. I’m sure he has a toupee, albeit an expensive one. His photo must be airbrushed, because his skin looks like an old wrinkled worn out saddle bag. Lee dons a huge gold nugget pinky ring on one hand, a bulky glittery linked bracelet on the other, and multi serpentine chains around his neck. I simply abhor bobbles on men! He doesn’t look remotely like the same homme. Good lord—I’ve just completely lost my appetite!
I struggle to exchange pleasantries and exude grace and poise. Lee is definitely an interesting gentleman, accomplished and intelligent. He’s simply too old for me, and it looks as if I’m with my great grandfather. Dessert can’t arrive soon enough. Jack is gonna love this story!
***
Jack is to meet Janie at the ever popular City Oyster in Delray at eight o’clock. By the looks of things he is going to be late. He shouldn’t have watched the end of that last game, but broads are always fashionably late. The problem with Delray is the lack of parking. He lucks out, squeezes into a tight spot and hoofs it to the restaurant. 
Now he knows Janie is gonna be a knock out. She’s five feet nine, with curves that won’t quit. Typical for Jack she’ll have long flowing blonde hair, shoulder length is still okay, and big azure eyes with long thick lashes. Girls akin usually have ivory soft skin. He likes that. 
She is in advertising and owns a condo near the beach. Jack loves girls that have a quality profession and aren’t looking for a rich husband. He makes a good living, but he’s far from affluent. Next year he plans to retire. Some women he’s met are already retired. Janie is content with her job from what she tells him. On the phone she has a mellow sexy voice. He’s getting aroused just thinking about her.
***
So, I take a seat at the sizeable walnut bar and order a dry Grey Goose martini with a twist. I’m sorta nervous because the anticipation of meeting a chick for the first time always gets to me. And so I wait patiently for Janie to arrive; chat idly with the bartender. After an hour it’s apparent that this girl is probably a “never-shower,” as Carrie refers to them. Can you imagine? Janie has my cell number; you’d think she’d call; instinctively I eye the front door every time it opens. I’m thinking—that bitch!
***
All of a sudden a woman lumbers in and immediately heads for the bar. City Oyster is not the type of place that a woman usually frequents alone. Besides its Saturday night, still considered date night, as far as Jack is concerned. Damned if the woman doesn’t plop down right next to Jack. She’s about a hundred and sixty pounds with mousy brown hair and dull gray eyes. She’s dressed like a dowdy matron with a loose fitting beige sack, no makeup, and Birkenstock sandals. Jack’s thinking. God don’t let her start a conversation with me. Squirming he’s getting extremely agitated that Janie still hasn’t arrived. He’ll give her another half hour, and then he’s outta there.
***
“Hi, Jack. That always sounds so funny, don’t ya think?” As he turns directly to look at her, startled he says, “Excuse me! Who the hell are you?”
 “I’m Janie.” 
“You’re Janie? Who the hell is that person in those pictures on-line?”
 “Oh, that’s my sister Patty. She’s much prettier than me.”
 Jack almost spits his Grey Goose at the bartender and says, “What would ever possess you to do a thing like that? Are you nuts, lady? This is some kind of sick joke!”
 Jack gets up, slams a twenty on the bar and storms right out of the restaurant. To himself he mutters—this one sure beats all. He can’t bolt to his car fast enough. Carrie won’t believe this story.
And just like Forrest Gump purports, “Life is like a box of chocolates—you never know what you are going to get.”
Chapter 1
Right Off the Assembly Line
Imagine this—I fall madly, wildly in love with an enigma? It’s love so deep—so tangible—so overwhelming—so unexpected. And as we all may have pondered from time to time, I ask myself that infinitesimal, baffling question—huh?
As I manage to survive to the ripe old age of sixty four, all of a sudden, my grey matter plays all kinds of nasty tricks on me. I begin to deal with the cruel reality that my life expectancy is becoming more and more dismal with each passing day.
Like most women I manage to get through puberty, pregnancy, child birth, parenthood and that dread—menopause. Survived a number of health issues, some of which mind you, could have possibly led to an early demise. 
I said goodbye to my aging parents and have lost many of my dear and cherished friends. Then the most heart wrenching of all, I’ve been duty-bound to spread my beloved husband’s ashes as requested, which puts a devastating end to contented bliss and a successful marriage. Yes, death is so incredibly final.
Now I find myself totally alone, with nothing but my macabre thoughts, dealing with my own mortality. In an effort to assuage the pain and mental anguish of having fortunately/unfortunately survived and arrived at this station in life, and with my youth rapidly deteriorating with each boring and mundane day, I embark on a promising and exhilarating journey into the ever popular—can’t live without world of—cyber lunacy.
Why you might ask? Because I am stubbornly unwilling to accept that I’ll transcend this universe completely alone. Gone are the days of meeting quality suitors introduced by my now dearly departed friends. Lost forever is traveling alone at night to attend a social function, should I be fortunate enough to have that opportunity to begin with. I’m scared to death to go to a bar for a few drinks only to meet a potential drunken derelict, never mind to get arrested for a DUI at this age. I could go on and on, but I shall spare you.
Furthermore at this stage, if you foolishly believe in all those fictional love stories written, for which I am guilty, where you miraculously happenstance meet Mr. Wonderful in an elevator on your worst ever hair day, the chances of finding true love again are looking pretty damn moot. Forget about meeting your soul mate in the local grocery store—ain’t gonna happen.
So I do what every other senior desperate damsel out there does these days—I go on-line to a dating website to find that one individual that is going to ring my chimes and make my life shear ecstasy. Not to mention that my body, though mildly sagging, is still aching to experience that forever fabulous orgasm before I completely dry up like a prune. Therefore welcome to the world of senior dating on-line.
Filling out the voluminous bio information required is another paralyzing reality check. Whoever it is that dug up these peculiar questions, that are to lead me post haste to that perfect match, should be shot. Some queries are downright intrusive. If I don’t feel inadequate and like crap before I answer these questions, I surely will feel that way after.
Do male affiliates actually read the entire bio? Negative. Do they in fact remember what they have read about you? Negative. Do members keep straight the details from one opposing women’s bios to another? Negative.
Why do these men wear dark sunglasses, so that I cannot glimpse into their eyes? Why do these guys take photos three miles away from the camera lens? Why do I have to view them propped up so proudly against their muscle cars or Harleys? Why do many elect not to post their mugs at all, so that I have to make a special request, or force me to give them my personal email address before willing or comfortable to do so? Really!
Worse still I have absolutely no idea what my competition is out there or how I stack up. But one thing is for sure, men in their sixties typically are not looking for me, honey. They are in lust of that forty-something hot babe. You know the type. The glamour shot girl that has fake parts and is heavily airbrushed. What they think they could possibly have in common with a woman twenty years younger, is beyond me, but keep going for it boys. 
And now for another perplexing reality, and let’s see if we agree. I haven’t met a single member yet that has answered all questions honestly. Shockingly most men lie, especially about their age and definitely about their height. I haven’t met one yet that looks remotely like his posted photo, or even close to resembling a James Bond.
 Some even stoop as low as to post snapshots from ten, fifteen or twenty years ago. What’s that all about? They want me to see what they looked like when they were once handsome? A few extra pounds? How ‘bout a blubber whale complete with a beer gut? Why wear that baseball cap? Because you are as bald as a bat? I’ll decide if bald is beautiful on you. I haven’t met one yet that I’d want to be with again, by no means hop instantly into bed with. In fact, most men my age look old enough to be my great grandfather.
Then there is the most disconcerting declaration of all times. “You are geographically undesirable.” OMG—what did I ever do to deserve that stigma? Forget about looking out of state for the love of my life, when I can’t even find someone in my own state to drive a few hundred extra miles to meet me—the potential goddess of his dreams.
I’m now so bold and brazen these days to snap bluntly that my father took a ferry boat, two subway trains and two city bus lines to court my mother. My parents were happily married for over fifty years, I might add. Perhaps matches were even more difficult to find back in the dark ages and before the amazing Internet.
Oh brother, why do I pay all these membership fees only to be left so frustrated, disappointed and unsuccessful? In all fairness, I am sure there are a few ladies out there that are just as guilty as the men when it comes to stretching the truth. I have heard recounts of unbelievable horror dates and poignant rejection stories. I know Jack hasn’t found anyone of substance yet. Yep, then all this must be true.     
Frustrated and completely out of the blue, while totally fed up with the entire scenario, I pull my bio off the website. I’m done—finished! Who cares if there is still some money in the till and time left on the account?
But, the match-making site desperately wants to keep me or to get me back. So they begin to bombard me with enticements of reduced rates and extended membership fees. They warn, and then beg me to please have patience. Did they forget that I am in my sixties? How much time do they think I actually have left?
They taunt me that Mr. Right just signed up! No, he’s is just around the corner! Someone has just reached out to me! Someone just made me his favorite! He’s desperately waiting for my response. He flirted with me—hurry! Wink back at him! Communicate with him! Don’t let him get away! What I want to know is, “Where was this guy last week?”
As a true optimist, and adventurer I might add, I do believe that it is possible to meet the man of my dreams on-line. So, I’ll forge ahead, confident that a new senior website will be more rewarding and provide a favorable level playing field. Having doggedly refused to respond to any suitor that doesn’t post his photo, in a rare delusional moment, I return a wink to an intriguing man my age, only after reading his heartfelt bio that instantly captivates me. And let me tell you, not much captivates me these days. What am I completely daft? But something inside of me—my intuition is telling me—respond!
Much to my amazement and pleasure, there is an instantaneous connection with this gentleman. Talk about being geographically undesirable? He lives in Iowa of all places. Where exactly is that in relation to Florida? It’s an extremely long, long, ways away. But, he’s refreshingly intelligent, has a command of the English language and seems enormously poised and direct. I’m sure eloquent emails will be exchanged on both ends, but it’s a necessity to request his photo. So skeptical, I must espy exactly who I am encountering.
I can’t help to be so one-dimensional, and as a published author, I know you should never judge a book by its cover, but when it comes to instant physical attraction for me; if it ain’t there—it simply ain’t there. He’ll probably appear unkempt, unshaven, bald and obese, not to mention he’ll have warts all over his face. I just know it, because I’ve already met that guy.
Hence with tangled knots in my stomach, I take a deep breath, and then with hopeful anticipation, I open the attachment. I sit in front of the computer screen fidgeting just like a giddy sixteen year old, and then in total disbelief, I sense a tingling elation I haven’t felt in eons.
The moment I look at his handsome face, I immediately realize, I am in for big trouble. Just like so many decades ago, on the day I first meet my handsome husband. Could this really be him? I know all too well how guys deceive.  I take another protracted, in-depth gaze profoundly into his sparkling, smiling eyes, and look at his full luscious lips, and then with a fluttering heart I lean back to proclaim—“He’s the one!”
Oh come on now dizzy, how can this be? Get real. He lives in Iowa for goodness sake. Long distance relationships never work. What are the chances of this cyber space connection blossoming into the last love of my life? Don’t go getting ahead of yourself, woman. You know what they say, “If it sounds too good to be true, it probably is.” I’d like to physically choke whoever coined that phrase. Subsequently, we are on to the second phase of this adventure, to actually hear the voice behind this mystery man.
The day after that first out of the blue wink, my potential knight in shining armor requests that we speak on the phone. Now, I’ve been accused many times in my life, primarily by my deceased husband, that I am the queen of flapping my lips. Under normal circumstances I would have had absolutely no hesitation about talking on the telephone with this alluring man. But for some unknown reason, when my enigma emails his phone number, I sit staring at the computer screen at a sequence that terrifies me and could potentially and literally turn my entire staid existence upside down.
Not to mention that I am so naïve. A real tyro at this dating business, I believe that if I call him, and don’t like his voice, or don’t want to continue talking to him, at least he won’t have my telephone number. Hello! Welcome to the world of cell phone memory capabilities. And just like in the movie Jerry McGuire, he has me at “Hello.”
His voice penetrates my soul and sends chills swirling up, down and around my spine. His melodic tone emits an overwhelming calmness over my entire body rendering me totally limp. As we continue to speak I yearn for more, hanging on every word, as he ignites a passion inside me that has long been dormant.   
I am convinced that this is destiny. This union has come from a higher power. He shall complete me, I just know it. To have met someone so special searching for exactly the same attributes in a partner, at the exact time and station in our lives, to have so much in common with each other, by some celestial cosmic force, via a central processing unit over a cyber space connection—what are the chances? 
Paradoxically, Jack might bemoan an occasional similar experience, he’s just not as vocal about it. But I know him well and long enough to surmise that somewhere in his senior dating escapades, he can relate to some of my sentiment in this exposition. Typical male, he just won’t own it.

