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Jill started her jeep and took off down the highway. When people said, “There’s no place like home,” she would laugh to just appease them. Now, she was doing the one thing she said she would never do. She was going back home to New York, after her job of a lifetime in California got canceled. Twenty-eight years later, her kids were grown, her husband turned into a man-ho and she was returning to her hometown to start over again.

After dropping off her car to be shipped to New York, she stood by the window in the airport terminal, waiting for her flight to be called. She held a bag of healthy snacks on her lap and an oversized shopping bag filled with two pairs of boots, two bulky sweaters and six pairs of socks that she just bought in the terminal.

She had been listening to weather reports all morning. According to the meteorologist, the wind chill in New York City made it feel like below zero as the temperature dropped into the low twenties. The last time she had owned a winter coat had been in college, right before she had moved. The thought of having to go through winter wasn’t one she looked forward to. She always hated the cold weather, opting for the summer heat. Jill wondered if leaving California was such a good idea, especially since the cold weather wasn’t her thing. But starting anew, and changing her career path would be the best thing for her.

She slid her cell phone out of her handbag and called her best friend Dee. She hadn’t seen Dee since she came out to visit her three years ago. They had spoken every day since they were eleven years old. She quickly called Dee to tell her the current plan, then put her phone into airplane mode and placing it into the zipper compartment of her handbag. Jill would have to stay at a hotel in Queens, near the airport, while she waited for her car to arrive. She had made arrangements so fast that she gave instructions for her car to be delivered to John F. Kennedy Airport, instead of to her friend Dee’s house. But being in Queens would give her a chance to get over her jet lag and the time difference and adjusting from hot to cold weather. 

“Flight 531 departing to John F. Kennedy International Airport will be boarding in ten minutes at gate B,” echoed through the terminal.

Jill was already sitting at the gate. She stood and juggled the shopping bags and her extremely heavy carry-on bag. The two suitcases she checked in earlier were filled beyond capacity, one with her personal things and the other with clothes. Once Jill got settled in, she would ask her daughter, Carrie, to mail the boxes she had packed before leaving.

Since she was flying first class, her group was one of the first ones called onto the plane after the handicapped and passengers with children. She took the window seat and reclined her chair back. The last time she was on a plane, she flew in coach, and sat in the back between two friends who refused to sit together and talked non-stop for an hour. First class was her personal limousine back home. And to complete her ride, she was ready for a cocktail to take the edge off. Before she could ask the flight attendant for a drink, she appeared next to her with the liquor cart.

“Good afternoon. What can I get you?”

“I’ll take a club soda and a glass of white wine.”

The stewardess poured the wine into a glass and handed Jill a bottle of seltzer. “Can I provide you with a glass for your seltzer?”

“No, thank you,” she said, placing the bottle in the holder between the seats.

Jill took a sip of wine. The past two weeks had been a nightmare. Once her house sold, she went through all her belongings and either packed or donated them. The family who bought the house wanted the furniture, especially the patio set. Jill sold the items to the new buyers since she had no intention of shipping any of it to New York to put in a storage container when she had no idea where she was going to live. With all the packing, she forgot to ship her car, which led her to her car dilemma. When she got into Kennedy Airport, she would take the shuttle to the hotel she had booked for five days until her Jeep joined her.

The engines started, and the pilot welcomed everyone and asked them to remain seated until the seat belt light went off. Within seconds, the male flight attendant gave them a tutorial on how to use the oxygen masks in case of an emergency.

The seat next to her remained vacant until a man in a pair of khakis, wearing sneakers and a navy blue button-down shirt sat down next to her right before the fasten your seat belt light went on. Quickly, Jill took a glance at the man with a head full of thick black wavy hair, before looking out the window as the plane started down the runway.

As soon as the seat belt sign went off, the man sitting next to her unbuckled his belt. He extended his long legs in front of him and took out the menu from the pocket of the seat in front of him. 

“I hate heading into the cold weather,” he said, turning to Jill.

Jill looked at the stranger and nodded her head. “I couldn’t agree more.”

“Do you live in New York?”

This simple question stumped her because what she had was a complex answer. Instead she answered, “Yes. I’m moving back. What about you?”

“I’m heading home. For the past six weeks, I’ve been in California working on a project. I love sunny California. But I guess all good things eventually come to an end.”

Boy, is that an understatement.

“I don’t think I can bear the cold weather,” he said. “I love sporting around in cargo shorts and flip-flops.”

“Same here. For me it was sundresses, shorts and sandals. The worst part is that within the next few weeks, I’ll lose my golden tan.”

“You can always go to the tanning salon.”

“Nah. I know the sun isn’t good for you, but the tanning salon is worse.”

He extended his hand. “I’m Robbie Rossitilo.”

“I’m Jill Trantinali,” she said.

“Nice to meet you.”

Jill shook his hand. “Same here.”

“Are you from California?”

“Yes and no. I was born in New York and moved to California when I got a job offer.”

“Ah. My family lived in Manhattan. I grew up on Katherine Street on the lower east side, eating macaroni and meatballs every Sunday and Wednesday.”

“So did I. Except Thursday was our second macaroni day.”

“Were your grandparents from Italy?” Robbie asked as he signaled the flight attendant to come over with the drink cart.

“Both my grandparents came here after they were married. They came from Sicily, high in the mountains of Palermo. What about you? What part of Italy is your family from?”

“Venice. My great grandfather used to guide the gondola down the channels, delivering the shrimp and fish he had caught during the night.”

“From what my mom told me, my great grandfather was a farmer,” Jill said.

“See we have something in common. Both our grandfathers were in food services.”

Jill opened her bottle of seltzer and took a sip before twisting the cap back on. It looked like the conversation between the two of them was fading. Out of the corner of her eye, Jill watched him reposition his briefcase on the floor in front of him, leaning it against the chair. She couldn’t help but notice that his oversized briefcase held his laptop in the middle compartment with a notebook and a folder on either side of it.

“Do you have a job in New York?” he asked, taking the wine glass from the stewardess.

“No. I don’t. The network decided not to renew the show I was writing for.” 

“What show did you write for?”

“In Another Time.”

Robbie’s eyes widened. “You’re kidding me. That show has been on since I was a kid. I remember my grandmother watching it.”

Jill frowned. “Soap Operas are dwindling down. People would rather watch talk shows and reality television.”

Robbie nodded in agreement. He didn’t say anything for a couple of minutes, leading Jill to conclude that the conversation between them had ended. Why did she always have to run her mouth and say a little too much about herself? Jill turned her head to face him and when their gazes met, he smiled.

“I’m sorry to hear about your job. It sucks. It’s, excuse the French, a shitty business to be in. The turnover is huge on TV.”

“I’m just thankful I had a job for twenty-eight years writing for the show. I always enjoyed introducing new characters to keep the plots fresh. Let’s face it, how many secret babies and kidnapping can you do—”

“I might be able to help you.”

“You might?” she asked, her eyes popping open.

“I just came off a six week shoot on a new pilot drama, comedy. I can use your expertise on the staff.”

“Are you kidding me? You don’t know a thing about my writing style.”

“I kid you not. I have the perfect job for you.”

“Thank you, Robbie.”

Jill stopped talking. This was a dream. Opportunities like this usually didn’t happen. Keeping that in mind, Jill would stay alert and be wary of this handsome stranger. The sound of the airline attendant’s cart approached them. From behind the curtain, she could hear laughter coming from the coach section. Laughter. That was an unfamiliar word in her vocabulary. The last few years of her life had been hideous, more tears than laughter. Her therapist had advised she continue with her therapy in New York. After finding her husband in bed with their housekeeper, Jill had a breakdown. Every time she thought about what her husband did to her, she would pop a Xanax. When she found herself depending on pills to get her through the day, she decided it was time to stop. So without her doctor knowing, she started weaning herself off them. She was prepared to start her life over again.

They chatted the rest of the way home, making the six-hour trip pass by quickly. By the time the plane landed, they realized they knew a lot of the same people. As the plane emptied, they stayed in their seats talking about the New York Mets and Yankees. They liked opposite teams, however, they shared an interest in the Giants and the Rangers. He told her he had season tickets on the Giants fifty-yard line and would love her to go with him.

Robbie and Jill shared a taxi and on the way to Jill’s hotel, Robbie asked if she would like to get a bite to eat. Without hesitation, Jill said yes, only with the agreement that he’d give her a chance to check in and freshen up.
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