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In the back of a restaurant in the
west village five women gathered together the way friends often do.
It was a special occasion – none had seen the other in quite some
time. And most of them had traveled across the country to be there
that night. New York City was just coming alive when they ordered
the first of many bottles of vino. The corks removed, the wine
opened up. So too did the five women.

“Alright ladies let’s hear
it,” Roxanne smirked, tilting the bottle of merlot to her glass.
“Who’s taken, who’s flying solo.” She wore a tight white jacket
that hugged her small frame, below that a black skirt. Roxanne’s
hair was pulled back in a blonde ponytail and her eyebrows were
like razors.

“Still with Simon,” Erin sipped her
cocktail, a French 75. “He hasn’t popped the question yet but I
think it’s coming.”

“How exciting,” Roxanne
cooed.

“It’s good, the sex is
good,” Erin winked and the group of women laughed. “But he hates my
travel schedule. And I’ve got a feeling the fact that
I can fly a plane
and he can’t
threatens Simon’s fragile little sense of masculinity.”

This got the girls really laughing.
Erin’s bright blue eyes reflected the low light of the restaurant.
Beside her, the large window that looked out on the bustling west
village side street reflected her blue and black dress, its hugging
corners and open top. Erin’s dark hair was back in a ponytail, and
she’d come straight from the private runway at JFK to make the
dinner reservation on time.

“I’m seeing Dev off and on,” Jessica
Strong sighed, “Indian men can be difficult.” She was gorgeous,
straight blonde hair down just past her chin, expertly made up,
wearing a sky blue dress that buttoned to her neck. Her unique,
greyish eyes scanned each woman with a touch of defiance, already
on her second martini.

“You’re quiet over there, Alicia,”
Roxanne gave a cool grin. “What’s the deal?”

“I’ve seen a few guys here and there,”
Alicia said, signaling to the young waiter for another bottle of
wine for the table. “Nothing impressive per say.” She was gorgeous
as ever, a tight blue dress with a brown sash about the
waist.

“What happened to Gary?” Jessica
asked, surprised.

“Girl we’ve been divorced since 2016,”
Alicia giggled. “I guess it’s really been a while since we got
together, hasn’t it?”

“Glad we could all finally get
together,” Jessica gave her friend’s hand a squeeze. “It’s been too
long.”

The other women around the table
smiled warmly, that innate sense of sisterhood strong among them.
None of the cattiness of a Real Housewives show, or any cliques
like younger women might have amongst their friend group. Erin was
the youngest of the group at 36, even though she looked 26, and
being the accomplished pilot that she was imbued her with an age
beyond her years. This friendship among the five was tight, though
distanced, and there was no subject off limits.

Roxanne leaned forward, her almond
eyes full of mischief. “Okay Nina, quit holding out on us. How are
things with you and Jack?”

“Incredible actually,”
Nina laughed, but only because she was so tipsy off that single
glass of wine. She knew she was headed for blotto territory soon enough but
felt so damn good being around her girlfriends she didn’t care.
“Jack’s great, the kids are great. But I’m here and not missing
them, not yet anyway. I’ve been dying for a girl’s trip.” She looked
incredibly sexy that evening, and the young black waiter had taken
notice – whenever he came to the table to refill wine glasses or
cocktail orders, he watched her keenly. Nina’s black top with long
sleeves stopped halfway down her tanned midriff, and then low on
her hips was a tight black skirt.

“And you, Mrs. Moore?” Alicia Fairway
fired across the table to Roxanne, whose bright white smile was as
recognizable as it had ever been. “How are things with
Tim?”

“Tim’s great even if the sex has been
shit as of late,” Roxanne delivered the line for maximum reaction
and that’s what she got – a table full of laughing middle aged
women only too eager to talk about their sex lives, the good, the
bad, and the ugly. “But you’re married long enough and you have
your ups and downs, everybody knows that.”

The subject of sex seeped
into the conversation much like the booze filled their cups. Erin
spoke of Simon’s stamina but bemoaned her boyfriend’s lack of size.
Alicia Fairway insisted all the good lays were taken by her age,
and when Nina suggested she go younger, Alicia blushed. Jessica
said her boyfriend, Dev, was the quintessential nice guy, and being
such a nice guy, often lacked the sort of machoism Jessica craved
in bed. Roxanne nearly blurted out that Tim was having trouble
maintaining an erection but it was precisely when the young waiter,
whose name placard read Anton, reached across the table and
removed an empty bottle of red wine. Roxanne’s gorgeous gaze
followed him as he spoke, and without realizing it, she bit her
bottom lip.

“Another bottle for you gorgeous
women?” Anton said, standing straight at 6’3, lanky and long limbed
and barely twenty-one. He had the look of a model, the sort of big
dreamer who moved to New York City only recently, with a fade and a
high top of broccoli shaped black hair. His lips were huge, almost
pink, which was startling considering how black he was. Most
captivating of all about him, as he stood there in his required
dress of black and white, were his eyes. They were the color of the
sky in winter on a cloudless day. He was well spoken, a low voice
but restrained. It was no wonder he was working one of the best
kept secrets in all of New York.

“Gorgeous women,
listen to you,” Roxanne purred. “Flattery won’t
get you a better tip young man.”

“It might,” Jessica quipped, the
ladies giggled.

“Just calling it how I see it, ma’am,”
Anton grinned, and when his white teeth shown behind thick lips it
was clear just how much of a lady killer he was. “But please, allow
me to bring out some charcuterie for you all, complimentary of
course. You shouldn’t be imbibing without nourishment.”

Anton scanned the table, lingered on
Nina who smiled at him, then he lingered on Roxanne, who he stood
directly next to and far, far above.

“Keep the wine and the cocktails
coming, Anton,” Roxanne smiled. “And yes, a snack would be
nice.”

Anton excused himself.

“How big do you think his dick is?”
Roxanne asked. The table broke apart, Erin’s tanned complexion
turned red, her blue eyes watering.

“You never know with tall guys,” Nina
bantered. “You think they’re packing and then all you get is
disappointment.”

“Maybe with white guys,” Roxanne
giggled.

“And what is
that supposed to mean?”
Erin fired back. “What would you know about black guys?”

Roxanne raised her eyebrows, slugged
back the rest of the wine in her glass, and leaned closer to Erin.
“More than you think, captain.”

“She’s not the only one,”
Alicia Fairway flashed them a coy look of sincerity. “When I got
divorced, well, I had to give it a try.”

Erin and Nina’s mouths opened in
playful surprise and the two of them caught each other’s
looks.

Jessica Strong cleared her throat and
said: “I don’t discriminate.”

“Wait a second,” Erin said, setting
her drink down and waving her hands with the brightly colored nails
in the air down by her chest. “Let me get this straight. Roxanne’s
been with a black guy, Jessica, Alicia too…Nina?”

Nina shrugged. “Maybe a time or
two.”

“Is it really so shocking,
honey?” Jessica smiled at Erin. “I’m sure you’ve tasted some, how
shall we say, exotic delights
during all your travel.”

“Well sure I have,” Erin blushed. “But
I don’t know…I just didn’t have some of you pegged for jungle fever
I guess.”

Roxanne giggled incessantly and the
girls quieted down when Anton returned with another round of
cocktails, two bottles of vino, and a massive charcuterie board and
laid it all out in front of them.

“Anything else, ladies?” Anton
asked.

“That’s all for now,” Roxanne said,
reaching her hand out and giving his arm the smallest of pets. “But
don’t stay long, kay?”

Anton nodded, grinned, and walked off
across the chic dining room to help other diners.

Roxanne turned back to the girls and
the joint excitement in their faces was palpable. This is what
Roxanne Moore did – she didn’t spend a lifetime in communications
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