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Another boring Monday night at Ft.
Bragg, I thought to myself, taking a pull from my second beer of
the night. There I was, sitting with a bunch of my friends, crowded
into Tommy's barracks room, watching some dumbass sitcom about an
extraterrestrial living with a human family called A.L.F. I took
another drink, hoping a good buzz would carry me through what
looked to be an uneventful night. It was January of
1988.

We heard a knock on the door. "It's
open," hollered Tommy, one of my closest friends I'd made since
being stationed here a year earlier, and the guy who lived in this
room.

The door swung open and an unfamiliar
face peeked in. "Hi, guys," she said brightly, stepping in and
closing the door behind her. "I'm Lisa." Interest was piqued,
particularly since this was a male barracks. Lisa went right into
an obviously well-rehearsed sale pitch for magazines.

There were six of us there in the room,
not counting Lisa, and I couldn't help but admire her courage. We
were all good dudes, but I imagined she could easily find herself
in the wrong room and have some bad things happen to
her.

Lisa had a lot of confidence, and knew
how to work a room. She made sure to walk around, including each of
us as though speaking only to us, looking into our eyes and making
minor physical contact: a hand on the shoulder, running her fingers
down an arm, that sort of thing. None of us complained.

My first impression? Lisa didn't look
much like the late-80s idea of sexy: big hair, tight clothes, lots
of makeup. She wore no makeup and her brown hair was parted down
the middle. She looked to me like photos I'd seen of the hippie
chicks at Woodstock. On the plus side, though, she had a seriously
tight body!

Her blue jeans accentuated a nice, firm
ass that she flexed frequently, giving a little show to whoever
happened to be behind her. Her tight pink t-shirt, tucked into
faded blue jeans, highlighted full breasts, which looked big on her
very petite frame. They seemed ready to overflow her barely-there
black bra that was clearly visible through her thin shirt.
Obviously, she used her sexuality as a way to make sales. Good for
her, I thought, enjoying looking at her.
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