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I had only known the very petite, redheaded female Lieutenant Colonel from the Louisiana National Guard only a few hours, but things were going very well. We were naked, facing each other in a hot tub, with my cock buried in her very tight pussy as she straddled me and rode my rigid cock up and down while moaning loudly. I had a finger in her ass, and the other hand was busy caressing her medium boobs for added enjoyment. What made it more fun was that such relations were taboo between an officer, which she was, and an enlisted man, which I was. Let me explain a little.

My name is Dirk. Well, that’s not my real name. I’d never be able to have a normal life if I used my real name.  I was a single guy just out of the Air Force at the time of this encounter. I enjoyed being unencumbered and the benefits that came from that.

This book is about me and a senior Air Force Officer and gets pretty steamy. Like I said earlier, sexual relationships between officers and enlisted men are taboo, and Megan ends up a very senior officer. The forbidden love aspect of the relationship makes it even more spicy.

As a disclaimer, I always change enough of the information about the ladies so my writing could not possibly be traced back to them. Cities are changed, along with names, occupations, specific characteristics, branches of service for the military, etc. To do otherwise would not be gentlemanly. I do, however, mix in some of my local knowledge about locations. How did I get that information? Let your imagination be your guide. Back to our story.
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Friday night at the Officer’s Club
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I was a single man in Shreveport, Louisiana and at this time in my life was between my service with the Air Force and commercial pilot training. Living with my friend Ronni as a housemate and strictly platonic buddy was saving me money and gave me a friend to hang out with. My days were filled with working on the air base a few times a week part-time as a simulator instructor and trying to sell insurance on other days. I was in a rut, not motivated, with not a lot of money, and was almost depressed. For my social and sex life, I dated several women, none of them seriously. All of them had various levels of needs and desires in the bedroom, and I did my best to keep it all straight.

Ronni worked for the Air Force reserve squadron, and on the weekends called UTA or Unit Training Assembly, she usually wanted me to drive her to the officer’s club casual bar on Friday night so she could party it up with the young reserve officers while not risking a career-ending DUI. While I was not eligible to be in that club because I was a retired enlisted man and not an officer, nobody seemed to care when they found out I was Ronni’s friend. This UTA Friday, Ronni asked a favor of me while she was getting ready to go to the club.

“Dirk, I have a lady visiting our squadron from the Louisiana National Guard for the weekend. She’s a Lieutenant Colonel Squadron Commander, and I want her to have an escort for the weekend. Could you ...”

I grimaced. “Really, Ronni? A retired NCO for an escort? She’ll think all the officers were tied up taking care of other visitors. I don’t think this is a good idea.”

“Now, Dirk ... This is more in the line of an unofficial escort, kind of like someone to take her to dinner and drinks.”

“Is she single?”

Ronni saw I was weakening. She smiled and said, “Yes, she’s single and not bad looking, either. As a matter of fact, she’s cute as shit. C’mon, Dirk! Be a pal and take care of her for the weekend.” 

I looked astounded. “The weekend? The whole freaking weekend?”

She smiled sweetly. “I seem to recall you grumbling because all your regular gals are not available. Who knows, you might get lucky! She’s going to meet us at the casual bar.”

She did have a point. Darla and JoAnn were busy or had other plans, and Liz was pissed off at me for some reason. I could use female companionship.

“All right, I’ll do it. Let me put a date night shirt on and shave.”

She came to me and gave me a sisterly kiss on the cheek. “Thanks, man.”

I drove us to the base and on to the officer’s club annex, also known as Hangar 2, aka the casual bar. It was located separately from the main club where the Colonels and their ladies enjoyed a dignified drink in quiet surroundings before dining in a room with tablecloths and a uniformed waiter. Hangar 2 on the other hand was more like Animal House. The guys could wear their flight suits or work uniforms and hoot it up away from the disapproving gaze of the senior officers. The casual bar was a lot more fun, and a lot of the officers I knew from my time with the active duty squadron came to the happy hour there on Fridays. I always had someone my age to talk to.

Our usual routine was for Ronni to hang out with the younger officers and get hammered while several of them tried to get in her pants. She usually wanted me to break her out of there if someone got too friendly. I would hang out at the bar and nurse one or two drinks, then Ronni and I would leave for dinner or just go back to the house. Having the lady visitor there would complicate things.

Arriving at Hangar 2, I found a place at the bar with a couple of guys I used to fly with when they were on active duty. Ronni went to join a group of younger guys.  After I shot the breeze for about 15 minutes and got caught up with my friends, I noticed Ronni walking toward me with a very petite redhead in tow. This couldn’t be ...

“Dirk, this is Lieutenant Colonel Devereaux from New Orleans. Colonel, this is Mr. Dirk Caldwell.”

The Colonel stood looking up at me, straight into my eyes. She looked up because she was very petite, under five feet tall, slender, and with dark red hair was a striking visage. Her green eyes looked at me calmly. I extended my hand, which she took.

“Hello, Ma’am.”

We shook hands, and the Colonel spoke. “Thanks for escorting me, Dirk. I kept telling Ronni it wasn’t necessary. I’m glad to meet you. Please call me Meg.”

Meg kept looking into my eyes and held the handshake a few seconds longer than normal. After a moment, Ronni said we could get a table, and all sit together. I said goodbye to my friends and carried my drink to the table that Ronni appropriated. The club was busy and noisy.  

Ronni broke the ice. “Dirk recently retired from active duty and is working at the tanker flight simulator on base as a contractor.”

Making my social standing clear, “I retired as an E-8, Meg.”

She was a bright lady, picking up on that nuance right away. “Since you are retired, there is no issue with us socializing. It’s not officer to enlisted fraternization any longer.”

I smiled. “I’d hate to get you in trouble with your chain of command.”

She smiled back, then looked a bit frazzled, then blushed. With her pale skin and red hair, it was very noticeable. Ronni was watching her intently. She’d seen this before. Some women get flustered when I am around them, it must be due to pheromones or something. Meg was feeling something.

Ronni smiled and said, “I’ll leave you two to get acquainted. My table is waving at me, I think they have another round ready.”

I smiled at Meg, and she blushed again. “Can I get you a drink?”

She looked relieved. “Oh, yes. That would be great. What are you having?”

“Vodka and club soda.”

“I’ll get the same.”

I waved at the bartender, got his attention, then pointed at my drink, and held two fingers in the air. He nodded, and within a minute we had fresh drinks in front of us.

“Here’s to you, Meg.” I held my glass up and we clinked glasses in a toast.

She took a healthy pull. “That’s good. I was feeling a little ...”

To myself I said, horny? But being a gentleman, I said, “It may be a little warm in here.”

We regarded each other openly. Her medium-length dark red hair was styled appropriately for a mid-level officer. She had conservative makeup on, with a gold necklace and pinkish lipstick. She was wearing a nice floral pattern blouse tucked into conservative-length light-colored shorts. She had nice legs, with white sandals and painted toenails. She could not have been over five feet tall. Everything about her was petite. Her face, mouth, hands, fingers, feet, and toes were all tiny. I would guess she would not be over 95 pounds soaking wet. There was an Air Force Academy ring on her right hand, with no other jewelry except a watch. 

I broke the silence. “Are you an academy grad?”

She nodded, glad to be on familiar ground. She spoke with a slight southern Louisiana accent, it was charming. “Yes. Class of ’80.”

I was surprised. “So, you were in the first class that graduated women.”

She nodded. “That’s right.”

I did a calculation. In the service for 13 years. “You’re doing very well to be a LtCol already.”

She smiled shyly. “I’m a new one. Three women from my class just got promoted to LtCol, I’m one of them. The Louisiana Guard does not have many academy grads, and I kept getting great jobs and doing well at them.”

“What brings you to our quaint air base?”

“Some of my squadron members are here getting training from Ronni’s group, so I tagged along to see what it’s all about. We start training tomorrow, and I’m also shadowing their Wing Commander for leadership mentoring. So, I have tonight free.”

I looked at her without comment, and she blushed again. “I don’t know why I said it like that, I meant we start tomorrow.”

I gently said, “Meg? Am I making you uncomfortable?”

She shook her head emphatically. “No. I mean yes. I can’t explain it, I feel like a schoolgirl meeting someone she has
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