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The Saunders Roe Nimbus was a duckling surrounded by swans as it bobbed between two giant Empire flying boats. It was rare for a pair of the mighty four engined, long distance Sunderlands to be in the same place at once, and they made an impressive sight. They dwarfed the aeroplane that Jiggleswick Air had come to see, and Jiggles, Ally and Ginge had a hard time giving the twin engined Nimbus the attention it deserved.

The little flying boat was anchored some fifty feet away from the jetty, but a tall figure was rowing a boat toward them so they could hop aboard and have a closer look. When the boat bumped against the wooden jetty, its captain tossed a coil of rope to Ginge, who whipped it around the T-shaped head of the nearest pile to secure it. The man pulled the boat in against the jetty and leapt up from it with ease.

Arthur Forster was wearing a uniform, of sorts. The dark grey trousers had crisp seams and neat turn-ups over neat square tipped shoes which were shone so black each was practically a mirror. The single breasted jacket was the same material as the trousers, with gold buttons, piping on the shoulders and an RFC pin on the pocket flap. A forage cap, with piping matching that on the jacket's shoulders, sat on his head at a jaunty angle. He checked his cuffs and how his jacket hung before grinning a welcome. "Veronica, dear girl! You look as beautiful as ever." He kissed Jiggles on both cheeks, French style, before turning to Ally. "Alexandra, as sylph like and sexy as I remember." They cheek-kissed and he turned to Ginge. "Cecil, old chap. Keeping these lovely ladies satisfied, I hope." More cheek kisses. Ginge didn't even flinch, when so many an Englishman would, at such intimacy.

"I see you've been spending some time over the Channel." Ally commented.

"I certainly have, Alexandra. It is all part of the new business."

Arthur always addressed people by their given first name- or "old chap" or "old dear"- rather than pet names or nicknames. Jiggles rather suspected he had had a bad experience with silly monikers in the Flying Corps, and was now compensating. "You are all awfully brown." he noted, "It has been a good summer, but not that good. Which wonderfully exotic place have you been to?"

"Oh, we just returned from Africa a week or so ago." Jiggles told him.

"That sounds jolly fun." Arthur paused, remembering something. "I say, you didn't have anything to do with the Valley of the whatsits that Quince chap found, did you? That sounds like the sort of adventure a Jiggleswick would get mixed up in."

"Valley of the Wizards." Ally informed him, a distant, happy look on her face as she remembered warm nights with a hot-blooded priestess and an inquisitive archaeologist. "Are we going to look at this floating crate of yours, then." she announced, to snap herself out of the reverie.

"We should give it a few minutes, old girl. The Golden Hind is due to take off. The wake can be terrible. I don't really have the sea legs and sometimes it makes me awfully sea sick."

A motorised launch puttered out from behind the nearest of the big Empire flying boats, cut across in front of it and headed upstream. There was activity on the Hind as ropes were cast off and it floated free of its moorings. The four engines started, each with an unhealthy cough of black smoke, and the propellers turned lazily.

The roar of the engines grew, loud across the open water, and the Empire headed up the estuary. When it was nearly half a mile away, the big plane slowed then turned into the wind, pointing toward the sea. The engines roared up to full power and the amphibious plane started bobbing across the waves.

Having only ever seen flying boats take off in newsreels, Jiggles, Ally and Ginge watched intently as the Empire sped up. As it got faster, the plane's hull rose on the water, skimming over the waves rather than pushing through them. Nearing take off speed, it skipped across the water like a flat stone. When the air speed was sufficient, it leapt off one set of waves and never came down again. Still it didn't start to climb, but took its time to shake off excess water and accelerate some more, mere feet above the waves. Then it lifted and banked to go around the headland and toward France.

The big bird had stirred the waters as it passed, and as it faded from sight, the waves of its wake reached the moored flying boats. The other big Empire was hardly perturbed by the waves, but the little Nimbus rode them like a galleon in heavy seas. "Now you see why I put off going aboard." Arthur said.

"Indeed." Jiggles replied, "Does that not interfere with your service?"

"Not now that we have moved to our new base of operations. I have secured a mooring on a reservoir just to the west of London. It's close to a railway station, so our customers won't have to traipse to the coast to board. I thought I'd give you a taste of flying a boat by taking you there."

* * *

Jiggles spent the flight in the co-pilot's seat, watching the way Arthur handled the machine and even taking the stick for a while. Ally perched on the edge of the navigator's seat and observed flight procedure as well. Ginge spent most of the journey standing just outside the cabin, under the spar of the wing where it passed through the fuselage. He was listening to the pair of radial engines atop the aeroplane, judging their state.

The reservoir was a square of water behind giant earth banks. Small boats clustered in the North East corner and a string of buoys marked off the Southern half. Arthur made two passes over the man-made lake, waving back at some of the bright young things tacking their boats around the club house, then set it down easily on the smooth water.

At the South-Eastern end of the lake there was a boat house with two jetties jutting out from it. Another Nimbus was tied up to one of the jetties. Arthur expertly taxied the Nimbus up to the free jetty and bumped the nose against the wood. A slim woman in a knee length skirt and jacket the same colour as Arthur's suit emerged from the boat house and sprinted along the jetty, her shoulder-length auburn hair bouncing in time. Ginge opened the cabin door and leaned out to toss a rope to her. She tugged the flying boat close enough for Ginge to step out. When he was firmly on the jetty, she handed him the rope and rushed to the back of the plane to pull it in. They tied off the ropes and waited by the door for the rest of the plane's crew.

"This is Juliet." Arthur said, introducing the woman when everyone was out of the plane. "She has been helping out in the office and I have promised her she can be your cabin hostess."

"Hello. I've been looking forward to meeting you." Juliet said with a smile. "Arthur has told me about some of your adventures."

"You've got to love having a reputation that precedes you." Ally commented. She was giving Juliet an appraisal for sapphic potential. The hostess was another of the English rose types Ally had a weakness for- long limbed, with perky breasts, smooth, pale skin and pink cheeks which easily flushed when, for instance, she was under the gaze of a seasoned tribade.

"Bring your luggage." Arthur suggested, "And we shall decamp to the pub that is the world headquarters for Forster Maritime Air."

Arthur had a Rolls Royce which he claimed had been built for a Maharajah who became bored of the idea before the car was finished. Having paid for it, he gave it to Arthur, who had flown him around the British Isles whilst he was seeking the appropriate university for his son. Arthur threw the big car around the country lanes like it was the MG he had been driving before the largesse, letting his passengers slide around in the cabin behind him. Luckily it was only a short drive to the Red Lion and no-one was seriously bruised or battered when they arrived.

"Good afternoon Gerald." Arthur addressed the landlord. "Are we too early for dinner?"

"A little sir, but there will be shepherd's pie in an hour if you don't mind waiting."

"That would be excellent. Could we have three ciders and two bitters please. Have you got another room made up for the ladies?"

"Betty is doing that right now sir." Gerald said as he started hand pumping cider into a knobbly glass with a handle.

"I thought it would be better if you stayed here when there are flights booked, and whilst you learn how to stick an amphibian. That is why I suggested you bring a few days' clothes." Arthur said. "It will save you a couple of hours each day on travel."

"That is what we thought. Of course, we haven't agreed to take the job yet." Jiggles pointed out.

"Oh but you must. It will be an adventure." Arthur said it like he knew the staff of Jiggleswick Air's secret weakness. Annoyingly, he did.

They carried their glasses out to the garden, where there was a table in the shade of an apple tree. Arthur outlined his business plan. "You saw that big Sunderland. They run those on long distance routes- to India, and they're planning to cross the Atlantic. Well I plan to run shorter routes. We can put the Nimbus down almost anywhere there's a calm bay, lake or even river. I have been running flights to France and the Channel Islands. Regular ones mostly, with the occasional lucrative charter. So lucrative that I started touting for more and more charters, and now I find myself with potential charters I can't easily slot in between the regular flights. So I managed to get my hands on the second Nimbus, the one we just collected, on rental, and I have lined up a crew for it, but they cannot start with me for another month and a half. They need to work out an existing contract. So I really rather need some good fliers to fill in for them until then."

"Which is where we come in?" offered Jiggles.

"Indeed it is Veronica. I need a good crew for the charters and you are amongst the best. Plus, well, you have been out of the country for a while, and I know how hard it can be drumming up business when you're not around."

"It is true that the telephone has been awfully quiet." Ally commented.

"And," Arthur hushed his voice and leaned forward to impart the next piece of information, everyone craned forward to listen, "some of the charters require the sort of discretion the Jiggleswick family is renowned for."

Jiggles had already decided to say yes, but, if the thought of learning to fly a new type of aeroplane hadn't been enough, that conspiratorial confidence would have pushed her into accepting. "When do we start?" she asked.

"Well, I have a few days free in the flight schedule in which I can teach you the tricks of sticking a flying boat and then the first charter is in five days time. What do you say?"

"I say yes." Jiggles announced, "What about you two?"

"Absolutely." said Ally.

"Me too." agreed Ginge.

* * *

Juliet had lodgings with a spinster who lived down the road from the Red Lion. This news set Ally's plans back somewhat, but after several ciders and an ample meal, she settled into the soft mattress of her bed in the room she shared with Jiggles and began plotting ways to could get the air hostess alone on trips. Jiggles, surprisingly unburdened by sexual thoughts, fell asleep almost immediately.

Arthur had arranged to share his room with Ginge, and the second single bed- which he had previously laid out the next day's outfit on- had been stripped and made up. Ginge and Arthur had shared rooms, and beds, before, so there was no modesty between them when they began undressing. They were soon both naked, and Arthur was appraising Ginge's body. "I say, Cecil, you certainly have tanned all over. Were you running about in the nude?"

"Not all the time." Ginge answered with a grin.

"How did you not burn to a crisp?"

"Oh, a very nice local chap mixed up a concoction that protected my skin quite effectively."

They turned to face each other, checking growing erections. "Are you still calling that magnificent thing Little Ginge?" Arthur asked, nodding at Ginge's twitching and growing cock.

"I am. And I'm not the only one."

"Of course not. Where has Little Ginge been most recently? That nice local chap?"

"Yes, and more recently than that he has spent a lot of time in an Egyptian priestess."

"Egyptian?"

"Well, North African. She might have been from across the border with Libya." Just thinking about it, little Ginge was sticking straight out, the deep red head pulling out of the foreskin.

"Good old Jiggleswick Air- travel the world and screw everyone you meet." Arthur had walked over so that their erections touched. They both watched as the heads bounced against each other.

"That's us."

Arthur's hand moved down toward the nudging cocks. "May I?"

"Of course."

Arthur's hand closed around both penis heads, squeezing them and rubbing them together. "It's always a pleasure to reacquaint myself with Little Cecil." Arthur grinned. He rotated his hand so that the heads rolled around each other. "That is good."

Their erections were still growing, standing up too tall to carry on rubbing them together the way Arthur had been. He dropped to his knees before Ginge and took a testicle into his mouth. It started withdrawing up into Ginge's body and Arthur chased it up with his tongue.

Arthur was an accomplished cock sucker, and he knew just how to tease Ginge for the best effect, licking around Little Ginge's base to send tingles up the length of the shaft. This made Ginge's hips want to rotate and thrust, but firm hands clasping his buttock cheeks tight kept him from moving. Nibbling with his lips, Arthur moved up the underside of the magnificent erection until he puckered and kissed the head. His tongue flicked out to lap at the arched tip of the hard on and tease over the slit. "I can see why your priestess would worship this beauty." he announced. "I hope it hasn't put you off the glories of men."

"Hardly. I'm a big fan of both sexes. I always have been."

"Roger that." Arthur's mouth engulfed the head of Ginge's cock and his lips worked up and down it until he had swallowed nearly half the length. When he let it out of his mouth it glistened with saliva. "As I am the one already on his knees, would you do me the service of rogering me?"

"With pleasure. Just let me get something from my bags."

Ginge found a Mason jar amongst his things and unscrewed the lid. He put it down beside Arthur, who was now on all fours and eagerly awaiting the pleasure to come. "What is that, Cecil?" he asked.

"This is a mixture I made up. It is based on something the nice chap introduced me to when we were out in the desert." Ginge dipped a finger into the golden liquid, which was as thick as honey until it warmed up, when it became incredibly slippery. "It's not an exact match, because you just can't get some of the ingredients here in Blighty, but it works just as well." Ginge teased the oil coated finger at the puckered hole of Arthur's arse, coating the opening then easily sliding in.

"Oh my." Arthur sighed, "That went in awfully easily."

"As a mechanic I understand the importance of adequate lubrication." Ginge said with a grin. "And this stuff provides it in spades." Ginge scooped more of the lubricant out and liberally applied it to his cock, until it glistened even more than it had with Arthur's saliva. He positioned himself to present Little Ginge to its target and pushed gently but firmly, lodging between Arthur's buttocks then easing into his behind.

"Oh I have missed that!" Arthur exclaimed as the bulbous cock head passed through his sphincter. Ginge enjoyed the feel of Arthur's back passage massaging him as it tensed and relaxed and became used to the invader, then he slid further in.

Reaching around once he was fully lodged in Arthur's fundament, Ginge found his partner's hard penis. His hand was still coated in the lubricant, and slid easily up and down the length. He tried to time his manipulations to his thrusts, and was doing well until the orgasm began to build and he could not stop himself thrusting harder and faster.

Ginge cried out in triumph as he came, pumping semen deep into Arthur's back passage. Arthur, driven to the edge by the thrusting and stroking, came almost as soon as he felt the liquid inside himself, squirting long trails of cum onto the carpet.

As they came down from their ecstasy, Arthur panted out, "I should have hired Jiggleswick Air sooner. I just can't get that level of service from my regular crew."
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Juliet gets her wings
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Jiggles and Ally were accomplished flyers, but neither of them had taken off from water before. So Arthur started by coaching them through handling the Nimbus at low speeds first before working them up to take-offs and landings.

Ginge, meanwhile, worked on Forster Maritime Air's older plane with the company's part-time mechanic, Smith. Smith pointed out the Nimbus's many foibles, such as a seam where the airframe stopped being hull and started being fuselage that was prone to leaking and needed regular attention.

Within two days, Jiggles and Ally had both soloed the Nimbus. Arthur proudly announced that they had earned their "water wings" and that the next day they would get their flight uniforms. They were sitting in the boathouse-cum-office enjoying a celebratory pot of tea when he announced this. "In fact," he declared, "Juliet has already got her uniform. Why don't you show your crew what you will be wearing?"

Juliet was sat behind her large desk, having spent the day filing paperwork and preparing things for whoever took over her job when she was in the air. The desk curved out of the left hand wall. It would be the first thing passengers saw when they entered the building and they had to walk past it to get to the exit to the jetty and the planes. There was a telephone on the end nearest the wall and a globe on the one by the exit. A section of the room behind the desk had been boxed off to create an office for the filing cabinets and kit. "Alexandra has the rag trade in her blood." Arthur announced. "She can tell us what I got wrong in designing your outfit and make you even more gorgeous when you wear it."

"Juliet already is gorgeous." Ally demurred, "She will be stunning whatever she wears."

"Nonetheless," Juliet declared, "I would really like to try my uniform on. I haven't been brave enough to yet." She was blushing from the compliments as she stood and pulled a box from under the desk. "I will just be a moment."

They poured more tea and sat quietly as Juliet changed. After several minutes, the door to the office opened and Juliet emerged. She was nervous about showing off her outfit at first, but Ally stood and beckoned her around the desk so everyone could have a better look.

The skirt, blazer and stylized forage cap were the same shade of grey as Arthur's flying uniform, whilst the blouse was crisp and white. Ally walked around Juliet, studying the outfit. The skirt stretched to below the knee and had creases in it that weren't intended. This was because Juliet had needed to cinch the belt up tight to get it to fit her slim waist. It might have sat on her hips without the belt, but that would have looked even worse. The blazer, meanwhile, was too tight across her shoulders and too baggy at the front, so that her arms were pinched in and the swell of her bosom was lost.

Ally shook her head and sighed. "Juliet, you are still gorgeous, as I said. But Arthur, you just don't understand women's bodies do you?"

Arthur made a little shrug. He made no secret of his preference for male bodies, and had spent the last few nights getting reacquainted with Ginge's. "Can you work some magic on it?" he asked.

"I'll have to, won't I." Ally was down on her knees, running her hands over Juliet's legs through the material to get a feel for how the skirt should fit. "Will I have to do the same for our uniforms?" she asked, pushing the material between Juliet's legs and gratuitously teasing the sensitive mound of her mons. Juliet's feet twisted, pointing further out, so that her legs spread ever so slightly wider. She blushed when she realised how her body was reacting, but gave every indication of hoping that Ally had noticed.

Ally had, indeed, noticed, and she could hardly conceal her grin. "We shall have to do something about this." she announced. "Is there any sewing kit in that little back room?"

"No. But my landlady has a sewing machine and all that stuff."

Ally wasn't sure about taking Juliet back to her lodgings, but she would try anything that gave her an excuse to get the lissom beauty out of her clothes. "Shall we go there then?"

"I'll just get changed again."

Juliet carried her uniform in its box as she and Ally left. They were a short way down the road when they heard Arthur's Rolls Royce's horn make a sound like a confused elephant as the big car went past. Ginge and Jiggles waved regally from the back seat before Arthur put the pedal to the floor and turned sharply, sending them sliding across the seat. Juliet giggled as the car disappeared, "I shouldn't laugh, because some day he's going to put that beast through a hedgerow."

Mrs Wiggins' house was a short walk down the road. It was a large, chocolate box worthy farmhouse, with a low stone wall shielding a small garden and rose adorned trellis gazebo over the front door. The ceilings were low, and Ally and Juliet had to crouch to keep from bashing their heads. This was not a problem Mrs. Wiggins had. She was a short and attractive lady in her forties, with a fine, large bosom and dark eyes that twinkled with intelligence and wit. She guessed right away what was on Ally's mind. So she insisted that they sit and have tea, just to tease her.
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