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In a small town such as this, events that would be overlooked in the big city became annual holidays preceded by months of planning,  posturing, and politicking.  Blue-collar royalty had to be chosen for the big parade, and floats had to be pasted with bright crepe paper flowers that wouldn't wilt in the sun.  Tedious arguments consumed hours of time better spent completing other tasks as flaccid city council members debated who should ride in which car where in the parade line up.  Should the austere Ms. Vespa sit passenger-side with Mr. Douglas in his cherry mustang?  Or would that give the wrong impression to the gossipmongers sure to be sitting front row and center?  Perhaps Ms. Vespa should ride in her cadillac with the reticent Mildred Jonstone.  Sheriff Richards' teenage nephew could act as their chauffeur.

Even in the houses of normal working folk, pre-parade festivities were in full swing.  Mothers could be seen towing their children from store to store to store, searching for the perfect party dress for Melissa or a proper suit and tie for little Johnny.  Of course, all of this was also a waste of time since the kids would discard ties and tights as soon as their parents' backs were turned, but it was the ritual of the annual event that counted.  Preparing for this seemed to breathe life into the town, giving it meaning to exist as a spot on a map somewhere.

This year the otherwise quiet town was boasting a new element to add to the celebration.  Rather than ending the parade with fireworks and gaudy confetti thrown from the windows of the tallest buildings lining the route, the town leaders had procured a team of F-15 pilots in training for the specialized Blue Angels to perform and perfect their flight routine at the same time.  The mayor and his cronies figured that the unworldly town residents wouldn't notice if a plane was slightly out of formation so long as the pilot didn't actually crash the plane.  Besides, this group was a lot less expensive than the real thing, and the city council members weren't eager to part with any of their exorbitant salaries to pay for the actual Blue Angels.

When the local female population learned of the latest addition to the big day, efforts were intensified to primp and preen and cover themselves in every imitation of celebrity-influenced sexiness that they could find in their limited shopping area.  Skirts were raised just a wee bit; hair was teased and tussed to achieve the devil-may-care windblown affect; legs were shaved with extra care; and though they wouldn't admit it, most aimed for a perfect bikini-line shave as well.  There was just something about those fighter jet pilots neatly fitted into their olive overall uniforms which give just a hint of the strong body hidden beneath that could make any woman wet with desire.  Add to that the thought of them skillfully maneuvering their planes through difficult moves with such grace and speed and women will be lining up to buy condoms, foams, or extra perfume in the hopes that some pilot will take them on a personal flight.

Rachael wouldn't admit to being one of those types of women.  She prided herself on being self-supporting, confident, and above such basic lusts.  It would ruin her carefully crafted reputation as a no-nonsense woman if word got out that watching Iceman and Maverick strut their stuff in "Top Gun" was more arousing than any porno movie rented behind the curtain at the local VideoPlus store.  So, perhaps it was this thought buried deeply in her psyche that prompted her to buy a tighter pair of jeans and a shirt that hugged her curves in all the right places.  And with her press badge for the local newsrag, she was assured an interview with at least one of the pilots.

By the time the much awaited day arrived, the town was in a feverish pitch of excitement.  Kids infected with the excess-sugar bug swerved in and out of the many legs crowding the sidewalks.  Parents struggled to gather the wayward youngsters, but soon gave it up as they ran into friends and family also come to enjoy the celebration.  As the parade began, proud grandparents waved and took pictures of the teenagers burdened with heavy, polyester band uniforms, trying to march in time with everyone else while playing the school's alma mater on instruments grown heavy with heat.  It was noted by the infamous gossipmongers that Ms. Vespa indeed was dressed in that and riding with him just as everyone suspected.  No matter that the rumor mill would have suspected anything concerning Ms. Vespa.  The much-talked-about woman herself was oblivious to the comments and sat waving like a parade queen and trying not to look like the cat who ate the cream.

The bystanders began to grow tired with the endless floats and bands and ostentatious town leaders as the parade dragged on and the heat seemed to rise from the ground and swelter around them.  Minds wandered and attention drifted to the grand finale soon to come.  Rachael noticed while she waited that all of the women around her glanced and pointed at the sky every few minutes.  Cheeks were rosy with anticipation, and many applied a third or fourth layer of perfume and makeup before the parade was through.

As the grand pooh-bah of the parade passed signaling the end of the rather tedious event, people started to squirm anxiously, peering into the clouds for a sign.  A hush fell over the crowd when the first engine was heard racing through the sky from a distance, soon followed by another and another.  At last, all four F-15s flew over in formation, each pilot dipping his wings slightly to acknowledge the people on the ground below.  With each stunt and fly-by, the crowd grew wilder and louder, cheering for every movement of the fast-moving planes.

Rachael couldn't ever remember seeing so much enthusiasm for this annual town holiday.  Residents were clapping and whistling and waving their sun-worn hats in the air like there was no tomorrow.  When the pilots completed their big finale of breathtaking rolls and dizzying spins, never was such a sound heard on the streets of that small town.  Some of the younger girls even cried, as if they had witnessed a Beatles concert rather than four pilots in training for bigger and better things.

Rachael hurried to her car so she could beat the rush of traffic sure to follow as the hordes of people left for picnics and barbecues.  She wanted to get her interviews over with before it was too late to make today's deadline at the paper.  Arriving at the airport, her eyes immediately fell on the tallest of the pilots.  He was leaning over looking at something, and she could barely make out the ripple of muscles in his ass and legs which were outlined by his uniform.  He stood up when he heard her approach, and the breath caught in her throat.  From what she could see, he was the epitome of all that turned her on in a fighter pilot.  Not even Tom Cruise could compare to the sexiness that exuded from the very pores of this man.  As her cunt grew wet, she was suddenly very glad that she had worn panties. Otherwise the effects he was having on her would be evident in the drops of moisture inevitably sliding down her legs to dot her shoes and the ground below. 

"Hi.  Could I help you?"  Oh my god, Rachael thought.  Was his voice really that sexy?  She moistened her lips before attempting to reply.

"Yes. I'm Rachael Wilson from the Tribune.  I'm here to interview one of the F-15 pilots."

"That would be me.  My name is Scott Jakes."

Of course you're a pilot, she silently thought.  If you think I could mistake you in that fabulous uniform, you're seriously mistaken.  All of this she kept to herself, however.  Better to get the interview off on the right foot, her foot.

"I have some questions I'd like to ask you involving the flight you just performed, who the other pilots are, where you're all from.  That sort of thing."

"Great."  When he smiled, she could feel her nipples harden.  "Let's go into this hangar to get comfortable.  That way, I can let you do what you need to."  Was she hearing him correctly?  That almost sounded like a come-on.  The thought left her knees so weak, she could barely follow him to the hangar.

"How about a drink?  I think there's some cold soda in the fridge over there."

"That would be great.  Diet if you have one."  As soon as he handed her the can, Rachael rolled it over her forehead, hoping to ward off some of the heat coursing through her body.

"Ready to get started?"  She nodded as she took a sip.  "Ask away then."

She began with simple, get-to-know-you questions such as where are you from, why did you decide to become a fighter pilot, what do you like most/least about flying?  Before long, half of her notebook was filled with quickly scribbled notes that she could use for several related articles.

"What's up, Scott?" A second sexy voice asked.  Rachael turned to look as another pilot, this one shorter but just as fine, walked up.  Could it get any hotter in here? she wondered to herself.

"Rachael, this is Blake.  He's my second in command.  I'm sure he'd be happy to answer your questions as well."

"You bet.  That's our motto: we aim to please." Blake stated nonchalantly.  Was that a glimmer of amusement in his eyes?  Suddenly, Rachael was very happy that she had taken the time to buy new clothes for this interview.

After another half hour of playing questions-and-answers, Rachael's notebook was filled, her soda was empty, and she was as horny as she had ever been.  Throughout the interview, the two pilots had tossed sexual innuendoes back and forth as if they were hot potatoes.  When they offered to give her a hands-on tour of an F-15, she wasn't sure if they meant that she could touch the plane or that they would be touching her.  Either way, when she stood, she found that her legs were shaking with nervous lust.

She quickly learned that hands-on meant a combination of the two.  As she climbed into the cockpit, Scott was eager to help her, brushing her breasts when he leaned over to indicate the controls.  Blake helped lift her down and kept a hand at the small of her back while they circled the plane pointing out each part and its role in keeping the plane aloft.  By the time they had finished, she was so hot with desire that she thought she would have to masturbate in her car if they didn't do the job themselves.

Rachael, what is wrong with you, she asked herself.  She never gets all ga-ga over men.  That's why she owns vibrators in several different sizes.  One for every occasion.  This time, though, she knew what was causing her reaction.  It was the uniform.  Never before had she been so close to a fighter pilot wearing his incredibly arousing flight overalls.  The fact was, she wanted both of these men, badly.

"What say we give you a tour of the hangar as well?  You never can tell when you might need to know all the ins and outs of this place.  Right, Rachael?"  Not being able to respond coherently, she just murmured agreement.  God she hoped they were referring to her ins and outs rather than the stupid hangar's.

"Here we have the pilot's lounge.  As you can see, its comfortably accommodated with a couple of couches, a tv, and dining table."  While Blake pointed out the amenities of the room, Scott shut the door with a quiet click.

"Now, Rachael.  We feel that you might need to do some more in-depth interviewing.  Am I right?"  She gazed at Scott for a moment before nodding.  That was his invitation to move towards her.  She reached out a hand to run it down the front of his uniform.  Before she knew she was going to, she unzipped his overalls, revealing that he had nothing on underneath.  A sigh escaped her lips when she noticed the bulge just below the zipper's end.  Placing her hand on the skin of his taut stomach, she inched her way down until she could grab his already-hard cock.  

Meanwhile, Blake had also moved closer to her and lightly brushed her erect nipples with his hand.  He slipped his hand under the front of her shirt and caressed her breasts through the smooth silk of her bra.  The combination of both men made her feel faint with desire.  She continued to grasp Scott's cock, sliding her hand up and down it as he moaned and pressed closer to her.  She had to let go long enough to allow Blake to slide her shirt over her head.  He quickly removed her bra with practiced fingers and began to pinch her nipples, hard, until she gasped with a mixture of pain and pleasure.  With each pinch, her breath hitched in her throat.

Scott helped her to the couch, pushing her back so he could remove her pants and thoroughly soaked panties.  The two men worked as if they were a team not only in flight but in this as well.  While Blake was lathering attention on her breasts, Scott was paying homage with his mouth and tongue to her dripping pussy.

"Just lay back and enjoy what we do to you, Rachael.  Don't worry.  We'll get our turn soon."  She wasn't sure which one of them said the words, but she did as ordered.  Blake alternated sucking a nipple to a rosy point then pinching it until it seemed to stand even taller.  She almost couldn't stand the pain, but the pleasure mingled with it drew moans from deep within her.  Scott was sucking her clit and pumping three fingers into her warmth.  Rachael was no longer aware of who was doing it; she could only focus on the green of their uniforms and the incredible sensations of heat rushing through her body and back to her center.  When she came, her hips bucked uncontrollably and spots of light flashed behind her eyes.

After allowing her to recover her breath, both men stood to remove their overalls.  She gasped when she was faced with two very erect cocks.  Scott stepped up to sit on the back of the couch, allowing her to kneel between his legs and suck on his cock while Blake spread her ass cheeks and slid his hardness in the wet there.  He let her concentrate on giving Scott head for awhile, but at a signal from his friend, he quickly entered her, provoking yet another gasp from her busy lips.  Soon, she was sucking Scott's cock to the same rhythm being pumped into her by Blake.  After a few minutes of this, both men switched positions.  While she was licking and biting gently at Blake's shaft, he was pinching her nipples again, bringing her to the brink once more.  Scott was pumping harder and faster into her from behind.  As he reached around to stroke her clit, Rachael was overcome by the sensations of being fucked by two men, two fighter pilots no less, and she came with a loud scream.  Both men followed her example, filling her mouth and her pussy with cum.

Later that day when she was home trying to write her article, her mind kept replaying the scene back at the hangar.  While no one else might ever know about her adventure, Rachael herself would always remember.  What's more, Scott and Blake had presented her with an extra uniform that they had come across in one of their bags.  She had it laying over the chair near her bed, for those times when Iceman and Maverick are strutting across her television screen and she might feel the need for some real pilot memorabilia.

