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Part 1: Braless for the Crew


Leonie
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My husband leant around the doorway of our ensuite, shaving foam piled onto his palm. “He didn’t actually say that though?”

“Well no, not in so many words of course.”

“But he implied it – that if you go to this thing with him he’ll let us have the new sonar?”

“Um no, let me see...” I thought back to what my boss, the Vice Chancellor of the university, had offered me exactly. “I think his words were that if I ‘accompanied him over the weekend’ he’d see to it that our application was ‘looked at again, perhaps more favourably’, I think is how he put it. But only because of how much he needs my ‘note-taking skills’. There’s going to be wall-to-wall lectures and he can’t take notes to save his life.”

“Right.” My husband leant back again, face foamed-up, razor in hand. God he smells good when he’s shaving. “So your note-taking skills huh? And he’s never heard of recording?”

I bit my lip and smiled. “He doesn’t want to attend in person, is his problem.” I was losing interest in talking about my boss real fast.

I was still in bed. I pushed my pyjama shorts down and took them off.

My husband looks good when shaving too. He was in his trousers and shoes but only a white singlet top. He has a nice lithe build, strong broad shoulders. He was still going on about the fact that our research funding application had been refused by the university. I felt between my legs. I was already moist and became more slick as I played with my clit.  

“Um, Clark?” I asked sweetly.

He had rinsed and was dabbing his face with a fluffy white towel. He looked around the doorway again. I was smiling and biting my lip. He frowned after glancing at my pyjama bottoms on the floor. He checked his watch. “I’m going to be late, baby.”

I lifted my chin. “Just one kiss?”

He chuckled and rolled his eyes as he approached.

He met my lips. He smelt so damn good. He had the towel slung around his neck. I grabbed and gathered it in one hand, pulling down on it as I kicked the bed clothes back.

“Aw hell Leonie, seriously? Right now?”

I glared at him. He knows he’s not allowed to speak.

I kept hold of the towel around his neck and pushed the top of his head down. He submitted and lowered to his knees on the floor. I forced his head between my legs, spinning sideways on the edge of the bed, resting my feet on my obedient husband’s shoulders. “Uh huh,” I told him as he licked where I’d already opened my pussy lips and exposed my slick inner folds.

My husband licked and nuzzled into me, sucking gently on my labia and teasing my swollen little button. He added his fingers and inserted to massage back against my pubic bone and growled into my pussy while I pulled on his hair and pressed myself on his smoothly shaven face.

Mmm this never takes long in the morning. I’d woken up horny, having had some lovely dreams then being turned on more with Clark’s deodorant and shaving cream aroma. “Mmuh huh huh,” I moaned, shuddering as my orgasm clenched and thumped through my body. I kept hold of his hair and let the waves of pleasure wash through me for a moment. “Mmm thank you, husband,” I hummed and pushed him away to spin back around into bed and pull the covers up. 

He stood wiping his face with his hands. I giggled. I know he likes wearing my juices to work.

“Run along now, don’t be late,” I told him, glancing down at his boner in his pants and back up again to giggle some more.

He bent and kissed me on the lips. “You just fucking wait,” he warned.

I giggled some more after tasting myself on my now sticky lips.

Clark pulled on his shirt and hurried for the door to catch his bus. I hoped he wouldn’t miss it again, but I seriously needed that little bit of seeing to this morning. Especially after what we’d been talking about. There was no way on earth I’d ever ‘accompany’ my fat sleazy boss anywhere, but I was so turned on by the idea of being coerced into sex.

Clark and I had met at a BDSM exhibition, both of us there out of curiosity and intrigued by the idea of submission and control. We’re a little bit kinky, as far as young married people go I think. We don’t talk about anything of the sort with our friends or family. God no!

No, we’re closet kinky and only ever do stuff in the privacy of our marital bedroom. And there was seriously not a hope in hell I’d even look at my boss in that way. But it was still exciting to be illegally hit on by him, sexually harassed in my workplace no less, although he was very good at not technically saying anything. He just ogles a lot but never touches.

I kicked off the bed clothes again, sat up and looked at my suitcases in the corner of the room. I was all packed and ready. Tomorrow morning we were going to be a full four weeks at sea and I couldn’t wait. I’m a bit of a water baby and have always been drawn to the ocean. 

Clark was a Research Fellow in Modern History at university, I was Executive Assistant to the Vice Chancellor, a Professor of Modern History. Clark and his team had recently returned from salvaging artefacts from a 250-year-old French shipwreck near one of the remote South Pacific islands. He decided we should spend our holiday going back to look for a British shipwreck Clark believed was on the other side of the island.

It was going to take nine days to sail there so we had chartered a yacht with two crew for 28 days. Clark believed he knew the near exact co-ordinates. A recent nearby volcano and subsequent tsunami could potentially have shifted enough sediment to uncover the vessel like it had done for the other shipwreck. And if the ocean currents were favourable, the shipwreck may well have revealed itself and its long-hidden secrets. There were journal entries in the manifest of explorers from a century ago that detailed the wreck having been uncovered after a severe storm back then.

This whole shipwreck thing was part of Clark’s research for his PHD. I was more interested in the cruise itself, as we were going on a beautiful yacht and the crew were really nice. I’d been on a weekend sail last summer to a wreck just off the coast. It was going to be so fantastic sailing all the way around the northern tip of New Zealand and up into the tropics. I could not wait.
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The last day before our annual vacation was busy of course. I gave a lecture in the morning to a packed theatre and was held up afterward by a few students who don’t read their assignment instructions properly. 

I got away fifteen minutes late and only just caught my charter boat captain, Dick Dastardly, well Dirk actually – looks like he’d just about given up waiting for me on the jetty and had started to head to the local bar for his lunch when he spotted me.

“Yeah, I’ve only got a few minutes myself... Skylark’s good to go though,” he said motioning towards the yacht. “We’re all fuelled up. Just need to finish stocking the galley this afternoon and we’re all set to sail at 9am.”

“Okay, excellent. Are Linus and Victoria here?” I was being ushered aboard.

The yacht was a sleek-lined 18 metre vessel 90% owned by a wealthy businessman and his wife, who were going to be joining us for the voyage, strictly as tourists they had enthused.

“Nah man, Linus had some business to finish up this morning. Said he’d see you both tonight at dinner. How about um... ah here she is now!” Dirk’s face split into a huge smile as my lovely wife approached along the jetty. “This is Santos, by the way. My new deckhand.”

A young slim dark-skinned guy had appeared from below deck and his eyes widened too as he spotted Leonie waving at us and smiling broadly herself.

My wife always does this. Away from work she never bothers with a bra, and her smallish highset nipples are eternally erect and prominent through her tops. She’s only a B-cup but her tits tend to jiggle a lot as she walks too. It’s quite the show and has every man’s eyes popping out of their sockets without fail.

“Hi Dirk! How are you?” she sang gaily as she walked up the gangway and right into his arms.

Dirk is tall and rather well built. His long arms reached all the way around Leonie and I noticed one hand had wrapped under her tit with the thumb pointing upwards, pressing firmly into it.

I was going to have to get used to this again. Leonie is way too friendly and this guy takes advantage. But his was the only charter fee anywhere near my budget. And with the owners tagging along I’d only be paying a fraction of the fuel costs.

“Come on and have a look then.” Dirk had refurbished the cabin and was keen to show us. He still had hold of my wife, one arm around her and guiding her to the stairs.

Leonie claimed his arm and plied his hand from her person but she kept hold of it. He followed right behind her. I tagged along down into the galley and lounge area. There was one single berth and the one double. There were two spacious lounge areas, one on this level and one upstairs on the top deck. The boat had three levels all up. The bridge was luxuriously appointed with another small sleeping berth, extra food and equipment storage and bathroom facilities.

The last time Leonie and I had spent time on Dirk’s yacht was a fun weekend away to explore a wreck less than a day’s sailing from the marina. It was just the three of us. We had taken the runabout across to a small, completely secluded beach with pristine water where I had allowed Dirk to talk us into Leonie go topless.

He had talked us both around. Yes, quite the smooth talker... 

I was excited to see if Leonie would actually do it. She was a little reluctant but had finally taken off her bikini top for several hours whilst sunbathing and swimming.

So the guy had already seen her tits once!

Leonie led the way through the boat, excitedly checking it all out. Dirk’s eyes zeroed in and his hands often brushed or squeezed rather close to her jiggling little globes and pebble-hard button nipples.

We were up on the top deck now, checking out the refurbished barbeque and outdoor kitchen, dining area. I met my wife’s grimace as I looked up from Dirk’s huge hand squeezing just beneath her boob again, her clinging to his wrist at her side. She knew what I was thinking and I’m sure she was thinking the same thing herself – that this was exactly what we thought was going to happen. We knew we’d have to learn to put up with it if we wanted to go find the wreck of the legendary HMS Sunline, lost off the South Pacific Island of Mahacu in 1792, purportedly carrying an off-manifest war bounty of treasures.
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The work done in refurbishing the yacht was amazing. It was great before, although obviously looking a little tired. But now all the timber work was polished like new and all leather and cloth furniture coverings had been replaced. The double bedroom looked beautiful and was going to be so nice for us girls to stay in. The sleeping arrangements were for us ladies to share the double berth and for the gentlemen to make do with wherever they could get comfy. There were only four of them and plenty of room with the other single berth, which would probably be claimed by Linus. There were ample choices of indoor and outdoor lounges for Clark, Dirk and Santos to haggle over. 

The only issue was going to be privacy. It was only a small cruiser, no super-yacht that’s for sure. But we could all make do for a few weeks. I was more than happy to share with Victoria. We had a queen-size bed and were both only small. We won’t even know the other’s in the bed.

I liked the new deckhand, Santos. He seemed a nice boy, very polite with a great smile. I’d felt his eyes on me a bit, but that’s typical of guys and I was fine with it. I don’t see why I should wear a bra when I don’t really need to. It would only be a modesty thing to reduce a bit of movement and stop my nipples from showing so obviously, but what the hell right? Girls have boobs. So what! And if guys can’t help ogling then I take that as a compliment.

Hell, it makes them smile not frown, so it must be a good thing in my book. Who doesn’t like making people smile?

I have a range of t-shirts, tanks and tube tops. They all hug tight and some of the lighter coloured ones, like the blue tank I was wearing today, showed a bit more than the position of my nipples. Which are bullets with a small areola, quite dark. The guys could see them quite well, but I knew that and had chosen the top on purpose today.

I have five light coloured tops that are purposely thin and more see-through than others. I often wear one of them when we go to the beach or somewhere for a weekend drive where we won’t bump into anyone we know. Depending on the reaction I got from Victoria, I intended to rotate between the five all the while onboard the yacht.

I wanted to do it for Dirk and his young deckhand, now it was obvious he liked it. But mostly it was going to be for my husband. It makes him so competitive for me and so forceful in the bedroom. I love that. 

Every time I wear one of my thin stretchy tops and show more nipple, he ravishes me that night. I first noticed it by accident, when I only had the one pale yellow top that showed too much. I hadn’t bought that on purpose, it was just really old and had worn and faded. But noticing how much my husband clearly enjoyed it, I bought another. Then another three. Then I tossed away the faded old yellow one.

I was also hoping for an opportunity to go fully topless again on this trip. Again it depended on this older couple, and how they’d feel about me doing that, or whether there would be a chance at the island if they were not around at some point. It was obvious that Dirk would want me to again, and I doubted Santos would complain. It was too bad Linus and Victoria weren’t there today as I’d been hoping to gauge their reaction to my see-through tank top before we headed out to sea.

Well anyway, not to worry. I saw the look in my husband’s eyes and I knew I was going to be in trouble tonight haha.

I had just dropped Clark at his lecture theatre and I needed to grab my iPad from my desk drawer. I hoped I had left it there at least. I couldn’t find it anywhere at home this morning and absolutely needed it for reading on the trip. Oh my god how would I survive all those ocean hours day after day without my eBooks!

I snuck into the admin building via a back door, a bit self-conscious about my skimpy attire and hoping not to bump into my sleazy boss. I said a quick hello and got some looks from a few of my colleagues but kept my arms folded as much as I could. Vice Chancellor Hugo was busy on his phone with his chair turned around. I snuck past his office window unseen and luckily found my iPad in my desk drawer.

“Leonie! Aren’t you supposed to be on vacation?”

“Oh hi Professor Norris.”

Oh my god I was blushing now. This was even worse than the VC. His golden boy!

“So um... you’re not seriously still planning that expedition, are you Leonie?” He slipped onto the edge of my desk, trapping my escape route. “I see they didn’t approve Clark’s request for the new sonar. Even if there was a wreck around that southern side of the headland, there’d be no chance of finding it with a searchlight system, he’d need the ultrasonic and this new software.”

“Well, I’m sure Clark knows what he’s doing, Professor Norris. And no we haven’t given up on our expedition at all. We’re sailing tomorrow as a matter of fact.”

The man smiled. Damn it! He had a gorgeous smile. Smelt good too. I didn’t know what had gotten into me, the way men smelt today. Dirk had been sweaty and unfresh but that had made me all giddy and had me smiling my head off too.

Professor Norris was going on about his progress extracting artefacts from the French wreck. He was in charge of that, as a Senior Research Fellow in the Modern History faculty. Technically my husband’s boss, unfortunately. Although Clark was taking annual leave too, so he wasn’t answerable to the university.

“Well yes, I suppose ours is in fact a treasure hunt,” I agreed. “And why not, how cool would it be to find a sunken treasure!”

Professor Norris laughed with me, not at me. He was an arrogant dick but had a pleasant side too. I’d inadvertently relaxed from keeping my arms folded and his eyes were on my boobs quite regularly. That’s definitely working haha...

“So, you all finished out there now?” I asked. “Why didn’t the university let Clark use the upgraded sonar and software?”

The man shrugged. “Not sure. You’d have to ask the VC,” he skilfully evaded and had an overt look down and up from my boobs this time. “But yeah, we’re still salvaging, another few weeks yet.” He had another look at where I had my arms folded tight again. “Might even see you out there hey, Leonie?”

I held his stare and edged past between the wall and his knee. I virtually had to straddle his knee to get by. “Not sure. You’d have to speak to my husband about that,” I tossed over my shoulder in exactly
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