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We were sitting down to a nice dinner when he first brought it up. He had just gotten home from a long day at work, and I'd prepared a good meal. Steak and potatoes. It was our routine - what we did every Friday evening. You kind of fall into routines like that after ten years of marriage.

"So," he said. "I've been thinking."

"Oh yeah?" I asked. I didn't think it would be anything too exciting. I thought I knew everything there was to know about that man.

He hesitated, forming the words in his head before saying them. "I think I want to show you off more."

I looked at him. It kind of caught me off guard. "What do you mean?"

"I want more people to see you."

I didn't know what he was getting at. "What, like you want to go on more dates?"

"Not exactly."

I stared at him. "Just spit it out."

"I want you to... expose yourself. In public. To other people."

I tilted my head. I was almost forty years old. I wasn't wrinkly yet, but I also wasn't exactly nubile. And I also wasn't in great shape. I wasn't obese or anything, but I definitely had love handles. It wasn't that I was ashamed of my body - but I definitely didn't think that it was anything to show off. And even if it was - exposing myself to strangers? Maybe I'm vanilla, but that didn't seem like the kind of thing I'd be into.

"You don't have to," he said quickly. "It's fine if you don't want to. Totally fine. I just thought that I'd bring it up. In case you felt like doing it. But if you don't that's fine. Really."

"I don't really want to do that," I admitted.

"Cool," he said.

I could tell that he wanted to drop it right there, but I wanted to know more. He hadn't told me about a new fetish in so long. I had to investigate. "What do you find appealing about it?" I asked.

"Doesn't really matter," he said.

"Tell me."

"It's just... the idea of other men finding you attractive. Maybe it's about the competition. The idea that you could show yourself to other men, and they would want you. But they don't get you. I get you. And I'm sure it could just be fun. Trying to get people's attention, and showing off your beautiful shape."

I blushed a bit. The explanation was actually way sweeter than I imagined. "I just... I just don't think I'd have the guts to go through with it, you know? We'd get wherever we were going, I wouldn't wear panties, but when it actually got to the part where I was supposed to lift my skirt, I wouldn't. I just don't have what it takes. Thanks for bringing it up, though."

"No problem," he said.

After that, dinner carried on like usual. We enjoyed the food, watched a bit of TV. Went to bed, had sex. It was all very routine. I fell asleep thinking that the whole exhibition thing was done with - we'd never talk about it again.

But then something strange happened. I started to think about the idea more. I'd be doing the grocery shopping, I'd see a cute guy, and I'd just think about flashing him my tit. Seeing how he'd react. I didn't want to have sex with him. But for a big woman like me, seeing a positive reaction could do wonders. The idea of someone wanting me only because of what they saw - that was something special.

But I knew I could never do it. I didn't have the will power. I didn't have the guts. But I got more and more intrigued with the idea. And it wasn't too long before my husband brought it up again.

"I think I found a solution," he said one night while we sat at dinner.

"To what?" I asked.

"You said you didn't think you would be able to go through with it."

I knew exactly what he was talking about, so I nodded.

"But I found a way we could get past that. If it's really the only thing holding you back. If you're at all interested in the idea still."

"I am interested, actually."

"Really?"

"Yes. I can't even stop thinking about it. I'm really interested."

"Okay," he said. "It's simple. Hypnosis."

I let out a one-syllable laugh. "Hypnosis?"

"It's a serious thing," he said. "I've been reading about it. Apparently it's perfect for this kind of thing. Once you're hypnotized, you'll be willing to obey my every command. So if I ask you to flash someone, you'll do it."

"And it actually works?"

"As far as I know, yes. I've been learning all about how to do it, if you want to give it a shot."

I hesitated. Here was my husband, suggesting that he take control of my mind and then force me to flash strangers. Show off my curvy body. Show them my ass, my boobs, my pussy, who knows what else. My husband who'd never asked me to do anything like this. He was usually sheepish when asking for a blowjob.

I looked at him. If I said yes, I knew I'd be agreeing to the craziest thing I'd ever agreed to. But I said it anyway. "Yes."

The very next day we found ourselves in a mall. It was an hour and a half out of town. Hopefully far enough that I wouldn't accidentally flash anyone we knew.

I wore a summer dress. I owned a lot of summer dresses - the look good on me despite my extra weight. And I wore some sandal high heels. And I wasn't wearing anything else. No bra. No panties. The dress went down to my knees, and had spaghetti strap shoulders. I'd practiced at home, just to be sure. I could expose any part of myself in a second. And hide it again a second later.

"So," I said. "What's the plan, exactly?"

"I'm going to hypnotize you. And then I'm going to tell you what to do."

"Are you going to stay with me?"

"I don't think so. If I stay further away, we'll probably get more of a reaction. Not that we're looking for anything crazy. But I want guys to stare. I want them to wish they were married to you."

"Got it," I said. "So how does this hypnosis thing-"

I was cut off. He'd grabbed my wrist, and tugged it hard in the middle of the sentence. I stumbled towards him as he said the word, "Sleep!"

And just like that, it was done. I felt... distant. Like I wasn't in control of my body anymore. I was just watching the scene from outside. I stood still and stared at him. And then he spoke.

"You will do as I say," he said. His words echoed in my head like they came from a God. Everything else was quiet. My own thoughts didn't exist anymore. "Do you understand?" he asked.

I nodded. Well, my body nodded. I had no part in it.

"Okay," he said. "Walk next to me. Lets find our first target."

He started to walk through the mall, and I walked next to him. Everything felt so strange. Like I was dreaming or something. It all felt fuzzy. Everything other than his words.

And then he found what he was looking for. There were benches against either side of the hallway. One bench had no one on it, and the bench opposite it had a man sitting there. Maybe five years younger than us. He was on his phone, and dressed in a suit. My husband looked at me and smiled.

"Okay," he said. "You go sit down on that bench, across from that young man. And then you do whatever it takes to get his attention, without making any noise or leaving the bench."

He nodded at me, and I took off. I sat down on the bench. He wasn't looking at me. Normally I sit with my legs crossed, but that kind of defeats the purpose of not wearing panties. And my only mission was to get his attention.

I sat with my legs wide apart, and could feel the air on my pussy lips. I hiked up the dress enough that he could definitely see it if he looked up. My mission was to get him to notice me. It didn't matter if in doing so I also showed my lady bits to everyone who walked by.

He didn't look up for a while. And I started to panic. There I was, a middle aged and plump woman, trying to show off my body. What if he looked at it and then looked away, disgusted? What if he didn't find it appealing at all? What if he just pretended not to notice.

All these thoughts whirled through my head, but none of them could move my body. My body could only do what my husband commanded it to.

And then the man opposite me looked up from his phone.

His eyes just brushed past me at first, like he'd only looked up to try and remember something. But then they processed what they saw. And then they went back to what they'd seen.

We were in a mall. A public space. He was a complete stranger. And he was staring at my most private parts. There was a look on his face. He was happy, but he also looked like he was getting away with something he shouldn't have been. I stared right back at him. I hadn't been commanded to do anything else.

He tried to get back to whatever he was doing on his phone, but he couldn't manage it. He couldn't keep his eyes off of me for more than a second. He was looking me up and down. I was smiling at him. Had I not been hypnotised - had it just been normal me - I definitely would have freaked out and walked away at this point. But I didn't.

After a while the man stood up and walked away, but not before adjusting the front of his pants. I'd gotten him hard with just my looks. A big woman like me, turning on strangers.

My husband was next to me in no time. "Walk with me," he said.

I stood up and walked next to him. "Now we're going to the food court, he said. I want you to order something from the cutest guy working at any of the places. But first I want you to pop your boobs out of that dress a bit. So he can see your nipples.”

I pulled down the top of the dress just enough that I was exposed. 

"Take this," he said, handing me a pen. "When you walk away with your order, you need to drop this. Then bend down, don't worry about your skirt, and make sure he gets a full view. Ass. Pussy. Everything. Got it?"

I nodded. He fell back once we got to the food court, and I found a cute guy working at a sandwich store. The moment I walked up to the counter his eyes stuck on my chest for a second. He stuttered, then stared into my eyes as if they were the only safe place to look. "C-Can I take your order?"

I ordered a sandwich, and played with the pen in my mouth while he prepared it. I couldn't believe that I was standing there with my breasts out like that. Like I didn't care who saw them. That wasn't me. That was brainwashed me. Hypnotised me.

He wrapped up my sandwich and I paid for it. Then I walked away, and once I was far enough, I dropped that pen. I actually hiked my skirt up a bit, then checked over my shoulder to make sure he was watching. I bent down, ass in the air, and took my time grabbing that pen. I'd never been so exposed in public before.

I snapped back up and whirled around fast enough to see him still staring, slack jawed. A big woman like me had done that to him. I'd just made his day.

My husband was back in no time. We kept walking through the mall, and I could tell that he was getting worked up. If he wasn't already hard, then it would be incredibly easy for me to make him so. But I couldn't do that - not unless he asked me to.

"Next," he said, "I think we should go to that lingerie store. You should go into the change room and try something on, and then come out and show me. Out in the store, where everyone can see."

We got to the store and he picked out my outfit. He went with lacey black crotchless panties and a bra that I knew was way too small. But I couldn't say anything. I knew the panties would be tight around my waist, but telling him that would have been out of place. That would have been disobedient. And so that thought didn't even cross my mind. I took the lingerie from him, and went into the changing stall.

I stripped down robotically. Normally I would have looked in the mirror and felt bad about my flabby body, but not today. Not in this mindset. I pulled on the panties and clipped on the bra. My labia were entirely exposed, and I had both cleavage and underboob in that bra.

I could never let anyone see me like that. But then I opened the door and stepped out into the store. My husband was staring at me, looking me up and down. The store clerk turned to look casually, then noticed what I was wearing a quickly looked away. He didn't want to be caught looking at a woman trying on their merchandise. All the other husbands and boyfriends in the store also turned to look at me. And I stood their proud. Good posture. Shoulders back. Totally exposed to everyone. And they all liked it.

My husband kept staring at me for a moment, like a lion staring at prey. And then he pounced. He pushed me back into the changing room, and closed the door behind himself.

He quickly unzipped, and his cock was already rock hard. Way harder than it got when we normally had sex, even if it started with a blowjob.

I was facing him, back against the mirror on the wall. But he didn't hesitate. There was nothing between him and what he wanted. The panties were crotchless.

He wrapped one arm around me, lifted one of my legs with the other and forced himself inside, not caring one bit that we hadn't done any foreplay. I was wet already. He pressed me hard against the wall, and he filled me up inside to the brim. His cock was warm and it felt huge.

Once it was all the way in, he leaned back a bit and looked into my dead eyes. "Do not make a sound," he said, voice quiet but firm. And then he went for it.

Slow at first, to be sure that there wouldn't be any noise when he thrust me into the wall, my extra padding keeping me safe. It was quiet, so he picked up the pace, thrusting deep into me, and trying not to give in to his bowing legs that could hardly stand the pleasure.

He was pressed against me in a way that made my boobs pop up, showing even more cleavage than before. Every inch of skin on my front half was pressed against him, and my mind started to wander. I could still feel it, even in my hypnotised state. I could feel the shape of his cock pulling in and out of me. I could feel his heavy breath on my shoulder, and watch the waves of pleasure ripple through his body. Pleasure the he was getting from me.

I stayed silent, although that was by far the most difficult thing he'd asked me to do thus far. He was going fast now, and I was soaking wet. I could tell that he was having trouble staying silent as well.

Then I turned my head and looked him in the eyes. He was going to finish. He was going to come while fucking me in a changing room at a lingerie store. After having taken control of my mind and forced me to flash all those people.

His pace started to falter. The pleasure was too much for him to keep it going much longer. He was going over the edge. Suddenly, his hands gripped me much tighter than before, enough that the skin almost teared. Then I felt his cock start to throb inside of me. His thrusts became slow and deep as his cock pumped me full of cum, every inch of his body and mine feeling better than we had in a long time.

Once he was done, he held me close for a second longer, and then pulled up his pants. "You clean up however possible," he said quietly. Then join me in the food court. I will give you a high five, and at that point you will no longer be under my control. Understood?"

I nodded. He adjusted his pants and left the changing room.

I obeyed. I cleaned up with a couple of kleenexes from my purse. I left that stall with wobbly legs, walking past several men who'd seen my vagina. Men who knew that I'd just been fucked hard, even if they hadn't seen it or heard it. And it felt good.

I knew what my husband had been talking about when he said he wanted other men to want me. I didn't think it would happen, but clearly it did. Those men were all looking me up and down, like I was some tanned eighteen year old who spend all day at the gym.

And it felt good. My husband hadn't settled for me. He'd gotten lucky with me. I was his hot wife that all other men desired.

I got to the food court, gave him a high five, and we both got sundaes. 
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