
        
            
                
            
        

    
Hypnotized Wives: Parent-Teacher Conference
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Parent-Teacher Conference

Kimberly Robinson strode through the hallway of her son’s high school, her heeled boots clicking against the linoleum floor. It was after hours, and the place was mostly empty outside of the occasional gaggle of students occupying a classroom for some extracurricular activity or a teacher staying late to do some work. She was on her way to the lab to meet with Mr. Davis, the high school chemistry teacher. He hadn’t been able to schedule a meeting during the normal parent-teacher conference times, and so Kimberly found herself at the high school by herself while her husband, a corporate attorney, was otherwise occupied with work.

The lab was at the far end of the school, away from any other occupied classrooms. It was a large room full of long tables with work stations and one raised table in front of a black board and drop down projector screen. Mr. Davis was sitting on a raised chair behind that table when she entered.

“Hello, Mrs. Robinson,” Mr. Davis said, looking up as she entered the room. “Nice to see you again.”

He wasn’t an especially tall man, shorter than Kimberly’s natural 5’8” he appeared even smaller next to her in her heeled boots. He had a thin, slouched build and thinning hair on the top of his head that he was trying to make up for with a beard. The dark bags under his eyes stood out on his pale skin and spoke to a lack of sleep. But despite that, his brown eyes seemed sharp and alert as they took Kimberly in.

While in her early 40s, like Mr. Davis, she appeared much more put together. She had a slender build, evident even under her winter clothing. Her face was made up to mask any blemishes on her brown skin and highlight her soft lips and doe eyes. It was framed by her lustrous, black hair that fell past her shoulders.

“Nice to see you as well,” she replied, as she approached his desk.

“Please, have a seat,” he said, gesturing towards another raised chair on the opposite side of the desk.

He then pointed at a glass of water by that space. “And please feel free to drink. This part of the building always gets too hot during the winter. Some issue with the heating I think.”

He was certainly right about the heat, Kimberly thought. She took off her coat and draped it over the back of the chair, then took a long sip from the water to keep her throat from getting dry. She thought she caught a hint of a smile on Mr. Davis’ lips as she drank the water, but she brushed it off, not thinking much of it.

“Thank you for coming in today,” Mr. Davis began. “I’m sorry I couldn’t schedule you during normal parent-teacher conference hours, but I had a lot on my plate that week.”

“It’s okay,” Kimberly said, favoring him with a smile. In truth she would rather not have been there, but putting in some face time with the teachers and hearing their takes on where her son might improve was part of parenting. “How is Ben doing in your class?”

“He’s doing fine,” Mr. Davis said. “But there are some areas where I think he could improve, and I thought that was something we could discuss and work on together.”

He picked up an already open water bottle and poured more water into Kimberly’s cup. Without thinking she drank. The heat in the room was already getting to her. It was making her feel a bit sleepy, and her clothes were starting to itch against her skin. She took another deep drink from the cup of water, trying to push those feelings aside.

“I think it’s important for parents and teachers to have a good working relationship so that together they can figure out what’s best for the children,” he continued, again refilling her cup with more water as he rambled on. “And all relationships are built on the basis of trust. You trust me, don’t you, Mrs. Robinson?”

“Yes,” she replied. It seemed like the appropriate response. But her mind was feeling more muddled. She took another big drink of water.

“Good, very good,” Mr. Davis said, in his soothing voice. “Since you trust me, you know that it’s safe to follow my suggestions, to do what I tell you to, isn’t that right?”

“Uh, yes,” she replied again. She felt like things were getting a little off track, but she couldn’t quite put her finger on how. It felt like they should be talking about something else. Her son maybe? His grades? It was getting hard for her to think clearly.

“Here, why don’t you finish this?” Mr. Davis said, handing her the water bottle.

Kimberly took it and drank following his suggestion. It was good to follow his suggestions. It felt like her mind was able to grasp that much at the moment.

“That’s good,” Mr. Davis said, smiling at her. “I can tell that the heat is really affecting you. It feels so hot in all of those clothes, doesn’t it? You really don’t want to be wearing them, do you?”

Kimberly felt the itch of her clothes against her skin even more. She had already felt hot, but now being in those garments felt stifling. She really didn’t want to be wearing anything, but she couldn’t exactly disrobe right there.

“I…uh…” she stammered, struggling with how to respond to Mr. Davis’ question. While his assessment was correct, it didn’t feel appropriate to talk about her sudden urge to be naked. That wasn’t something to talk about with her son’s teacher, right?

“It’s okay,” Mr. Davis soothed. “You trust me, feel comfortable around me. You know it’s okay for me to see you naked. You even like the idea.”

Kimberly found that she was starting to like the idea. It would be more comfortable without her clothes, and the idea of Mr. Davis seeing her like that was…nice? Something about that felt off, but she couldn’t quite figure out what.

“Why don’t you take off your clothes?” Mr. Davis prompted, his voice more commanding this time. “I think you’ll find it’s a lot more comfortable.”

Kimberly reacted this time, standing and beginning to peel off her garments, starting with her boots. Her mind was too foggy to think through or figure out why this seemed a bit off. All she knew for sure was that she trusted Mr. Davis and that it was okay to follow his suggestions.

“Yes, that’s good, you feel better, don’t you?”

“Yes,” she sighed with relief. She stood in only her bra and panties, a matching black set, the rest of her clothes discarded on the classroom floor. She looked up to see Mr. Davis’ eyes hungrily taking in her slender form. Even though she trusted him, there was something disconcerting about the way he was looking at her.

“That’s right, it feels good to obey me, to listen to my suggestions,” he said. “Now why don’t you finish undressing? You know you want me to see you naked. The idea arouses you.”

Kimberly felt herself getting flush as she moved to unhook her bra. Suddenly she found herself enjoying the way Mr. Davis was looking at her. He clearly wanted to see her naked body, and she very much wanted to show it to him. She let her bra fall away and stood before him, her small but pert and shapely breasts fully on display. Mr. Davis smiled as he took them in, and she felt herself getting wetter. After giving him a moment to ogle her, she shimmied out of her panties, adding the last of her clothes to the classroom floor. She found that Mr. Davis was right; she did feel better. The itching from being clothed had gone away, and she found herself enjoying showing off her fit body to her son’s teacher.

“That’s good,” Mr. Davis said, smiling at her. “You have a wonderful body, Mrs. Robinson, just like I knew you would. And I know you want to do more than just show it off to me. I know you’re desperate to taste my cock, to feel it in your mouth, to worship it.”

Kimberly felt herself salivating. Her eyes dropped to the teacher’s crotch, and she could see his pants were tented. She stepped forward and gently caressed him through his pants.

“Can I?” she asked in a husky voice.

“Yes,” he replied.

She fell to her knees and unzipped his fly. As quick as she could she had his pants and boxers pulled down. His hard cock sprang forward, and with a moan Kimberly took it between her lips. She swirled her tongue around his tip and then began to bob her head up and down, working more of his length into her throat. It felt wonderful, his member filling her mouth, the taste of him. She worked with abandon, soaking him with her saliva and stroking along his shaft.

“Oh yes, that’s good, Mrs. Robinson,” Mr. Davis moaned. “You love sucking my cock. It makes you horny. Uh, uh-huh. So horny that you need my dick in you, filling up your pussy.”

Kimberly felt herself getting more aroused. She let Mr. Davis’ cock fall from her mouth. As much as she loved sucking his dick, there was something she needed so much more at that moment.

“Fuck me,” she said, gazing up at him, still on her knees. “Fuck me, please. I want to take your cock.”

Mr. Davis kicked off his pants and boxers so he could move more freely, then went to his lab desk and moved the papers on it from the surface, dropping them in piles on the floor. He motioned to Kimberly who stood up from her kneeling position. He helped her climb up onto the desk.

Kimberly felt the cool surface of the desk against her naked back as she lay down on it. She spread her legs, as Mr. David climbed up after her. She watched with anticipation as he positioned himself over her, his slick cock lining up with her wet entrance.

“Oh yes, put it in, baby,” she pleaded. “I need you inside me.”

“As you wish, Mrs. Robinson,” Mr. Davis said, smirking down at her. He thrust his hips forward, and his cock head pierced her wet folds.

Kimberly moaned, as she felt him penetrate her. He began to rock his hips withdrawing and then pushing more of his length into her. It felt amazing having him inside. Soon enough he bottomed out, his full length inside her, and then he began to move his hips more in earnest.

“You love having my cock inside you,” he gasped, as he thrust into her. “You’ve never felt anything so good before.”

"Ungh! Yes!” Kimberly moaned, her body responding to his words, to her new truth. She could already feel herself building to an orgasm, the amazing feeling of his cock inside her driving her towards a faster more powerful release than she’d ever known. She gripped his arms and spread her legs even wider, inviting him to drive deeper. “It’s so good! Ungh! I’ve never had it so good!”

“Oh, that’s right,” Mr. Davis grunted. A sheen of sweat had began to develop on his forehead, as he continued to thrust into and out of her. “No one will ever feel as good inside you. I own this pussy now.”

“Yes! Yes! Oh God yes!” Kimberly cried out, her head thrashing from side to side as she became lost in pleasure.

“Ungh! Say it! Ungh! Who’s pussy is this?”

“It’s yours! Oh! It’s all yours! Just don’t stop! Don’t — UNGH!”

Kimberly felt the wave of orgasmic bliss that had been building crash over her. Her body shuddered in silent pleasure, as her voice caught in her throat with the intensity of her release. The room started to go dark, as her eyes rolled up into the back of her head. All the while she continued to feel Mr. Davis pounding away, his glorious cock moving inside her as she experienced this new level of climax.

“Oh God, I’m gonna fill this pussy up,” she heard Mr. Davis saying, as she started to come down.

“Yes, baby, do it,” she moaned softly, sensing it was what he wanted to hear. “Fill me up. Make me yours.”

Mr. Davis let out a series of grunts as he sped up his thrusts. “Oh yes!” he groaned, and Kimberly knew he had released inside her. He buried his full length within her, and she gazed up into his face as it contorted in pleasure. A moment later he collapsed on top of her, his chest pressed against hers, his softening cock still within her. They lay like that for some time, sweaty bodies entangled, both trying to recapture their breath while enjoying the calm after some intense sex.

As she lay under him, Kimberly’s mind started slowly to clear. It was amazing what she had just felt, and she craved more. She wanted to feel Mr. Davis’ cock in her mouth, to taste him again, and she definitely wanted him to take her again, to bring her to that state of orgasm that she now knew no one else could. But part of her knew something about this was off, that this wasn’t like her, that she shouldn’t be cheating on her husband.

“I have to go,” she said urgently, the realization dawning on her that whatever was going on, she needed to get away from here to try and collect herself. She started to gently try and push Mr. Davis to get him to move and let her leave.

“There’s no need to rush out of here,” Mr. Davis said, pushing himself up and looking her in the eyes. “You will stay where you are.”

“Okay,” Kimberly replied meekly, the desire to obey his words overpowering her will to leave.

“Good,” Mr. Davis said, getting off of her, his cock falling out of her pussy as he descended from the desk. “Now just one moment.”

Kimberly sat up as Mr. Davis moved away, but she followed his instructions and stayed put sitting on the desk. She watched him move to a table where a beaker was set up. He took a dropper pipette and drew some of the clear liquid out of the beaker. When he walked back towards her, her eyes moved down to his cock, watching it swinging between his legs. She felt the powerful need of having it between her lips.

“Now open your mouth and hold still,” he said.

Kimberly did as instructed, and he dripped the liquid from the pipette into her mouth. When he was done, he gently used his hands to guide her mouth closed. With her mouth shut, she reacted by fully swallowing the liquid, noticing that it had no real taste.

“My own little creation,” he said, smiling at her. “Tasteless. Odorless. And it makes the recipient very open to suggestion. I’m sure I will make a fortune off of this at some point…but for the moment I think I just want to have a little fun with it.”

“What are you going to do?” Kimberly asked in a hushed voice, realizing now what she had just ingested. He must have put some in the water he gave her as well. It was why she was acting so out of character, but now she knew there wasn’t anything she could do to stop it.

“Don’t worry, my pet,” he said, running a hand over her cheek. “You enjoy obeying me, and you will enjoy what I have planned. I’ll make sure of it. Now be a good girl and hop down of the desk.”

Kimberly did as he asked, her bare feet hitting the floor. She stood still as he put the pipette down on the desk and sat down in one of the chairs. He held his dick with his hand and motioned for her to come to him.

“I know you want this,” he said, smirking at her. “Why don’t you get down here and satisfy yourself while I tell you about how things are gonna be moving forward.”

Kimberly dropped quickly to her knees and moved between his legs. She took his dick into her mouth, and immediately she felt her pussy getting wet again, her body responding to this simple action with growing need and arousal. It was soft now and tasted of their combined juices, but to her it was the greatest taste in the world.

“Yes, that’s good,” Mr. Davis moaned, as she worked him. “Now, while you get me ready for round two, why don’t I tell you about my plans…”

X-X-X

“Oh! Uh-huh! Yes! Oh fuck!”

Kimberly screamed with aroused abandon as Mr. Davis fucked her doggy-style on his bed. His hips slapped into her upturned ass as he took her, driving his member deep inside her with each thrust. She gripped his sheets as she felt an orgasm rapidly approaching, the joy of being filled by his cock threatening to overwhelm her as it always did.

It had been two months since Kimberly’s fateful parent-teacher conference with Mr. Davis. During that time she had come to be his regular lover, an endeavor that was helped along by his chemical concoction. With her whole family dosed, it was easy to explain to them that there was nothing odd or concerning or even noteworthy about her going to visit Mr. Davis. Or about how sexy she dressed herself when she did go to visit him. Or how she would sometimes spend a night or most of a weekend with him.

And she did love spending those nights with him. Getting to service and receive his cock multiple times, to be ready to be used whenever he felt a need, it gave her immeasurable pleasure.

“Ungh! Ungh! Yes! So good!” she moaned, as he continued to take her from behind. “Harder! Fuck me harder!”

“Mmm…that’s right,” Mr. Davis grunted, responding to her needy mewls with harder thrusts. “Moan for me, bitch! Take that dick! This is my pussy now!”

“Yes! Ungh! Yes! It’s your pussy!”

And it was. While putting her husband under control of a large dosage of Mr. Davis’ chemical, she had convinced him that they didn’t need to have sex anymore, that he enjoyed masturbating more than he enjoyed being with her, and that she was okay with that. More than okay with it, it was perfectly normal. Now Mr. Davis’ was the only dick she received, just the way that he wanted it.

“Oh God! Ungh! Yes! Keep going! I’m gonna…I’m cumming!”

Kimberly felt her body tense, as the orgasm washed over her. Her hands squeezed and wrung the sheets, her legs quivered as pleasure flowed through her. It didn’t matter how many times she fucked Mr. Davis, her climaxes with him were always amazingly powerful.

While in the throes of pleasure, she felt Mr. Davis pumping faster and more erratically. He let out a wail, and she felt his cock pulsing inside her. She smiled, even as she continued to cum, knowing that she had taken him over the edge as well. After driving into her a few more times, he buried his length inside her and slumped over her back. They collapsed forward onto his bed, both of them breathing heavily.

After a few moments Mr. Davis slowly withdrew from her. Kimberly heard him fall back onto the bed next to her.

“That was wonderful, Kimberly,” he said, and she felt a warmth flood through her from his praise. “And now it’s your turn, Mrs. Pearce.”

Kimberly turned over onto her back to watch as Madeline Pearce, another mother of one of Mr. Davis’ students, crawled onto the bed. She was his second conquest with the suggestibility chemical, and Kimberly could understand why. She was conventionally attractive, a tall blonde with a curvy body and pretty, if overly made-up features. She was wearing a black fishnet bodysuit with a crotchless cutout, exactly the kind of slutty thing that Mr. Davis liked, the kind of thing that Kimberly had gone from never even considering wearing to regularly adorning herself with for his pleasure.

She felt a little bit of jealousy as she watched Madeline take Mr. Davis’ cock into her mouth. She craved his member, in her mouth, in her pussy, wherever he wanted to put it, and though he had explained to her that she would need to start to share it, she still wanted it as often as possible.

On the other hand, she thought about what she did have to be grateful for, as she traced her fingers over her stomach.

She had gone off her birth control shortly after ensuring that Mr. Davis was the only one who would be using her pussy. While there was now another woman to share him with, and certainly there would soon be more, she would be the first to bear his child. Maybe she had even just conceived.

It would be another thing that Mr. Davis’ suggestibility compound would have to handle, making her husband believe that this new child was his. But Kimberly would know the truth, and she was happy she could do this for her new lover, that she could please him in this new way.

Her hand moved lower, fingers beginning to trace around her clit instead of her stomach, as she watched Madeline take Mr. Davis’ hardening cock in her lips and bob along its length. She felt herself quickly getting aroused as she reflected on all of the pleasure this new life had brought her, and all of the pleasure that was soon to come.

X-X-X

To enjoy another story about a wife being mind-controlled to serve the sexual whims of a man who is not her husband, check out The Wedding Guest.


Taylor Tait's Other Works

Thanks for reading!

If you enjoyed this story, please consider checking out the other stories in the Hypnotized Wives anthology as well as my other erotic mind control stories…

Hypnotized Wives Stories:

Terms of Service

An Unexpected Audition

Subliminal Super

Yearbook Photos

The Christmas Gift

Serpentine Seduction

Parent-Teacher Conference

Be My Valentine

The Wedding Guest

Reunion Revenge

Neighborhood Hypnotist

A Romantic Weekend Rewritten

Landing The Client

The Trick-Or-Treater

New Year, New Life

Short Stories:

Hijacked Date Night

The Hypnotist’s Visit

I Know You Want This

Boudoir Photo Shoot

Dress Code Violation

The Halloween Pop-Up Shop

Trick or Treat

Entrancing Enchanters: A Hypnotic Gaming App

Cosplay Convention Control

Collections (for non-KU readers):

Hypno-Cucked: An Erotic Short Story Collection

As You Wish… (The Complete Series)

The Morpheus Spell (The Complete Series)

Series Starters (for KU readers):

As You Wish…, Part 1: Making a Sex Genie

The Morpheus Spell, Part 1: Dreaming of Her Neighbor

If you enjoy cuckold, hotwife and cheating wife stories, please also consider checking out my other works that do not include any mind control…

Short Stories:

Father of the Bully

Waking to an Empty Bed

Her Friend’s Father

The Bookstore Clerk’s Lucky Day

Her Son’s Bully

Covid and Her Co-Worker

My Wife Entertains a House Guest

My Wife Goes Clubbing Without Me

My Wife Negotiates My Promotion

Collections (for non-KU readers):

Through the Wall (Complete Series)

My Wife, His Secretary (Complete Series)

Series Starters (for KU readers):

Through the Wall, Part 1: Mailbox Mix-up

My Wife, His Secretary, Part 1: A Night Out With The Boss


Contents

Hypnotized Wives: Parent-Teacher Conference

Disclaimer and Copyright

Parent-Teacher Conference

Taylor Tait's Other Works

cover1.jpeg
Taylor Tait





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




