
        
            
                
            
        

    
Hypnotized Wives: Yearbook Photos
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Yearbook Photos

Prisha Rai let out an annoyed groan at the sound of the intercom buzzing at her desk. She was making her way through some important budget documents for the high school where she worked as principal. It was a Friday afternoon, and she had been hoping to tackle most of this work so that it wouldn’t slip into the weekend, but it seemed that the time she had set aside for it would not go uninterrupted.

“What is it?” she asked curtly after picking up the phone.

“Scott Smith is here to do the yearbook photos,” her secretary replied.

“Oh, right,” Prisha said, letting a sigh escape her lips. She had forgotten that was on her schedule.

“Should I tell him to come back later?” her secretary asked.

“No, no, it’s fine,” Prisha said. “Send him in.”

A moment later the door to her office open and Scott Smith walked in.

Prisha would never say it out loud, but Scott was among her least favorite students at the school. That was partly due to his lackluster attitude when it came to school work and academics. He coasted through most of his classes without seeming to really apply himself. All his teachers spoke about how smart he was, but it was clear that he didn’t care enough about any subject to really put in much work.

The same appeared to be true for extracurriculars as well. He was involved in some nerd hobbyist clubs, but the yearbook, which Prisha was frankly surprised he was involved with, was the only thing he was part of that might look good on a college application. Of course he had decided not to apply for college saying that he wanted to take a gap year. To do what exactly, Prisha couldn’t even guess.

It was frustrating to watch all of the other students at her school work hard to improve themselves and get into good schools while Scott simply couldn’t be bothered. But the truth was that wasn’t the main reason that he rubbed her the wrong way.

It was actually mostly the way that he looked at her.

At 52 years of age Prisha was still quite stunning. Part of this was genetics. She stood 5’9” and had a naturally slender build with long legs. At the same time, she wasn’t lacking in the curves department, having nice hips and C cup breasts that were still shapely. This was all capped off with her beautiful face with its serene and delicate features that was framed by her long, straight black hair. Of course she put in a lot of work with her regular and rigorous fitness routine and a beauty routine to match so that she could maintain the gifts that she’d been born with. She knew that men, even younger men, found her attractive, and she took a certain amount of pride in still being able to turn heads. She also wasn’t blind to the fact that many of the boys at the school clearly found her attractive as well, and, though she’d never admit it, she actually enjoyed that knowledge in a guilty pleasure kind of way.

The thing was that while other boys showed shame at being caught looking or were discreet enough to be ignored, Scott would openly ogle her whenever he saw her. There was something predatory in the way he looked at her, how he was clearly undressing her with his eyes, that she found unnerving. But given that he was never anything other than polite to her when he spoke to her, it was difficult to address the situation. She did her best to ignore him and was thankful that in a few short weeks he would be graduating and she wouldn’t have to see or deal with him any more.

“Hello, Mrs. Rai,” Scott said, giving her one of those lingering looks, as he walked into the office, letting the door swing shut behind him.

Technically a man at 18 years old, he still looked a kid not having filled out like a lot of his peers had. He was a good head shorter than Prisha was and skinny (almost skin and bones) with a long, narrow face and large eyes that seemed to bulge a bit. He kept his red hair cut short and almost always wore a baseball cap over it, and his pale skin was covered with splotchy freckles.

“Mr. Smith,” Prisha said, pursing her lips and nodding at him politely. “I have a lot to do this afternoon, so if we could get through this quickly, that would be preferable.”

“Of course,” Scott said, giving her a smile that showed off his buck teeth. “I’ll be out of your hair in no time. In fact, I can just snap a couple of photos of you at your desk. That should work, right?”

“That sounds good to me,” Prisha replied. The sooner she could get back to work, and frankly the sooner she didn’t have to be around Scott, the better.

“Okay, look up at me and give me a smile,” Scott said.

Prisha folded her hands on her desk and did as Scott instructed, looking up at him with a thin smile. He hefted his camera to take the picture.

“All right, three, two, one.”

His finger pressed down to take the shot.

Prisha sat dazed, the after image of the flash floating through her vision. She felt disoriented. She heard Scott talking, but it took a moment for the words to form in her head.

“Very nice, let’s do a couple more.”

“Wait, I — ”

The flash came again, and so did the disorientation. Prisha’s mind felt like mush, her thoughts all jumbled. She was trying to think where she was, what was happening. She saw Scott in front of her and remembered something about pictures.

The camera flashed again.

“These are nice, but I think you should make some time for us to meet after school when we can get together privately and take more pictures.” Scott’s words floated into her head from somewhere seemingly far away. “In fact you can’t wait for the day to end so that we can do just that.”

“Uh-huh,” Prisha heard herself say. She felt herself nodding. It sounded good, meeting up with Scott later to take more pictures sounded good.

“Okay, well I’ll see you after school then, Mrs. Rai,” Scott said, giving her a smile before heading out of her office.

“Yes,” she said, as she watched him leave her office.

After he was gone, she sat at her desk for some time, trying to collect herself. Without really thinking about it she found herself checking with her secretary to make sure that she didn’t have anything scheduled for after school. Then she sent a text to her husband telling him that she was going to be home a bit later because she had a matter to handle after classes finished.

It took her some time to get back to the budget reports, and even then she found herself distracted thinking about taking another round of photos for the yearbook later. It struck her as odd, her sudden excitement over something that she had wanted to get out of the way only moments earlier, but she couldn’t shake the feeling. Her work felt even more tedious than usual, and she found herself often looking over at the clock on her office wall and hoping time would pass faster and that Scott would return.

It felt like forever, but the end of the day finally arrived, and true to his word Scott showed up at her office again ready to take more pictures. After her secretary let him in, Prisha told the woman that should could head home for the weekend. She knew it was important that this photo shoot be private and undisturbed, though she couldn’t quite think why.

“Are you ready to take some more photos now, Mrs Rai?” Scott asked, after the secretary had closed the door to Prisha’s office.

“Yes,” Prisha replied. She found herself smiling, excited by the prospect of taking more photos, even if one of her least favorite students was going to be the one doing it. “Do you want me seated at my desk again?”

“I think we got enough shots of you behind the desk earlier, so I think we should try something else,” Scott said, his eyes surveying the office. It was a fairly sizable space with her work area and some bookshelves on one side and a couch and chairs on the other where she could have conversations with students or faculty if needed. Scott nodded toward the couch. “Why don’t you stand in front of that?”

“Okay,” Prisha said, moving to stand in front of the couch while Scott positioned himself across the room from her with his camera and its large flashbulb.

“Great,” Scott said, bringing the camera up to his face. “Why don’t you stand with one hand on your hips.”

Prisha struck the pose and a moment later the camera flashed. Again she felt like the brightness was overwhelming her mind, driving out other thoughts. She blinked, and through the haze she heard Scott’s voice.

“You trust me, don’t you Mrs. Rai?”

“I…yes.”

“That’s right, you trust me deeply. And because of that, you will listen to my commands and you will obey them completely.”

“I…that’s…I’m the principal, Mr. Smith.”

The flash came again.

“You will obey my commands, right Mrs. Rai?”

“Yes,” she replied with certainty.

“That’s good,” he said. “Now unbutton the top button of your blouse.”

Prisha hesitated for a moment. There was something about this that seemed off, but she couldn’t quite think why. With her mind struggling to come up with an answer as to why she shouldn’t listen to Scott’s order, her hands moved to follow it. When her hands moved away from her now slightly more opened blouse, the camera flashed again.

“That’s right, it’s good to obey my commands,” Scott said. “It makes you feel good to do what I say. Now why don’t you undo another button.”

Prisha moved more quickly to follow his instruction this time, and as she did she felt her body responding. She felt a small bit of arousal building in her as she did what he said. The camera flashed.

“That’s good,” Scott said. “Now why don’t you take off the blouse entirely?”

“That’s…that would be inappropriate?” Prisha said, something at the back of her mind warning her that something was off. “You…you’re a student.”

“Yes, but you know you must obey me, that it brings you pleasure,” Scott said.

“I…I…” Prisha stuttered, knowing on some level that he was right, that she should obey him, that it felt good to do so. But she couldn’t shake the feeling that something was wrong, that some line was being crossed. “No, this is — ”

Flash.

“You want to take off the blouse.”

“Yes,” Prisha said, her hands moving to undo the buttons. Soon it was discarded and lying on the floor of her office as she stood before Scott in her bra and slacks. She smiled as she felt her arousal growing. It felt good to obey.

“Now lose the bra too.”

Prisha’s hands moved to follow the order, unclipping the bra and then tossing it to lie with her blouse.

“Oh, those are nice,” Scott said, lowering the camera and staring at her fully exposed breasts. “Just as nice as I imagined. Why don’t you play with them for me. Yes, that’s right. Squeeze those tits for me. Pinch those nipples. Now hold them up for the camera and smile.”

Prisha stood facing Scott, her hands propping up her tits as she smiled at the camera. It flashed. Then again. Moments later she was kicking off her shoes and removing her pants, her body racing to comply with Scott’s next set of commands, to obey him like she should, to chase the pleasure of doing so.

“God you’re hot,” Scott said, his eyes roaming over her naked body. Prisha stood there as he looked her over, unmoving and waiting for his next command. “Now why don’t we see that body in action. Lie back on the couch and start masturbating for me.”

Prisha opened her mouth to object, once again feeling deep in the back of her mind like some line was being crossed, but before she could say anything Scott raised the camera, and the flash tore through her thoughts. She stood blinking for a moment, the afterglow still in her eyes, before lowering herself onto the couch. She leaned back and raised her legs off the ground, spreading them obscenely for Scott and began to toy with her pussy, her fingers playing over her clit before eventually sinking into her hole, which had became incredibly wet from following Scott’s instructions.

“Damn that’s hot,” Scott said. He stood in awe simply watching as Prisha pleasured herself in front of him. He licked his lips before speaking again. “You enjoy showing off your body to me.”

Prisha moaned in response. It was true, she very much did.

“You’re making me hard,” Scott followed up, and she could see it was true, the way his pants were tented outward. “You enjoy making me hard. You enjoy giving me pleasure. You want to suck my cock.”

“That’s…ungh…no…” Prisha began, trying to form a sentence around her soft moans of pleasure to refute his statements, to point out that she couldn’t go that far. It felt good to obey, so so good, but there had to be lines. “I…uh…can’t…”

Scott raised the camera.

Prisha heard him repeating the three phrases, the three commands, he’d given her just a moment earlier, but this time she felt them sinking into her mind. She found herself gazing at his crotch, felt her mouth begin to water.

“Yeah, that’s right,” Scott said. “Come over here and take it out.”

Prisha moved off of the couch onto her knees. She crawled across the floor of her office to Scott. He watched in quiet awe as she approached him. When she was finally kneeling in front of him, she reached for his jeans and unzipped them, pulling out his already hard cock. It was thin but long, and it felt nice in her hands. She leaned forward and licked long its length to tease him, them kissed the head before guiding it into her mouth.

“Oh…uh-huh…” Scott moaned as he felt Prisha’s lips wrap around his cock. He let out more gasps of pleasure as she began to take more of him into her mouth and stroke along his length. “Ungh…yeah…I’ve fantasized about this for so long. Look up at me, baby.”

Prisha raised her eyes looking up at Scott without changing her rhythm. As soon as she did, the camera flashed in her eyes.

“You love sucking my dick,” she heard Scott say. “It gets you hot when you’re doing it.”

“Mmm…” Prisha moaned around his cock as she suddenly felt herself getting even more aroused.

“Yeah, that’s right,” Scott rasped, gazing down at her, the camera away from his eyes. “Now I want you to use those titties. Let me see you wrap those jugs around my dick.”

Prisha let Scott’s cock slip from her mouth, then pushed up her tits with her hands and used them to envelop his member. She squeezed her tits together around him and started guiding them up and down his length. It wasn’t the type of thing she did with her husband, but following Scott’s instructions felt so right and so good.

“Ungh, that’s nice,” Scott moaned, looking down at Prisha as she titty-fucked him. Then he brought his camera up to his face once again. “Now for the grand finale. Look up for me.”

Prisha raised her eyes, unable to help but obey.

“You want to fuck me.”

Flash.

“When we have sex, it will be the best you’ve ever had.”

Flash.

“You love being with me.”

Flash.

“You’re my personal MILF slut.”

Flash.

Prisha sat back on her haunches with Scott’s cock pressed between her tits. The flashing from the camera left her dazed, but his words echoed through her head. And deep down she knew that all the things he was saying to her were important and true.

“Tell me what you are,” she heard him command.

“I’m your MILF slut,” she replied, breathily. As she said the words, she knew they were true, and a smile spread across her face, as she looked up at him adoringly.

“Good girl,” he said, smirking at her. “Now go lie back on the couch for me.”

Prisha moved to the couch and sat with her legs spread open. She idly toyed with her tits as she watched Scott set down the camera and shed his clothes to reveal his overly skinny body.

“Mmm…hurry, baby,” she purred. “I need you in me.”

Once disrobed Scott rushed over to her. He positioned himself between her spread legs and looked down at her, taking in the way she lay lewdly before him, her hands playing over her large breasts, and her pussy presented for his taking. He smiled at what he saw, then lay his cock over her pussy and began to run it between her lower lips.

“Ohhh, I’m so wet, baby, put it in,” Prisha whined.

“I want you to say it,” Scott said, looking into her eyes. “What do you want me to do?”

“I want you to fuck me,” Prisha said. “I need your dick in me now. Fuck me, baby. Please!”

“Yes, of course, Mrs. Rai,” Scott said.

Prisha let out a loud moan as Scott guided his cock into her. It was amazing, the feeling of him inside her. As he began to establish a rhythm, his slim hips thrusting into her wider curves, slapping against her flesh, she got more and more aroused.

“Oh yes!” she moaned. “Fuck me, baby. It’s so good!”

“Yeah, you love this cock, don’t you,” Scott grunted, looking into her eyes as he thrust away.

“Ungh! Yes! Yes, I love it! It feels so…so — uh — good!”

“Oh God, this pussy is so nice,” Scott moaned. “I’m gonna cum soon. You’re gonna cum with me, slut. You’re gonna cum so good!”

“Yes! Cum for me, baby! Fill me up! Make me yours!”

Scott gripped her legs and sped up his thrusting, which quickly elicited more moans from Prisha. Nothing Scott was doing was new to her, but somehow sex had never felt so good. She knew he was rushing forward towards his climax, and she could feel herself building right along with him, pleasure filling her body.

“Here it cums!” Scott grunted suddenly.

Prisha screamed out in joy as she felt Scott erupt inside her. Her orgasm came right along with his, and it overwhelmed her mind. She rode on waves of pleasure that pulsed through her body, making her feel amazing and complete in a way she never had before.

Slowly she came back down to Earth to find Scott lying over her, his head resting on her tits, breathing heavily from exertion. She reached up and let her hand play through his short hair, enjoying the feel of still being entwined with him, his sweaty body against hers, his now-soft cock still within her.

“Mmm…that was amazing, Mrs. Rai,” Scott murmured into her bosom.

“Yes…yes, it was,” she replied. “And you can call me Prisha, at least when we’re alone.”

“Prisha,” he said, trying it out. “Prisha, my MILF slut.”

“Yes,” she purred. “Your personal dirty MILF slut.”

Scott smiled at her then pushed himself off her of, disengaging their bodies. Naked, he walked across the office to pick up his camera once again. Then he turned to face her.

“Stay like that,” he said, raising the camera.

Prisha lay on the couch, with her legs spread looking at Scott, as his cum leaked out of her pussy.

“Now smile for me,” he said.

She did just that, and the flash of the camera went off again.

“You want to keep having sex with me as often as possible. You’ll make sure to schedule time for us to meet regularly for it. You’re always excited and looking forward to having sex with me.”

Prisha felt his words wash over her. Suddenly she felt grateful that Scott had chosen to take a gap year, that he’d been around for at least one more year so that she could spend time with him. So that they could keep fucking even after the school year ended and he had graduated. She imagined for a moment how amazing things were going to be, started thinking about the different ways and places they could meet up to enjoy each others’ bodies while avoiding attention.

“Well, I think it’s safe to say that we’ll be doing this again,” Scott said, giving her a cocky grin as he set the camera down and stepped over to where he had discarded his clothes. “Do you think you have any free time this weekend.”

“I’m sure I can make something work,” Prisha said, returning his smile, already feeling excited about planning a tryst with her new lover.

Then she looked over at the clock on her office wall. It wasn’t so late yet. She could spend some more time here. The school would be cleared out by now, and her husband wouldn’t start to worry about her absence for a good bit more time.

“Okay, I’ll need your number, so I can text you,” Scott was saying.

“Of course,” she said, turning her attention back to him. “But I don’t think you need to go just yet.”

She stood up and walked toward him, taking his hand and guiding him back towards the couch. He dropped the shirt he was leaning down to pick up and let himself be led by her. She motioned for him to sit on the couch, and then she knelt between his skinny legs, taking his cock in her hands and putting it between her lips. She could taste her juices on it from their previous fucking, but that didn’t bother her. She loved sucking his cock, loved it almost as much as having it inside her.

Being a young man, it didn’t take long for him to get hard again, and once he did, she mounted him, letting out a sultry moan as she slid down his slick pole. God how she loved his cock. She began to ride him, rocking her hips and enjoying the way he felt inside her. She moaned again as she felt him start to play with her tits, first squeezing them with his hands, and then placing his lips on them.

As she began to work both Scott and herself towards another round of orgasms, it occurred to her that she had been wrong about him all along. He may be a bit lazy, and his stares may have been a bit off putting, but no one else in her life had ever made her feel this good. She hadn’t realized it before, but now she had to admit that he was the best student she’d ever had.

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 Serpentine Seduction.
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