
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 







 


 


 


The Torments of ‘K’

 


 


 


 


 


 


Avery Pearson

 


 


 


Book Five
of ‘The Transformation of K’ series







The Torments of ‘K’

 


Avery Pearson

 


Published by Avery Pearson at Smashwords

 


Copyright © Avery Pearson 2022

 


 


averypearson907@yahoo.com

 


 


 


 


This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, business,
places, events and incidents are either the products of the
author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any
resemblance to any persons, living or dead, or actual events is
purely coincidental.

 


This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This
eBook may not be re-sold or given away to the other people. If you
would like to share this book with another person, please purchase
an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book
and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only,
then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy.
Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.


 





CONTENTS

 


 


AN
INSPECTOR CALLS

UNFULFILLED DESIRES

HOUSE
CALLS

ENHANCED TRAINING

POLE
POSITION

AT THE
VILLA

MOVIE
STAR

LIGHTS,
CAMERA, ACTION!

THE
RANCH

ANIMAL
FARM

TAKEN FOR
A RIDE

PONY
GIRL

A DAY AT
THE RACES

HORSE
TRADING

ELEVENSES

ALL GOOD
THINGS


 





AN INSPECTOR
CALLS

 


 


It’s
been a few months since K, Madeline and I got back from our holiday
in France. It’s coming up to the end of Mads’ contract with me and
at her request I’ve negotiated a good contract for her to serve the
Contessa, at her home in the ski resort we stayed at. Mads is happy
with the contract and arrangements are made for her to fly out to
France, to start her new life. I sell her car for her and arrange
for her belongings to go into storage.

Of
course, I don’t let her go without having one last major sex
session with her. I invite my friend, Pete the video guy, over and
the 4 of us have a wild evening with lots of food, wine, sex and
general debauchery, at the end of which I take Mads to bed and Pete
is allowed by K to sleep with her in her room. (A rare privilege
but she likes and trusts him.)

Then the
next night, which is Mads’ last night with us, I let K take Mads to
bed with her for the night to say goodbye to her. They’ve become
close while Mads served me, and was K’s first slave, she will miss
her, so I let them have this last night together.

Next
day, I give Mads her plane ticket and passport (which I’ve stuffed
with some travelling money) and we take her to the airport to see
her off. K is a bit quiet on the way back and I can tell she is
already missing her.

Over the
next few weeks K is a bit more withdrawn than usual as she adjusts
to the old routine of just the 2 of us living in the house, so I
decide we should play some of the ‘Role Playing Games’ that she has
suggested in the past. (That girl has such an imagination.) K
eagerly agrees and we arrange it.

 



~~~

 


I leave
the house one morning and drive around for half an hour or so then
return home. I ring the doorbell and a few minutes later K answers
the door. As arranged she is wearing her Downton Abbey maid’s
outfit.

‘Hello,’ she says nervously when she sees me. I’ve told her to
play it as ‘Home Girl’ times 10, to act as if she is easily cowed
and obey instructions without too much arguing.

I hold
up the phoney detective ID badge that she bought for me and say,
‘Detective Inspector Gilchrist, Drugs Squad. Is Mr. Jones at
home?’

‘No, he’s left for the office, won’t be back ‘til 5 o’clock.
You’ll have to come back then,’ and she starts to close the door
but I stop her.

I hold
up a piece of paper so she can quite clearly see the word WARRANT
across the top. ‘This is a warrant signed by a magistrate for me to
enter the premises and search it for narcotics.’ I push past her
and she closes the door behind me. ‘Now then, who are
you?’

‘I’m Mary, Mr. Jones’ housekeeper. Like I said, he’s not here,
you’ll have to come back later.’

‘Listen Mary, this warrant entitles me to search every room,
drawer, cupboard and teapot in the place, whether he is here or
not. So I suggest you stop complaining and help out, it will go
better for you if anything is found.’

She
gives a little curtsy and says, ‘Yes sir. Anything you say,
Inspector, how can I help?’

‘Well, I want to look around the ground floor first. Does he
have a study? We’ll start there.’

She
leads me to my office. ‘This is his study but he keeps it locked, I
don’t have a key.’

‘Don’t worry, I have a skeleton key that will open any door.’
I take my keys out and unlock the door. (Well, I can
pretend it’s a skeleton
key, can’t I? It’s only a game.)

We go in
and I search through the drawers. She opens up the globe that holds
the drinks cabinet so I can look in there too. She stands there
nervously wringing her hands. Finding nothing I get her take me
through all the rooms on the ground floor and then we head up the
stairs.

The
first door we come to is the Fun Room. Once again I pretend to
unlock it with my ‘skeleton key’ and enter the room. I look around
the room and make a show of spotting the cameras.

‘What is this place, some sort of sex
dungeon? And those cameras … do you make
porno movies in here? Making and selling porn is illegal in this
country, you know.’

‘It’s the Master’s hobby. But it’s all him, I don’t have
anything to do with it.’

‘Come off it, Mary. Are you telling me that if I search the
rest of the house and find his stash of porn videos you won’t
feature in any of them?’

She can’t look at me and stares at the floor, nervously
twisting her pinafore, almost tearing it. ‘All right, yes, I’m in
some of them but if I don’t do it the Master beats me. He brings
his friends round and lets them use me while he films it. He says
if I tell anyone what he makes me do, he’ll throw me out the house
and I’ll have to become a prostitute, or he’ll frame me for theft
and have me sent to prison.’ Damn! She’s
good at this play-acting.

‘Do any of these friends pay to have sex with you?’

‘Some of them yes, but it’s only a small amount, honestly.
It’s just the Master’s little game you see, he tells me it’s not
for real.’

We hadn’t arranged this dialogue, she is making it up on the
fly. She is really good
at lying, particularly making herself out to be
the ‘innocent’ who has fallen prey to wicked men who take advantage
of her. She reels off these sort of lies when I’m punishing her for
sleeping with other men to excuse her behaviour, and she really
does a good job of it. I suppose it was all those years when she
couldn’t practice these fantasies, or even talk about them to
anyone, it gave her a fertile imagination which she puts to good
use when she plays these games with me.

Anyway,
back to the plot.

‘Pornography AND prostitution. Mary, you are in some serious
trouble here. Come along, let’s see what other felonies you’re
hiding.’ I take her by the arm and after a perfunctory search of
the bathroom and the guest bedroom, we arrive at her
room.

I sit
her on the bed and then search the ensuite bathroom and the chest
of drawers, then I put on latex gloves and start searching the
wardrobe. Unnoticed by ‘Mary’ I slip a large plastic bag of white
powder into the wardrobe and then make a show of ‘finding it’. ‘Oh,
what do we have here?’ I take it out of the wardrobe and throw it
to her.

She
turns it around in her hands, looking at it. ‘I don’t know,’ she
says, genuinely puzzled because she didn’t put it there.

I take
it back off her and opening the bag I wet my fingertip and dip it
into the powder then taste it. ‘As I thought, cocaine,’ I say as I
spit it out. (It’s really only baking flour.) ‘And now it’s got
your fingerprints all over it,’ I tell her smugly, slipping it back
into my pocket.

‘I don’t know anything about cocaine,’ she
exclaims.

‘There’s quite a lot of it too. More than can be claimed it’s
just for personal use, you must be selling it. Oh Mary, first porn,
then prostitution and now cocaine possession with intent to supply.
You’re easily looking at 10 to 15 years inside. The dykes are going
to love a pretty little thing like you. You can expect to spend
most of your time in prison on your knees, pleasing
them.’

‘Oh God, no,’ she moans.

‘Right, let’s see what else you might be hiding. Time for a
strip search.’

‘You can’t strip search me,’ she protests.

I take the warrant out of my pocket and show it to her. ‘Oh
yes I can. Look at the second paragraph … it clearly states that I
can conduct strip and cavity
searches on all those persons present at
this address. And that means you.’ I know this is what it says as I
typed it myself.

I don’t
know how she does it but she’s managed to conjure up some tears and
is all weepy and compliant now, all sense of resistance gone. ‘What
do you want me to do?’ she sighs.

‘Just stand there and do what I tell you.’ I unbutton her
maid’s uniform at the cuffs and then I undo all the buttons down
her front to her waist and then pull the dress down, leaving her
top exposed. ‘No bra I see.’

‘The Master doesn’t let me wear underwear. Says it gets in the
way when he wants to use me for his pleasure.’

I run my
fingers through her hair and then my hands all over her top half,
taking extra care to play with her tits, teasing the nipples,
making it obvious I’m abusing my authority. ‘Do you have any lube?’
I ask.

‘There’s some in the bedside drawer, Master likes to use my
backside most nights, when he comes to my room.’

I find
the lube and then tell her to turn around and bend over so her
hands are on the bed. I hitch up her skirt so it’s resting on her
back (no knickers again) and then tell her to spread her legs. I
make a show of greasing up my hands and then I start exploring her
‘cavities’. I slide the fingers of one hand into her pussy and have
a good poke around. I withdraw that and then slide the fingers of
my other hand into her arse. I give that a good groping then I
slide my other hand back into her pussy.

I keep
her jigging back and forth while I alternately poke her arse while
feeling around inside her pussy with my hands. Eventually I’ve had
my fun humiliating the girl, and stripping off my latex gloves tell
her to stand up and turn around. With her dress still pulled down
to her waist, and her boobs hanging out, I take out my handcuffs
and fasten her hands behind her back. I sit her on the bed and she
begins to sob.

‘You’re going down for a long time, girl,’ I tell
her.

‘This isn’t fair, Inspector. Okay, I made the dirty movies but
I don’t know anything about cocaine, Mr. Jones must have hidden it
there. Why don’t you arrest him instead?’

‘Oh we will, we just have to wait for the right time. At the
moment he can claim that he knew nothing about it, that as it was
found in your room then you’re the guilty party. Until then, I’ll
have to arrest you and take you in. You’re finished my girl.’ I sit
down next to her on the bed.

She says
between sobs, ‘Isn’t there any way … isn’t there any way you can
make this go away, Inspector? I’ll do anything you want to make it
go away, anything.’

‘What did you have in mind?’

‘Well, I don’t have any money, the Master doesn’t pay me, so I
can’t pay you but …’

‘Yes?’

‘When you search the house you’ll find the videos of me with
those men, sometimes 2 or 3 at a time. The Master makes me do some
really disgusting things with them, so much that I’m often ashamed
of myself. I could do some of those things with you, if you’d like
… but only if you don’t arrest me.’

‘Are you really offering me sex in exchange for not arresting
you? You know that’s bribery I could add it to the
charges.’

‘Please, Inspector?’ she begs. ‘I don’t want to go to
prison.’

‘So what are you prepared to do for me to stay out of
prison?’

‘Anything. You. Want.’

I reach
over and fondle her tits. She gives me a weak smile as if she’s
pretending to enjoy it. ‘That’s a pretty mouth you’ve got there,
nimble tongue too, I’ll bet. Perhaps you’d like to drop to your
knees and show me how appreciative you can be?’

‘Do you want to take these handcuffs off me first?’

‘No. They’ll be fine where they are, just get on your
knees.’

She
drops to the floor between my legs and I unzip my prick. I hold it
out to her and she leans forward and takes it in her mouth, sucking
on it until I’m fully aroused. Unable to use her hands, she bobs
her head back and forth, taking me deeper into her mouth and then
throat as she desperately tries to please me.

She
does, greatly. So much so that it’s not too long before I have to
stop her. I’m not ready to finish yet, there’s other things I want
to do to her. I stand her up, uncuff her and then lay her on her
back, on the bed. I handcuff her hands again, above her head, to
the bedhead. Then I kneel between her legs and enter her
pussy.

I fuck
away with no attempt at finesse or with any thought for her
pleasure until it’s time for me to come. I pull out and then
straddle her, pushing my cock into her mouth. I pump away for a few
moments before shooting my load down her throat. When I’m finished
I don’t withdraw so she takes the hint and keeps sucking on me
until I am drained of all cum. Then I climb off her and sit on the
edge of the bed, leaving her cuffed to the bed still.

‘Is that it? Are we good now, sir? Inspector?’

‘Oh no, Mary, not by a long straw. I haven’t finished with you
yet.’

‘What will happen to the cocaine?’

‘I’ll keep that. I’ll say I’m hanging on to it to build a
case. No need to hand it in.’

‘But the Master will be angry when he finds it’s gone, he’ll
take it out on me.’

‘Not my problem,’ I tell her. ‘But tell him if he makes a fuss
about it, I can easily hand it in as evidence and he’ll get nicked
soon as anything.’

I
release her from the bedhead and refasten the cuffs so her hands
are in front. Dragging her by them I lead her downstairs to the
kitchen and tell her to make me a sandwich as I’m hungry. When
she’s done that I order her to go and get the Master’s whisky and
bring it here.

As I sit there in the kitchen eating my sandwich and drinking
a glass of whisky, Mary looks on at me enviously.
‘What?’ I ask
her. ‘Haven’t you seen anyone eating before?’

‘May I have a sandwich as well, Inspector? Master hasn’t fed
me today. I’m only allowed meals when he is in the
house.’

‘Sure, help yourself.’

She
makes herself a sandwich and at my instructions another one for me.
I give her some of the whisky to drink as well. I figure she’ll be
more compliant if she’s had a drink.

After
we’ve eaten, I take her into the study, I saw a nice leather sofa
in there and I’ve always wanted to fuck on a leather sofa, I tell
her. I order her to strip and then I really abuse my authority. I
make her kiss my feet and then give me rim-job before I fuck her on
the sofa. She comes as well, as I screw her, so although ‘poor old
Mary’ is having a rotten time, ‘K’ is actually loving every minute
of it.

After
I’ve had her and she is licking my cock and balls clean she says to
me, between licks, ‘Perhaps I could help you. I could spy on Mr.
Jones for you, tell you when he has drugs in the house and so on.
And after you’ve arrested him, maybe I could be … I dunno … your
girlfriend? I bet you wouldn’t beat me half as much as he does and
you probably wouldn’t make me sleep with as many men,
either.’

‘He beats you a lot does he?’

‘Yes.’

‘Do you like being beaten?’

‘Sometimes, particularly if he fucks me afterwards. It’s like
a reward.’

I stand
up and tell her to lie face down on the sofa. I slide the belt out
of my trousers and stand over her. THWACK! I bring my belt down
across her upper back. THWACK! Across her buttocks and then again
across her thighs.

‘What makes you think I would have a girl like you as my
girlfriend? You’re nothing but a dirty, stinking, drug pusher, who
fucks men for money on camera.’ THWACK! ‘Let’s be clear, you are
not ever likely to be my girlfriend.’ THWACK! ‘You are my
informant, my grass, my snout. I am only fucking you because I am
too lazy to wank. Do you understand you dirty whore?’
THWACK!

‘Yes, yes, please don’t hit me anymore.’ She is curled up into
a ball, trying to ward off the blows with her hands. I cease
beating her and she lays there sobbing as I get dressed.

‘Does Mr. Jones smoke?’

She
points to the desk where I find a box of cigars. I go to light one
but she begs me not to smoke it in the study. ‘He’ll smell it and
he’ll know someone was in here. He’ll beat me, please don’t do
it.’

‘Where does he smoke then?’

‘Out on the patio.’

‘Right, bring me another glass of whisky, out on the patio.’
She goes to put her dress on but I slap her tits and remind her I
never said she could get dressed yet.

She
brings me my drink out on the patio and I make her light my cigar.
I also make her sit there with me, although it isn’t that warm a
day and she isn’t wearing any clothes. She tries to complain but I
just put the handcuffs on the table, implying that I could be doing
much worse to her, so she shuts up and sits there
shivering.

‘What days is your employer away for the day?’

‘Thursday is the best day if you want him out of the house.
He’s usually gone all day on Thursdays.’


Eventually I finish my cigar and whisky and handcuffing her
hands in front of her again, I take her indoors. I lead her up the
stairs to her room. I get my cock out and make her suck me until
I’m hard again. ‘Kneel on the bed,’ I tell her. Then I apply lube
to my cock and her arse and slip into her back passage. It’s
enjoyable, Mr. Jones has used her frequently enough so that she
stretches easily but is still a tight fit. Mary must have had a
horrible day and I feel a bit sorry for her, so I reach round and
rub her clit until she comes, then I keep fucking her arse until I
have finished as well.

Mary
lays there on the bed, naked, staring at me as I dress. ‘Are we
done? Did I please you? You won’t send me to prison?’ she
asks.

‘We’re done for now, but if you and Mr. Jones want to stay out
of prison then tell him that I will be back next Thursday and I
expect to see £200, a bag of cocaine and YOU waiting for me.
Otherwise …’

She nods
glumly.

I kiss
her on the mouth, just to rub it in and then I leave. A good day’s
work.


 



UNFULFILLED
DESIRES

 


 


I see K
coming out of the kitchen. ‘Hey there, haven’t seen you around much
lately. What you been up to?’

‘I’ve been busy, doing some painting.’

‘Well, keep up the good work.’

She
hesitates as if she wants to say more but then she turns around and
heads off towards the stairs. As she reaches the bottom, she stops,
pauses, and then marches back to me and stares me straight in the
throat, unable to look me in the eye.

‘Can we … can we have a chat about something, Master? I need
to discuss something with you.’

We’ve
already agreed the rule that we will never just surprise the other
one by saying we want to split up without there being a lot of
forewarning, arguing and so on, so I know this isn’t going to be a
“Do or Die” conversation, so I decide to tease her a
little.

‘Is this a Code Red situation? Do I need to get my shotgun and
go and shoot Colin Saxby?’

‘No, not at all.’

‘I’ll just shoot him in the leg, I won’t kill him, I
promise.’

‘No! Nobody needs to be … oh, you’re
just messing with me aren’t you?’

‘Guilty. Look, is it serious? Is someone going to
die?’

‘No.’

‘Is it important?’

‘To me, yes.’

‘Okay then. What’s it about?’

‘Look, I know I’m being impertinent but can you give me half
an hour and then come to join me in the attic? I know it’s cheeky
asking the Master to come to me, but I want to show you something
and it’s up in the attic.’

‘Okay, you’ve got it.’

30
minutes later I go up to the attic. I’m carrying a bottle of wine
and 2 glasses as I kinda figure that it’s the sort of conversation
that goes down better with alcohol to lubricate the
speaker.

K
curtsies and then stands to attention as I enter the attic and I
tell her to relax. She has changed into one of my shirts so she is
obviously about to ask me for something big, as I told her I find
her sexy when she wears men’s shirts, and it’s also a compliment to
me that she wants to wear mine, so she’s wearing it to please
me.

‘Permission to speak frankly, Master?’

‘Granted but have a drink before you start telling me what you
have in mind.’

I fill
our glasses and hand her one. She takes a big swig before she
speaks. I look around the room and see that she has arranged all
her pictures of the ‘hooded woman’ around the walls for me to view.
When we first discussed her becoming my slave, she showed me her
collection of paintings that depicted a woman in a hood being
subjected to all sorts of depraved activities, whippings, torture,
performing forced oral sex on both males and females, gang raped,
suspended on crosses and so on. She explained that they were all
displays of her deepest fantasies but she was too afraid to reveal
them to anyone, so the woman in the pictures was hooded, although
it was obvious that it was really K.

When she
first became my slave, she repainted one of them and sent it to me,
only with her face painted in as the slave and mine as the slave
master. As I stroll round the spacious attic I see that she has put
them all on display, only now more of them are showing her face and
not an anonymous hooded woman.

‘I see you’ve only repainted some of them,’ I say.

‘That’s right, can you guess why only those?’

I study
the paintings again and it suddenly clicks. ‘Ah, I see …all those
with your face are paintings of things you have actually done or
situations you’ve been in for real. The rest are yet to
happen.’

‘You are smart, aren’t you?’

‘I was in the Intelligence Corps. So what is it you want to
discuss?’

‘Master, I’m sorry if what I’m about to say offends you, I
don’t mean to and please feel free to give me a good whipping if
I’m out of line.’

‘K, what is it? You’re starting to worry me.’

She
pauses as if she is searching for the right words, so I give her
time to think by topping up our glasses again and taking a
drink.

Her hand is shaking slightly as she takes a drink, then she
answers me. ‘Ever since Mads left, I’ve had more time to myself to
think about things. And … I have to say … I don’t think you’re
being harsh enough with me. I don’t know if it’s because we became
lovers or just that you’re too kind a person, but I want you to be
more … cruel.’
She pulls a face as if she’s afraid she’s said the wrong thing and
I’m going to be angry.

Interesting, I think, but I’ll see
what she has to say before I form an opinion. ‘Explain.’

‘When you came to my flat that first Saturday night and I had
what you jokingly called my “job interview” I remember you saying
it wouldn’t get too heavy and I asked you what if I wanted it to
get heavier. You never really gave me an answer. Well, the truth is
I want it to get heavier.

‘You’ve taken me from nothing, a Green Tag perhaps and slowly
increased my punishment routines and my pain tolerance levels, and
I’m up to an Amber Tag now. But I want to go further … I want to be
a Red Tag.’

An Amber
Tag, which is what K is now, means that she can handle being beaten
with flexible items such as belts, whips, floggers or even
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