
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 





 


 


 


The Triumphs of ‘K’

 


 


 


 


 


 


Avery Pearson

 


 


 


Book Six
of ‘The Transformation of K’ series


 


 


The Triumphs 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

 


A RED
TAG FOR K

IN THE
DUNGEONS

GRADUATION DAY

MY
FAIR LADY

NEW KID
ON THE BLOCK

SLAVE
AUCTION

CLARA

COMMAND
PERFORMANCE

BACK TO
THE STABLES

A BIT ON THE SIDE

LUCINDA
& ZARA

THE
TAMING OF CHLOE

A
COLLAR FOR CHLOE

PARENTAL CONSENT

HAPPY EVER
AFTER


 





A RED TAG FOR
K

 


 


I walk
into the kitchen where K is preparing dinner for us. (Don’t worry,
it’s Spaghetti Bolognese and I had Mrs. Scott make it earlier. K’s
job is just to cook the spaghetti.) She is cutting up some
spaghetti on a plate, with a knife and fork.

‘What are you doing?’ I ask.

‘I’m cutting up your spaghetti for you before I pour the
Bolognese sauce on. I know you don’t like eating it in long
strands, so I’m chopping it up so you don’t have to do
it.’

‘That’s very thoughtful of you, thanks. Erm … have you ever
thought of breaking up the spaghetti into little pieces
before you put it in the
pan to boil? It would be easier.’

‘Yes but that would mean that I would have to eat it in little
pieces as well, whereas I prefer it in long strands … besides, I’ve
learnt how to master a fork,’ she replies with a cheeky sideways
glance.

‘It’s an old army habit,’ I explain. ‘When you’re out on
exercise and you have to hold your mess tin in one hand, you can’t
really spare 2 hands to hold a fork and a spoon, so it’s easier to chop
it all up and just eat it with a spoon, I guess the habit just
stuck.’

‘Master … after dinner can we talk? About you know what,
continuing my Red Tag training. I’ve been looking at the web links
you gave me and we both know that after my enhanced training and my
stint as a pony girl, if I’m not ready for the “Dungeons” now, I
will never be.’

She
takes my hand and looks at me earnestly. ‘You know I have to do
this, I have to overcome this last test, this last obstacle. Then
I’ll have faced all my fears, confronted all my demons, blah, blah,
blah, whatever the psychiatric explanation is and I can finally be
free of my past … and I will be what we both want us to be … YOUR
Red Tag slave.’


 



IN THE
DUNGEONS

 


 


K and I
sit there in my car, parked outside the private house, perched on a
hill, overlooking Bath. It is a Georgian manor house, one of the
ones that were built during Bath’s heyday in the Regency period. On
the outside it is a pleasant, welcoming house but we both know what
really takes places down in the cellars of the house.

I
finally relented to K’s wishes for her to undergo her final Red Tag
training in the cellars of this house, commonly known throughout
The Society as … the Dungeons. It is here that Society members send
their slaves to undergo intense, sometimes brutal, training in
obedience and submission.

Here slaves of both sexes are imprisoned, chained, whipped,
humiliated and used as sex objects, to condition them to obey their
owners without hesitation. Trained to accept any punishment without
complaint, and obey any order without question. And K
wants to be sent here for
training. All so, she believes, she can overcome the fear she has
had all her life of the “bad men” who used and abused her when she
was a young girl. She has lived with the nagging fear that one day
they (or someone like them) will come back and take her
again.

Although
I have already done all the things to her that she will experience
inside the Dungeons, we practice them in a safe, protective
environment, where she knows she can call a halt to it any time it
gets too much for her. Here she will be subjected to them on a
daily basis for the next week, or until she quits, and K feels that
if she can face that, face her fears as it were, then she needs
never be afraid again, as she will have seen the worst that can
happen and stood up to it. We’ll see.

‘Look,’ I tell her, ‘For the last time, you don’t have to do
this.’

‘You know I do,’ she says, quietly. ‘But would you just hold my
hand for bit before we go in? I’m frightened.’ I take her hand and
she is trembling.

‘Very well then. Now let me remind you, you can quit this
anytime you like, you just have to inform them you’ve had enough
and they will contact me. I’m staying at the Society hotel a few
miles down the road, and I will come straight away and collect you.
But you must understand, once you quit that is the end of it. They
won’t give you a cup of tea, let you get your breath back and then
try again later. Once you’re out, you’re out. They will not let you
have another go later and neither will I. I’m not going to stand by
once more and let you get ruined, succeed or fail this is a ‘one
and done’ affair. Got that?’

‘Yes, Master. Will you be watching them using me?’

‘No. Owners are not allowed to watch the proceedings, the
temptation is often to interfere if things get too severe, but that
is the whole idea, so they are kept away. However, they record all
your sessions and so I’ll be allowed to call every day and take
away the recordings, to watch what they did to you the day before.
It will be too late to stop it though and all I can do is pull you
out.’

‘I’ll be fine … Outdoor Girl remember?’

‘You’ll have to be Outdoor Girl to survive in there. That’s
another thing though. I know you’re doing this to show to yourself
how tough you can be, to fight those who are being cruel to you …
but you might consider this, if you do what you’re told when you’re
told, obey all their orders, it will still be tough. But if you
decide to fight them at every turn, I can guarantee that it will be
much worse. So it’s up to you how you handle it.’

‘I understand.’

‘Is there anything else you want to ask me before we go
in?’

‘No. Just tell me you love me.’

‘I love you, K, that’s why I wish you weren’t doing this, but I
know if I don’t let you, you’ll hold it against me and eventually
it will sour things between us. So go, with my
blessing.’

We climb
out of the car and walk up to the front door where I ring the bell.
It is opened promptly, they must have been watching us. ‘Can I help
you?’

‘Mr. Gilchrist to see the manager, I have an
appointment.’

‘Come this way, please.’ He leads me along the corridor, past a
front desk labelled Reception and on to the door at the end of the
hall, marked MANAGER. He knocks and when invited he takes me and K
in and introduces us to the manager of the establishment. His
office is a large one with a good view over Bath, probably the
drawing room or some such, when it was a private house.

‘Good day, Mr. Gilchrist, I’m Mr. Parry, the manager, please
won’t you both take a seat. Can I offer either of you a coffee?’ We
both accept. Once the social niceties have been concluded we get
down to business.

‘Now then, Mr. Gilchrist, I’m sure you’ve read the brochure we
sent you but let me just run through it so your slave fully
understands what will be happening to her, and some questions have
to be answered.’ He takes up a clipboard. ‘From this point on, your
slave will be known as prisoner number 5, nothing else. After we
have finished here she will be taken to the doctor for a physical
exam. You have her medical certificate proving she is STD
free?’

I hand
him the certificate. Although they will do a quick health check on
her, blood pressure, heart and so on, an STD test takes several
days to come through so it has to be done in advance.

‘You’ve removed all metal objects from her, rings, nipple studs
and so on. Also removed any false teeth and internal contraceptive
devices?’ I tell him yes.

‘And she’s not due her period for some weeks?’

‘That’s correct,’ I reply, noticing K going crimson beside me.
He nods and ticks a box on the clipboard. ‘And she is aware that
initially you have booked her in for 7 nights? Although of course
that may be extended if you wish.’

‘Yes, she understands.’

‘Now let me explain the routine. We run this place as if it is
a prison. The warders will be addressed as sir or ma’am, we have a
couple of female warders. Prisoner number 5 will be taken from here
to the doctor for a check up. After which she will be dressed in
her prison uniform and then she will give her video admission that
she is here voluntarily and understands completely what will be
happening to her. From there she will be taken to her cell and her
sentence will begin. We have doctor present on site at all
times.’

‘So what will her daily routine be like,’ I ask.

‘Well, to start with we don’t have individual warders assigned
to each prisoner, they chop and change daily, so a prisoner doesn’t
get too comfortable with one. Next, we have a rota system so that
each prisoner spends a certain amount of time in their cell, a
certain amount restrained in the ‘Torture room’ watching while
other prisoners are dealt with. We find it increases the anxiety of
the prisoner watching what happens to someone else, knowing it will
shortly happen to them, and then they are subjected to their own
session.

‘During their own session they will be whipped or caned, have
sex toys used on them and then have to submit sexually to, or
perform, any sex acts the warder decides on. Discipline is strict
and any resistance will be punished accordingly.’

‘And supposing my girl decides that she has had
enough?’

‘If it happens when she is with a warder she simply informs
them that they wish to be released from their captivity. The cells
are monitored 24 hours a day, so if she is there, all she has to do
is draw a large X on the wall with the chalk provided and she will
be attended to. On informing us she wishes to leave, she will be
processed and you will be contacted to come and collect
her.’

‘I understand that you’ll record her torture sessions, and that
each day I can pick up the recordings of the previous days
sessions?’

‘That’s correct. Just call at Reception and they will give you
a copy.’

‘Well, that seems to be everything,’ I tell him. ‘Do I have to
sign anything?’

‘Yes, if you could just sign here and here to say that you have
handed your property over to us and she is under our control now.’
He hands me the clipboard and I sign in all the relevant places.
‘Excellent.’ He buzzes the intercom and asks for someone to come
in.

K and I
stand up as one of the warders enters the room. He is tall and
muscular and wearing an all-black outfit and combat boots. Scary
looking individual but I guess that is the idea.

‘Take prisoner number 5 to Admissions, would you please?’ Parry
tells him.

K
reaches out a trembling hand to me and says, ‘Goodbye, Master. Wish
me luck.’

I
squeeze her hand. ‘Goodbye, Princess,’ I reply just to give her
that little more of an emotional boost by using her private name.
‘Take care.’

The
warder takes K by the arm and leads her away. After she’s gone,
Parry says to me, ‘Do you want to look at our facilities? I can’t
take you down to the cellars, it disrupts proceedings if we have
guests wandering around, but I can show you the control room where
we monitor everything from.’

I agree
so he leads me out of the room and down the corridor until we reach
the stairs by Reception. On the first floor he takes me into a
large room, the Control room. Several guys in the black outfits are
moving around the room, engaged in various tasks. Before a bank of
monitors a couple more warders are sitting, watching the
screens.

Parry
points out the views on the various monitors. ‘Here you can see
several views in the Torture room. A couple of prisoners are
getting their daily servicing and you can see in the background
another prisoner chained to the wall, awaiting her turn. We don’t
bother recording those who are waiting, just those who are
undergoing training at the moment.’

I see on
the monitor, one prisoner is strapped to a wooden frame while her
warder is whipping her, while another prisoner is bent double over
a whipping horse, fresh whip marks across her back as the warder is
balls deep inside her, giving her one.

‘And if you look over here, Mr. Gilchrist, you can see a
5th prisoner in her cell. We only monitor them in their cells,
there’s not usually much going on so we don’t bother recording it
unless something is happening.’

I can
see the cell that she is in. The camera is mobile and he pans it
around the room as she speaks. The cell is painted completely
black. There is a toilet and a wash basin with (so it says in the
brochure) only a cold water tap. The prisoners are only allowed a
flannel, a bar of soap, a toothbrush and a tube of toothpaste. So
they have to wash themselves down with a flannel soaked in cold
water. The bed is a metal frame one, screwed to the floor and the
mattress is only about 2 inches thick. Just enough to save you from
pressing directly onto the metal mesh underneath but not enough to
provide any comfort.

The
prisoner is huddled on the bed trying to sleep. She is wearing only
a rough, drab brown dress and a collar with a large tag that reads
‘3’. On the wall there are a few strokes of chalk. ‘As you can
see,’ says Parry. ‘Each prisoner has a stick of chalk, we let them
tick off the days of their captivity. It also allows them to let us
know when they want to quit, they simply draw a large cross on the
wall with the chalk and their torment is over. With 24 hour
monitoring we will know straight away.’

‘How many cells do you have?’

‘We converted the cellars when we took over the house to one
large room, the Torture room, and then divided the rest up into 7
cells but we decided that 5 was the optimum number of prisoners, so
we keep a couple of cells spare. Sometimes we’ll wake the prisoner
up in the middle of the night and move them to a spare cell for no
reason. It messes with their minds and makes them easier to
control.’

‘Well, I guess that’s all there is to see isn’t it?’ I
say.

He
confirms it and shows me the way out. At the front door he tells me
that I can call by and pick up the previous days recordings any
time after 11 o’clock. We shake hands and I go to my car and drive
off to my hotel.

 



~~~

 


I arrive
at my hotel. It’s only a couple of miles away from the Dungeons,
down the hill into Bath. It’s a Society owned hotel. When they set
up the Dungeons they were wise enough to realise that the owners of
the slaves might wish to remain close by so they could be near
their pets, if necessary, so they bought this hotel. It caters for
all types, civilians and Society members. There are no obvious
distinctions between the 2 but Society members get the best rooms,
the best tables and as all the staff apart from the manager are
subs, they are available to us as ‘bed warmers’.

There’s
a pretty blonde working on Reception, so I put her on my ‘to do’
list. I check in, dump my stuff in my room and then take a walk
around the town. Bath is a lovely city, I’ve spent a few dirty
weekends there in my time but never really explored the place (I
was always busy in the boudoir) so I’ll take this week to look
around properly. Take my mind off K and what she’ll be going
through.

There’s
the Roman Baths of course from where the city gets its name. The
Royal Crescent, the semi-circle of Georgian terraced houses, seen
frequently in Jane Austen type movies. That Venetian looking
bridge, Pulteney Bridge and Bath Abbey in the city centre. Not to
mention all the art galleries and museums dotted around.

I have a
lazy afternoon wandering round the city seeing the sights and then
dine out in a restaurant and then back to an early bed.

 



~~~

 


Next day
I pick up the hard drive recording of K’s first day in the Dungeons
and head back to my hotel to watch it on my laptop. They don’t
normally record what happens in the cells I was told, unless
something occurs. As this was her first day they film K being taken
to her cell.

She is
led into the cell by a leash attached to collar which bears a
large, metal tag displaying her new identity, ‘5’. She wearing a
drab brown dress and nothing else. One man is leading her and
another man follows them into her cell. They show her the toilet
and sink and the chalk dangling on string by the wall. Then they
tell her to strip.

She is
hesitant at first so they do it for her. There are no buttons on
the dress but they rip the front open and I realise it is fastened
with Velcro. Once she is naked they throw her on the bed and take
it in turns to fuck her. I guess this is their idea of a welcoming
committee. She sensibly doesn’t struggle so maybe she is heeding my
advice about not making a fuss and getting an easier time. Then
they grab her by her leash and take her out of the cell.

As Parry
said, they don’t bother filming them while they are chained up
waiting their turn for punishment, so the next recording starts
with K being strapped to one of those wooden contraptions in the
middle of the room. She lies there meekly until they start whipping
her and then she struggles, testing her bonds. They work her over
with the whip and then use dildos on poles on her, front and back.
The well-greased rubber dong slides in and out of her arse as her
head is bent back and she has to suck on someone’s dick. It’s hard
at times to see how many guys are working on K and the other girl
spread-eagled on another frame, as the warders work in pairs and
keep swapping with their mates across the room.

They
turn her over and whip her back also and then she is in the right
position for a couple of them to fuck her in the arse. Once they’ve
had their fun, they untie her and shackle her in a kneeling
position, to watch another slave being beasted, but still in a
position for her mouth to be used if required.

I notice that none of the girls are given orgasms. It may happen
incidentally, after all if you get fucked enough in the pussy then
friction alone will eventually cause an orgasm, I would imagine, so
perhaps orgasm denial is part of the procedure.


Eventually K is taken back to her cell and the door is
locked. She goes to the tap and washes herself of spunk and sweat
as best she can then she settles down on the bed, covering herself
with the dress and a measly blanket.

The
camera starts to record again around 9 o’clock that evening as she
is fed. A female warder brings plate of food into the cell. K
reaches for it eagerly but the warder pulls it away from her. There
is no sound on these recordings but it is obvious that the warder
is telling K that won’t get any food unless K pleasures her first.
K’s expression is one of resignation as she sinks to her knees
while the warder pulls her trousers down and K goes to work. But
let’s face it, this isn’t the first time that K has had to please
another woman, she does it all the time with Alice and Mrs. Scott,
so this is not new to her.

Inwardly
I give a sigh of relief. I must admit I was afraid of what they
might do to K at the Dungeons, after all, their mission is to break
a slave, but I guess this is all designed to condition a new slave
to use and abuse at the hands of others. K has been having that
done to her for years, often
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