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Chapter 1

The tower block rose like a concrete monolith against the bruised Birmingham sky, its grey flanks streaked with years of rain and neglect. Graffiti scarred the lower levels, and the stairwells carried the perpetual stench of stale urine, fried onions, and damp. It was the kind of place where hope came to die quietly, or so the local papers often claimed. But for Mark and Emily Thompson, it was simply another corner of God’s vineyard, ripe for tending.

At twenty-three, the newlyweds still carried the gentle radiance of their recent wedding day. Mark was slender and boyish, with neatly combed sandy hair, earnest blue eyes, and a soft-spoken manner that made him a favourite among the church youth group. He wore his best charity-shop shirt and tie, the fabric slightly worn but impeccably ironed. Emily, his wife of four months, walked beside him with quiet grace. Her long chestnut hair was pinned back demurely, and she wore a modest floral dress that skimmed her knees, the fabric soft against her gentle curves. A simple gold cross rested against the modest swell of her bosom, a matching one hung around Mark’s neck. They held hands as they climbed the six flights of stairs, carrier bags rustling with offerings: a still-warm shepherd’s pie Emily had baked that morning with extra care, a stack of glossy leaflets proclaiming “God’s Love for the Lost,” and a small, leather-bound Bible inscribed with a heartfelt note in Emily’s neat handwriting: “You are not alone. – Mark & Emily Thompson, St. Michael’s Church.”

Their faith was not abstract or performative; it was the bedrock of their young lives. Both had grown up in devout families, met at a church summer camp, and courted under the watchful, approving eyes of their congregation. They believed, with every fibre of their beings, in the power of redemption. Pastor Davies’s sermon the previous Sunday had stirred them deeply: “Love the unlovely. Reach the unreachable. For there is no soul so far gone that the light of Christ cannot pierce the darkness.” Mark and Emily had looked at each other across the pews and known, without words, that this was their calling. They had prayed together that night, kneeling by their bed, asking for strength and compassion. This visit to Flat 6B was not duty, it was an act of joyful obedience.

“I really hope she lets us in,” Emily said softly as they reached the sixth-floor landing, her voice full of genuine concern. “The council notes said she’s been flagged for substance issues and isolation. Imagine being so alone… no one to turn to.”

Mark squeezed her hand, his expression solemn yet hopeful. “We’ll show her God’s love, Em. No judgement, just open arms. Remember what Pastor said, even the prodigal son was welcomed home. She might be waiting for someone like us without even knowing it.”

They paused outside Flat 6B. The door was scuffed, the number hanging slightly askew. Mark knocked gently, then again with more purpose. A long silence stretched, broken only by the distant wail of a siren and the muffled thump of music from another flat. Emily sent up a silent prayer: Lord, soften her heart. Let us be vessels of Your grace.

Inside the flat, Mistress Raven lounged on her worn leather sofa, nursing the tail end of a brutal comedown. At thirty-eight, she was a striking woman even in ruin: tall, curvaceous, with full breasts and wide hips that had earned her a small fortune in her dominatrix work. Her raven-black hair spilled messily over one shoulder, and her sharp green eyes, rimmed with yesterday’s smudged kohl, stared at the ceiling. The flat reeked of last night’s excesses: empty vodka bottles lined the windowsill, overflowing ashtrays spilled cigarette butts and roach ends, and the faint chemical tang of smoked heroin still lingered. A black leather spanking bench dominated one corner, half-draped with discarded stockings and a used condom.

She had just finished a small line of coke to chase away the worst of the withdrawal shakes when the knock came. Raven’s lips curled into a lazy, predatory smile. More do-gooders, she thought. How fucking quaint. She had seen their type before, fresh-faced charity workers who lasted two visits before the filth and despair drove them away. But something about this knock felt different. Younger. More earnest.

She rose, smoothing her tight black silk blouse, unbuttoned just enough to reveal the lace edge of a crimson bra, and the glossy black latex pencil skirt that clung to her powerful thighs like a second skin. Even hungover, with pale skin and a faint sheen of sweat on her collarbones, she radiated dangerous allure. The bitter-sweet scent of gin and cigarettes clung to her. Let’s see what little lambs the church has sent this time, she mused, already feeling a familiar throb of excitement low in her belly. Corrupting the pure was her favourite game, far more satisfying than the endless parade of weak-willed clients who paid to lick her boots.

She opened the door.

Mark and Emily stood there like a vision of wholesomeness, carrier bags in hand, faces bright with hope. Raven’s gaze drank them in slowly: Emily’s modest curves and gentle features, the way her dress hinted at soft, untouched skin; Mark’s slender frame and nervous but determined posture. So young. So fucking innocent. The thought sent a warm rush through her veins, chasing away the last remnants of her morning fog. She could already picture it, those clear blue eyes glazing over with chemical lust, that pretty little mouth stretched and begging, the husband on his knees in lace and shame. Her cunt gave a slow, appreciative throb.

“Well, well,” she purred, her voice husky with a mocking South London edge. “What do we have here? Two little angels descending into hell to rescue the wicked witch?”

Emily blushed instantly, a soft pink blooming across her cheeks. She clutched the bags tighter. “Um… hello. I’m Emily Thompson, and this is my husband Mark. We’re from St. Michael’s Church. We heard through the council outreach that you might be… struggling. We wanted to offer some support. Prayer, a hot meal, I made shepherd’s pie, or just someone to talk to. No pressure at all.”

Mark nodded, stepping forward with quiet sincerity. “We believe everyone deserves compassion, no matter what. God doesn’t turn anyone away, and neither do we.”

Raven leaned against the doorframe, letting her eyes travel deliberately over them both. She could smell their nervousness, clean soap, faint floral perfume, and that indefinable scent of purity. It made her want to ruin them slowly, methodically, until they craved the very filth they came to save her from. They actually believe this bollocks, she thought with dark amusement. How deliciously naïve.

“Come in, then,” she said, stepping aside with exaggerated courtesy. “Wouldn’t want to turn away charity, would I? Especially not from such a lovely young couple.”

The flat hit them like a physical blow. Emily’s eyes widened at the chaos: lingerie strewn across furniture, the unmistakable spanking bench, bottles everywhere. Mark swallowed hard but kept his expression compassionate. Raven swept a pile of used stockings and a black riding crop off the sofa with one lazy motion.

“Sit. Both of you.” It wasn’t quite a request, but her tone softened just enough to disarm.

They perched on the edge of the worn leather couch, backs straight, hands folded. Raven dropped into the armchair opposite, crossing her long legs with a soft creak of latex. She studied them like prized specimens, her foot idly swinging. Look at them, so eager to save me. If only they knew they’re the ones who need saving.

“You’re very young,” she observed, voice low and smoky. “And very married, I see. How sweet. Tell me, darlings… how long have you been saving souls together? Does it make you feel righteous? Pure?”

Mark cleared his throat, launching into their story with genuine warmth. He spoke of their courtship, their shared faith, the joy of serving the community. Emily chimed in softly, her eyes shining with belief as she described their recent mission trips and how God had brought them together. Raven listened with feigned interest, nodding at the right moments, all the while letting her gaze linger. On the way Emily’s dress tightened across her thighs when she shifted. On the faint outline in Mark’s trousers. On the innocent gold crosses they both wore.

They’re practically vibrating with sincerity, Raven thought, a slow heat building between her thighs. I bet they pray before they fuck, if they even fuck properly. This is going to be exquisite.

After nearly half an hour of gentle conversation, Raven dabbed at her eyes with a tissue, conjuring a convincing tremble. “You don’t know what it’s like,” she sighed, voice thick with practised vulnerability. “The loneliness. The cravings that claw at you day and night. I try to stop, the drink, the pills, the other stuff, but some nights it feels like the only thing keeping me breathing.” She let a single tear track down her cheek. “Lost my partner years ago. Violent exes before that. The work… it pays the bills, but it hollows you out.”

Emily’s tender heart ached visibly. She reached out and placed a gentle hand on Raven’s knee. “You’re not alone anymore,” she whispered. “We’re here. Would you like us to pray with you right now?”

Raven covered Emily’s hand with her own, long fingers cool and lingering, stroking the soft skin of the younger woman’s wrist in slow circles. The touch was light, almost innocent, but Raven felt Emily’s pulse quicken. So responsive already. “Prayer sounds lovely, petal,” she murmured. “But first… another drop of wine? Just to steady the nerves before we bare our souls. Consider it sharing burdens, like you said.”

She poured three generous measures without waiting, choosing the stronger, slightly bitter bottle she kept for such occasions, already laced earlier with a tasteless mix of crushed diazepam and a mild herbal aphrodisiac. The couple sipped awkwardly at first, politeness and pity overriding discomfort. Raven watched their throats work, imagining those same throats taking other things in the months to come.

As the wine warmed their blood, the conversation deepened. Raven spun tales of trauma and struggle, her foot, now free of its stiletto, brushing Mark’s calf under the table. He shifted but didn’t pull away. Emily’s cheeks flushed; she pressed her thighs together. Raven’s internal monologue sang with dark delight: Feel it, little ones. That warm pull. It’s only the beginning. Soon you’ll beg for it. Soon you’ll forget your precious God and worship between my legs instead.

“You two are beautiful together,” Raven said softly, eyes flicking between them. “So pure. Tell me, Emily… in your marriage, does Mark make you feel truly desired? Or do you ever lie awake wondering what it would feel like to surrender completely? To be possessed, body and soul?”

Emily stammered about marital love and God’s design, but her voice was thicker now, nipples faintly visible against her dress. Mark’s face burned; an unwelcome twitch stirred in his trousers. Raven rose and moved behind the sofa, her hands settling on their shoulders. Thumbs pressed in slow, soothing circles that felt far too intimate. The scent of her, gin, cigarettes, warm skin, and dark femininity, enveloped them.

After more than an hour, she produced the small unmarked brown bottle. “A little tonic I make myself. Herbs, mostly. For stress, sleep… other tensions. Take a teaspoon each before bed. You’ll sleep like angels.”

They finally rose to leave, legs unsteady, heads swimming with wine and unfamiliar heat. Raven pulled Emily into a lingering hug, pressing her fuller body against the girl’s slighter frame, lips brushing her ear. Mark received the same, Raven’s hand sliding down his back to rest just above his backside, feeling the faint tremor there.

“Same time next week?” she asked sweetly at the door. “I think I might be ready to accept a little more… help.”

Emily nodded, flushed and confused by the strange flutter low in her stomach. Mark managed a weak, conflicted smile. As the door clicked shut, Raven leaned against it and laughed, low, triumphant, already wet with anticipation.

My sweet little saviours, she thought, licking her lips. You came to save me. But I’m going to devour you both. Slowly. Deliciously. Until you’re nothing but addicted, broken whores begging for my needle and my cock.

Outside, the rain fell harder, trapping the city, and its newest prey, in its grey embrace. The first thread of the web was spun.


Chapter 2

The week following their initial visit passed in a strange, restless haze for Mark and Emily. The small brown bottle of “herbal tonic” Raven had given them sat on their kitchen counter like a quiet temptation. They had prayed about it together that first night, kneeling side by side in their modest bedroom, hands clasped and heads bowed. “Lord,” Mark had whispered, “guide us in this ministry. Let everything we do glorify You.” Emily had added her own soft amen, her heart full of earnest compassion for the broken woman in Flat 6B. They each took a careful teaspoon before bed, telling themselves it was simply to help them rest after a long day of outreach planning.

But the effects had been unsettlingly pleasant. Sleep came deep and dream-laden, filled with warm, tingling sensations that left Emily waking with flushed cheeks and an unfamiliar dampness between her thighs. She had prayed extra fervently in the shower the next morning, asking forgiveness for the vague, heated images that lingered, Raven’s commanding gaze, the scent of her skin. Mark fared little better; he found himself waking hard and aching, shamefully aroused by half-remembered fragments of the older woman’s husky voice and lingering touches. They discussed it quietly over breakfast, reaffirming their commitment. “She needs us,” Emily said with gentle conviction. “The tonic is just a small kindness. We mustn’t let discomfort stop us from showing Christ’s love.” Mark nodded, squeezing her hand. Their faith remained their anchor, unshakeable, they believed.

By the time Saturday afternoon arrived, they were both quietly eager to return. The carrier bags were lighter this time, fresh biscuits Emily had baked and more leaflets, but their hearts were heavier with sincere hope. The tower block felt less intimidating now, the stairwells merely a path to someone in desperate need. “She seemed so vulnerable last time,” Emily murmured as they climbed. “I keep thinking about her tears. No one should face addiction alone.”

Mark smiled softly, though a faint flutter of unease stirred in his chest. “We’ll pray with her again. God can work miracles through us.”

Inside Flat 6B, Mistress Raven was ready. She had spent the week thinking of little else. The memory of the young couple’s wide-eyed innocence had fuelled several pleasurable evenings with her toys and clients. Those two pure little Christians, she thought with a dark thrill as she prepared the flat. They actually believe they’re saving me. How adorably fucking deluded. She had tidied just enough to seem receptive, fewer visible needles, the spanking bench half-covered, but the air still carried the heavy, intimate musk of her lifestyle. Her body hummed with anticipation. The mild sedatives and aphrodisiacs in the tonic would have done their subtle work by now, softening their resistance, planting seeds of craving. This visit would tighten the hook.

She answered the door promptly, looking more composed than last time. Her raven hair was pulled into a sleek ponytail, and she wore a tight crimson satin robe that clung to her full breasts and flared teasingly over her wide hips, barely reaching mid-thigh. The scent of fresh gin mixed with herbal incense drifted out.

“My angels have returned,” she purred, pulling them both into warm, lingering hugs. Her hands strayed deliberately, brushing the curve of Emily’s bottom, squeezing Mark’s waist with possessive familiarity. The contact sent a small, unwelcome spark through both of them. “You look radiant. Did the tonic help you sleep?”

Emily blushed deeply, unable to meet Raven’s sharp green eyes. “It… it did, thank you. Very well, actually.”

Raven’s smile was knowing, predatory delight flickering behind her expression. I bet it did, petal. I bet you woke up wet and confused, your pious little cunt aching for something you don’t even understand yet. “Good. You both deserve to feel good after all your hard work saving souls like mine.”

She guided them inside, her hand resting lightly on the small of Emily’s back. The couple noticed the slight improvements but the underlying chaos remained: lingerie draped over furniture, empty bottles, the faint chemical undertone beneath the incense. They sat on the sofa as before, backs straight with determined politeness.

Raven produced a tray almost immediately, three elaborate cocktails in deep red, garnished with cherries, and a small box of artisanal chocolates. “I’ve prepared something special,” she said smoothly. “Mostly mocktails for you two, just a touch of wine for flavour. And these chocolates are infused with relaxing herbs. Perfect after a stressful week of… whatever holy work you do.”

The drinks were far stronger than they appeared: vodka-heavy, sweet, and spiked with higher doses of the sedative-aphrodisiac blend plus a generous measure of absinthe. The chocolates contained potent cannabis butter. Mark and Emily hesitated only briefly, their earlier experience with the tonic making them more trusting. It’s just hospitality, Emily told herself firmly. We mustn’t seem rude when she’s opening up. They sipped and nibbled, the pleasant buzz returning faster this time.

Within twenty minutes, the room felt softer, warmer. Colours deepened. Raven settled between them on the sofa, her robe slipping open to reveal smooth, pale thigh. The heat from her body radiated against them both.

“Tell me more about your marriage,” she coaxed, voice low and intimate. “Do you pray together before bed? And afterwards… does Mark take you the way a man should? Hard. Deep. Until you’re gasping his name and forgetting everything else?”

Emily’s breath hitched sharply. The words should have horrified her, yet the chemical warmth spreading through her veins made her nipples tighten against the fabric of her dress. “We… we believe intimacy is a gift within marriage,” she managed, voice thick. “But it’s sacred. Private.”

Mark shifted, his trousers growing uncomfortably tight. Raven’s hand rested casually on his knee, squeezing with gentle authority. Look at him squirm, Raven thought, arousal building. That little twitch in his trousers. Soon he’ll be begging to kneel properly.

“Private is boring, petal,” Raven chuckled softly. “I’ve seen enough so-called godly men in my work. They all crave release. They all want to serve a stronger will.” She turned to Mark, eyes gleaming. “Be a good boy and fetch me that bottle from the kitchen, would you? On your knees. It’s only proper penance for all the sins I’ve committed this week. Humble yourself, like your Bible tells you.”

Mark blinked, the room tilting pleasantly from the cocktails and chocolates. A wave of humiliation washed over him, but so did a strange, thrilling heat. Emily gave him a dazed, encouraging nod, this was helping, wasn’t it? Part of ministry. He slid from the sofa and crawled across the worn carpet on all fours, cheeks burning. Raven watched with open delight, her bare foot extending to stroke his back as he passed. Perfect. The first crack. Soon you’ll crave the collar, sissy.

“Good boy,” she murmured when he returned, taking the bottle from his trembling hands and ruffling his hair. “Now, Emily, come here. My feet are aching. Massage them for me, like the caring, compassionate girl you are.”

Emily knelt without full conscious thought, the drugs making her limbs heavy and willing. Raven’s feet were warm and perfectly pedicured, the faint musky scent strangely intoxicating. As Emily’s fingers worked the arches, Raven sighed in pleasure and guided her hands slowly higher, under the hem of the satin robe.

The conversation grew steadily filthier. Raven described her clients in vivid, sensual detail, powerful men reduced to whimpering messes, married ones who paid extra to worship her body while their wives believed they were at prayer meetings. All the while she fed them more chocolates and refilled their glasses, her hands brushing Emily’s breasts “accidentally,” stroking Mark’s hair as he knelt obediently beside them.

“You’re both getting wet, aren’t you?” she whispered eventually, voice husky with triumph. “I can smell that sweet, innocent arousal. It’s all right, darlings. No need to fight it. Just let it build slowly. This is part of helping me, isn’t it? Sharing everything.”

Mark’s mind swam in a fog of shame and desire. He was painfully hard, leaking into his underwear, unwanted images of himself in lace flickering through his thoughts. Emily’s breathing had grown shallow, her thighs slick. The cannabis and chemicals wrapped their minds in soft, compliant warmth. Yet even now, fragments of faith surfaced, Emily silently prayed for strength, believing this discomfort was a test of their compassion.

Raven’s internal satisfaction deepened with every passing minute. They’re crumbling so beautifully. That pious little wife’s hands on my skin, the husband already crawling. By the end of this, they’ll be addicted to more than just my stories. She leaned down, her breath brushing Emily’s ear as the girl continued the massage. “You have such gentle hands. Imagine them elsewhere… exploring, surrendering. Doesn’t it feel freeing to let go of all that rigid control?”

After nearly two hours, the couple staggered to their feet, the world outside feeling harsh and distant. Raven kissed them both goodbye, deep, lingering kisses that tasted of gin and sin. Her tongue brushed Emily’s lips teasingly; her hand cupped Mark’s erection through his trousers for the briefest, electric second, squeezing just enough to make him gasp.

“Next week,” she said firmly at the door, eyes dark with promise. “And perhaps you’ll stay longer. I’m starting to feel… truly saved. Thanks to you two.”

Emily nodded, flushed and confused by the insistent ache low in her belly. Mark managed a weak smile, his mind a whirlwind of guilt, arousal, and lingering belief that they were making a difference. As the door clicked shut, Raven leaned against it and laughed, low, rich, and triumphant.

She glanced toward the bedroom where her works and bottles waited. My sweet saviours. You think you’re pulling me into the light. But I’m dragging you both down into the dark. Slowly. Thoroughly. Until you’re my desperate junkie whore and her pretty little sissy pet. The thought made her wetter than the entire visit had.

Outside, the Birmingham rain fell steadily once more, as if sealing their fate.


Chapter 3

The week following their first proper visit to Flat 6B had been a quiet battleground of conscience for Mark and Emily Thompson. The cocktails and cannabis-laced chocolates lingered in their systems like an unwelcome guest that refused to leave. Nights brought fragmented, feverish dreams: Emily woke several times with her nightdress twisted around her hips, a shameful slickness between her thighs and Raven’s husky voice echoing in her ears. She had slipped out of bed more than once to pray on her knees in the cold bathroom, tears pricking her eyes as she begged for strength and clarity. “Lord, protect us as we help her,” she whispered fervently. “Let our compassion be a light in her darkness, not a stumbling block for us.”

Mark fared worse in some ways. The memory of crawling across the carpet burned in his mind. He had masturbated guiltily in the shower one morning, hating himself for the image of Raven’s commanding presence that pushed him over the edge. Afterwards, he joined Emily in prayer, their hands clasped tightly. “We’re doing God’s work,” he told her with forced conviction. “She’s testing our faith, but we can reach her. The discomfort is part of the sacrifice.” Deep down, both clung desperately to their belief that persistence would bring redemption, for Raven, and perhaps for the strange new hungers stirring within themselves. They baked fresh biscuits, packed more leaflets, and returned with renewed purpose, convinced their ministry was bearing fruit.

The tower block’s stairwell felt heavier this time, the air thicker with damp and despair. Yet they climbed with determined smiles, reassuring each other softly. “She seemed more open last week,” Emily said. “God is already softening her heart.”

Inside Flat 6B, Mistress Raven had prepared with meticulous, cruel care. The memory of the couple’s flushed faces and hesitant arousal had fuelled her all week, nights spent edging herself while fantasising about their inevitable fall. Those pathetic little Christians, she thought with a surge of dark pleasure as she arranged the tray. Still convinced they’re the saviours. I’ll enjoy watching their precious faith rot from the inside. She had increased the potency of her mixtures: stronger sedatives, higher aphrodisiac content, and a heavier cannabis infusion. The flat was tidied just enough to lure them in, but the underlying filth remained, a deliberate reminder of the world she offered.

She opened the door swiftly, her crimson satin robe clinging to every curve, the hem barely covering the tops of her thighs. Fresh gin scented her breath.

“My precious angels,” she purred, enveloping them in deep, lingering embraces. Her hands roamed with bolder possession: cupping Emily’s bottom firmly, sliding down Mark’s back to squeeze his arse. “You came back. I was afraid my darkness might have scared you off.”

Emily blushed crimson but returned the hug with genuine warmth, her faith overriding discomfort. “We could never abandon you. That’s not what Christ teaches.”

Raven’s green eyes glittered with malicious delight. How noble. How fucking stupid. “Bless you both. Come in. I’ve been thinking about you all week.”

The couple settled on the sofa, their carrier bags set aside. Raven moved with predatory grace, presenting the tray: three deep red cocktails shimmering ominously and the box of artisanal chocolates. “Mostly mocktails again,” she lied effortlessly. “Just a touch of something to relax. And these chocolates, my special recipe. They’ll help melt away the stresses of your holy work.”

The drinks were potent: heavy on vodka and absinthe, generously spiked with elevated doses of diazepam, aphrodisiacs, and now a hint of something darker, crushed opioids for that creeping, seductive warmth. The chocolates were loaded with strong cannabis butter. Mark and Emily sipped and nibbled after only mild hesitation, their previous positive experience and deep-seated desire to help Raven overriding caution. Within minutes, the familiar fog descended, softer and more insidious than before.

Raven settled between them, her robe slipping open to reveal generous expanses of pale skin. The heat from her body pressed against them. “Tell me truthfully about your marriage,” she coaxed, voice velvet over steel. “Do you pray together before bed like good little Christians? And then… does Mark fuck you properly? Does he pin you down and rut into that sweet, untouched cunt until you scream?”

Emily gasped, the crude words slicing through the chemical haze. Shame flooded her, yet her nipples hardened painfully and a treacherous heat bloomed low in her belly. “We… intimacy is sacred,” she stammered, voice slurred. “A gift from God within marriage.”

Mark’s face burned. His cock strained against his trousers as Raven’s hand rested heavily on his thigh, fingers tracing circles dangerously close to his groin. This is wrong, he thought desperately, even as the drugs whispered compliance. But we’re helping her open up. It’s part of the ministry.

Raven laughed softly, the sound rich with cruel amusement. Listen to them cling to their fairy tales while their bodies betray them. “Sacred? How quaint. In my world, sex is power. Release. Filth. I’ve had so many ‘godly’ men on their knees, begging to lick my arse while their wives prayed at home.” She turned to Mark, eyes gleaming with sadistic hunger. “Be a good boy. Fetch the bottle from the kitchen, on your knees, like last time. Show me true humility. Your Bible speaks of servants, doesn’t it?”

The room spun pleasantly for Mark. Humiliation warred with arousal. Emily, glassy-eyed, nodded encouragement. “It’s okay, love. For her sake.” He slid to the floor and crawled, carpet rough against his palms. Raven’s bare foot stroked his back possessively as he passed, pressing down slightly to emphasise his submission. Pathetic little worm, she thought triumphantly. Soon you’ll beg to wear panties and suck cock while your wife watches.

When he returned, trembling, Raven praised him lavishly, ruffling his hair like a pet. “Now, Emily, my feet ache. Kneel and massage them properly. Let your caring Christian hands serve.”

Emily obeyed, sinking to her knees. Raven’s feet were warm, slightly scented with musk. As she worked them, Raven guided her hands higher, under the robe, until Emily’s fingers brushed against smooth, bare skin and damp heat. The younger woman’s breath came in shallow pants.

Raven’s gaze fixed on Mark, who still knelt obediently beside the sofa, his face flushed and eyes hazy from the heavy cocktail of drugs. A wicked idea sharpened in her mind. Time to push the sissy a little further. Make him feel it against his skin.

“Mark, darling,” she said sweetly, her voice laced with mock concern, “you’ve been such a good, humble boy today. Crawling for me like that… it shows real spiritual maturity. But I can see you’re still carrying so much tension in your body. All that male pride and repression. It must be exhausting, pretending to be strong all the time.”

Mark swallowed hard, the opioids and cannabis making resistance feel distant and fuzzy. “I… I’m trying to help you, Mistress… I mean, Raven.”

Raven smiled, slow and predatory. She reached into a nearby drawer and pulled out a pair of delicate black lace panties, feminine, skimpy, with a tiny satin bow at the front. She dangled them from one finger, letting them sway gently. The fabric shimmered softly in the dim light.

“These are special,” she continued, her tone gentle yet commanding. “They’re not ordinary knickers. I wear them when I need to feel… soft. Vulnerable. Open to healing. Putting them on helps release all that toxic masculinity. It’s like a form of prayer, really, surrendering control, just as your faith teaches. Humility before God. Or in this case, humility before someone who needs your complete devotion.”

Emily paused her massage, blinking slowly through her own drugged fog, but said nothing, her mind too clouded to protest strongly. Raven pressed on, leaning forward so her robe fell open further, offering a view of her full breasts.

“Look at you, Mark. So hard and aching just from serving me. That little prick of yours is desperate for relief, isn’t it? But real men don’t get to cum easily. Real helpers learn to embrace softness. Slip these on under your trousers. No one will know except us. It’ll be our little secret, part of your penance to help me feel safe and cared for. Imagine how freeing it will feel… the lace against your skin, reminding you to stay humble and obedient. For me. For Emily. For your ministry.”

Mark’s cheeks burned with deep shame, but the chemicals had loosened his inhibitions. His cock twitched visibly at the humiliating suggestion. Raven’s words twisted in his mind, blending with half-remembered Bible verses about servants and humility. It’s just fabric, he told himself desperately. If it helps her open up…

Raven stood and approached him, towering in her dominance. She placed a hand on his head, stroking his hair. “Be a good boy, Mia… sorry, Mark. Take your trousers off. I’ll help you. Think of it as putting on the armour of God… only softer. Prettier.”

With trembling hands, Mark obeyed, lowering his zip. Raven knelt briefly, her fingers brushing his leaking cock teasingly as she slid the delicate black lace panties up his legs. The fabric cupped his aching erection snugly, the lace rasping against sensitive skin. A soft, involuntary moan escaped him.

“There,” Raven purred, adjusting them with deliberate care, her nails grazing his balls. “Doesn’t that feel better? So much more appropriate for a helpful little servant. You’ll wear them home tonight. Keep them on as a reminder of your commitment to me.”

Mark nodded weakly, pulling his trousers back up. The constant caress of lace against his cock kept him painfully aroused and deeply humiliated. Raven’s internal triumph surged: One more step. The sissy is waking up. Soon those panties will be the only thing he’s allowed to wear.

The conversation grew steadily filthier from there. Raven described her clients in graphic detail: married men crying as she pegged them, vicars paying to be pissed on, the rush of dominating the powerful until they broke. All the while she plied them with more chocolates and refills, her touches growing bolder, pinching Emily’s nipples through her dress, stroking Mark’s now lace-covered erection openly through his trousers.

“You’re both soaked, aren’t you?” Raven whispered, voice dripping with dark satisfaction. “I can smell your desperate, repressed lust. That pious little cunt of yours is dripping for something real, Emily. And Mark, or should I call you Mia already?, your tiny prick is leaking like a denied slut into those pretty panties.”

Mark whimpered, shame twisting deep in his gut. Emily prayed silently through the fog, tears of confusion mixing with unwanted pleasure. Yet they stayed, rationalising every moment as sacrifice for Raven’s soul.

Raven’s thoughts grew blacker with every crack she witnessed. Look at them fracture. Their precious faith is already rotting. Soon Emily will be chasing the dragon, spreading her legs for strangers while I watch. Mark will be my painted sissy, choking on real cock. I’ll turn their marriage into a public spectacle of degradation. The power made her wetter than any client ever had.

After nearly three hours of escalating teasing and intoxication, Raven edging them verbally and physically, denying any release, the couple staggered toward the door, bodies humming with denied need, minds clouded. Raven kissed them deeply, tongues invading, her hand squeezing Mark’s lace-covered arousal. “Next time,” she breathed, “you’ll stay longer. You’re saving me… and I’m awakening you.”

As the door closed, Raven laughed darkly, already planning the needles and hormones. Run home and pray, little lambs. It won’t save you. You’re already mine.

The rain outside fell like judgement, washing away the last remnants of their old certainty. The cracks had widened into fissures, and the darkness was only beginning to swallow them whole.


Chapter 4

The old life had frayed beyond recognition. What once were structured days of prayer, part-time jobs, church volunteering, and quiet evenings reading Scripture together had dissolved into a hazy, craving-driven routine. Mark and Emily, still clinging to fragments of their former selves in the privacy of their council flat, now spent hours in restless anticipation of the next visit to Flat 6B. Their Bibles gathered dust on the shelf, pages occasionally flipped in guilty, half-hearted attempts at repentance that ended in frustrated tears and the quiet rationalisation that they were still doing God’s work. Raven needed them. Their presence was saving her. The strange new pleasures were merely the cost of that ministry.

It had started innocently enough, or so they told themselves. A shared cigarette on the walk to the tower block one rainy afternoon, offered by Raven the previous week as “something to calm the nerves before ministry.” Neither had smoked before, but the nicotine hit had been surprisingly soothing after the heavy cocktails and chocolates. Now it was ritual. Today, as they left their flat, Emily pulled a crumpled packet of cigarettes from her coat pocket, her fingers trembling slightly with anticipation.

“Shall we?” she asked Mark softly, her voice carrying a new huskiness. Her once-bright eyes had a perpetual glassy sheen, and her modest floral dress hung looser on her frame, the fabric clinging to her subtly thinning curves.

Mark nodded, his cheeks already flushed. He had taken to wearing the black lace panties beneath his trousers every day now, a secret shame that kept him in a constant state of humiliated arousal. “Just one before we get there. To steady ourselves. For her sake.”

They lit up on the windswept walkway between tower blocks, the cheap tobacco burning harsh in their lungs. Emily inhaled deeply, closing her eyes as the nicotine rush spread through her system, a warm buzz that loosened the knot of lingering guilt in her chest. The smoke curled from her lips in the damp Birmingham air, and for a moment she felt almost sophisticated, worldly. This is fine, she thought, sending up a silent, conflicted prayer. It’s just a tool to help us relate to her struggles. God understands compassion. Yet beneath the rationalisation, a darker thrill stirred: the memory of Raven’s hands, her voice, the way everything felt more intense after a smoke.

Mark took a long drag, coughing slightly at first but quickly settling into it. The cigarette helped dull the constant ache in his lace-trapped cock. “It does help,” he murmured, voice low. “Makes the world feel less… sharp.” His faith, once an unyielding shield, now felt like a distant echo. He still prayed with Emily each night, but the words came mechanically, interrupted by intrusive images of kneeling before Raven.

They finished the cigarettes by the time they reached the base of the tower block, stubbing them out against the wet concrete. Their steps were quicker now, eager, the nicotine blending with the low-level withdrawal from last week’s substances to create a jittery hunger. The stairwell smelled the same, piss, onions, damp, but it no longer repelled them. It was the path to release.

Raven opened the door before they could knock, as if she had been waiting. She looked magnificent in her depravity: tight black latex corset pushing up her full breasts, a short leather skirt, and thigh-high boots. Her green eyes lit with dark hunger as she pulled them inside.

“My broken little lambs,” she purred, kissing them both deeply, her tongue claiming their mouths in turn. She could taste the cigarette smoke on them and smiled against Emily’s lips. “You’ve started smoking on the way here. How delightful. Another little vice to bind you closer.”

The flat was thick with familiar scents: smoke, gin, sex, and the faint sweet-chemical promise of better things. Raven wasted little time. She poured strong cocktails, now openly laced with MDMA, cocaine, and opioids, and handed them over with chocolates. Within twenty minutes, the familiar warm fog enveloped them, loosening limbs and inhibitions further.

“Today we go deeper,” Raven announced, her voice rich with command. She led Emily to the bedroom first, while Mark, or Mia, as Raven increasingly called him, was ordered to kneel in the corner and watch. “Girl time, petal. Your husband can learn patience in lace.”

Emily’s heart raced as Raven prepared the foil and lighter. “Just smoking today,” Raven cooed, stroking her hair. “Chase the dragon. It’s gentler than the needle at first. Let it take all that guilt away.”

Emily’s hands shook as she leaned over the foil. The heroin melted and the acrid smoke rose. She inhaled deeply on Raven’s instruction.

The rush hit like nothing she had ever known.

It started in her chest, a sudden, blooming warmth that exploded outward like liquid sunlight flooding every vein. Her body dissolved into pure pleasure, every nerve singing in ecstatic release. Muscles she hadn’t known were tense melted completely. A deep, rolling wave of euphoria lifted her, carrying away months of shame, prayer, and self-denial in one irresistible tide. Her mind floated, detached yet hyper-aware: colours sharpened, the feel of Raven’s hand on her thigh became electric. A profound sense of peace and love washed over her, love for Raven, for the moment, for the oblivion. Her cunt throbbed with sudden, aching need, slick and empty.

“Oh… God…” Emily moaned, the word slipping out in a broken, ironic prayer. Her eyes fluttered, pupils shrinking to tiny pins as the heroin wrapped her in velvet chains. Tears of overwhelming bliss slipped down her cheeks. “It feels… so good… Mistress…”

Raven’s smile was pure predatory triumph. There it is. The first true taste. She’ll chase this forever now. She pulled Emily close, kissing her deeply while her fingers slipped under the girl’s dress, stroking the soaked folds of her cunt. “That’s it, my junkie slut. Feel how the dragon fills you better than any god ever could. No more empty prayers. Just this.”

Emily bucked against Raven’s hand, gasping and whimpering as two fingers slid inside her. The heroin amplified every sensation tenfold: the stretch, the wetness, the perfect pressure against her swollen clit. Raven fucked her slowly, deliberately, edging her through wave after wave of chemically enhanced pleasure while whispering filth into her ear.

“You were such a pure little wife. Now look at you, track marks soon, spreading your legs for anyone I tell you to. Say it.”

“I… I’m your junkie whore,” Emily slurred, voice thick with lust and opiates. “No more faith… only the rush… only you…”

Raven brought her to the brink repeatedly, only to stop and make her chase more smoke. Each hit deepened the addiction, the euphoria blending seamlessly with sexual frenzy. Emily came hard on Raven’s fingers, screaming her Mistress’s name, her body convulsing in total surrender.

Mark/Mia watched from the corner, his lace panties soaked with pre-cum, the chastity ribbon Raven had added earlier biting into his aching flesh. The sight of his wife lost in heroin bliss and Raven’s dominance broke something deep inside him. His faith flickered weakly, This is wrong… we came to help…, but the drugs and the throbbing humiliation drowned it out.

Raven finally beckoned him over. “Your turn, sissy. Kneel between your wife’s legs and clean her while she smokes another hit.”

Mia obeyed instantly, burying his face in Emily’s dripping, heroin-soaked cunt. The taste was musky, sweet, and filthy. As he licked desperately, Raven prepared a hit for him on the foil.

“Inhale, pretty girl,” she commanded.

The heroin rush for Mark was even more shattering. The warmth flooded him, turning his shame into exquisite, submissive ecstasy. His caged cock leaked helplessly as the euphoria erased every last masculine pretence. He felt soft, pretty, right in the lace. Raven stroked his hair as he moaned into Emily’s pussy.

“Good sissy. This is what you were made for.”

The afternoon stretched into a long, depraved session. Raven used them relentlessly. She strapped on a thick dildo and fucked Emily while Mia licked the joining point, tasting both his wife and his Mistress. Then she made Mia ride the strap-on while Emily sat on Raven’s face, the two women kissing sloppily above him. Doses were carefully controlled, more smoke, occasional lines of coke to sharpen the edges, MDMA to keep them rolling in endless waves of love and lust.

Raven edged them for hours. Emily was brought to orgasm after orgasm, each one deeper and more shattering under the heroin’s influence. She babbled incoherently, renouncing her faith, declaring herself Raven’s heroin-addicted slut, begging to be shared with men. Mia was denied any release, his lace panties a constant torment as Raven whispered sissy training into his ear: how he would soon wear makeup permanently, how his arse would become the main hole, how he would suck real cocks to earn their next hit.

By the time the sun began to set, both were trembling, covered in sweat and juices, minds melted. Emily’s first smoked heroin experience had hooked her completely; the rush had rewritten her very soul. Mark was deeper into sissification than ever, fully embracing “Mia” in the haze.

Raven lounged between them on the mattress, stroking their hair like prized pets. “You’re both progressing so beautifully,” she murmured. “Next time, the needle. And real men. But for now… one more hit before you crawl home in your soaked panties.”

They obeyed, chasing the dragon again in perfect, broken synchrony.

The darkness had claimed them more thoroughly than ever. Their old faith was a fading whisper beneath the roar of the rush and Raven’s absolute control.

The session finally wound down as evening shadows lengthened across the chaotic flat. Emily and Mia lay sprawled on the mattress in a sweaty, cum-streaked tangle, their bodies trembling with aftershocks. Heroin euphoria still pulsed through their veins, softening the edges of reality into a warm, golden haze. Raven lounged between them like a satisfied queen, lazily stroking their hair and feeding them occasional sips of gin straight from the bottle.

“You’ve both been such good pets today,” she murmured, her voice thick with possessive pride. “My sweet little Christian converts. The dragon has you now.” She reached for a small foil packet and a fresh lighter, along with a generous wrap of brown heroin. “Take this home with you. Smoke a little before bed. It’ll keep the cravings away and help you dream of me. Just a taste, enough to remember who you belong to now.”

Emily’s glassy eyes lit up with naked hunger as she took the package with shaking fingers. “Thank you, Mistress,” she whispered, the words slipping out naturally now. Mark, Mia, nodded weakly beside her, the lace panties soaked and chafing against his denied cock.

Raven kissed them both goodbye at the door, deep and claiming, her hands roaming possessively one last time. “Don’t fight it on the way home,” she warned with a dark smile. “The dragon doesn’t like to be denied.”

The tower block stairwell felt endless as they descended, legs unsteady from hours of use and the lingering heroin. The evening air outside was cold and damp, a sharp contrast to the overheated flat. Almost immediately, Emily fumbled for the foil and lighter Raven had given them.

“Just a little chase,” she muttered, voice already hoarse. “To steady us for the walk.”

Mark hesitated, but the shakes were starting, a deep, gnawing itch beneath his skin. They huddled in the shelter of an overhang between tower blocks and lit up. The acrid smoke rose again. Emily inhaled deeply, and the rush hit her once more: that blooming warmth exploding through her chest, melting her bones into liquid bliss. Her eyes rolled slightly as she exhaled, a soft moan escaping her lips. The world sharpened and softened all at once. Guilt evaporated. Only the glorious, all-consuming pleasure remained.

Mark took his hit next. The heroin flooded him, turning humiliation into sweet submission. His caged cock twitched helplessly in the lace as they began walking, sharing the foil between drags like a filthy sacrament.

Halfway home, the doubts crept in.

Emily shivered, pulling her coat tighter as the wind cut through her thinning dress. The high was still there, but the edges were fraying. “Mark… what are we doing?” she whispered, voice cracking. “This isn’t us. We came to help her. To show her God’s love. Now we’re… smoking this poison on the street like common addicts.”

Mark’s steps faltered. The lace panties rubbed against him with every movement, a constant reminder of his degradation. “I know,” he said hoarsely, tears stinging his eyes. “We’re losing ourselves, Em. That woman… Raven… she’s twisting everything. The prayers feel empty now. We should stop. Go back to church tomorrow. Confess everything. Throw this stuff away and never go back.”

They stopped under a flickering streetlamp, faces pale and drawn. Emily clutched the remaining heroin tightly. “Yes. We vow it. No more. This is the last time. We’ll pray all night if we have to. God will forgive us. We were just… trying to reach her. But it’s too dangerous. She’s changing us.”

Mark nodded fiercely, though his body already ached for the next hit. “Never again. We go back to our old life. Bible study. Ministry without her. Real service.”

They repeated the vow like a desperate mantra the rest of the way home, clinging to each other for strength. The heroin made the words feel distant, almost comical, but they held onto them with the last shreds of their old faith.

Their council flat was cold and dark when they arrived. The moment the door closed, however, something snapped.

Emily turned to Mark with wild, hungry eyes. The high mixed with weeks of edging and denial surged into overwhelming lust. She pushed him against the wall, kissing him frantically, her tongue invading his mouth with a ferocity she had never shown before.

“You still have the panties on,” she breathed against his lips, sliding a hand down to cup his lace-covered bulge. “God… I love how they look on you. So pretty. So wrong. It makes me so wet.”

Mark groaned, shame and arousal warring inside him. “Em, we said…”

“Shh.” She yanked off her bra and shoved it into his hands. “Put it on. For me. Just this once. I want to see my sissy husband while we fuck.”

Trembling, still high, he obeyed. The bra cups hung loosely on his slender chest, but the act sent a fresh wave of humiliating thrill through him. Emily pulled him to their bed, stripping off her dress and pushing him down. She straddled him, grinding her soaked cunt against the lace of his panties while kissing him deeply.

As they fucked, desperate, animalistic, nothing like their old pious lovemaking, Emily reached for the foil. She unrolled it with practised fingers, lit the lighter, and chased a thick plume of heroin smoke right there on top of him.

The rush hit her mid-thrust. Her eyes rolled back, back arching as pure ecstasy flooded her system. “Oh fuck… yes…” She offered the foil to Mark. “Your turn. Do it.”

He shook his head, even as his hips bucked up into her. “No… Em, we vowed. We can’t…”

She slapped him hard across the face, the sound sharp in the quiet flat. Her eyes were glassy, pupils pinned, but burning with new conviction. “Do it. Now. For our new goddess. For Raven. She owns us. Stop fighting it.”

Mark’s cheek stung. Tears welled up instantly. He broke. Sobbing quietly, shame and need overwhelming him, he took the foil with shaking hands. He inhaled deeply. The heroin rush crashed over him like a tidal wave, erasing the last resistance. His body convulsed in pleasure as Emily rode him harder, the bra straps digging into his shoulders.

Emily’s eyes rolled back again, her voice a broken, ecstatic chant as she bounced on his lace-covered cock. “I love our Goddess. I love Raven. I’m her junkie whore. Her heroin slut. Nothing else matters… only the rush… only her…”

Mark cried harder even as he thrust up into her, the words spilling from his lips between sobs. “I’m Mia… her sissy… her cocksucker… please…”

They came together in a shattering, chemically amplified orgasm, Emily screaming Raven’s name, Mark whimpering in broken surrender. The heroin wrapped them in warm oblivion as they collapsed, still joined, the foil and lighter forgotten on the sheets beside them.

Their vows lay shattered on the floor with their discarded clothes. The old life was gone. Only Raven’s pets remained, trembling, addicted, and utterly hers.


Chapter 5

The journey to Flat 6B had become a desperate pilgrimage. Mark and Emily, now more Mia and Emily in their own fractured minds, barely spoke as they hurried through the rain-slicked streets. Their bodies shook with the early tremors of withdrawal: clammy skin, aching bones, a gnawing emptiness that no prayer or half-hearted vow could fill anymore. The heroin Raven had sent them home with two nights ago was long gone, smoked in frantic, secret sessions that left them hollow and craving.

Emily had taken charge that morning. With trembling hands she had applied makeup to Mark’s face, cheap, garish eyeshadow, blush, and glossy pink lipstick that made his lips look obscenely full. “For Raven,” she had whispered, her voice thick with need. “She’ll like it.” Under his ordinary clothes, Mark wore a complete set of lingerie Emily had stolen from Raven’s flat on the last visit: black lace panties, matching bra, garter belt, and sheer stockings that whispered against his skin with every step. His small hormone-softened breasts filled the cups awkwardly, nipples stiff against the fabric. The chastity cage Raven had locked on him weeks ago kept his cock painfully trapped and leaking.

Emily herself looked gaunt, her once-modest dress now hanging off her thinning frame, eyes sunken but burning with desperate hunger. They both stank faintly of cigarettes and unwashed desperation.

Raven opened the door the moment they knocked, her expression shifting from amusement to dark satisfaction as she took them in. “My pretty pets. Look at you… already dressing the part. Come in before you collapse.”

The flat was heavier with filth than usual. In the corner, slumped on a stained armchair, sat a skinny, ill-looking junkie in his late thirties, pale, track-marked arms, greasy hair, and sores around his mouth. A syringe still dangled from a vein in his forearm, the plunger fully depressed, his eyes half-lidded in a nodding stupor. The air reeked of vinegar, sweat, and stale cum.

Raven noticed Mark and Emily’s wide-eyed stares. “Meet Tommy. One of my regular suppliers and occasional entertainment. He’s been keeping me company while you two were gone.” She sauntered over to Tommy, casually plucking the dirty needle from his arm. A thin string of blood and fluid dripped from the tip as she held it up to the light.

Emily’s breath hitched. Mark’s stomach twisted with a final, fading whisper of horror, That’s dirty… infected… this is wrong, but the shakes were too strong. His lace-clad body trembled visibly.

Raven smiled at Emily, her green eyes gleaming with cruel affection. “It’s time, petal. Time for you to feel the real thing. No more chasing the dragon like a tourist. This is how my junkie whore gets her medicine.”

Emily nodded eagerly, already rolling up her sleeve to expose the soft, unmarked crook of her elbow. “Please, Mistress… I need it.”

Raven prepared the shot with practised, almost loving care, drawing fresh heroin from her stash into the dirty syringe, mixing it with a little water from a filthy spoon. She tied off Emily’s arm with a silk stocking and tapped the vein until it rose.

Mark watched, paralysed. This is dangerous. She could catch something. We should stop her. But his mouth stayed shut, his painted lips trembling. The need was stronger than any remaining faith.

The needle slid into Emily’s vein.

The moment the plunger went down, Emily’s entire body stiffened, then melted. A massive, overwhelming rush surged through her like liquid fire and velvet lightning. It hit harder and faster than smoking ever had, pure, unfiltered bliss exploding from the injection site and racing through every artery, every nerve. Her vision whited out for a second as wave after wave of euphoric warmth flooded her. Every ache, every tremor, every scrap of guilt dissolved instantly. Her cunt clenched and flooded with sudden, soaking arousal. A long, guttural moan tore from her throat as her eyes rolled back, pupils shrinking to nothing.

“Oh… fuck… Mistress…” she gasped, voice breaking into sobs of pure ecstasy. “It’s… it’s everything… so warm… so deep inside me… I love it… I love you…”

Her legs buckled. Raven caught her, lowering her gently onto the leather bench as the full intravenous heroin high consumed her. Emily twitched and shuddered in orgasmic bliss, juices running down her thighs, her mind completely erased of everything except the rush and devotion to Raven.

Raven stroked her sweat-damp hair. “Good girl. My perfect heroin slut. That dirty needle feels better than your worthless God ever did, doesn’t it?”

“Yes… yes, Mistress…” Emily whimpered, lost in the nodding haze.

Raven turned to Mark, who stood shaking, makeup running slightly from nervous sweat. “Your turn, sissy. Strip. Everything off except the pretty lingerie my wife dressed you in.”

Mark’s hands moved almost automatically, peeling away his outer clothes to reveal the full feminine underwear set. The makeup, the lace, the stockings, he looked pathetic and broken, cock straining uselessly in its cage.

Tommy, stirred from his nod by the activity, grinned blearily. “Cute little thing.”

Raven laughed. “Tommy, why don’t you use her mouth while I get her shot ready? She needs to learn to serve real men.”

The junkie stood on unsteady legs, unzipping his filthy jeans and pulling out a semi-hard, unwashed cock. He grabbed Mark, Mia, by the hair and forced the painted lips around his shaft. “Suck it, sissy.”

Mia gagged as the bitter, unclean taste filled his mouth, but the withdrawal and humiliation mixed with lingering heroin traces made him obedient. He sucked clumsily, tears cutting tracks through his makeup, while Tommy thrust lazily into his throat.

Raven prepared another shot in the same dirty needle, watching with predatory delight. Look at them. The pure Christian husband now a cocksucking sissy in lace, his wife nodding out on dirty heroin. Their precious faith is dead.

As Tommy fucked Mia’s face harder, making the sissy choke and drool, Raven knelt behind him and slid the needle into a vein in Mia’s thigh. The injection went in deep.

The rush for Mark was cataclysmic. The heroin slammed into him while a cock was buried in his throat. Euphoria exploded through his body, turning pain and shame into liquid, submissive pleasure. His eyes rolled back just like Emily’s had. The world became soft, warm, perfect. He moaned around Tommy’s cock, sucking with sudden desperate enthusiasm as the high rewired his brain.

Tommy groaned and pulled out, moving behind the sissy. He shoved Mia forward onto all fours on the floor, right beside his nodding wife, and thrust his cock into the sissy’s tight, unprepared arse in one rough motion.

Mia cried out, a broken, high-pitched wail of pain and heroin bliss, as the junkie began fucking him hard. Raven held him steady, stroking his hair. “Take it, sissy. This is your new life. Getting fucked while you’re high on my needle.”

Emily, still floating in her own rush, reached out weakly and stroked her husband’s face as he was used. “Good girl, Mia… take it for Goddess Raven…”

The scene was pure degradation: the once-pious couple reduced to trembling, made-up addicts serving a filthy junkie while Raven watched like a dark goddess, the dirty needle still in her hand, ready for the next round.

The flat had descended into a haze of depravity within minutes. Emily lay slumped on the leather bench, still twitching through the aftershocks of her first proper intravenous heroin hit, her dress rucked up around her waist, cunt glistening and leaking. Mia knelt on all fours beside her, makeup streaked with tears and drool, arse still sore from Tommy’s rough fucking, the dirty needle’s gift pulsing through his veins in warm, submissive waves.

Raven lounged in her armchair like a queen on her throne, sipping gin and watching her broken pets with gleaming satisfaction. “Look at you two,” she laughed, low and throaty. “The perfect Christian couple, reduced to this. But we’re only getting started.”

She sent a quick text on her phone. Within twenty minutes, the door opened and three more men shuffled in, all skinny, trashy junkies like Tommy. Gaunt faces, bad teeth, track-marked arms, wearing stained tracksuits and hoodies that smelled of stale piss, sweat, and cheap tobacco. Their eyes lit up hungrily at the sight of the doped-up couple on the floor.

“Fresh meat,” one of them, a bald man with sores on his neck, grunted.

Raven clapped her hands delightedly. “Gentlemen, meet my new pets. Emily, my heroin whore, and Mia, my pathetic sissy husband. They used to be churchgoers, can you believe it? Use them however you like. No limits. No condoms. They live for this now.”

The men didn’t need telling twice. They descended like animals.

Emily was dragged onto the mattress first. Two of the junkies shoved their filthy cocks into her mouth and cunt simultaneously, no protection, no gentleness. She moaned around the thick, unwashed shaft stretching her lips, eyes rolling back again as another fresh shot from the dirty needle was slammed into her arm by Raven. The heroin rush amplified everything, the brutal pounding in her pussy, the taste of stale sweat and precum in her throat, the sting of slaps across her small tits.

“Yes… fuck your junkie whore,” she slurred between thrusts, voice thick and broken. “Fill me up… I don’t care anymore…”

Raven laughed loudly, circling the scene with her gin bottle. “That’s it, petal. Take their dirty loads. Your pious little cunt was made for this.”

One man grabbed Emily’s hair and slapped her hard across the face, leaving a red mark. She only moaned louder, pushing back onto the cock destroying her. The man in her cunt groaned and came first, pumping thick, unclean cum deep inside her with no pull-out. The sensation sent Emily into another shattering, drug-fuelled orgasm, her body convulsing as semen leaked down her thighs.

Mia’s turn was even more humiliating. The bald junkie and Tommy took him at once. One forced his cock back into the sissy’s mouth while the other mounted his arse again, slamming in raw. Mia gagged and whimpered, the lingerie still clinging to his body, bra straps slipping off his shoulders. Raven knelt beside him and injected another heavy shot of heroin directly into a vein in his thigh while he was being spit-roasted.

The rush hit Mia mid-thrust. His eyes rolled back completely, a high-pitched, broken moan vibrating around the cock in his throat. Pain melted into pure, slutty pleasure. “Mmmph… yes… harder…” he whimpered when his mouth was briefly freed.

Raven slapped his painted face sharply. “Louder, sissy. Tell them what you are.”

“I’m… I’m Mistress Raven’s cocksucking sissy whore!” Mia cried, tears streaming. Another man joined, slapping his small lace-covered tits and pinching his nipples until he squealed.

The men rotated freely, laughing and jeering. No condoms, no mercy. One pulled out of Emily’s cunt and shoved into Mia’s mouth, making the sissy clean the creampie straight from his wife’s used hole. Another forced Emily to squat over Mia’s face while she was fucked, pissing directly into the sissy’s open mouth.

“Drink it, fag,” the man growled, slapping Mia’s cheeks. “That’s your new communion wine.”

Mia choked and swallowed, the warm, acrid piss mixing with the heroin bliss. Raven howled with laughter, filming snippets on her phone. “Beautiful. The church boy drinking stranger’s piss while his wife gets gang-fucked. God would be so proud.”

More drugs flowed freely. Raven prepared shot after shot with the same dirty needle, slamming them into both pets between rounds. Emily was triple-penetrated at one point, cock in her cunt, arse, and mouth, her gaunt body shaking uncontrollably as another load flooded her womb. She babbled incoherently between orgasms: “I love cock… I love heroin… I’m Raven’s junkie slut… no more God… only Mistress…”

Mia fared no better. The men took turns pissing on him and inside him, slapping his face and arse red while they used his holes. One particularly rough junkie held him down and fucked his throat until he vomited a little, then kept going. Raven kept the heroin coming, ensuring neither could form a coherent thought beyond craving and submission.

Hours blurred. The flat reeked of sweat, cum, piss, and burning heroin. Cum leaked from Emily’s stretched cunt and arse, dripping onto the mattress. Mia’s lingerie was ruined, soaked in fluids, his face a mess of makeup, tears, and semen. Both were covered in handprints and light bruises from the constant slapping.

Raven finally called a pause, lounging triumphantly as the men caught their breath and shot up themselves. She pulled her pets close, one on each side, stroking their hair like prized, broken dolls.

“Look at what you’ve become,” she whispered lovingly, kissing their cum-stained lips. “My perfect matched set. A complete heroin-addicted whore and her sissified, piss-drinking husband. No more prayers. No more purity. Just endless cock, endless hits, and service to me.”

Emily nodded dreamily, eyes pinned and glassy. “Thank you, Goddess… more please…”

Mia whimpered in agreement, nuzzling against Raven’s thigh, utterly destroyed.

The men grinned, already hardening again for round two. The night was far from over. Raven’s laughter echoed through the flat as another round of depravity began, more injections, more slapping, more raw, filthy fucking.

The pious couple was gone forever. Only Raven’s addicted, degraded whore pets remained.


Chapter 6

The condemned squat on the edge of the estate had become their entire universe, a rotting temple to addiction and degradation. Once a council house, it now stood half-collapsed, windows boarded with splintered plywood, walls covered in mould, graffiti, and dried bodily fluids. The air was thick year-round with the stench of stale piss, vomit, burning heroin, cheap cigarette smoke, and unwashed bodies. Mattresses stained black and yellow lined the floors of the main room like filthy altars. Used needles, empty vodka bottles, crushed beer cans, and discarded condoms crunched underfoot. This was home for Emily, Mia, and half a dozen other lost junkies and street whores who drifted in and out, trading fixes for flesh.

Mark and Emily Thompson, those names belonged to ghosts now, had not been sober or straight for weeks. Heroin was their heartbeat. Alcohol their constant companion. They woke shaking and vomiting, clawed at their skin until fresh blood mixed with old track marks, and only found peace when the needle went in or the bottle went down. Raven kept them dosed just enough to remain dependent, desperate, and profitable. They would never go back. The very thought of their old life, the church pews, the modest flat, the gentle lovemaking, the earnest prayers, filled them with visceral disgust. That world had been empty. Cold. Judgemental. This one was warm, filthy, and real.

This particular afternoon, Raven had turned the squat’s main room into her personal studio. A cheap ring light and a battered webcam cast harsh, unforgiving light over the central mattress. The livestream was already running, racking up views and tips from perverts who loved watching “real fallen Christians” destroy themselves. Three skinny, trashy junkie men, regulars who lived two rooms down, lounged nearby, smoking cigarettes and passing a bottle of cheap supermarket vodka. Their bodies were skeletal, teeth rotting, arms a roadmap of scars and abscesses. They grinned at the camera with yellowed smiles.

Emily, once the sweet, modest church wife, knelt in the centre like a broken offering. She was gaunt, ribs visible, small breasts bruised and marked with fresh track marks. Her greasy chestnut hair hung in strings. Heavy, cheap makeup, thick black eyeliner, smeared red lipstick, made her look like a cheap prostitute. She wore only torn fishnet stockings, a micro-skirt pushed up around her waist, and a stained crop top that barely covered her nipples. Fresh heroin from an hour ago still sang in her veins, but the edge was already returning. She trembled, eyes glassy and pinned.

Beside her, Mia, the complete ruin of Mark, was dressed in a filthy pink babydoll nightie, frilly panties pulled aside, and thigh-high stockings laddered with runs. His hormone-softened chest sported small, sensitive tits. Heavy makeup ran down his face in black streaks. The permanent pink chastity cage kept his tiny clit locked and leaking.

Raven sat on a broken armchair like a decadent empress, a half-empty bottle of gin in one hand, the other controlling the camera angle on her phone. She wore her usual black latex and silk, looking radiant amid the filth. “Action, my pets,” she commanded, voice husky with amusement. “Show your fans how far the good Samaritans have fallen. And remember, be loud. Be honest. Tell them why you’ll never go back.”

The men moved in.

Emily was pulled forward first. Two cocks, unwashed, veiny, smelling of sweat and old cum, were shoved into her face. She opened her mouth eagerly, taking one deep into her throat while stroking the other with a trembling, track-marked hand. The third man positioned behind her, slapping her bony arse hard before slamming raw into her dripping cunt with no condom, no lube.

The stretch and burn made her moan like an animal around the cock in her mouth. A fresh wave of heroin-craving mixed with the alcohol she had chugged earlier, half a bottle of vodka shared with Mia that morning, turned the pain into glorious, filthy pleasure.

Raven zoomed in. “Speak, whore.”

Emily pulled off the cock with a wet gasp, strings of thick spit connecting her lips to the glistening head. Her voice was hoarse, broken, ecstatic. “My name is Emily… or it used to be. I was a good Christian wife. Devout. Pure. Prayed every night with my husband. Now I’m Raven’s heroin-addicted junkie whore. I live in a squat. I fuck strangers for gear. I chase the dragon and the bottle every single day.”

She screamed the next words as the man behind her pounded her harder, his hips slapping against her gaunt arse. “I’m a cocksucking, cum-guzzling junkie whore! The only God I worship is Mistress Raven! Fuck Jesus! Fuck the church! Fuck my old life! I’d rather die than go back to that boring, sexless prison!”

The man in her cunt groaned and unloaded deep inside her, hot, unclean cum flooding her womb. Emily came instantly, eyes rolling back, body convulsing as the heroin rush blended with the fresh creampie. “More! Fill me! I need it!”

Mia was dragged beside her. One junkie forced his cock down the sissy’s painted throat while another mounted his arse raw, stretching the already-loose hole. Mia gagged and whimpered, tears cutting clean tracks through his makeup, but his caged clit leaked steadily into the frilly panties.

Raven slapped his face sharply. “Your turn, sissy. Confess.”

Mia pulled off the cock, coughing and drooling. “I’m Mia now… I used to be Mark. A husband. A man. A Christian. Now I’m Mistress Raven’s pathetic sissy fucktoy. I wear lingerie. I get fucked in the arse while my wife watches. I live for cock and heroin.” His voice rose into a broken, high-pitched wail as the man behind him slammed deeper. “I’m a cocksucking junkie whore! The only god I worship is Raven! She owns my holes! I drink piss and eat cum for my next fix! I’ll never go back! Never! That old life was a lie! This is freedom! This is heaven!”

Raven laughed, loud and triumphant, zooming the camera in on Mia’s tear-streaked, makeup-ruined face as another load was pumped into his guts. “Listen to them, viewers. They came to save me. Now they’re public porn addicts living in squalor. High from the moment they wake up shaking until they pass out covered in cum.”

The men rotated. Emily was lifted and double-penetrated, one thick cock in her cunt, another forcing its way into her arse. She screamed in agonised pleasure, the burning stretch only heightening the heroin bliss still pulsing through her. Another man shoved his cock into her mouth, turning her into a complete three-hole whore. They slapped her face, her tits, her thighs, leaving red marks on her pale skin. One pissed directly into her open mouth mid-thrust; she swallowed greedily, some spilling down her chin onto her chest.

“Drink it, you filthy bitch!” the man growled.

Emily’s eyes rolled back. “Thank you… more… I love being degraded…”

Mia was forced onto his back, legs pushed up to his chest like a woman. Two men took turns fucking his sissy cunt while the third made him suck the creampie from Emily’s used holes. Raven kept the drugs flowing, slamming fresh shots of heroin into both of them with the same dirty needle between rounds, then handing them the gin bottle. They drank greedily, the alcohol burning down their throats and blending with the opiate warmth into a perfect, mind-melting fog.

Between loads, Emily babbled to the camera, voice slurred and ecstatic. “You don’t understand… the old life was nothing. Praying for hours, feeling empty. Now every day is bliss. The needle hits and it’s like God, but better. Real. Warm. It fills me completely. I wake up sick, shaking, crying… but then Raven or one of the boys gives me my medicine and I’m floating. I’d rather live in this shit-hole, covered in cum and piss, than go back to pretending to be pure. This is who I am. Raven’s junkie whore. Forever.”

Mia, face buried between Emily’s thighs cleaning another creampie while being fucked, pulled back long enough to gasp, “I love being a sissy. Love the cage. Love getting raped while high. The old Mark was weak and repressed. This Mia is free. I worship Raven’s cunt and her needle. Nothing else matters. I’ll suck a hundred cocks a day if it means another hit. We’re ruined. And it’s perfect.”

Raven poured more gin down their throats, laughing as they choked and swallowed. The livestream comments flooded in: These two are actually destroyed, Raven is legendary, More piss play.

The depravity continued for hours. The men pissed on them, in them, made them crawl and beg. Emily was fisted while Mia licked her clit. Mia was double-penetrated in his arse, screaming in broken ecstasy. Fresh shots kept them riding the edge, never fully crashing, never fully sober. The alcohol made them sloppy, giggly, even more shameless. Empty vodka bottles rolled across the filthy floor.

By the time the men finally staggered out, spent and satisfied, Emily and Mia lay in a twitching, cum-drenched heap on the mattress. Cum leaked from every hole. Bruises bloomed across their bodies. Track marks wept tiny drops of blood. The squat reeked worse than ever.

Raven knelt between them, stroking their hair with surprising tenderness. “My perfect pets. Look how far you’ve come. You’ll never go back, will you?”

“Never, Goddess,” Emily whispered, kissing Raven’s hand with genuine devotion, her voice thick with heroin and gin. “This is everything. The rush… the cock… the bottle… you. It’s all I need.”

Mia nuzzled against Raven’s thigh, mascara completely ruined. “Thank you for ruining us. I love this life. I love being your sissy junkie.”

Raven smiled, already planning the next stream. Outside, Birmingham rain fell on the boarded windows. Inside, the camera kept rolling. The new life, filthy, addicted, depraved, and eternal, continued without end.

The squat had emptied by evening, leaving Emily and Mia alone with their cravings and the ever-present chill seeping through the boarded windows. Raven had texted them clear instructions earlier: “Street work tonight, pets. Dress like the cheap whores you are. Bring back every penny or no gear.” The threat of withdrawal was more terrifying than any danger on the streets. They were both already shaking, clammy, and nauseous after the afternoon’s livestream, the heroin high fading into that familiar gnawing void.

They dressed in the dim light of the bare bulb. Emily squeezed into a torn black latex mini-dress that barely covered her gaunt arse, fishnet stockings with multiple ladders, and scuffed red stilettos. Her makeup was heavy and garish, smeared crimson lips, thick black eyeliner, cheeks rouged like a doll’s. Fresh track marks peeked from under the straps on her arms and thighs. She looked every inch the desperate junkie whore she had become.

Mia’s outfit was even more humiliating. A tiny pink pleated skirt that barely reached the tops of his stockings, a cropped mesh top that showed off his small hormone tits and pierced nipples, and thigh-high white boots that wobbled on his unsteady legs. Heavy makeup, glossy pink lips, false lashes, and blush, failed to hide the ill, sunken look on his face: pale skin stretched tight over bones, dark circles under his eyes, sores at the corners of his mouth from constant dehydration and neglect. His hair was a messy wig Raven had given him weeks ago. The chastity cage bulged obscenely under the skirt. He looked deathly ill, like a walking corpse in slutty lingerie, but the thought barely registered. Nothing mattered except the next fix.

“Ready, sissy?” Emily slurred, lighting a cigarette with trembling fingers. She took a deep drag, the nicotine taking the edge off just enough.

Mia nodded weakly, his voice soft and broken. “Yeah. Let’s earn it. For Goddess Raven.”

They staggered out into the cold Birmingham night, the streets slick with rain. The tower blocks loomed around them like indifferent witnesses. This stretch near the industrial estate was known for cheap street trade, punters looking for quick, no-questions-asked relief. The couple positioned themselves under a flickering sodium lamp, hips cocked, eyes glassy.

Cars slowed. Men leered. Within minutes, Emily was negotiating with a fat middle-aged driver, climbing into his passenger seat for a quick blowjob and fuck in a nearby car park. Mia watched jealously, his own body aching with need.

Then a man spotted Mia.

He was burly, rough-looking, mid-forties, with a shaved head and tattoos snaking up his neck. His eyes lit with cruel interest as he pulled his battered car over. Before Mia could even speak, the man grabbed him by the arm, yanking the frail sissy into the shadows of a nearby alley.

“Pretty little thing,” the man growled, shoving Mia against the damp brick wall. “On your knees.”

Mia dropped instantly, skirt riding up to expose his lace panties. The man unzipped, pulled out a thick, veiny cock, and forced it straight into the sissy’s painted mouth. Mia gagged but sucked eagerly, the taste of sweat and piss doing nothing to deter him. The man fucked his face brutally, slapping his cheeks and calling him every filthy name imaginable.

Emily, finished with her own punter, came looking for her husband. She saw the scene and screamed hoarsely, “Oi! He needs to pay for that! My sissy ain’t free!”

The man laughed, pulling out of Mia’s mouth with a wet pop and throwing a handful of crumpled notes onto the filthy alley floor. “That enough, slag? What else can I do with her? She looks like she can take a beating.”

Emily scrambled on her hands and knees in the muck, desperately collecting the notes, stuffing them into her bra. Her eyes were wild with greed and withdrawal. “Do whatever you want,” she panted. “I don’t care. Beat her, cut her, piss on her, just pay. We need the money for our medicine.”

Mia, still on his knees, makeup ruined and drool running down his chin, nodded frantically. “Anything,” he whimpered, voice high and broken. “You can do absolutely anything to me. Knifeplay, beat me up, choke me, whatever gets you off. Just give us the cash. I’m Mistress Raven’s sissy whore. I live for this.”

The man’s eyes gleamed with dark excitement. He grabbed Mia by the hair and dragged the stumbling, ill-looking sissy towards his car. “Say goodbye to your junkie wife, bitch.”

Emily stood up, clutching the money. The man peeled off a thick roll of notes and shoved it into her hands. She shrugged, glassy eyes already calculating how many shots and bottles this would buy.

The man smirked. “He ain’t ever coming back, you know.”

Emily simply shrugged again, tucking the cash deeper into her bra. “Whatever. As long as he pays first.”

The man popped the boot of his battered car and threw the frail sissy inside like a piece of meat. Mia curled up among tools and rubbish, shaking with fear, arousal, and desperate craving. The boot slammed shut, plunging him into darkness.

Emily watched the car drive off without a flicker of concern, already lighting another cigarette. She tucked the money away safely and sauntered back to her spot under the lamp post, hips swaying. Another car slowed. She smiled thinly.

“Another one already? Good. Raven will be pleased.”

In the boot of the car speeding away, Mia trembled, ill and broken, but a strange, submissive peace settled over him. Whatever happened tonight, pain, violence, degradation, or worse, it would all lead back to the needle. Back to Raven. He wouldn’t have it any other way. The old Mark was long dead. This was freedom.

The streets swallowed Emily once more as she negotiated with her next punter, her gaunt body already anticipating the glorious rush that would come later. Their new life rolled on, endless, filthy, and utterly irreversible.


Epilogue

The squat had grown quieter in the weeks after that rainy night on the streets. Mia never came back. Raven had received a single blurry photo from an unknown number and a message that they’d “broken the sissy…sorry.” Raven had shown the picture to Emily with a cruel smile. Emily had stared at it for a long moment, then simply shrugged and asked for her next shot. There was no grief. No tears. Only the faint, fleeting thought that at least Mia had gone out serving cock, exactly as he should. The old husband was finally, permanently gone. Only Raven’s junkie whore remained.

Emily had moved permanently into Flat 6B. She was now Raven’s constant shadow, gaunt, track-marked, perpetually high, dressed in cheap slutty outfits that left her body on display. Her once-bright faith had rotted into something darker: a zealous devotion to her new Goddess. She helped Raven run the streams, prepared the rigs, lured in clients, and cleaned up the messes. The alcohol and heroin kept her in a permanent fog of bliss and obedience. She would never go back. She couldn’t.

One damp Saturday evening, just as the sodium lights flickered on outside the tower block, a soft, polite knock sounded at the door.

Raven, lounging in her black silk robe with a fresh gin in hand, exchanged a knowing glance with Emily. “Right on time,” she purred. “Be a good girl and answer it, petal. Play your part.”

Emily smoothed her tiny skirt, adjusted her smeared makeup, and opened the door with a warm, welcoming smile that almost looked genuine. Before her stood another perfect young Christian couple, mid-twenties, radiating that same innocent radiance she and Mark once had.

Raven smiled to herself, a slow, predatory curve of her full lips. She slipped on her signature black silk robe, letting it hang open just enough to reveal the swell of her breasts and the glossy black latex skirt beneath. A quick glance in the cracked mirror confirmed her look: hair tousled from fingers gripping it earlier, kohl slightly smudged, green eyes sharp and hungry despite the late hour.

She opened the door.

There they stood, another perfect pair of lambs, mid-twenties at most, radiating that same naïve, freshly scrubbed piety that had once belonged to Emily and Mark. The young man wore a crisp white shirt and modest tie, his sandy hair neatly parted, clutching a stack of colourful church leaflets. His wife, petite, with soft brown curls pinned back modestly and a simple silver cross at her throat, held a foil-covered dish that smelled faintly of shepherd’s pie. Their eyes were wide with earnest concern, untouched by the filth of the world.

“Hello,” the young woman said, her voice gentle and hopeful, much like Emily’s had been all those months ago. “I’m Sophie, and this is my husband, Daniel. We’re from St. Michael’s Church, just down the road. We’ve been doing some outreach in the area and heard that someone in this flat might be struggling with… well, addiction or loneliness. We brought a hot meal and some literature. If you have a few minutes, we’d love to pray with you or just listen.”

Daniel nodded supportively, offering a shy smile. “We believe no one is beyond redemption. God’s grace reaches even the darkest places.”

Raven leaned against the doorframe, letting her robe slip a little further open. The warm, heavy scent of the flat drifted out to meet them: stale smoke, spilled alcohol, sex, and the faint chemical tang of heroin. She studied them both slowly, Sophie’s modest curves beneath her floral blouse, Daniel’s slender build and nervous posture. Already, her mind spun the familiar web.

“Oh, bless you both,” Raven murmured, her voice a husky blend of vulnerability and seduction. “You have no idea how lonely it gets up here. Come in, please. I wouldn’t turn away such kind souls.”

She stepped aside with exaggerated grace, her bare foot brushing lightly against Sophie’s ankle as the couple entered. The door clicked shut behind them with a soft, final sound.

Inside, the chaos hit them like a wave. “You two look like you’ve come straight from heaven. Sit down. Let me get you something to drink while we talk. Just a small glass of wine to warm the soul. I promise, it’s nothing strong.” Said Raven.

Sophie hesitated, glancing at Daniel, but the older woman’s tearful story was already beginning, the same practised tale of trauma, lost love, and desperate cravings that had hooked the last pair. As Raven poured three generous measures of the specially laced red wine, her green eyes sparkled with dark amusement.

“You’re both so young and devoted,” she purred, handing them the glasses. “Newlyweds, I bet. How wonderful. Tell me everything about your ministry while we share this. And perhaps… I have a little herbal tonic that might help you relax after climbing all those stairs. It’s done wonders for others who came to ‘save’ me.”

Daniel accepted his glass politely, though his cheeks already showed the faintest flush. Sophie took a tentative sip, her fingers brushing Raven’s longer ones. The tension in the smoky room thickened, electric and unspoken, just as it had months earlier.

Raven settled into her armchair, crossing her legs with a soft creak of latex, already imagining the delicious, inevitable fall: Sophie’s lips wrapped around a stranger’s cock, eyes glassy with heroin; Daniel prettied up in lace and heels, begging to be fucked while his wife watched and touched herself.

Outside, the Birmingham rain began to fall again, pattering against the grimy windows.

Inside Flat 6B, the cycle continued. Another pair of innocent souls had walked willingly into the spider’s web.

And Mistress Raven, eternal addict and dominatrix, was only too happy to begin their corruption anew.
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