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Chapter One: Bound To His Will
 

With the side of her head resting on the mattress, the prodigy of Eternal Hearts Baptist Church locked her angel like blue eyes on her iPhone next to her. As the length of her long blonde pony tail rested on her bare shoulder, twenty two year old Rebecca took a nervous deep breath as she anxiously waited to find out if someone at her church was going to answer the phone. Keeping one ear on the iPhone ringing over the speaker phone, and another ear on the light footsteps meandering behind her and what that meant, she secretly prayed that no one would answer the phone, especially her mother.

Rebecca thoughts raced as she laid there flat on her tits and tummy on the mattress. Please go to voicemail! Please go to voicemail! Please out of all the times, please go to voicemail! The time of the day the call was made, the odds were in favor that the office staff of her Baptist church had gone home for the day.

Yet the prayers of hearing the call go to voicemail, hearing her pastor’s voice saying that the call was missed and to leave a message and that the good Lord be with you would not come into fruition.

Then and there, Rebecca was shoved into the lion’s den as she heard the elegant voice of the matriarch of the church picking up the phone right at the last moment. Over the speaker of the iPhone, “Hello this is Eternal Hearts Baptist Church. This is Pastor Luke Anderson’s wife Ruth. How may we help?”

Damn! Any other time Rebecca didn’t mind talking with Ruth, but just not under the circumstances then and there. Rebecca plastered on a fake smile to get into the act and answered in a loving octave, “Hello! Missus Anderson it’s me, Rebecca!”

“Oh praise the Lord!” Ruth shouted out over the speaker phone. “We were just talking about you! Rebecca how are you? How is the workshop going?”

Rebecca had no say about the call to her church. Keeping her fake smile plastered on her face, she answered Ruth. “I’m doing great The workshop is excellent. How are you?” Rebecca felt the sweat building up in her palms, waiting for the unavoidable that was lurking in the room behind her.

Ruth blasted over the phone’s speaker, “Oh, I’m doing fine. Just doing the Lord’s work, answering the phones, keeping the books up and the Sunday schoolers in line. You know, the same ol same ol. And speaking of accounting and books, how is the training going? Are you learning the ins and outs of fundraising?” Ruth enthusiastically inquired.

Rebecca replied to the pastor’s wife over the speaker phone, “It's going very well missus Anderson.” Rebecca then quickly paused the conversation. With her breath shuddering slightly from pain, her fake smile left her face. A man’s hand was pressing into the bruises on her left ass cheek, agitating the stinging wounds from a vicious caning across her little fanny the previous night.

Closing her eyes, young Rebecca took a moment to get her bearings back on track, to get self control as to not let on that there was something up on her end of the conversation that would be questioned or disavowed on the other. 

Confident she could maintain a steady fluent voice free of squeals or moans, Rebecca carried on, chatting with the pastor’s wife, “The lessons and routines can be pretty intense at times. But I’m managing. You know me! Hey? How’s everything back home?” The question was the perfect diversion so she could cope with the sinful sensations of a wicked man’s hand firmly pressing against her bruises. The same man that caned her, torturing her until she gave up the code to unlock her iPhone and do as he pleased with it.

Rebecca opened her eyes and intensely stared at the screen on her iPhone that had the name of her church illuminated on the screen, waiting for the church matriarch to blather away.

“Oh, you know, the usual. Your folks sends their love and prayers. And Pastor Luke misses you, of course. So does everyone at church. And especially at Sunday school. Without you, the teachers are definitely having a handful.” Ruth spouted out over the speaker.

Rebecca felt that strong hand cease its torment of her raw little ass cheek. “Oh, that’s sweet. Tell them I miss them too.” As Rebecca heard the deep breath of a man and the long lick of fingers against a tongue, she knew she needed to wrap up the call before things really started to go down. “I just wanted to touch base, I don’t want to bother you if you’re doing something.”

“Oh, that’s nonsense. I have you, a special girl on a mission for the church. How is the workshop? Are you learning about fundraising? Are you enjoying the workshop?” Ruth asked as Rebecca felt the swat of moist fingers on her shaved pussy, rubbing in the saliva (not that she needed any extra assistance in the wet department).  

Rebecca felt the dominant brute’s body behind her, closing in as she answered the pastor’s wife’s inquiry. “It’s definitely a challenge. And I’m learning a lot from mister Valor.” Her heart raced, trying to ignore strong masculine hands grabbing onto the intricate ropes and knots that were keeping her slender thighs and calves frogtied together in a shibari style of bondage. Likewise, her arms too were bound in a shibari style boxtie. A tight binding of her upper arms together as tight as they would go. All with her wrists tied together as her forearms were folded and laying neatly into the small of her back.

Rebecca’s breath left her as she was jerked back by her bound legs, pulled up onto thighs that felt more like hot steel than flesh and muscle. “I’m definitely learning valuable skills I’ve been needing to learn.” Rebecca replied in an anxious tone.

Ruth asked over the phone’s speaker. “Pastor Luke was wondering what mister Valor was like. Pastor’s concern is mister Valor’s spiritual life. He is running a kind of secular organization. And I have to agree with my husband with his, uh, concerns.”

Rebecca quivered out as her bound legs were getting parted like the Red Sea as she was getting pulled further back where she was certain a throbbing erection was protruding out of a sadistic man’s body. She rushed out the answer, “No. His heart is in the right place. He does have a good amount of saved souls working for him.” Hearing an almost inaudible chuckle from behind her, Rebecca fired off to Ruth, “Oh before I forget! How’s choir practice going?” Not wanting to risk squealing out when talking to the pastor’s wife when that solid penetrating thrust from behind inevitably came, Rebecca knew Ruth would go on and on about her favorite subject; baiting her to prattle on about the choir.

The timing was perfect. As Rebecca felt the tip of cock slipping between the plush wet folds of her pussy, Ruth took the bait. “Oh, it’s coming along. Oh, let me tell you, Rebecca, choir practice has been an absolute delight! Pastor Luke and I have introduced these incredible new arrangements that bring a fresh energy to our Wednesday and Sunday services. Despite a wee bit of apprehension from the deacons, we've incorporated some contemporary songs…”

Then, the inevitable plunge of thick, hard cock pushed into Rebecca. She stared at the iPhone, hearing Ruth prattling on, but not listening to a thing the queen bee of the choir was saying. Rebecca was in a fight to keep her shit together as she wanted to scream in agony and in sinful pleasure as the deviant’s hard dick drove deep into his little workshop harlot.

Ruth prattled on as middle aged dick widened the church prodigy faster than Rebecca could handle, “And some of the congregation is responding so positively. The choir members are really stepping up, and their dedication is inspiring...”

Clenching her jaw, Rebecca needed to grab her iPhone. She needed to end the call. Then later tell Ruth a story that they must’ve been cut off. All before Rebecca squealed or moaned or before her choir voice became too drenched in sinful lust to carry on a conversation with the holy pastor’s wife of their Baptist church. All before she outed herself as being more of the flesh than faithful to the vows of premarital abstinence. And all before the congregation realizes that the corporation putting on the workshop was a little more secular than they could stomach. 

But the sweetheart of the congregation couldn’t reach her iPhone. 

Gnashing her teeth together to keep it all in, young Rebecca strained against the ropes keeping her arms subdued behind her back in an intricate and highly constricting shibari boxtie. 

Rebecca felt the firm and steady push of hard cock bore deep into her; cock attached to a man that wasn’t her husband, a man old enough to be her father. All as she heard Ruth going on, “We're experimenting with harmonies and vocal dynamics…” 

Ropes keeping her helpless, desperate to cope with the intruder splitting her pussy open before her yearnings gave it all away through her voice, Rebecca plowed her face deep into the mattress, biting the sheet until she could settle from the surge of hard flesh creating carnal chaos from the inside out; Keeping herself silent from the onslaught of the carnal rush.

But Mr. Ethan Valor wasn’t having that. 

As yet another preacher’s wife gave her sermon of gossip, “trying to create a more immersive and uplifting experience…” Ethan looked down at his little bound pupil sent from the repressed at yet another church. He knew Rebecca enough at that point that her beautiful young face was undoubtably expressing the agony of uncontrolled ecstasy. And her clenching the sheet with her teeth to suppress the sounding surge of abrupt sex was a form of self silencing that wasn’t allowed in his bound predicament he was putting her through; that was not the point of Ethan’s sadistic exercise for his bound Baptist babe.

Ruth’s voice droned on over the speakers, “But, oh
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