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Exorcism of the Inner Demon



The chapel door opened with a hesitant creak. Rico stepped inside, shoulders tight, fists clenched at his sides. At twenty-five, he was athletic and wiry, covered in sharp prison tattoos that ran up his neck and across his arms. Normally cocky and loud on the block, tonight he looked haunted—eyes darting, jaw tight, like something inside him was clawing to get out.

Reverend Damien Voss stood at the altar, lighting fresh candles. The silver in his dark hair and beard caught the warm light as he turned, his steel-gray eyes locking onto the younger man with sharp, knowing intensity.

It was late. Almost lockdown time.

“Rico,” Voss said, voice deep and calm. “You look like a man fighting a war. Come forward. Tell me what torments you.”

Rico hesitated, then moved closer, stopping a few feet from the altar rail. He rubbed the back of his neck, clearly ashamed. Voss had never seen this man as anything but confident.

“I…I think I’m possessed, Reverend. For real. There’s this…thing inside me. Unclean urges. Filthy thoughts that won’t stop. About men. About cock. About getting fucked and used like a whore.” His voice dropped to a whisper. “I wake up hard as fuck every night. I can’t control it. I’ve tried praying, tried fighting it…but it’s getting stronger. I need it out of me before it ruins me completely. If the guys ever find out, I’m done for.”

Voss was not surprised to learn this about Rico. He had seen how the young man leered at other men when they weren’t looking, and he had heard other inmates whisper rumors about Rico’s desires. If anything Voss was surprised it had taken Rico this long to come to him for help.

He stepped down from the altar and approached Rico slowly, placing a large, warm hand on his shoulder. The touch was firm, authoritative.

“Unclean spirits,” Voss murmured, nodding solemnly. “‘For we wrestle not against flesh and blood, but against principalities, against powers, against the rulers of the darkness of this world.’ Ephesians 6:12. You were wise to come to me, son. These demons are strong, especially the ones that attack a man’s flesh and desires. They must be driven out through radical deliverance.”

Rico looked confused. “What does that mean?”

Voss gave him a grim smile. “An exorcism. We must drive out the demons.”

He looked up, desperate. “Can you do that? Like…a real exorcism?”

Voss’s hand slid from Rico’s shoulder to the side of his neck, thumb stroking gently along the tattooed skin. “I can. But it requires complete surrender. A private, full-body exorcism. You must be stripped bare, bound before the altar, and opened completely so the demons can be forced out—through my hands, my voice, and my sacred fluids. You must trust me to tend to your spiritual wellbeing.”

Rico’s breath hitched. A visible bulge was already forming in his jumpsuit. Voss noticed and smiled with dark understanding.

“Do not be ashamed. The demon is stirring right now, fighting to stay inside you. That hardness is proof of its presence. The more it fights, the more we must cast it out.”

“I’m scared,” Rico admitted, voice cracking. “What if it doesn’t work? What if I’m just…fucked up?”

Voss cupped Rico’s jaw firmly, tilting his face up so their eyes locked. “It will work. I have cast out many unclean spirits in this chapel. By the time I am finished with you, those urges will be replaced by pure devotion—to God, and to your chaplain. You will be free…and you will belong to something greater.”

His other hand moved to Rico’s chest, pressing flat over his racing heart. “I can feel it inside you. Twisting. Burning. It wants to be fed. But tonight, we will starve it. We will drown it in prayer, in oil, in my Living Waters, and in holy seed until it flees screaming from your body.”

Rico was trembling now, caught between fear and a shameful, aching arousal. But his racing heart had slowed just a little. Voss’s presence was overwhelming—tall, powerful, radiating absolute authority.

Voss stepped back slightly and walked to the chapel doors, turning the heavy deadbolt with a loud, final click. The thick curtains were drawn, sealing them in warm candlelight and incense-scented shadow.

When he returned, he stood directly in front of Rico, towering over him.

“This is your moment of choice, son. You can leave now and continue battling this demon alone…or you can surrender completely. Let me strip you. Let me bind you. Let me perform the full rite of exorcism upon your body until every last unclean urge is expelled.”

Rico swallowed hard, eyes glassy. After a long, tense silence, he gave a small, shaky nod.

Voss’s smile was slow and predatory beneath the mask of holy concern.

“Excellent. Then let us begin preparing the possessed vessel.”

He reached out and took hold of Rico’s shoulders, pulling him closer. The younger man immediately submitted, putty in Boss’s hands. Voss ran his hands down the jumpsuit, feeling the hard body hidden within.

“‘Come out of him, you unclean spirit,’” Voss began chanting softly as he caressed the trembling inmate. “In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Cock… you will be expelled tonight.”

Reverend Damien Voss pulled the zipper of Rico’s jumpsuit down with slow, ceremonial care, exposing the younger man’s athletic, tattooed torso. Rico stood tense, breathing shallow, his wiry muscles already glistening with a light sheen of nervous sweat.

“‘The spirit that is in you is unclean,’” Voss recited in a deep, resonant tone as he peeled the orange fabric off Rico’s shoulders and down his arms. “But tonight, we will drive it out. Every inch of this flesh will be examined, anointed, and purified.”

The jumpsuit dropped to the floor. Voss knelt and removed Rico’s shoes and socks, then hooked his fingers into the waistband of the white briefs. Rico’s cock sprang free—hard, throbbing, already leaking at the tip. His balls were tight and drawn up with tension.

Voss looked up from his knees, steel-gray eyes gleaming. “See how the demon manifests? It makes you hard at the thought of deliverance. Do not fight it. We will use its own hunger against it.”

He helped Rico step out of the clothes pooled around his ankles, then he rose and began a slow, thorough inspection of Rico’s naked body. Strong hands roamed over the younger man’s chest, pinching his nipples until they hardened, then sliding down his abs to wrap around his leaking cock. Voss stroked him with firm, deliberate pulls while his other hand moved behind to cup Rico’s firm ass.

“This cock is possessed,” Voss declared, thumbing the slick head. “This hole is possessed.” He pushed a spit-slick finger inside Rico’s tight rim, making the younger man gasp. “The demon hides deepest here. We must open you completely.”

Voss retrieved the cruet of holy oil and poured it generously over his hands. The fragrant scent filled the chapel as he anointed Rico’s entire body—chest, back, thighs, cock, and balls—until the man’s body was shiny, glistening in the low candlelight. He then spent extra time working the oil into Rico’s hole, first with two fingers, then three, stretching and scissoring him open while continuing the slow, torturous handjob.

“You are doing well, possessed one,” Voss murmured, curling his fingers to brush Rico’s prostate, earning a whimper from Rico that sounded like an urgent prayer. “The demon is already fighting. Feel how hard you are? How much precum you leak for me? That is the spirit trying to escape…but it will not. Not until I force it out.”

Rico moaned, hips rocking between the invading fingers and Voss’s stroking fist. “Reverend…it feels too good… I shouldn’t—”

“Silence,” Voss commanded gently. “Your shame feeds the demon. Embrace it. Offer it to me.”

He edged Rico mercilessly for several long minutes, bringing him right to the edge of orgasm before stopping. Only when Rico was whimpering and begging did Voss finally step back.

“Now I must prepare myself as the instrument of deliverance.”

Voss removed his black clerical shirt, revealing his powerful, hairy chest, but kept the white collar fastened tightly around his neck. His trousers came off next until he stood naked except for that symbol of holy authority. His thick, heavy cock jutted forward, already dripping.

Voss took Rico’s hand and wrapped it around his wide shaft. “Stroke your exorcist, son. Consecrate the cock that will cast the demon out of you.”

While Rico pumped him with a shaky grip, Voss led him to the open space directly in front of the altar. Heavy leather restraints with chains were already laid out. Voss carefully positioned Rico on his back on the cool marble floor, then locked the thick cuffs around his wrists and ankles, spreading him wide in a helpless X-shape.

The chains were secured to iron rings bolted into the floor, leaving Rico completely immobile—legs spread obscenely, cock hard and leaking against his stomach and pooling at his navel, hole exposed and glistening with oil.

Voss stood over him, slowly stroking his own thick cock as he looked down at the bound, trembling man.

“Perfect,” he growled. “The possessed is prepared. The demon cannot escape now.”

He lit several more candles in a circle around Rico’s bound body, filling the chapel with warm, flickering light and long shadows. Thick incense was lit next, sweet smoke curling upward as Voss began chanting in Latin mixed with English scripture.

“‘Exorcizo te, immunde spiritus…’ I cast you out, unclean spirit. In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Cock.”

Voss knelt between Rico’s spread thighs and poured more holy oil onto his hand and then applied it directly onto the younger man’s hole, working four fingers inside him now, stretching him wider.

“The rite is ready to begin in full,” Voss said, voice dropping into a dark, commanding register. “Are you prepared to have the demon driven from your body, Rico? Prepared to be fisted, milked, pissed on, and filled until nothing unholy remains inside you?”

Rico pulled against the chains, cock
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