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The Prison Chaplain’s Forbidden Baptism



The heavy oak door of the prison chapel creaked open, letting in a sliver of harsh fluorescent light from the cellblock corridor. Jaycob stepped inside, shoulders hunched, prison-issued sneakers squeaking on the polished stone floor. At twenty-two, he still looked like the scared kid from the streets—lean, wiry muscle from years of dodging trouble that had finally caught him, fresh bruises blooming across his jaw and ribs from his “welcome” yesterday. His orange jumpsuit hung loose on his frame, and his hands wouldn’t stop trembling.

Reverend Damien Voss stood at the small altar at the far end, polishing a pair of heavy brass candlesticks with slow, deliberate strokes. The chaplain was in his mid-forties, tall and broad-shouldered, silver threading through his dark hair and neatly trimmed beard. His black clerical shirt was crisp, the white collar snug at his throat like a permanent vow. He turned at the sound of the door, and his steel-gray eyes softened with practiced compassion.

“Son,” he said, voice deep and warm, carrying easily through the quiet sanctuary. “Come in. The Lord’s house is always open, especially to those who need it most.”

Jaycob hesitated, then shuffled forward, eyes darting over the wooden pews, the simple stained-glass window depicting Christ with open arms, and the large marble baptismal font behind the altar rail. The air smelled of incense, old wood, and something faintly masculine—cologne and candle wax.

“I…I don’t know if I should be here, Father—uh, Reverend,” Jaycob muttered, stopping a few feet away. “Shit’s already bad enough. Got jumped in the showers yesterday. They said if I don’t…you know…pick a side, next time it won’t stop at fists.”

Voss set the candlestick down with a soft clink and stepped closer. He placed a large, warm hand on Jaycob’s shoulder, squeezing gently. The touch lingered just a second too long.

“Call me Reverend Damien, my son. And yes, I know exactly what you mean. These walls test a man’s soul like few other places on Earth. But you came here. That’s the first step toward refuge.” His thumb brushed the side of Jaycob’s neck in what could have been comfort. “Psalm 46:1—‘God is our refuge and strength, a very present help in trouble.’ Tell me what happened. All of it. Unburden yourself.”

Jaycob swallowed hard. The words spilled out in a rush: the gangbangers cornering him, the threats, the hands grabbing at him under the water, the fear that he’d be turned into someone’s bitch before the week was out. His voice cracked more than once. By the end, tears stung his eyes.

Voss listened without interrupting, nodding solemnly. When Jaycob finished, the chaplain drew him into a hug—firm, enveloping, one hand pressing between his shoulder blades, the other low on his back, just above the waistband of the jumpsuit.

“You poor lamb,” Voss murmured into his ear, lips brushing the shell. “The enemy seeks to devour the weak. But I can help you. I can make you untouchable. There is a private rite I reserve for those truly ready to surrender to the Lord’s protection. A full immersion baptism—not the watered-down ceremony they do in public. A true washing away of the old life. Once you’re sealed in the Living Waters, these animals will sense the mark of God on you. They won’t dare touch what belongs to Him.”

Jaycob pulled back slightly, cheeks flushed. “Baptism? I ain’t even really religious, Reverend. I mean…I believe in God and shit, but—”

“Belief is not required at the beginning,” Voss interrupted smoothly, his hand sliding down to rest on Jaycob’s hip. “Only submission. Nakedness before the Lord. Total vulnerability. ‘Naked I came from my mother’s womb,’ Job said. We must return to that state so He can clothe you in strength.” His fingers flexed, squeezing the firm muscle beneath the thin fabric. “You feel it already, don’t you? The stirring. The hunger for something greater than fear.”

Jaycob’s breath hitched. He was half-hard in his jumpsuit, the fabric doing nothing to hide it. Shame burned his face, but Voss only smiled kindly.

“That’s the Holy Spirit moving in you, son. Do not be ashamed. The flesh responds when the soul is called.”

The chaplain’s hand moved again, this time cupping Jaycob’s jaw, tilting his face up. Their eyes locked. Damien’s gaze was intense, almost hungry beneath the paternal mask.

“I’ll lock the doors. No one will disturb us. This will be between you, me, and the Lord. Are you ready to be made new, Jaycob? To let me guide you through the waters that cleanse body and soul?”

Jaycob’s heart hammered. Part of him screamed to run. The bigger part—the terrified, aching part—nodded.

“Yes, Reverend.”

Voss’s smile widened, slow and satisfied. He crossed to the doors, turned the heavy deadbolt with a loud click, then drew the thick velvet curtains across the small windows. The chapel dimmed into intimate shadow, lit only by the soft glow of candles and the red sanctuary lamp.

“Excellent,” he said, voice dropping to a low, intimate timbre as he returned. “Then let us begin preparing the vessel. Remove nothing yet. I will do it. Every garment must be taken with prayer, so that you understand you are offering yourself completely.”

He reached for the zipper of Jaycob’s jumpsuit, pulling it down slowly, reverently, exposing the young man’s smooth chest and the trail of dark hair leading downward.

“Blessed are the meek,” Voss whispered, leaning in so his breath ghosted over Jaycob’s ear, “for they shall inherit the kingdom…and the protection of their chaplain’s holy rites.”

Reverend Damien Voss’s fingers lingered on the zipper tab, savoring the small tremor that ran through Jaycob’s body as the orange fabric parted. The chapel was hushed now, the heavy doors locked, the world outside sealed away. Only the soft flicker of candlelight danced across the marble altar and the large baptismal font behind it.

“Easy, son,” Damien murmured, his voice like warm oil. “This is holy work. Every layer we remove is a layer of the old life sloughing away.” He pushed the jumpsuit off Jaycob’s shoulders, letting it slide down his arms. The fabric pooled at the young man’s waist, revealing a lean, athletic torso marked with fresh bruises—purple blooms across his ribs and collarbone. Damien’s large hands smoothed over them gently, almost worshipfully.

“‘He heals the brokenhearted and binds up their wounds,’ Psalm 147:3. These marks will fade, but the mark I place on you tonight will never leave your soul.”

Jaycob’s breathing had already grown shallow. He stood frozen as the chaplain knelt in front of him like a servant before an altar, rolling the jumpsuit down over narrow hips. The prison underwear—cheap white briefs—came into view, the front already tented obscenely by Jaycob’s half-hard cock. A dark wet spot of precum had soaked through the thin cotton.

Damien looked up, eyes gleaming with paternal approval. “See? Your flesh already testifies. Do not be ashamed. The body knows when it stands before the Lord’s representative.”

He hooked his thumbs into the waistband and peeled the briefs down slowly, inch by inch, until Jaycob’s cock sprang free—thick for his slender frame, cut, the head flushed dark and glistening. Damien let the underwear drop to the floor with the jumpsuit, then folded both garments with deliberate care, laying them across the front pew like sacred vestments.

Jaycob stood completely naked now, skin prickling in the cool chapel air, cock bobbing slightly with his heartbeat. His hands moved instinctively to cover himself, but Damien caught his wrists gently.

“No hiding before God, my son. ‘Naked I came from my mother’s womb, and naked I shall return there,’ Job 1:21. You must be bare in every way.” He rose to his full height, towering over the younger man, and began his inspection.

Damien’s hands moved with reverent thoroughness. He ran his palms down Jaycob’s chest, thumbs brushing over nipples until they stiffened into tight peaks. Lower, across the flat stomach, tracing the V of his hips. Then he cupped Jaycob’s balls, weighing them, rolling them gently in his palm while quoting scripture in a low, hypnotic tone.

“‘Your testicles are like two fawns, twins of a gazelle,’ Song of Solomon. Such a fine offering. Full of the seed of life that must be consecrated.”

Jaycob whimpered softly as the chaplain’s thumb stroked the sensitive skin behind his balls, then slid back to press lightly against his hole. The touch was electric—possessive, probing, but framed in prayer.

“This is the gate through which salvation will enter you tonight,” Damien whispered, circling the tight ring of muscle with a spit-slick fingertip. “It must be prepared. Opened. Made ready for the Living Waters and the Holy Seed.”

Jaycob wasn’t gay, and would never dare to be so in this place, but still his cock twitched hard, leaking a clear string of precum that dripped onto the stone floor. Damien noticed immediately and smiled.

“Look at that. The fountain is already flowing.” He wrapped one big hand around Jaycob’s shaft and stroked slowly, base to tip, spreading the precum with his thumb. “This is the evidence of your contrition. Offer it up.”

He milked another thick bead from the slit and brought it to Jaycob’s lips. “Taste what your body gives to the Lord.”

Jaycob hesitated only a second before parting his lips. Damien pushed the finger inside, letting the young inmate suck his own precum off it while continuing the slow, reverent handjob.

“Good boy. Very good. Now…I must also prepare myself as the humble conduit of grace.”

Damien stepped back and began to disrobe. He left the white clerical collar around his neck—a symbol of his authority—but unbuttoned the black shirt, revealing a powerful, hairy chest and a soft but solid belly. His trousers followed, sliding down thick, muscular thighs. His cock was already fully hard, heavy and veined, curving slightly upward, the fat head flushed deep red. A bead of precum glistened at the tip.

He stood before Jaycob in nothing but the collar, cock jutting proudly. Jaycob tried to keep his eyes up, but his body betrayed him and he looked down at that massive chaplain cock. Something fluttered dep in his belly.

“See, son? Even your chaplain offers himself naked before the rite. My body is the vessel through which God’s mercy will pour into you.”

Damien took Jaycob’s hand and placed it on his own thick cock. “Feel it. This is the instrument of your baptism and your sealing. It is not mine anymore—it belongs to the Lord’s work in you.”

Jaycob’s fingers wrapped around the hot, throbbing shaft almost involuntarily. It felt massive in his grip, pulsing with heat. He’d never done this gay shit before, but he couldn’t stop himself. It was for God, he told himself. Damien groaned softly, a sound that echoed like a prayer.

“Yes…stroke it gently while I anoint you further.”

He guided Jaycob’s other hand back to his own cock so they were mutually stroking each other. Damien’s free hand returned to Jaycob’s ass, this time pressing a spit-wet finger inside to the first knuckle. A surge of panic flashed through him—butt stuff was gay, no matter how good it felt. I’m not gay, he reminded himself.

“Relax…let the finger of the Lord enter you. This is only preparation. Soon the font will hold you, and my Living Waters will wash every sin away.”

Jaycob moaned, knees weakening. The mixture of fear, shame, and overwhelming arousal left him dizzy. Damien’s voice never lost its holy cadence, even as he slowly finger-fucked the young inmate’s tight hole and pumped his leaking cock.

“You’re doing so well, my lamb. The Holy Spirit is moving strongly in you—I can feel it clenching around my finger. When we reach the font, you will be ready. Open. Desperate for every drop I give you.”

Damien leaned in, lips brushing Jaycob’s ear as he added a second finger, stretching him carefully. “Tell me, son…are you ready to kneel in the waters and receive your chaplain’s full blessing?”

Jaycob could only nod, voice broken into a shaky whisper. “Yes, Reverend…please.”

Damien smiled against his neck, twisting his fingers deeper. “Then come. The baptismal font awaits its new convert.”

Reverend Damien Voss led the naked Jaycob by the hand around the altar rail, their bare feet padding softly on the cool stone. The large marble baptismal font loomed ahead—waist-deep when standing, wide enough for full immersion, its water still and gleaming under the candlelight. The air had grown thicker, heavy with the scent of incense and the faint musk of two aroused male bodies.

“Kneel in the waters, my son,” Damien commanded gently, his voice echoing with solemn authority. “This is the Jordan made new. Here you will die to your old self and rise cleansed.”

Jaycob’s legs shook as he stepped over the wide marble rim. The lukewarm water rose around his calves, then his thighs, sending goosebumps racing across his skin. He lowered himself to his knees in the center of the font, water lapping at his chest and making his hard cock bob a little beneath the surface. The marble was smooth and unforgiving against his shins.

Damien climbed onto the wide rim so he stood towering above the kneeling inmate, his thick cock jutting forward like a sacred scepter. The white clerical collar was the only thing he still wore, stark against his hairy chest.

“We begin with the ancient words,” Damien intoned, squatting down and placing one hand on Jaycob’s wet hair. “Do you renounce Satan and all his works?”

Jaycob’s voice was small. “I…I renounce them, Reverend.”

“And all his empty promises?”

“I renounce them.”

Damien’s hand tightened in his hair. “Do you turn to the Lord Jesus Christ and accept the mercy that flows through His chosen servant?”

Jaycob swallowed hard, eyes locked on the heavy cock hovering inches from his face. “Yes, Reverend.”

“Then receive the Living Waters.”

Damien aimed his cock downward. For a long moment nothing happened—then a powerful, golden stream erupted from his slit. The hot piss struck Jaycob squarely on the forehead, cascading over his face in a steaming torrent.

“I baptize you in the name of the Father,” Damien growled, voice thick with ritual and lust.

The piss flooded Jaycob’s eyes, stung his nostrils, poured into his open mouth as he gasped. He choked, sputtering, but Damien held his
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