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Toys of the Temple







The chapel door opened quietly, almost hesitantly. Tyler slipped inside like a shadow, shoulders hunched, eyes red-rimmed and swollen. At twenty-one, he still had a boyish softness—slim but toned from prison workouts, messy brown hair, wire-rimmed glasses that made him look more like a lost college kid than a convict. Tonight, he looked utterly shattered.

Reverend Damien Voss was alone at the altar, arranging fresh candles. The mid-forties chaplain turned at the sound, his steel-gray eyes softening with practiced compassion as he took in the young inmate’s grief-stricken face.

“Tyler,” he said gently, voice warm and resonant. “Come in, son. I heard about your mother. I’m so sorry.”

Tyler shuffled forward, arms wrapped around himself, and sank onto the front pew. His voice cracked when he finally spoke. “She passed yesterday. Cancer. I didn’t even get to say goodbye. I…I don’t know what to do, Reverend. Everything feels empty. Like there’s this hole inside me that nothing can fill.”

Voss crossed the distance in slow, measured steps and sat beside him, close enough that their thighs pressed together. He placed one large, warm hand on Tyler’s back, rubbing slow circles between his shoulder blades.

“Grief is a deep wound,” Voss murmured softly. “‘The Lord is close to the broken-hearted and saves those who are crushed in spirit.’ Psalm 34:18. You don’t have to carry this alone. I can help you. I can fill that emptiness…if you’ll let me.”

Tyler looked up, eyes glassy with fresh tears. “I just want it to stop hurting. Even for a little while.”

Voss’s hand slid lower, resting possessively at the small of Tyler’s back. His thumb stroked gently along the spine through the thin jumpsuit fabric. “There is a private rite I offer to those truly ready to surrender their pain to God. A full consecration of the temple—your body. A sacred filling that will drive out the grief and replace it with divine presence. Complete penetration. Complete healing. Every sacred vessel in this chapel will be used to remake you from the inside out.”

Tyler blinked, cheeks flushing. “I…I don’t understand. What kind of rite?”

Voss leaned in closer, voice dropping to an intimate, hypnotic timbre. “One of total vulnerability. You will be stripped bare upon the altar. Anointed. Opened. Filled with holy objects and my own Living Waters until the emptiness inside you is overflowing with grace.” His hand moved to Tyler’s thigh, squeezing the firm muscle. “It is intense. It is intimate. But many broken young men have left this chapel lighter, calmer…owned by something greater than their sorrow.”
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