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Communion of the Sacred Fluids







The chapel door opened with a heavy creak. Jamal stepped inside, broad shoulders tense, jaw tight, his orange jumpsuit stretched across a heavily muscled, tattooed frame. At twenty-four, he looked every bit the hardened gang enforcer—inked neck, shaved head, scars on his knuckles—but his bloodshot eyes and the faint tremor in his hands told a different story. He was crashing hard and scared shitless about his upcoming parole hearing.

Reverend Damien Voss stood at the altar, arranging the silver chalice and paten with deliberate care. The mid-forties chaplain cut an imposing figure: tall, powerfully built, silver threading through his dark hair and neatly trimmed beard. His black clerical shirt was crisp, the white collar a stark symbol of authority around his thick neck.

“Jamal,” Voss said warmly, turning with a paternal smile. “Come in, brother. I’ve been expecting you. Close the door behind you.”

Jamal hesitated, then shut the heavy oak door. “I ain’t got nowhere else, Reverend. They got me on all kinds of shit in the block. I need to stay clean. Parole board’s gonna laugh me out the room if I look like I’m still using. I…I need help, man. Real help.”

Voss crossed the distance in slow, measured steps and placed a large, warm hand on Jamal’s shoulder, squeezing with just enough pressure to feel possessive. “You did the right thing coming here. The world offers programs and meetings. The Lord offers deliverance.” His thumb stroked the side of Jamal’s neck, brushing over a gang tattoo. “Isaiah 61:1—‘He has sent me to bind up the brokenhearted, to proclaim liberty to the captives.’ You are captive right now, aren’t you? To the needle. To the fear. To the streets that still own you.”

Jamal swallowed hard, eyes flicking toward the large wooden crucifix behind the altar. “Yeah…something like that.”

Voss guided him to the front pew, sitting close enough that their thighs pressed together. “Tell me everything. Unburden yourself completely. There is no judgment in this house—only grace.”

The words poured out of Jamal in a rush: the constant pressure from his crew inside, the fear of withdrawal, the way the guards looked the other way when the dope came through. His voice cracked more than once. By the end, his massive hands were clenched into fists on his knees.

Damien listened without interrupting, nodding solemnly. When Jamal finished, the chaplain placed one hand on the young man’s thick thigh, high enough that his fingers rested near the inner seam.
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