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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.”
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