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Nailed Naked to the Cross







The chapel door slammed open with enough force to rattle the stained-glass window. Diego stormed in, chest heaving, knuckles split and bloody, orange jumpsuit torn at the shoulder. At twenty-eight, the massive Latino lifer was a walking wall of muscle—broad shoulders, thick arms covered in gang ink, a shaved head, and a scar running through one eyebrow. His dark eyes burned with barely contained rage.

Reverend Damien Voss looked up from the altar, calm and composed, polishing the brass candlesticks with slow, deliberate strokes. The silver threading in his dark hair and beard caught the candlelight as he offered a serene smile.

“Diego. I heard about the incident in the yard. Come. Sit. The Lord’s house is a place of peace, even for men who carry storms inside them.”

Diego paced like a caged animal for a moment before dropping heavily onto the front pew. The wood creaked under his weight. “Peace? Fuck peace, Reverend. That motherfucker disrespected me in front of everyone. I almost caught another body today. One more strike and I’m never seeing the outside again. I need to control this shit before it controls me.”

Voss set the candlestick down and approached, stopping directly in front of the seething inmate. He placed one large, warm hand firmly on Diego’s shoulder, squeezing the rock-hard muscle.

“Anger is a heavy cross to bear, my son. Many men have been crucified by their own rage.” His thumb stroked slowly along Diego’s thick trapezius. “But there is a way to kill the old violent man inside you. A private rite I reserve for those strong enough to endure it. A crucifixion of the flesh.”

Diego looked up, brow furrowed. “The fuck you mean, crucifixion?”

Voss’s steel-gray eyes held his gaze without flinching. “Exactly what it sounds like. I will bind you naked to the great wooden cross behind the altar. I will flog the sin out of you while we walk through the Stations of the Cross together. And then…I will mount you upon it and drive the old rage out with the rod of correction until only a new man remains.” His voice dropped, intimate and commanding. “Total surrender. Total vulnerability. You will suffer beautifully, Diego, and in that suffering you will find peace.”

Diego’s jaw tightened, but something dark and hungry flickered in his eyes. “You’re serious. That’s some fucked-up shit, Reverend.”

“It is holy work,” Voss replied smoothly, moving his hand from Diego’s shoulder to rest heavily on his broad chest, right over his heart. He could feel the powerful heartbeat racing. “Scripture tells us to take up our cross and follow Him. Tonight, you will take up the cross literally. You will hang upon it, offered up, broken open, and remade in my hands.”
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