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Chapter 1 – From Degenerate to Decent
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I’ve never regretted a single decision in my life. I tell my followers that it’s how you should live your life so that you can live in the present without worrying about the past, but burning here on the side of the road is making me regret everything I’ve ever done. I was traveling back to my hotel from jumping buses on my motorcycle.

I then heard a man’s voice say, “Fall and burn.”

My motorcycle suddenly spun out of control and blew up, engulfing me in flames. I’ve been trying to roll around to put out the fires, but they only grow more intense. Screaming out for help is useless since I’m miles away from any civilization in this desert, and yet, I scream for help in the vain hope that someone will hear me.

“Only God and I will hear you, Thaddeus,” the voice says.

Who are you? How can you hear my thoughts?

“I am your guardian angel.”

From the flames around me, a winged being made of fire emerges. It had a hood with horns on it, three connected red eyes, a cloak covering its flaming armor, and two arms with red swords on them. He doesn’t look like any angel I’ve read about or depicted.

“You know little of the faith. You must repent.”

What kind of guardian angel would make me crash and burn like this? What kind of fire even is this? It feels like it’s tearing away at my skin more than a burning fire.

“These are the fires of God, tearing at your sins to free you from them.”

Sins? The only sin I’ve committed is having too much of a good life.

“That is true, in a sense. I will show you more of what you’ve done, so that you may see the true depravity of the life you’ve lived.”

The flames grow more around me until there is nothing around me but a burning hellscape. In the fire, I see myself, my good-looking brown hair, brown eyes, and the usual black jacket, black jeans, red shirt, and red shoes that I like to wear as my signature outfit. I watch as I take on thrilling dares, drinking and eating challenges, death-defying stunts, and much more that my guardian angel shows.

“All was done in vain.”

Not all of it was! What about the one where I had to be caught in midair after diving out of a plane or surviving in the wilderness for a week, only on what I could find? Those were just a couple I did to raise money for charity.

“Even charitable acts done for selfish and wrong reasons are vain. Only those done for God and the sake of others are remembered forever. Let’s not forget how you scammed people by promoting a digital currency you rug-pulled them on and products that were unhealthy for them and cheaply made.”

They’ll forget the bad things I did because my deeds are legendary. They’ll remember me forever.

“Will they? What about your competitors or the one-hit wonders of the world? I’m sure you can’t remember last month’s viral song or last week’s joke, which everyone shared. The world moves on and easily forgets, and the memory of you will be like the passing of the wind. Everything you’ve done and are is short-lived, especially your relationships or lack thereof.”

I have parents and a circle of friends and contacts, who text and call all the time!

“They only do so because you give them things. I must also point out the people that you take advantage of, such as your fans, especially your female ones. The younger ones fell for your charms, and what happened to them?”

They consented to it and came out with my signature and money.

“What of the ones on that exclusive secret island you went on with others as famous as you?”

They’re fine there. If I lived every day feeling unending pleasure, I wouldn’t want anything else. What are you going to do next? Criticize me for sleeping with the men who dressed up and acted like girls and transpeople? That was part of another dare for my paying members-only site.

“Enough. Your degenerate acts ruined lives and souls. That is why you are burning now.”

If you were really my guardian angel, then you’d save me from this fire!

“This is the best for you, to burn in this supernatural fire, until it turns you to ash or burns your sins away. Since you ignored the voice of your God-given conscience, this is the only course of action. I suggest repenting so that you don’t die and be condemned to Hell.”

How do I do it?! How do I repent when I don’t feel guilty for anything I’ve done?! These flames are becoming too much to bear! They feel like they’re ripping the skin off my body and face!

“I will show you the results of your actions.”

The scenes around the fire shift from moments in my life to moments in the lives of others. I see people I’ve had sex with kill themselves, people I’ve given money to use it for weapons or favors to hurt or kill others, and I watch my family and friends mock me when I’m not in the room, saying how much of a useful idiot I am. I’m given a vision of Hell and see some of the people I’ve known, whom I thought did no wrong, burn in its fires and curse my name for approving of their lifestyle and adding to their sins. I didn’t mean for any of this to happen. I didn’t want any of them to suffer or become worse people because of me! I just wanted to enjoy life to the fullest!

“It doesn’t matter what your intentions are or what you think about how the results of your actions turn out. Sinful actions will always bear bitter fruit and be a witness against you, further damning you to lower levels of Hell.”

Okay, okay! I’ll do it. I’ll repent! I’m sorry for everything that I’ve done. Stop showing me all of this! I don’t want to see it anymore.

“These scenes will burn in your mind until the end of your life to remind you never to sin again. The only thing I can help you with is to burn away the sins of your present life and the results of your past, so that your future can be brighter.”

Help me then! I’ll do anything!

“Embrace your penance, the pain, and all that comes with it.”

I try doing whatever it is, and give myself to the flames. In doing it, the clawing sensation of the flames feels like it tears away my skin, but it isn’t painful. The sensation is like ripping off a band-aid and allowing a wound to breathe. My body feels like it’s breathing for the first time in a while, and feels things more vividly. Still, the pain of the fires doesn’t leave me, and yet, it feels more like a comfort than a burden. Looking at myself in the flames now, I see that I’m wearing the flames like armor and look like my guardian angel. I have orange armor on my body, a helmet with horns on top and bottom, red eyes, and two crimson swords on my arms. What is this? Why do I look like a superhero?

“That is what you are to become. It is what you’ve always wanted and were supposed to be, but your sins and choices perverted that God-given goal, and now, you are going to make up for lost time.”

Is my penance also a benefit? If you had told me this earlier, I would have taken it earlier. Point me to the first bad guy I have to bring to justice.

“It won’t be that easy. Sin, and your power will be greatly lessened. Sin mortally, and they go away completely.”

Understood. My guardian angel flies up into the air, and my body springs wings of fire on my back as I fly up. He flies in the direction of the city I was heading into, and I feel a sudden surge of excitement. It looks like I’m a superhero now, a repentant sinner who punishes other sinners. I can’t wait to see what’s in store for me next.
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Chapter 2 – A Saint in Training
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My guardian angel flies me to the city I was heading to. It is called the Jewel of the Desert, or just Jewel, a city in the Columbian Union known for making people rich. Originally, it was because of mining, gambling, prostitution, and its criminal dealings, and now, it’s not famous for mining. In the present day, it is additionally famous for its concerts, chefs, game shows, comedy shows, and more. It’s a stage where people come to make money and become famous or leave more broke than they were before. It shines brightly in the night and even brighter in the day because of its lights that never shut off or grow dim.

“The glitz and glamor hardly hide the crime and evil below its surface. We will smoke it out and punish them all,” my guardian angel says.

Show me to them, and let’s kick some bad guy ass! My guardian angel dive bombs us into the ground. I think we’re about to crash, but we instead phase through the ground as if we were immaterial ghosts, and head into an underground casino and marketplace where drugs, weapons, and people are being sold. Because of my appearance, I immediately attract everyone’s attention, and my mind goes blank. I’ve fought in celebrity boxing matches for show, but I’ve never fought for my life before, especially like this. Uh, can I get a little help here?

“Allow me to do most of the work,” my guardian angel says as my move moves on its own.

My legs and arms move at blazing speeds, decapitating heads from their necks, cutting people in two, and slicing multiple limbs off of people, while setting them on fire. The flames from my body leap out from me to engulf the guards and superhumans that surround me. I then fly up into the air, and the tip of my swords spreads apart to spew flames like flamethrowers to burn the area and block off the exits. I feel sorry for these people since they are killed or burned to ash, unlike me, who was burned until I repent. The only people unharmed are those who were being sold. The slaves can run through the fire, unharmed, while the living flame targets their captors.

“These people got their second chances. The reward of sin is death, and every second they breathed was another chance they had to listen to their conscience and repent,” my guardian angel explains.

Looking down, my eyes are drawn to familiar faces. One is a young girl I remember seeing on that secret island, who is dead on the floor. What was she guilty of?

“She was a tortured soul who hated the life she was forced to live. When she encountered you, you told her to enjoy the life she had since it was nothing but never-ending pleasure, and she did it. She’s been long dead before your arrival and in Hell.”

Is she in Hell? A young girl like her?

“She’s past the age of reason, and knew what she was doing was wrong, but because of the torture she went through, and what you said, she gave in to the evils of sin, and will eternally pay for it.”

I force myself to look away from the girl and turn my eyes to the body of a man I used to collaborate with.

“He used the money both of you made to buy slaves for his personal clubs and parties.”

If I knew he was doing that, I wouldn’t have collaborated with him.

“Would you? You’re no stranger to making a thousand excuses to justify making money and getting what gives you pleasure.”

Okay, I get it. I was a horrible person, so let’s get back to my penance. Thankfully, I fly up through the ground and to the next location, a series of alleyways I recognize that’s filled with cars of people discreetly dealing in pleasure. I stand on a rooftop above them and let a single flame from one of my swords fall to the ground to make the entire place go up in flames. I’m unable to move as I stand motionless, hearing the screams of people below and watching them writhe in agony. My vision zeroes in on one of the men down there, a familiar face despite the horrible burns all around him. Why am I focusing on him?

“He
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