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Thou Shall Not Sin: The Soul Collector


Prologue: The Release of The Damned

Since the dawn of creation, the souls of the dead had drifted to Purgatory, caught in an endless cycle of purification; a solemn waiting room for those deemed worthy of heaven. The sanctified lingered in a state of fragile grace, their faith shielding them as they awaited the Creator's return to the mortal plane. Yet for the condemned, a reckoning loomed. Their sins too egregious to purify and their existence too dark for redemption, the time had come for their release; a harrowing fate ordained by the will of the Divine.

And so, the gates of Purgatory groaned as they opened, releasing an unrelenting tide of the damned. They came as shadows, amorphous and wailing, their cries proof of the gravity of their offenses. Some were mortals from ancient eras, their sins long buried in the sands of time; others bore the marks of earthly betrayal, their transgressions echoing through the ages like faint whispers of forgotten guilt.
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The vast collection churned and writhed, a sea of despair that surged downward into the abyss. It was not immediate, their descent into Hell... it was agonizingly slow, as though eternity itself mocked them. 

The ethereal winds howled, carrying the tortured remnants of their mortal and immortal forms. Whispers coiled around them like chains: "Remember your sins, for they are the reason you descend..." These disembodied voices, neither male nor female, mocked the fallen, amplifying the torment of their journey. Each passing moment stretched unnaturally, a kaleidoscope of their misdeeds flashing before them as Hell's pull intensified.

Within the swirling chaos, the Dark Lord awaited. Satan, both ruler and executioner of the damned, watched the incoming tide with cold satisfaction. "So many," he murmured, his voice a low rumble that echoed within the infernal void.
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"So desperate for what they cannot have... redemption." A cruel smile curled his lips as he extended his hand. "Come, you wretched beings. Hell has space enough for all." His laughter, deep and resonant, pierced through the shadows, a harbinger of the torments that awaited.

As the first of the souls breached the threshold of Hell, the air grew thick with the stench of burning flesh and the screams of the damned. The transition began, and their formless shadows contorted, reshaped by flames that burned without consuming. The tormentor of Hell, the Dark Lord, with sadistic precision, tailored the agonies to each soul's deepest fears and darkest deeds.

The liars were bound by chains of fire that seared their tongues and lips, forcing them to speak only truths that cut like razors, their every word a self-inflicted wound. The murderers were drowned in rivers of ash, their bodies repeatedly incinerated and reformed, only to be burned again, their screams echoing through the caverns as they relived the terror of their victims.
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The prideful were weighed down by mountains of molten stone, their bodies crushed beneath the relentless pressure, their bones shattered and re-forged into twisted, nightmarish parodies of their former selves.

The rapists were subjected to an eternity of being ravaged by demonic entities, their bodies torn asunder by razor-sharp claws and teeth, their minds shattered by the horror of their own violation.

The racists were forced to endure an endless barrage of agony, their skin flayed and re-flayed, their bodies broken and re-broken, as they were subjected to the very same hatred and violence they had once inflicted upon others.

They were drowned in oceans of blood, their lungs burning with the fire of a thousand midnights, their minds consumed by the darkness of their own making.

4

Thou Shall Not Sin: The Soul Collector

The slave owners were chained to the wheels of their own twisted desires, forced to toil in the depths of Hell, their bodies whipped and lashed, their spirits crushed by the weight of their own cruelty.

They were fed a diet of burning coals and scalding oil, their mouths filled with the ashes of their own wickedness, their throats parched and cracked from screaming out their own guilt.

The pedophiles were trapped in a labyrinth of twisted mirrors, their reflections distorted and corrupted, their minds shattered by the horror of their own depravity.

They were forced to relive the terror of their victims, their souls scorched by the fiery echoes of their own atrocities, their spirits forever trapped in a realm of unrelenting torment, where the shadows of their past deeds haunted them with unending anguish.
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The screams began as whispers but swelled into a symphony of agony that reverberated through the caverns of the damned, a chilling melody that echoed through the chambers of Hell, a reminder to all who entered that they would never escape the torment that awaited them. The darkness was absolute, the pain was infinite, and the horror was unending, as the souls of the damned were consumed by the very evil they had once perpetrated upon the world.

Amid the pandemonium, the echoes of the purified lingered above, faint yet resolute. These were the souls that waited in silent hope, their suffering tempered by faith.

One day, the Divine would return to collect them, to fulfill the promise of eternity in heaven. But until then, the souls of the wicked would descend, their journey an endless procession, feeding the ever-hungry fires of Hell. Each soul fed into Hell's infernal core, their essence stripped and repurposed, fueling Satan’s growing dominion. 
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Their anguish was his elixir, their despair his weapon. As each spirit crossed the threshold of torment, a surge of dark energy coursed through the chasms of Hell, coalescing into a torrent of malevolent power. The Dark Lord reveled in this infernal symphony, his form shifting and expanding, fueled by the sheer volume of sin and suffering that now flowed endlessly into his grasp. With every anguished cry, his dominion grew colder, darker, and more absolute.

The damned were not merely prisoners; they were fuel. Souls once bound for purification were now strands of raw energy to be manipulated, each one an extension of Satan’s will. He had became a force both terrifying and untethered, a shadow capable of stretching beyond the confines of Hell’s boundaries.

"Power unlike any other," Satan mused, his voice a mix of awe and malice as he felt the essence of millions coursing through him.
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"Power to challenge the heavens themselves." His laughter echoed against the jagged cliffs and molten rivers of the underworld, a sound that filled even the darkest corners of Hell with dread.
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Chapter One: A New Era of Suffering

The Dark Lord sat upon his throne, a monolith of black stone adorned with the skulls of the damned, his piercing eyes surveying the twisted grandeur of his kingdom. The throne room was a cavernous expanse of darkness, lit only by the flickering flames that danced across the walls, casting eerie shadows on the stone floor.

The suffocating atmosphere pulsed with a sinister energy, thick with the acrid tang of sulphur and the lingering decay of despair. Distant wails ricocheted through the cavernous expanse, rising and falling like a macabre symphony.

To the left of his throne, the list of the damned stretched endlessly, the parchment shimmering with an iridescent, shifting light as if it were alive. The air itself seemed to shiver with the weight of eternity as the luminous scroll floated upon its pedestal forged of celestial iron, its surface glowing faintly with an unearthly radiance. 
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Names appeared one after another in an eternal procession, written in burning runes that glowed with divine fury. No matter how long one gazed at its surface, the scroll seemed infinite. Each name etched in a language beyond mortal comprehension, echoing the sins that bound them to their fate.

The Dark Lord’s eyes gleamed with excitement as he ran his finger over the two names already checked off: Mr. Marlow and Mr. Blackwood. His gaze lingered on the scribbled marks, a cruel smile spreading across his face.

As he drew in a deep, languid
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