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Seven stories. 

Seven sins. 

Seven destinies etched in ruin.

Pride, Greed, Wrath, Lust, Envy, Gluttony, and Sloth—

the shadows that have haunted mankind since its first breath.

No one escapes them, not the mighty nor the meek.

When sin whispers, honor turns to chains, desire to a trap, and envy burns the world to ash.

These are not fables.

They are verdicts of the soul.

Through seven tales you will descend into the abyss,

and every path leads to the same end—

irreversible downfall.
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The drumbeat thundered across the grand hall of the Pentagon, echoing like the pulse of victory itself. Hundreds of eyes fixed upon the stage, draped in American flags that rippled faintly beneath the hum of the air-conditioning. Spotlights bore down on the center platform, a radiant beacon illuminating one man alone—Captain Eric Grayson.

He marched forward with measured steps upon the crimson carpet, his polished boots striking the marble floor with resonant authority. Every footfall carried the rhythm of triumph, as if the sound itself were a hymn to glory. His dress uniform was immaculate—green fabric pressed to sharp perfection, brass buttons gleaming, ribbons and medals lined in symmetrical order. When the flashes of cameras caught the silver edge of his service cross and the sheen of his epaulettes, he seemed less a man than a figure sculpted from history.

“Ladies and gentlemen, please welcome Captain Eric Grayson—recipient of the Distinguished Service Cross.”
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The master of ceremonies announced his name, and the hall erupted in thunderous applause. Eric ascended the steps to the stage, his gaze fixed forward. He did not glance left or right, nor did he bow his head to anyone—save, perhaps, to the flag of his nation above.

There was a smile on his face: small, deliberate, carefully measured. Not too wide, not too soft. Every detail had been rehearsed—the angle of the jaw, the unwavering eyes, the chin lifted just so. It was the smile of a leader. A hero. The image of a man born to command.

Waiting on the stage stood the General, his khaki uniform adorned with decades of service. Upon the podium rested a velvet box, red as blood, holding the medal that would immortalize Eric Grayson’s name in the annals of the United States Army.

Eric paused at the foot of the steps, then ascended. Applause rattled the chandeliers above. The hall shook with adoration. And yet—for Eric—the roar of the crowd dissolved into a faint, muffled hum, overtaken by the pounding of his own heart.

He saw them: rows of reporters with lenses raised like rifles, hungry to capture every breath, every movement. This was the moment he had dreamed of—the moment the world would remember Eric Grayson.

And then, amid the sea of faces, he saw one he should never have seen.

A young soldier stood in the back row, uniform torn and caked with sand, crimson stains across his chest. His eyes, wide and accusing, locked onto Eric’s. Private Daniel Cole—killed in the desert under Eric’s command.

Eric blinked hard. The figure vanished, leaving only a middle-aged civilian staring blankly at the stage.

The smile on Eric’s lips did not falter. The tilt of his chin did not change. To the world, he was unshaken. Only he knew the shadow still followed.

The General lifted the velvet box, revealing a silver medal that blazed beneath the lights. Cameras fired in rapid bursts, the staccato of gunfire immortalizing the scene. Eric stepped closer, posture flawless. He bowed his head slightly, as custom demanded, while the medal was pinned to his chest.

The cold metal pressed against the fabric above his heart. To the world it was honor. To him, it felt like blood seeping through the cloth, soaking into the fibers of his being. Memories surged unbidden: the desert night split by explosions, the screams of dying men, the last words of a soldier begging him to retreat.

His teeth clenched. He returned to the present with the same rehearsed smile.

“On behalf of the United States Army,” the General declared, “we honor your bravery, your leadership, and your sacrifice. Congratulations, Major Eric Grayson.”
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The title—Major—rang like a trumpet call of destiny. The hall rose to its feet, applause crashing like thunder, cameras flashing in a storm of white light.

Eric raised his hand in salute to the flag. His form was perfect, unyielding, carved from stone. Tomorrow’s newspapers would print the photograph, the caption already written in invisible ink:

“Major Eric Grayson: The Hero America Needed.”

He knew it. He welcomed it. It was the dream fulfilled.

And yet, beneath the roar of praise, a whisper slid into his ear.

“Captain... we should retreat... please... they’ll slaughter us...”

The voice was as clear as if spoken beside him. His raised hand trembled ever so slightly, though no one noticed. The applause drowned everything.

When the ceremony concluded, Eric descended the stage with the poise of a conqueror. Reporters surged forward, voices rapid with questions. Families of servicemen reached out, eager to shake the hand of a hero.

He smiled, answered with calm authority, his tone rehearsed to perfection.

But in the depths of his eyes—hidden from every camera—lurched a shadow no medal could erase.

The desert wind cut like razors, scorching and merciless. Heat shimmered across the ruined village, where a dozen American soldiers crouched behind a crumbling mud wall. Their breaths were ragged, mingling with the static of a radio that hissed with broken signals.

“Too many of them, Captain!” Sergeant Ramirez ducked as bullets cracked overhead, chips of dirt and stone exploding above his helmet. Panic clawed at his voice, though he fought to restrain it. Everyone knew the final word rested with one man—Captain Eric Grayson.

The roar of enemy machine guns thundered from the shattered buildings ahead. The maze of alleys and collapsed houses offered little cover, and the insurgents knew the ground far better than Eric’s men. Worse still, the enemy outnumbered them nearly three to one.

“We have to pull back, sir! They’ll surround us if we stay here!” Private Daniels shouted, his voice trembling. He was barely twenty, still too young to have seen much death. To Eric’s eyes, though, that fear looked like weakness.

Eric clenched his jaw, his mind tracing the map of their orders. The command from headquarters had been clear: hold the line, push forward, secure the sector. If he pulled back now, the headlines tomorrow would not name him a leader of courage—they would brand him as a man who retreated.

To retreat, for Eric Grayson, was no different from defeat.

And defeat was unacceptable. Not to his superiors. Not to the public. And not—most of all—to himself.

“We hold this ground,” he barked, his voice like steel.

“This company is the last line. Not one step back!”

––––––––
[image: ]


A murmur of despair rippled through the men. He saw it in their eyes—fear, exhaustion, dread. But he refused to acknowledge it. He told himself he saw only bravery, resolve, and the image of a unit destined for glory.

Then the barrage intensified. An RPG slammed into the wall, shaking the earth. Two soldiers were hurled to the ground, motionless. Blood seeped into the sand like ink on parchment.

“Captain—!” Ramirez tried to cry out, but his voice drowned beneath the storm of gunfire.

Eric knew the route behind them was still open. He knew they could withdraw and save half the company. But the voice in his skull roared louder than reason: Don’t retreat. Don’t yield.

He drew his sidearm and shouted above the chaos, “Fight! Push back! You are American soldiers—do not let them overrun us!”

The fury in his voice jolted his men into action. Rifles roared, bullets smashing into windows and crumbling plaster. For a heartbeat, it seemed they might hold. But then gunfire erupted from the flank, cutting into their line. Screams pierced the alley as more men collapsed into the dust.

Private Daniel Cole fell clutching his stomach, crimson pouring between his fingers. He had been married barely six months. His eyes, wide with pain and betrayal, locked onto Eric.

“Captain... please... let us fall back...” His voice was a dying whisper.

Eric’s grip on his pistol tightened until his knuckles turned white. He knew the answer should have been yes. He knew the right choice—the human choice—was to retreat. But instead, he roared above the carnage, “No one retreats! Cole, you stand with us! We hold!”

The words had scarcely left his lips when an explosion tore through the alley. Walls crumbled, sand and dust swallowing everything in choking clouds. The battlefield became a tomb. When the haze lifted, bodies littered the ground, uniforms drenched in red.

Cole lay motionless among them, his eyes frozen wide, staring at a sky that would never answer his final plea.

Eric staggered, lungs burning, ears ringing from the blast. Deep inside, he knew he had condemned them. But he buried that knowledge beneath the armor of pride, whispering to himself that it had been courage—honor—that demanded the sacrifice.

When reinforcements finally arrived, they swept through the ruins and declared the position secure. Headquarters hailed the mission as a success.

And in the official report, Captain Eric Grayson was praised as the commander who refused to yield, whose unbreakable will had turned the tide. Newspapers back home called him The Lion of Ramadi. Photographs showed him standing tall amid the rubble, the Stars and Stripes planted in the sand behind him.

But every night, when darkness closed in and silence filled the barracks, Eric heard only one voice.

“Captain... please... let us fall back...”

Nights in the small town near the base were always quiet, too quiet. For Major Eric Grayson, silence was not peace—it was an ambush. The absence of noise never soothed him; it simply opened the gates for the voices he had tried so long to bury.

He sat in his officer’s quarters, a large, tidy room lined with medals, commendations, and framed photographs of ceremonies. Every inch of the space declared honor and triumph. Yet to Eric, it all felt like walls built to cage a battlefield that still raged inside him.

A glass of whiskey rested in his hand, amber liquid catching the dim light above. He drank not for pleasure, but as if the bitterness could drown the fire in his chest. But instead of quiet, the taste brought clarity—clarity that carried a voice.

“Captain... please... let us fall back...”
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Cole’s voice. Always Cole’s voice. The young soldier who had begged him in that final moment before death. Eric’s hand tightened around the glass until he thought it might shatter. He had told himself a thousand times it had been duty, courage, honor. But when he stared into
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