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Statin stretched as he stood in front of his hotdog stand. Steam rose from the plump juicy frankfurters as grease dripped into the pan below. He hated his job, given to him centuries ago by his vile half-brother—the one and only Satan himself. 

He kicked at a hand, reaching for his leg. 

"Leave me be," he said. 

The hand retreated, and the woman—gaunt and covered in dirt—cowered away. Surrounded by others in a similar state, she looked up at him, pleading for a bite of one of the delicious meats slowly turning in front of her. Statin shook his head. Even if they got one, they'd be forced to stare at the food with no ability to eat it. Their torture was to smell the aromas of the cooking meat without ever tasting it. Their mouths were sewn shut with barbed wire, sunken into their lips from the years of having them strung. 

Statin sighed and knelt to put his hand on the face of the poor soul he kicked away a moment ago. It wasn't their fault. They would suffer just like he. All because of his stupid half-brother. The woman muttered something and rubbed against his hand like a cat would, begging for affection. 

"This injustice is wrong. Even for wretched souls," he said. 

The woman perked her head up, sniffing the air as if tasting the hotdogs with her sense of smell. It had to be awful to be surrounded by food and unable to eat it. Then again, there were worse smells. Just outside of Statin's section of Hell, Satan tormented souls to smell every fart on Earth.
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