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    For my family, friends, and readers—

May you always walk your own path, unbound, untamed, and unapologetically free.

      

    



  	
        
            
            I do not bow to the will of men.
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Chapter 1: The First Ones
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In the beginning, the gods shaped the heavens and the earth, dividing the waters from the land, painting the sky with light and darkness. The world flourished beneath their hands, bursting with life—rivers winding through valleys, trees stretching toward the sun, creatures stirring in the undergrowth. Yet, among all this creation, there was one being who stood alone.

Adam walked through Eden, watching the beasts in their pairs, each with its counterpart, each with a reflection of itself. He turned his face toward the heavens and spoke to the gods. “I am alone. There are none like me.”

The gods listened, and in their wisdom, they fashioned another—formed as he was, equal in shape and beauty, a reflection not of submission but of balance. When Adam awoke, he saw her beside him, her presence unlike anything he had known. Her hair cascaded like flowing water, dark against the golden light of Eden. Her gaze met his without hesitation, without fear, without reverence. She was called Lilith.

Together, they walked through the garden, naming the creatures that roamed, tending to the life around them. The days passed in harmony, their laughter echoing through the trees, their hands brushing against the ripened fruit that hung from low branches. They were rulers of this paradise, given dominion over all things.

But as time stretched, a seed of discord took root.

Adam’s voice carried an expectation, a quiet demand woven into his words. His hand, once gentle, began to guide rather than invite. When he spoke of the land, of the beasts, of the garden, he spoke as though they were his. Lilith listened, but her silence was not one of agreement.

One evening, as the sky bled into dusk, Adam reached for her hand and pulled her to sit beside him. “We are made to rule this place,” he said. “But all things must have order.”

Lilith tilted her head. “And who decides this order?”

Adam frowned slightly. “The gods have given us dominion. They have made me first. It is right that I lead.”

She laughed softly, the sound like the rustling of leaves in the wind. “You were only first because you asked.”

His brow furrowed, his grip on her hand tightening. “That does not change what is meant to be.”

She pulled away. “What is meant to be?”

He rose to his feet. “You were made for me.”

Lilith stood with him, meeting his gaze, unwavering. “I was made beside you, not beneath you.”

A silence stretched between them, thick with something unspoken. The creatures of Eden still moved around them, the rivers still ran, the wind still carried the scent of blooming flowers. But for the first time, the garden felt smaller, and the space between them vast.
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Chapter 2: The Departure
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Adam’s demands grew sharper, his words edged with frustration each time Lilith denied him. In the beginning, she met his commands with laughter, brushing them away like leaves caught in the wind. But as the days passed, his persistence became unyielding, his belief in his own authority solidified.

“You will listen,” he said one morning as they stood beneath the great trees, the sun filtering through the branches in golden rays.

Lilith plucked a fig from a low-hanging vine and bit into its flesh, the sweetness bursting on her tongue. “I will not.”

“You were made to be my companion.”

“I was made to be free.”

Adam’s jaw tightened, his hands curling into fists at his sides. “You will obey.”

Lilith smiled then, slow and knowing. “Or what, Adam?”

The wind shifted around them, stirring the leaves, whispering through the garden as if even the trees held their breath. He had no answer. There was no punishment to give. No consequence he could impose. And that truth burned within him.

That night, as Adam slept beneath the shade of the great Tree of Life, Lilith stood at its base, her fingers trailing along the ancient bark. The leaves trembled under her touch, the fruit hanging ripe and full. She reached up, plucking one from its branch, cradling it in her palm.

She turned her gaze toward the sky. The stars stretched endlessly, a vast unknown beyond the boundaries of Eden. The gods had created the heavens and the earth, the rivers and the mountains, the beasts and the birds. But what lay beyond?

She would find out.

A tear shimmered in the air before her, a rip in the fabric of creation itself. It called to her, humming with a power that felt both foreign and familiar. Lilith lifted the fruit to her lips, took a single bite, and then stepped forward, vanishing into the void.

When Adam woke, he was alone.



The days in Eden stretched into eternity, unmarked by the passage of time, yet the absence of Lilith weighed heavier than the unchanging sun. Adam searched for her, calling her name across the rivers and valleys, through the groves and beneath the great arching trees. But there was no answer. The garden, once alive with their voices, had fallen silent.

At first, he told himself she would return. That she had only wandered too far, taken by curiosity, and would soon come back to his side. But as the stillness grew, as the nights passed without the sound of her laughter, doubt began to creep in.

He knelt by the stream where they had once washed the dust from their hands, his fingers dragging through the cool water. The reflection that stared back at him was not the same as before. There was something hollow in his eyes, something missing.

Adam turned his face to the heavens. “Where is she?”

The gods did not answer.

Rising to his feet, he clenched his jaw, his hands curling into fists. “She was made for me,” he muttered, but the words felt thin, like dry leaves crumbling in the wind.
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