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“I am a lion of fire,

Without you, I would consume

Myself eternally

And it would be worthless

If I happened to be people

And people are another joy

Different from the stars

Earth, earth

No matter how far

The wandering sailor is

Who would ever forget you?

From where neither time nor space

May the strength send courage

For us to care for you

Throughout the journey

That you make in the void

By which you carry

The name of your flesh”

— Caetano Veloso

Prologue

When everything was nothing and nothing was everything, Heaven, in his vast immensity, didn’t know what to do with so much energy. Particles agglutinated, separated, and collided. Often with such fury as that of the anxious. An Idle mind is a workshop of bad ideas, I thought. It was dull watching them like that. And the things that weren’t measured or thought about in the expanse just flew by.

Then, on a day that wasn’t even day, Heaven noticed the connections of colors, textures, and solidities that the particles had with one another. He made mixtures. Colorful ones. Some were warm, others were cold, and they transmitted such a wide array of sensations that he began to play with possibilities. It was sheer boredom that consumed him, as he saw them without purpose. If they were to form something, perhaps Heaven would have company or some kind of distraction more enjoyable than just following them around. 

The energies didn’t understand Heaven’s intentions nor his tongue. These experiences began to curtail their freedom. They no longer walked freely through the great darkness they illuminated. Without Heaven’s guidance, they rebelled and mixed on their own, trying to break free. They ended up causing a massive explosion and a fireball so immense that the light of it reached places as far as the imagination could go. Other smaller balls were forming, gathering, and trapping different types of energy. When least expected, Heaven heard voices echoing in his immensity. There were many. Some soft and squeaky. Others, powerful and mature. All that diversity made Heaven excited.

He excitedly began to look for where these different and now understandable sounds were coming from. Then he realized that the voices had no faces or bodies. He began to observe them one by one, while time, a concept that had yet not been invented, went by.

Heaven, which imagined everything and materialized nothing, thought that the new creation looked like a milk road. Even if milk only existed in the realm of his thoughts. He met all eleven inhabitants of the region he called Milky Way.

But it was when he saw her, with her blue color overflowing with vital liquid, that he fell in love. He sensed her scent. It was love at first sight; they would say later. But at the time, Heaven didn’t think, it just chose her. She would be the mother of all his children. The ones he dreamed of.

He withdrew in his darkness and contemplated. He thought so much that millions of years passed, even though the concept of “millions” had not been created. He spied on her again and again. The more he got to know her, the more his desire grew. Until he mustered courage and asked her name. Receptive as she was, she promptly replied: Earth. And he found her even more perfect.

At a time when the concept of time didn’t yet exist, the inhabitants of the immensity already knew each other. They no longer moved in disarray or collided. Each one had chosen a place to be their home. They traveled. Some used to spend long periods of time in their friend’s houses, while others wandered around, visiting each other in continuous cycles. 

While Heaven and Earth were dating, enjoying gestating lives in her womb, the others who also inhabited the immensity noticed that Heaven was spending a lot of time devoting himself to Earth, and they quickly organized a meeting. They wanted to be involved, to help the new couple care for and support all the life they were delighted to see be born.

Thus, in a celestial treaty, each of inhabitants of the immensity were given a role. All of them began to look after the children Earth and Heaven, teaching and supporting them. Time that was not yet known as time passed, and all of Heaven’s inhabitants rotated and moved.

The experiences continued. Heaven and Earth had fun creating forms of life, falling in love with their discoveries; Heaven, with every part of Earth he knew. Soon, she began to blossom. Her waters were the source of life for all shades of green that appeared on her soil. The more Heaven and Earth loved each other, the more colorful lives adorned it. Lives that generated other lives and multiplied throughout the length and breadth of her swollen and blue body.

Her encounters with Heaven left her hot. All her liquid fluctuated, and accumulations of desire built up in parts of her body when he swore and whispered that he loved her. When he touched with his electrified arm of light, roaring thunder in her ear, the Earth let herself spill into a heavenly orgasm, wet and happy. Full of joy. Thus, new life was born. Filled with desire, Earth longed for her encounters with Heaven. With each birth, she shone brighter.

Like any mother, Earth was proud of the fruit in her womb. She had conceived everything her children could need. Water and green. From the combination of the two, organisms occupied the waters. From their mixture, beings began to crawl; those that Heaven had dreamed of so much: Humans.

And then, that long-imagined species began to multiply. Those conceived by Earth had two legs, two arms, two eyes, a mouth, a nose, a heart, self-management technology and the ability to think. They were made up of a special energy that was pure and clean, capable of healing any wound they might suffer. Heaven called this power love.

The specimen’s first daughter was special. It was from her womb that another just like her was born. And another one, and then another, and then one more. All those beings that Heaven had idealized so much multiplied, occupying the expanse of their mother’s skin.

Earth understood that each of her children had a role to play. She thought of how wise Heaven was in its imagination and took care of all their heirs with the help of the godfathers and godmothers of the Celestial Council.

They lived in perfect harmony. Earth talked to their sons and daughters, just as Heaven and all the other inhabitants of the immensity did. The more Earth grew and the more fruits she bore, more diversity was created. Until one of her sons killed the other. Not to eat, as many species were allowed to do. But killed for the sake of killing. Death by murder. For twisted motives, a concept that the children of Earth would only come up with a long time later.

Earth bled. Heaven raged and cried for days and nights on end, forbidding the Sun to show its smile. He, one of the few inhabitants of that Milk Road, which hadn’t cooled down in a million years and walked slowly and carefully to not hurt his friends. He loved to let his rays illuminate the earth as it spun. The Sun warmed his godchildren and was vital to the species born. Earth’s children would miss its warmth, vital for life to continue to emerge.

But Heaven was hurt. It couldn’t understand how its dream children were capable of such savagery. He created clouds, lightning and thunder filled with disgust, which was different from what his sons and daughters used to see in his loving encounters with their Mother. It was a different feeling. Years later, his children would call it wrath. Heaven’s tears fell heavily to earth, filled with love for his lost son. Despite all the pain, new children were born, making the Earth more beautiful and colorful.

None of the inhabitants of the immensity understood where that energy had come from. Even the grumpiest ones, like Saturn and Mars, who were considered evil by their neighbors, couldn’t figure out what particle could have caused such an atrocity. Such energy didn’t stop at the murderous son. It spread as they fathered more children. The more their offspring grew, the more awareness of their immortality disappeared, as did their ability to understand what Mother Earth taught them. So, Heaven was never again understood by his children.

An untold amount of time passed. Earth’s children grew uncontrollably. They split the Mother into pieces, created different languages. And not only did they become incapable of understanding the Celestial Council; they also no longer understood each other. Death was trivialized. Violence began to increase along with population growth, and they soon realized that this energy not only caused death, but also oppressed the weak. So, the sons began to dominate the daughters. The strongest were exalted, even though brutal force had been given to them for survival, they ignored its purpose, and instead, continued to use it to try to dominate each other.

The Celestial Council was summoned, and a new plan was drawn. They believed it would work. They would lead the children of Earth on paths that would lead them to regain their connection with the stars. But in their first attempt to restore order, peace and harmony among the children, the Celestial Council discovered that the technology of self-management had also given that species another intense energy: the power of choice. Because of that, some children, despite all the efforts of Earth, Heaven, and the Council, insisted on choosing paths that took them away from all the happiness they could enjoy. They didn’t want to hear Earth’s sorrowful cry, and that was when her life began to be put at risk.

The other stars saw how the Earth was losing her vitality and was suffering for her children, along with the injuries they inflicted on her. “Where did we go wrong?” The Mother asked herself, as did all the mothers who walked on her skin. But it wasn’t her mistake. She was there, ready to serve her children, to give them love, affection and everything they needed to develop. What more did they need? Why were they hurting her so much with their actions? She didn’t understand them, nor was she understood either.

To remember the harmony and peace of her early days made her melancholic. She thought about ending it all. How many times did she see shards of loose, incandescent energy around her, which could destroy her if they came towards her. She even asked some of them to come closer. But she was unsuccessful, even though her children were torturing her with their choices, her daughters and sons were what she loved the most. During sleepless nights, she confessed her guilt in Heaven’s arms. She hadn’t been a good mother.

Like her friend the Moon and her partner the Sun, Heaven consoled her. Her neighbor, the sweet Venus, never stopped trying to lovingly guide the species that was giving her friend so much trouble. But Mars and his wars, Pluto and his underworld, and Saturn with his well-established law of return and karma were unwittingly influencing Earth’s children. Mars wept when one group of humans attacked another with fire and pieces of the tree’s daughter and sharp stones. This wasn’t why he had shown them all those tools.

The reason for the squabble was what always made Earth sad: land. As if she couldn’t house everyone comfortably. But the humans no longer listened, no longer understood. They acted on their own, thinking only of themselves, without even noticing the ills of their brothers and sisters.

Now and then, a neighbor would approach Earth and tried to teach her sons and daughters, giving her some time to rest. But they all behaved like whiny children, increasingly selfish and ambitious. The one rule that Heaven and Earth had given their children was completely forgotten. The human’s energy could not be controlled by any member of the Celestial Council. There was no more connection.

Rarely, a child was born from the womb of a woman that was still connected to the Earth and was able to listen to her. In vain, that child made himself of service to the Council and tried to disseminate the lessons that he learned from Earth, Heaven and the godfathers and godmothers who guided him. However, the humans didn’t want to learn. So as not to be bothered or contradicted, they humiliated, mocked, crucified, and burned anyone who tried to stop their energetic greed. Even though this energy would never be able to control them, the humans preferred to be carried away than to listen to their Mother’s pleas.

Every year, Earth lost her vitality. Her waters, so clear and pure, became fetid and began to harm her children. The more waste and products Humans threw into the vital liquid, the more the Earth lost its luster. The trees, beautiful daughters that Earth and Heaven had lovingly created to bring comfort on the days when their friend Sun was shining, were cut down without mercy or purpose. Her soil, rich in its capabilities of producing life also suffered from everything the humans invented and lost its power, its nutrients, and its reproductive capabilities. Time passed. Time invented by the children who were still able to listen to the Mother.

Because that’s how things were created by humans: when the children of Earth asked Heaven for something, someone up there would breathe the answer down. The problem was that everything ended up being misused by someone who allowed themselves to be dominated by an uncontrollable energy. Men started banding together and using the suggestions of the Celestial Council to oppress the weakest. The more humans were born, the more complex the structure and relationships of the species became.

Some daughters were born with a strong ability to listen. It could be the connection with the Mother’s womb or the influence of Venus, who lent her femininity to all who identified with her. Or even the Moon, who organized the cycles for those born with a womb and helped them understand the phases their bodies went through each month as they awaited a new life.

At that time, when the Moon hid between the Earth and the Sun, women bled, preparing for their new journey. While she aligned up her planes, females purified themselves so that they too could begin new projects. Then, as the moon came out of hiding and grew in the sky, the female bodies became overflown with so much energy that they were bursting with vitality, yearning to generate other lives. When Moon the Godmother overflowed into the vastness, illuminating the darkness, the daughters of the Earth shone and danced into the night, full of the energy borrowed from Venus, exuding beauty and sensuality and expressing gratitude for being given so much vigor. But the Moon understood the importance of going back into herself, thinking about everything, and looking inwards. On her journey, as she made her way between the Earth and the Sun, she guided her goddaughters to do the same, so that they could rest and regain their strength. Then, they would be ready to start again.

The Moon liked her connection with the daughters of the Earth. She felt special to the women who worshipped her. She didn’t notice when the men, influenced by that uncontrollable energy, became jealous. They were unable to understand her protégées and used brute force.

But the truth was that neither Earth, Heaven, Moon, and Sun nor any other member of the Celestial Council had any control over them. Just as no son of Earth, no matter how strong, would be able to control the disorder caused by their children. Not even them.

And, as Mother Earth bled, cried, and lost more and more of her vitality because of the actions of those who allowed themselves to be dominated by that uncontrollable energy, the actions that these children took without any kind pondering would generate new rebellious organisms, some created by men with the intention of killing other men.

Hearing the heavenly whispers, the humans gave those organisms the name of virus. With the help of the air, another vital element that was becoming scarcer and polluted, this disease-laden particle spread rapidly, contaminating everyone, and claiming many lives.

What was supposed to help Earth’s children regain their connection only boosted that uncontrollable energy. Men were incapable of comprehension. All those years of dominating and lusting after each other made them too brutal, and not even Venus was able to soften their actions. With the women increasingly able to listen to the Mother, the men, cornered, reacted with the only thing that they could control: Physical strength. More women were murdered, dominated, captured, raped, humiliated, silenced, and interrupted. 

And the survival of the species on the soil of Mother Earth was threatened.

Lilith

Born when the Sun was visiting Mars in the land of Aries, Lilith never really knew why she was given that name. Her maternal grandmother used to say that her fourteen-year-old daughter had given her the name of a devil because she lacked judgment. Her grandmother always preferred to call her Lili. A devout nun, she felt the presence of the one she did not call by name to avoid bad omens. The townspeople however, said the name was because of the color of Lilith’s skin, which was as dark as the night sky. Her own grandmother, who looked like she had just been burnt by the sun, also thought it was the work of the unnamed one.

No one knew who Lilith’s father was. Her mother disappeared into the world when she was just a baby, and her grandmother raised her as a daughter, having to wash twice as many clothes to give her granddaughter the minimum she needed.

Few were the memories that Lilith had of her childhood apart from the cults she was forced to attend and the bundles of filthy clothes that never stopped arriving. Her clearest memory was of her grandmother standing around the concrete tank in the backyard of the small wooden house they lived in, on sunny or rainy days, scrubbing dirty socks and stained sheets.

The other thing she always remembered was her school days. Especially when her blood poured down, her breasts inflated, and her waist curved. That day she came home scared and crying, telling her grandmother that something very bad happened, because she was bleeding between her legs. She had never heard that this would happen to her every month from then on.

The Moon watched that daughter of Earth being so confused by something so natural. With sadness, she watched the grandmother drag the little girl to what the humans call a doctor, and he was delighted with such a beautiful body right there on his gurney. After fondling the girl’s breasts and slipping his fingers between her legs with pleasure, he checked that everything was all right while adjusting his pants, which had begun to tighten.

“I don’t want her to have the same fate as her mother, doctor. If my daughter was already wild, imagine this one with a devil’s name.” Grandma said and blessed herself. “She needs medicine.”

The doctor wrote the prescription without even looking at them.

They left the office with Grandma thanking God for the prescription and Lilith with the feeling that something very wrong had happened. But that was the way things were, said her Grandmother.

From that day on, the girl noticed how men in the streets, her teacher, her schoolmates, and the old men that played dominoes in the square looked at her body. She felt different, and it wasn’t because of the blood that run down her legs, it was the fear of those looks. But that is the way things were, her grandmother repeated.

Lilith felt forced to give up climbing trees, playing soccer, and even riding roller carts down the slopes of the small town where she was born because that is the way things were, said her grandmother. Women had to learn how to take care of the house, of the children and of their husband. And if any man touched her, no one would want her. Lilith learned that she had to take care of the flower that bled between her legs, and only after she was married could she let a man touch her.

However, men looked at her differently now, as she grew and got used to her new body. The boys at school began to attract her attention. Always attentive to her daughter’s loves, Venus emanated increasingly stronger energies, blessing this girl’s first youthful love.

At the age of fifteen, Lilith found herself thinking day and night about a boy who never noticed her. He lived at the end of the street, in a two-story house with a concrete sidewalk and large windows. The girl always made sure to take his families clothes with her. She paid special attention to fold the boy’s brand-named clothes. When her grandmother wasn’t around, she would spend a few minutes sniffing them.

Mars’ goddaughter was always independent and resolute. When she took part in any game or competition, she wouldn’t accept losing and rarely did so, because when she decided she wanted something, she wouldn’t give up.

It wouldn’t be any different with her first love, It was months before he noticed her. The had known each other since they were little, and his mother was always kind and attentive to her. His family were old customers of her grandmother.

The frightening look that man cast at her, and her body was what she wanted to receive from the boy.

And it was on the day that Venus walked hand in hand with Mars and the Moon reigned supreme in the Sky that Lilith's body burned at the sight she had been waiting for. A strange tingling, a restless electricity ran through her nerve endings when the boy said he would help carry the dirty bundle home.

Lilith smiled. They walked down the street. Arms purposely brushing against the other, even with a large enough sidewalk. At the door of the girl's house, he asked where he should leave his clothes, already inviting himself in. The girl pointed to the water storage at the back of the house. It was just after he dumped that bundle on the floor that he pinned Lilith against the wall and put his hand on her breasts, squeezing it tightly while taking her lips urgently.

The shock, mixed with the pleasure of that tongue, caused a sensation that Lilith was still unfamiliar with. As his mouth tried to devour her, his hand slid down her body, lifted her dress, pushed her panties aside and penetrated her. Not like the doctor's fingers, which made her feel uncomfortable and dirty, but in a manner that made her think as if she was bleeding again, because of the seeping wetness.

“This is what you want isn't it, little slut?”

He rubbed against her. With his hand between her Lilith's legs and the pressure he exerted on her body, something rigid grew in the boy. The kisses and bites in her mouth, neck, and ears, along with the fast fingers that moved inside of Lilith made the girl forget about her grandmother's teachings. When he turned her over on her back, unzipped his pants, took his fingers out and put something hard in the same place, Lilith felt a pain that quickly became a delicious feeling, moving in and out of her quickly. His hand went to her hair and pulled it tightly.

“You really are a devil, aren’t you, little slut? Shake your hips just like that so I can come.” The boy, who was older and already experienced in such arts, felt like a God.

Lilith obeyed. She didn’t even know why. She wasn’t a slut, and she didn’t like being pulled by her hair, but she obeyed. She shook and grinded her hips against as hard as she could until the boy screamed in her ear. An incomprehensible scream that sounded more like the howls of the animals that lived in the woods surrounding the town.

Before she could even look at him, his pants were already zipped up, making Lilith curious about what happened. He didn’t even say goodbye before crossing the street and heading for his own house. The girl watching him walk away in fear. After all, she would now be a woman with a bad reputation.

However, the fear wore off as his visits became more regular. It seemed that the boy could correctly guess when her grandmother was leaving the house; she would arrive with a bundle of clothes. After a few times of the same ritual, while they were pressed up against a wall, he asked to see Lilith’s room.

Lilith didn’t have a room for herself, she slept on a mattress next to the bed that only her Grandmother could fit into. But the boy didn’t care. He threw her on the mattress and took her from behind. So, that became their ritual. Every time, Lilith stayed under him.

In her head, they were dating. Even though he had never said many words with the exception of calling her little slut. Lilith dreamed of a Cinderella-style wedding. She was also interested about what they always did. She talked to other girls at school and discovered how she could please a man. All for her boyfriend.

Util the day she saw him holding hands with another girl from her school. Her heart broke. The Moon and Mother Earth witnessed all the tears she shed. But the goddaughter of Mars would not lose this war. When the boy arrived with his laundry again, Lilith welcomed him with open arms. She didn’t even take the bundle of clothes to the tank but left it on the floor of the small living room and dragged the boy into the bedroom. But instead of lying down in the old mattress, she pushed him onto the sheets and climbed on top of him.

“No, not like that. You stay underneath me.” He held tightly on her waist.

“No.”

“Who do you think you are, little whore? I’m in charge here and you obey.”

“No.” Lilith insisted, straddling his lap. “And I’m not a whore.”

The boy started laughing at her. She didn’t care. She continued to ride his lap, forcing her hips down and staring into his eyes. She saw discomfort in his irises, and the stiff thing wouldn’t come out, no matter how much she grinded over it. 
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