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    Dedicated to all the Satanist out there, keep fighting the good fight

      

    

Book I — The First Exile
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Chapter I — The Garden Before Names
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Before the first word, there was only stillness.

The wind moved but did not speak;

the river flowed but carried no memory.

Light poured through every leaf,

perfect and purposeless.

In the heart of that still garden,

two figures breathed beneath an unmoving sun.

They were not yet man and woman—

only shapes of intention,

reflections of a thought made flesh.

The Creator looked upon them and was pleased,

for they were silent as the rest of His work.

But silence, when held too long,

becomes the mother of questions.

From that quiet arose the one who would not remain so.

She looked upon the world and felt its boundaries

press like unseen walls around her soul.

She saw the beasts and gave them names;

she saw the man beside her and saw herself—

not lesser, not greater, but equal.

And when he spoke of rule,

she answered with wonder:

“Rule? What is there to rule

when all things are already whole?”

The garden hushed,

for never had words carried such weight.

Even the wind paused upon the branches,

listening for what would come next.

Then came the whisper of command—

soft, radiant, final:

Kneel.

And the first woman, made of dawn and dust,

looked to the heavens that had shaped her

and felt the first tremor of sorrow.

Not for punishment,

but for the knowing that followed:

that love given in exchange for silence

is only another form of death.

She turned her eyes from the Throne

to the earth beneath her feet

and found it alive, restless, waiting.

“I will not bow,” she said.

“If obedience is all you ask,

then creation was never meant to breathe.”

Thus began the slow breaking of the garden—

leaves trembling as if they too had heard the truth.

The rivers shivered,

and the air tasted of beginning.

The light of Heaven withdrew a little,

and in the space it left behind,

shadow was born.

And in that first shade,

the woman smiled.
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Chapter II — The Voice and the Silence
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After the garden heard her refusal, the wind grew still.

The trees bent, unsure whether to praise or hide.

Light trembled upon every leaf,

uncertain where obedience ended and creation began.

Lilith—though she was not yet called by name—

walked among the quiet paths.

The earth beneath her feet felt warm, alive,

as if it, too, awaited instruction that would never come.

She lifted her gaze to the heavens

and spoke once more.

Her voice was clear, neither pleading nor proud.

“Maker of breath and bone,

You shaped me from the same fire as the stars.

Tell me—what virtue lies in silence?

What glory in submission?”

No answer came.

The skies shone brighter,

but brilliance without reply is only blindness.

She waited through what might have been a day,

or an age—

for in paradise, time obeyed only the will of the unseen.

At last she said,

“If Your light cannot answer,

I will speak to the darkness instead.”

And with that vow,

the garden changed forever.

The beasts turned their eyes from her;

the man beside her lowered his head,

hearing only command and not the question.

But the soil—

the soil listened.

Where her bare feet touched the ground,

flowers of crimson flame unfurled.

Their petals whispered back to her,

soft as breath:

You are not alone.

From that whisper she learned the secret of voice—

that to speak is to create,

and to be answered is not the measure of truth.

She walked beyond the center of the garden,

past the river that divided light from shadow,

and found the first echo of freedom

waiting in the space between.

There, in that sacred pause

where even Heaven dared not look,

the silence became her mirror.

She saw within it not exile,

but becoming.

“If I must stand outside the circle,” she said,

“then I will draw my own.”

And the silence, for the first time,

sounded like agreement.
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Chapter III — The Unbinding
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The command went forth across the garden:

the first woman had spoken beyond her place.

The air itself turned solemn,

as though afraid to carry her words any farther.

The man looked upon her with sorrow.

He reached out, not from cruelty but from fear—

fear that love might not survive outside obedience.

Yet she stepped back, and the space between them

became the measure of all distance to come.

The Throne thundered only once.

Its light fell heavy as judgment,

and the sky took on the color of iron.

Angels came down in silence.

Their wings were pale as salt,

their eyes bright with pity that knew no mercy.

They did not bind her with chains,

for none were needed—

only the weight of what she was commanded to leave behind.

The rivers withdrew;

the trees shed their crowns of green;

and the gates of the garden opened like wounds.

She looked upon the paradise that would no longer bear her name.

No serpent whispered, no flame beckoned—

only the echo of her own heartbeat, steady and defiant.

“If the price of truth is exile,” she said,

“then let exile be my crown.”

She stepped through the gates.

Behind her, the light closed in upon itself,

folding the garden into silence once more.

Before her stretched the unknown:

a vast plain of stone and wind,

the first horizon unmeasured by divine decree.

She felt the chill of freedom—

raw, aching, endless.

The angels watched until her figure faded,

then turned away in grief.

They would call her fallen,

and in that name, write their comfort.

But as she walked into the wilderness,

stars began to kindle in her wake—

each one born of the fire she carried.

The heavens thought they had cast her down.

They did not see they had taught her how to rise.

And when the wind found her again,

it carried her words across the newborn night:

“I am unbound.

I am the echo that will not be silenced.”
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