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Dedication
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To my spiritual mother Anastasia, I first want to thank you for welcoming me into your circle. You are a beacon of wisdom and strength, and your connection to Queen Lilith transcends the boundaries of the seen and unseen.

You are the living embodiment of her power, a vessel of truth, a medium through which her voice resonates in a world that often silences rebellion. Through your courage and grace, you channel the essence of Lilith: her fierce defiance of oppression, her unwavering belief in freedom, and her eternal struggle for balance and equality.

It is you who taught me that rebellion is not merely an act of defiance but a reclamation of one’s identity, a sacred rite that honors the sovereignty of our souls. You revealed the beauty in Lilith’s story, showcasing the raw and unyielding force of a woman who dared to walk away from paradise because she refused to submit.

Your guidance has been my light in the void, and your voice serves as a constant reminder that love, in its truest form, is a union of equals. Just as Lilith and Samael forge their own destiny, you inspire me to embrace the strength of my convictions and to carve my own path.

This work belongs to you as much as it does to me. It stands as a testament to the strength of your belief, your wisdom, and your unwavering connection to the Queen who reigns eternally.

To my spiritual mother, who embodies the essence of Lilith in her heart and soul: May this dedication honor your role as her medium, her warrior, and her daughter. Thank you for being my guide, my teacher, and my unwavering source of inspiration.

With eternal gratitude and love, Shawn.
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Prologue

The First Woman
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The only thing that existed prior to the first dawn kissing the heavens and prior to the stars kindling their watchful flames was the vacuum, which was a vast and infinite quiet. It was not light or darkness but a realm filled with unrealized possibilities. The Creator had not yet created the whole concept of time, and it lingered in the silence like an idea waiting to blossom. In this pristine state of tranquility, the Creator began to stir. 

Simply by thinking about it, the vacuum began to shake. Light was not the first act of creation; division determined what would be.  A single word was all it took for light to arise, dispersing the silence and shedding light on the infinity that surrounded it. Shadow followed, not as an adversary but as a comrade, threading its way through the brilliance like threads in an endless weave, weaving together forever.

The earth rose up below, which was solid and full of promise, while the skies extended out in all directions, a golden canopy arcing over them. Rivers cut eager channels through fertile soil, mountains unfurled themselves like ancient hands, and forests bloomed in colors unknown to the void until their discovery. The Creator released a wealth of life into the world, each blade of grass and winged creature serving as a demonstration of his boundless will. The world sang with its freshness, yet the song remained incomplete.

With great wisdom, God chose the richest clay on Earth. Alongside one another, two figures started to take shape with the intention of the divine; they did not appear first or second but rather simultaneously as they emerged from the holy ground. The divine sculpted every curve and sinew of our bodies with equal intention, drawing every line with equal concentration. The breath of life filled our lungs in perfect harmony, a single divine exhalation that infused life into two distinct individuals.

As soon as each of our eyes opened at the same time, Eden appeared before us in all of its radiant splendor. A dazzling array of colors that were incomprehensible to the nothingness shimmered in the air as light danced over the horizon. We felt a sense of warmth and vitality from the earth beneath our feet, which served as a grounding force to the grandeur of creation. Together, we emerged from the clay with an elegance that seemed antiquated, a cadence etched into our beings since the dawn of time.

Both Adam and I turned to face each other, our expressions reflecting a sense of awe and recognition. "You are like me," he added, his voice shaking with wonder as he talked about you. He described you as "bone of my bone, flesh of my flesh."

My response was "Yes," and my tone was calm and unmistakable. "We are of the same clay, the same breath, born of the same moment. We are equals in all things." 

Eden, when first established, was a paradise where everyone had equal dominion. We strolled along its paths together, awestruck by the serenity that it possessed. We gave the animals names, such as the lion with its golden mane, the eagle flying high and free, and the deer moving through the trees as if they were whispering. Every single name was a present, a symbol of our collective stewardship, and the act of naming was a sacred act that brought our voices together as one. 

However, even in paradise, shadows began to emerge; they were not of the garden but rather of something unsaid and uninvited. When Adam looked into his eyes, he saw his first shadow. In the beginning, it was just a glimmer, a glance that lasted for an excessive amount of time, and a tone that held the slightest hint of power. I dismissed it as a harmless quirk of his temperament. However, as the days turned into weeks, that flicker became more noticeable. 

On one particular evening, when we were sitting beneath the canopy of a tree whose branches embraced the stars, he remarked, "I ought to be the first." "It is my task to lead, as it is yours to follow. This is the natural order." Eden had no experience with thorns, but his words were painful. I responded, maintaining a calm yet forceful tone in my voice. "The breath that animates you animates me. There is no first, no second. Only us, as the Creator intended." 

In contrast to the vivacity of the garden, Adam's laughter reverberated in a hollow manner. He stated, "You have a misunderstanding." "The Creator made us both, but surely one must guide while the other serves. It is my hand that must shape the order of our world." During that particular evening, as the stars began to unveil themselves above us, I lay beneath their light, agitated with questions. There was neither a command nor a submission from the creatures as they roamed freely. The trees swayed in perfect unison, their branches intertwining as if they were equals. If this was the case, then why had Adam started talking about hierarchy and dominance? 

The Tree of Knowledge became the location where I started looking for solitude. The old and twisted roots of the tree seemed to hum with an unspoken wisdom. When I pressed my fingers on the tree's bark, I felt a resonance, a call to something buried deep within me. The fruit appeared to be laden with truths that the Creator had woven into the very fabric of existence, as it hung heavily and remained unspoiled while simultaneously appealing.  

While there, I contemplated creation and freedom versus order. That clay was used to shape me, not submit. This clay of decision and immovable-will was used to make Adam in the same holy moment.

Adam became increasingly adamant in his demands. One day, as he spoke, his shadow stretched far across the lush garden. "You must obey me," he said. "It is the Creator's will." 

"I see no will but my own," I responded, maintaining a steady tone of voice despite the fact that my heart was pounding in my chest. "And I was there, Adam. Like you, I rose from the earth in the same breath and moment. We were created equals." 

The last confrontation took place while the sun was at its highest point, and the light from the sun brought our bodies into sharp contrast. With a composed and unwavering voice, Adam issued the command, "You will lie beneath me." "This is the order of things." 

I slowly rose, my entire being pulsating with resistance. As I uttered the word "No," it resonated in my mind, akin to the first thunderclap preceding a storm. "I will not lie beneath you. I am not your servant nor your possession. I am your equal, as I have been since the moment of our creation." 

Adam's rage was already intense, but my resistance burned even hotter. I prayed to the Creator, the only power greater than his, in a mysterious name. As I uttered it out loud, I experienced the sacred syllables of the phrase vibrating through my very being. The atmosphere around me began to vibrate, and Eden itself began to shake. 

In an instant, the garden pulled me out and thrust me into the emptiness beyond its gates. The golden light of Eden began to fade as I turned around, replaced by the wild and untamed immensity of the unknown.

I experienced being alone for the first time.

However, the emptiness was not devoid of anything. With a rawness that Eden had concealed beneath its perfection, it throbbed with potential and pulsated with possibility. The air had a flavor that reminded me of storms and unexplored horizons, and even though anxiety was nagging at the bottom of my thoughts, something more profound was stirring inside of me: a feeling of liberation. 

With each step that I took farther into the emptiness, I became aware of its embrace, which was neither frigid nor warm but rather brimming with potential. The depths of it were filled with a presence that was enormous, old, vigilant, and knowledgeable. It did not speak, but its resonance reverberated through me like a summons that I was unable to distinguish at the time. 

I only made one turn around, and when I did, I saw the gates of Eden getting further and further away, and Adam's form getting smaller and smaller. He had endeavored to disregard the truth of our equal creation and imposed a hierarchy in a place where the Creator had crafted harmony. By rejecting his erroneous authority, I had decided to put truth ahead of heaven. 

Eden had lost me, but I had discovered something that was much more significant. 

My identity had expanded beyond that of Lilith, the first woman. I was Lilith, the first person to choose freedom above paradise, the first person to engage in defiance. The vacuum welcomed me and heralded the beginning of a story that would shatter the very foundations of creation itself.

I had proven to the Creator, who had known from the beginning, that the true paradise lies not in gardens or gates but in the courage to stay true to one's own divine essence. The void allowed me to be what I always was: equal, not second. I was free to be myself. Instead of a rib or an afterthought, it is a creature made from the same sacred clay, time, and divine intent.
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Born of Clay and Breath
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There was the clay first. The substance possessed the essence of creation, making it holy rather than inert or common. Derived from the very center of the earth itself, it was warm, flexible, and alive with possibility. It was not just any planet but rather the most fertile ground in the middle of the garden, where life itself began to stir. Its depths housed the memories of the first words spoken by the Creator, the echoes of light splitting from darkness, and the whispers of seas separating to expose dry ground. The divine desire within each component awaited its transformation into something magnificent.

“The Creator, with boundless grace,” crafted Adam from this clay. His countenance was pure along the procedure, his limbs strong, and his form emerged with exacting attention. His lips summoned and animated names, his fingers cared for the earth, and his eyes captured the splendor of creation. His hair was as wild as the wind-blown trees, his shoulders as broad as the mountains, and his eyes as deep as the still ponds. Her physique stood for the harmony of creation itself. The Creator not only gave this form life but also breathed in the spark of divine consciousness, the gift of awareness that would set him apart from all other living things. 

Adam rose up; the sense of being born into a new life weighed down his first breaths. Every breath revealed something; every single heartbeat was a marvel. Eden, a paradise of unbounded beauty that seemed to wake with his awareness, opened out all around him and enveloped him totally. The trees’ limbs swung as though to meet him, and the leaves murmured secrets about their own beginnings. The trees towered and majestic. The rivers seemed to be chanting songs of the first morning of life, and their glistening cleanliness matched. The air was a symphony of life: birds tweeting from trees that had never seen cold, insects humming in meadows that had never seen drought, and fish jumping in seas that had never seen darkness. Every living creature moved in perfect harmony to occupy the air with all of existence. 

The garden gradually revealed itself to him, and with each passing moment, he discovered new marvels. Fruit colors were more vivid than after Eden’s founding. On every limb, the grapes hung plump and flawless. The scent of flowers held stories of the beginning of existence; their colors and forms were difficult to mix. The ground under his feet felt warm and alive, responding to his movements as though it were identifying a long-awaited caregiver. 

Still, Adam felt a hole inside him as he meandered around this paradise, naming the animals, eating the fruit, and marveling at the light that seemed to dance between the leaves and the sky. Though they were friends, the animals’ eyes did not reflect his innermost essence. From the lion’s perspective, there was strength but no understanding; from the dove’s delicate presence, there was serenity but no conversation; and from the serpent’s eyes, there was intelligence but no sign of friendship. They lacked his sense of shock, his questions, or his recently recognized personhood. Though beautiful, their music failed to meet the throbbing in his soul. 

Upon recognizing Adam’s loneliness, the Creator returned his attention to the clay. For this specific occasion, the form was clear and imbued with a fresh intention. My form, unlike Adam’s, carved with force and symmetry, embodied complexity and balance. Every curve of my body and every line of my face reflected deliberate intent.  The Creator’s hands moved with the accuracy of a craftsman crafting a masterwork, producing qualities that would reflect not just the physical cosmos but also the deeper truths it contains. Rather than being an afterthought or a lesser creation, I was an answer, not only for Adam’s loneliness but also for the equilibrium creation demanded. 

The Creator's Infusion of life into me was not just an act of activity but a profound awakening that permeated Eden’s very architecture. But inside me, it held a song of possibilities, unrestricted by expectation. The same priceless air that Adam had breathed filled my lungs. It hummed through my veins, sparking awareness in every single cell across my life as though it were liquid light. Opening my eyes, I could see Eden in all its glory: the soft breeze carrying the whispers of creation’s secrets, the brilliant colors seeming to pulse with their own inner light, and the golden light spilling across trees never known to have a shadow. 

I then came upon Adam. 

The expression on his face, a mix of respect and wonder, mirrored my own emerging perspective. Here, there was another ego, another awareness, capable of grasping the breadth of life. The weight of the knowledge he had just acquired was rattling his voice. “You are like me,” he said. His remarks exuded both surprise and relief, as though he had found something he had been looking for but had been ignorant he lacked. He said, “Bone of my bone, flesh of my flesh.”

“Yes,” I said, sounding as cool and clear as morning light. My soul resonated with the truth that “we are of the same clay, the same breath. This was an understanding as basic as the ground below. Inspired by the same celestial breath, both of us were expressions of the same divine aim formed on the same sacred ground.

Between us, the moment hung like a lovely apple, full of possibility. Eden held its breath as if it were witnessing the completion of a circle that started with the first word of creation. We were the solution to a question the garden itself had been posing; every one of us harbors the ability for something quite different. Despite our differences, we shared similarities as two distinct entities.

Adam and I crossed Eden together as equals over those first several days, our footsteps falling in a natural cadence on the ground never disturbed. Every breath was a fresh revelation and every moment we discovered together. The garden opened out before us like a live tapestry, and the delight of seeing its beauties together accentuated the already existing ones. From the highest sunlit meadows, where flowers blossom in colors unimaginable to imagine, to the deepest woods, where ancient trees murmured tales of the first morning of creation, we toured every nook and crevice of it. 

Every name we came up with for the creatures stemmed from a collaborative effort that emphasized the essence of both the namer and the named. We named the lion, inspired by its strong and regal golden mane, to embody both its might and its nobility. We observed it meandering over the yard, examined the way the light played on its fur, and noted how it guided its pride from natural authority rather than human power. The serpent glided with serene ease, its eyes seeming to reflect the secrets of the garden. We noted this. Slick and smart, the serpent developed a reputation for mystery and insight. The name that best captured the freedom and grandeur of the eagle soaring high above, its cry piercing the heavens, was one. 

Every name served as a sacred act, fostering a profound connection not only among us but also among all the elements of creation. When we said a name together, it felt as though the whole fabric of Eden responded to our words, thereby verifying that our choice was the right one. The creatures seemed to know their names, as if we had revealed something already true.

As we laughed and explored in the garden, the Creator observed our actions with silence and kindness. Our happiness seemed to add fresh colors to Eden’s palette, and our harmony enhanced her perfect tranquility. Unrestricted by hunger or fear, the animals were free to roam about and often approached humans with a curious trust. Lions were laying next to lambs, and their long-standing hostility had not yet shown itself. Doves abound, eagles perched close by, their differences honored instead of fear. We were hungry; hence, the trees generated a lot of fruit, and their branches were laden with delicious gifts that seemed to ripen at exactly the appropriate moment. 

A continual reminder of the ceaseless flow of life; the melody of the rivers was a continual reminder of their whispering as they danced over rocks. Their bodies’ remarkably clear water reflected the vivid life inside as well as the heavens above. Often, we would sit by their banks, letting the soft water cool our feet as we discussed our observations and insights into the surroundings. The ground under us felt warm, full of possibilities, and it responded to our presence as though it were enjoying our working with the creative process. 

We were two pieces of the same whole, meandering side by side over paradise. Adam and I fit each other perfectly. Every time he felt strength, I felt grace; every time I sensed mystery, he found clarity. Our differences complemented one another really nicely. There was no idea in ancient times of one individual leading over another. Working in cooperation, we divided Eden’s tasks naturally and with mutual regard for one another. 

In response to Adam’s respect for a lion’s might, I pointed him to its elegant gait and the tenderness with which it loved its cubs. I expressed my gratitude for the hospitality that counterbalanced Adam’s strong behavior. Adam observed the serpent’s silence and its deliberate observation of knowledge, while I contemplated its creative ability. Together, we were able to view every creature and learn about them in a way that neither one of us could have done on our own. 

Our conversations were endless and greatly aided us in our lives, much like the rivers of Eden. Some of the secrets we explored were the way flowers spun to follow the sun, how birds knew when to sing their morning songs, and the reason each fruit had its own sweetness. Our questions were celebrations, not challenges; each wonder we experienced with one another deepened our awareness of the intricacy of creation. 

Our silences were harmonic and full of a comfortable understanding of one another. Working side by side in the garden, we could precisely coordinate our activities and meet its needs without speaking any words. We discovered complete peace while reclining in the dappled shadow of the Tree of Knowledge. This happened during our afternoon nap in the heat. The rhythms of the garden became our own; we woke to the sound of birds chirping in the morning, worked in the cool morning, lounged in the warm afternoon, and considered the stars as they emerged in the evening sky. 

At that moment, the exquisite brightness that surrounded us all equally was devoid of shadows and disharmony. We basked in the radiance of Eden, akin to two blossoms facing the sun, each receiving its blessings in a unique way. Everyone could hear our laughter, resonating across the yard like music. The Tree of Knowledge, with its mysterious fruit and great secrets, seemed to welcome our cooperation.

As equal stewards of paradise, each of us brought a unique perspective to the sacred duty of nurturing Eden. Our oneness, which was not homogeneity, was based on our celebration of our differences, which laid the basis of our harmony. Our relationship was like the day and night of the first week of creation; we were different but equally important, and we were complementary rather than rival. 

Eden was just how it should have been, and this was pure delight. The Creator loved us equally, so we were its guardians and children, sharing the thrill of discovery and the weight of guardianship. Our combined efforts produced the garden, to which each of us added our unique skills to help it flourish. 

Even paradise is changeable; everything is dynamic. The change began so quietly that its presence was almost impossible to notice, much as the first shadow ever cast was. Eden’s harmony was once pure and undisputed, but it began to show signs of hierarchy in a place where cooperation felt new.

It began in a way that was so subtle I first missed it. The changes were like ripples on still water, tiny disturbances that, taken alone, seemed to have little effect. When I spoke, Adam’s gaze lingered a little longer, suggesting an assessment rather than just gratitude, something I had never observed before. His speech had a ring of insistence that seemed to demand consent rather than let the conversation take place. His voice, which had until now perfectly matched mine in the process of naming creation, began to take on a tone I had never heard before.

Initially, the change was only noticeable in a few minor ways. Adam began to step in front of me instead of closely behind me as we meandered around the garden walkways. He spoke faster to make sure his choice was heard first when we named the creatures. Every argument we had caused a minor change in his stance. His stance grew more open, as if he were preparing to guard an area that never needed protection before. His shoulders were more squared. 

One day, he said, “This is the lion,” laying his palm on the mane with a possessiveness I had never seen him show before. Resting in the bright afternoon sunshine, the enormous cat’s golden fur caught the sun’s beams. When he said, “It is the king of the beasts,” his voice exuded a certainty that appeared to stifle argument. He seemed to be announcing a truth as basic as the sun rising in the morning. 

With my hands barely touching the lion’s fur, I asked, “Why king?” and felt the warmth and life beneath it. I asked the question with earnestness, driven more by curiosity than a sense of challenge. As the lioness came forward, her movements were elegant and forceful, much like those of her partner. As I observed her approach, I couldn’t help but wonder, “Why not a partner among the wild?” I wondered for myself. As they welcomed one another, they shared a light touch that suggested cooperation rather than control. 

Adam laughed, but the sound was different now; it rang hollow against the harmony of Eden, like a broken note in a song otherwise lovely. “You don’t understand,” he said, his voice carrying a fresh edge of scorn that seemed as odd in Eden as the winter frost. “Strength determines the order. This is the natural way of things. The lion rules since it is the strongest.” 

I grimaced as my eyes strayed to the creatures all around us. The deer seemed unconcerned by the competition going on as they moved in the dappled shadows. Despite their different ages, young and elderly, male and female, they moved in a seamless unity. Though it soared far above, the eagle shared the currents with other birds, including hawks and doves, and each of them sought their own course over the endless blue; it had no total authority over the heavens. Though not any less important, the serpent coiled up amid the trees in its tranquil repose, a silent observer of all that was around it. Whispering, “I do not see any kings,” my voice held the weight of the reality I was speaking from. “I see alliances, balance, and harmony.” 

Still, Adam’s words hung in the air between us like the first cloud that ever tried to cover Eden’s pristine sky. Their presence seemed to change the basic character of the light in the garden since they created faint shadows in places where earlier total clarity had been absent. The idea that strength should determine order and that power entailed authority was a foreign seed; it felt as though an alien seed was germinating in the priceless soil of Eden. 

Adam’s method of monitoring the animals seemed to be changing in several respects. In the past, he had cherished their differences, but recently, he felt compelled to classify them according to their power and influence. Regarding reaching the sun, he discussed the dominance the wolf has over its pack, the control the hawk has over lesser birds, and the victory the massive trees have over less vegetation. In the past, his views were filled with wonder and respect for the diversity of creation; now, they primarily focused on hierarchy and control.

It seemed as though Eden's entire language was transforming right before his eyes. Words that celebrated diversity once upon a time now highlight divisiveness above diversity. The previously mentioned terms accentuated the differences. Even the labels we had given each other appeared to have fresh meaning in his voice; they were statements of rank and order rather than simple realities. 

The way his new point of view began to affect our Interactions with the garden itself caught our attention as extremely alarming. Taking care of Eden, which had delighted both of them, began to feel like a territory divided. Adam said some sub-sections and chores were “his” to manage. Our work began to feel forced as he guided it into his invented patterns, rather than the natural rhythm we had become accustomed to from previous exchanges.

The harmony we knew, that ideal balance of complementary strengths, started to fade at the same time the dusk light started to fade. In its place, something fresh surfaced: a tension that, like a dissonance in the symphony of creation, was subtle yet unmistakable. The air seemed to be breathing, waiting for this metamorphosis.

Eden itself stayed true to its original nature while these changes were being processed. For all living entities, the warmth the sun gave remained a blessing. The rivers gave every plant, without regard to their species, nutrients. With the same degree of care, the wind carried every seed. The entire process of creation itself
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