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      The garden had no beginning.

      It simply was.

      Light rested gently on every surface, as if it had nowhere else to go. Water moved without resistance, bending without breaking. Nothing struggled. Nothing strained. There was no hunger, no urgency, only balance untouched by time or need.

      For as long as either of them could remember, life unfolded in the same quiet rhythm.

      Adam rose with the first light, tending the trees with steady hands, guiding their branches so they would grow strong and true. Eve moved beside him, her bare feet silent against the cool moss, gathering fruit or weaving soft mats from broad leaves. Their hands brushed often, easy, familiar, certain.

      They spoke, but not often.

      They didn’t need to.

      The garden itself seemed to breathe for them.

      “These are sweeter than yesterday’s,” Eve said one afternoon, lifting a ripe fig toward the light.

      Adam smiled softly after tasting it.

      “You always find the best ones.”

      Eve smiled back.

      She loved the garden.

      She loved Adam.

      She loved the stillness of their days and the quiet certainty of their lives.

      It was enough.

      It had always been enough.

      But Eve also loved to explore.

      Every path she had not walked felt like a question waiting to be answered. Every bend in the river, every grove hidden beyond the familiar, stirred something small and bright inside her.

      Curiosity.

      Not dissatisfaction.

      Not rebellion.

      Just wonder.

      At first, she wandered only a little farther than usual. Then a little farther still.

      Each day, the distance stretched subtly, almost unnoticeable at first. The edge of the garden slowly became less like a boundary and more like something waiting to be explored.

      Still… there were moments Eve fought against the feeling.

      Moments she tried to ignore it completely.

      One evening, while Adam carefully tied back the branch of a young tree, Eve sat quietly beside him, watching the last light spill softly across the garden.

      “Adam,” she asked gently, “have you ever wondered what lies beyond the outer trees?”

      Adam glanced at her with innocent confusion.

      “Beyond them?”

      Eve nodded.

      “Sometimes I think about it.”

      Adam smiled faintly and returned his attention to the branch in his hands.

      “We have everything here,” he said simply. “Why wonder when God commanded us not to leave?”

      His answer should have settled her.

      Instead, it left the question lingering quietly inside her.

      Not because she disagreed.

      But because she realized something in that moment:

      Adam had never wondered.

      Not once.

      And somehow, that unsettled her more than the question itself.

      That night, while Adam slept peacefully beside her, Eve remained awake, staring upward through the endless canopy above them.

      She stood up quietly and started walking.

      The garden was still beautiful.

      Still peaceful.

      Still home.

      Yet now there was a feeling she could not quite silence.

      Not emptiness.

      Not unhappiness.

      Only curiosity pressed softly against the edges of her mind.
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      The light grew dimmer as she approached the place that would forever change time.

      The air carried a different scent there—cooler, sharper, thinner, like distant rain or something untouched. The trees grew thicker near the boundary, shadows stretching longer between them.

      It did not feel like an ending.

      It felt like a veil.

      Eve slowed her steps.

      Part of her wanted to turn back.

      She thought of Adam still sleeping within the garden. She imagined his gentle smile. She thought to herself, “If I turn around now, I can be back before Adam awakes,” and for a moment, she almost did.

      But then—just beyond where the light began to fade.

      She saw him.

      The Morning Star

      Tall.

      Still.

      Wings folded behind him like midnight silk, unmoving in the quiet air. His eyes—golden—rested on her with patience that felt ancient.

      As though he had been waiting for centuries.

      Eve froze.

      Then tilted her head sideways, studying him.

      She had never seen anything like him before.

      Yet she did not feel fear.

      Fear did not exist in the garden.

      Only curiosity.

      “Who are you?” she asked softly.

      The figure did not move. Yet his voice reached her effortlessly, smooth and measured, carrying something deeper than sound itself.

      “Once,” he said quietly, “I was called Lucifer… the Morning Star.”

      The name meant nothing to her.

      But the way he said it did.

      “I stood beside the Creator and witnessed the birth of all things,” he continued. “Light. Oceans. Stars. Everything you see.”

      His golden eyes held hers.

      “I believed nothing could surpass His creation.”

      A pause followed.

      Then softer:

      “Until I saw you.”

      Something shifted inside of Eve.

      “I was cast out,” he continued, “for desiring what you already possess.”

      She gazed into his eyes.

      “And what is that?”

      Lucifer stepped no closer.

      Yet somehow his presence felt closer.

      “The power to choose. To feel. To create life… not by command, but by will.”

      The words settled strangely inside her.

      Not heavy.

      Not frightening.

      Just… different.

      And somehow, that difference alone felt dangerous.

      Eve looked away first.

      For reasons she could not explain, something began to stir inside her chest.

      Not because she had done something wrong.

      But because part of her wanted to stay.

      “I should go,” she said.

      Lucifer nodded gently.

      “As you wish.”

      There was no anger in him.

      No demand.

      Only patience.

      Eve turned and walked back toward the heart of the garden.

      But she could still feel his eyes on her long after the boundary disappeared behind her.

      And for the first time in her existence…

      The garden no longer felt exactly the same.
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      The next morning, Eve told herself she would not return.

      She stayed close beside Adam, moving through the garden exactly as they always had.

      Together.

      Everything was peaceful.

      Everything was familiar.

      Yet something inside her was unfolding.

      Adam noticed her distraction almost immediately.

      “You’re quiet today,” he said while adjusting a vine climbing one of the trees.

      Eve glanced toward him and forced a faint smile.

      “Am I?”

      The words lingered between them.

      Eve lowered her eyes.

      Because he was right.

      Even standing beside Adam… part of her mind remained near the boundary.

      Near the golden eyes waiting beyond the trees.

      She was confused, filled with wonder.

      At that moment, she promised herself she would not return to the edge of the garden.

      Adam stepped closer.

      His fingers brushed gently against her wrist.

      “Did something happen?” he asked carefully.

      Eve’s breath caught.

      For a moment, she almost told him everything.

      The figure, the boundary, the words, those beautiful wings.

      The strength in Lucifer’s voice.

      The unsettling feeling his words had awakened inside her.

      “I just walked farther than usual,” she answered quietly.

      Adam studied her for a moment longer than normal.

      “You keep looking toward the edge of the garden,” he said.

      Eve quickly looked away.

      “I know.”

      Adam hesitated.

      “There’s nothing for us there,” he said gently. “Everything we need is here.”

      Eve nodded.

      She knew he believed that completely.

      And part of her envied him for it.

      Because Adam never wrestled with the questions now growing quietly inside her mind.

      He never wondered what existed beyond the trees.

      He never wondered why the boundary existed at all.

      Eve wished she could stop wondering, too.

      She truly did.
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      Later that afternoon, Eve wandered alone again.

      At first, she convinced herself she was only walking.

      Nothing more.

      But as the outer trees slowly appeared in the distance, she realized the truth.

      Part of her had already decided to return.

      Then suddenly, she stopped walking.

      Eve closed her eyes.

      “I should go back,” she whispered to herself.

      For a moment…

      She looked back.

      This was the moment she could have returned.

      She thought of Adam.

      Of his calm voice.

      His gentle hands.

      The life they had always known together.

      Then the wind shifted softly through the trees.

      And the memory of Lucifer’s voice returned to her.

      I can give you power.

      Her eyes slowly opened again.

      And before she could stop herself⁠—

      She continued walking.

      Lucifer stood exactly where she had left him.

      Still.

      Patient.

      As though time itself had not moved since she last saw him.

      “You came back,” he said softly.

      Eve swallowed.

      “I told myself I wouldn’t.”

      He quickly replied.

      “And yet… you’re here.”

      There was no mockery in his voice.

      No triumph.

      Eve stepped closer carefully.

      “I shouldn’t keep coming here,” she admitted.

      “Why?” he asked.

      The question caught her off guard.

      “Because…” Eve hesitated. “Because I was told to stay away from the edge of the garden.”

      Lucifer remained silent for a moment.

      Then:

      “Does curiosity feel wrong?” he asked.

      Eve frowned slightly.

      “No.”

      “Does wanting understanding feel wrong?”

      She shook her head slowly.

      “Perhaps they don’t want you to
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