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Crunch

The sound hung in the air for an unnatural amount of time before slowly fading away. 

There was silence for a time, perhaps even as long as ten minutes before suddenly: 

Crunch

The sound hung in the air in its unnatural way for another few seconds before slowly fading away once more, never to be repeated for all of creation for no mortal would ever again take a bite of the indescribably scrumptious Forbidden Fruit.  
The man caught himself staring at his companion, ignoring her face and instead, directing his gaze quite a bit lower. The woman, seeing his gaze turned bright red and dashed off into the bushes, embarrassed for no reason she could put words to. She returned a minute later with a fashionable green bra and panty ensemble made from the leaves of a fig tree which she had cunningly tied together. She then pointedly stared at the man's groin where he had grown swollen from gazing upon her nude form. The man followed her gaze and turned bright red as well as his hands leapt (seemingly of their own accord) to cover his genitals. 

“Shit!” He cried out as he turned to dash into the bushes. “Quit staring, it's embarrassing! I'm naked, can't you see?” As the man fashioned his own fashionable green boxers from the same fig tree (which was rapidly running out of leaves) the woman crossed her arms beneath her chest and spoke crossly.

“I didn't see you making any attempt to spare me the embarrassment.”
“I couldn't take my eyes off your breasts!” The man snapped back as he stepped out of the bushes. “I thought you'd be flattered.” 

“Well, I'm NOT.” She stepped towards him and got all up in his face. “You know Adam, just because God made me from your rib, that doesn't mean that I have to be your slave or something you know? I'm not just a damned piece of meat. You can't just use me for sex and for warmth when it gets chilly and ignore me when I want to talk about our relationship.” Adam was beginning to get cross as well.

“Don't you go blaming me, woman. I was here first you know, that means I'm His favorite. Don't make me have to ask Him for another woman! I'm sure He'd listen to me. I mean, He got rid of Lilith when I asked because she wouldn't let me be on top, I'm sure that He'd get rid of you for fighting with me.” The woman flared up with the Righteous Female Anger that men learn to recognize from the age of about three.

“Lilith? Who the hell is Lilith? Have you been fucking around on me Adam?” Adam was shocked.

“You'd really use that kind of foul language with me? That's it, you know what? I'm getting my rib back and asking for a new wife first thing in the morning. This is bullshit.” 

“Oh, I get it, the man has to be in charge huh? And why? Because you have a penis? Big deal! I wouldn’t want one even if He offered to give me one!” The woman let out a derisive snort and gave Adam’s groin a contemptuous sneer. “Yours isn’t something to be all that proud of either Adam, I mean, couldn’t He have at least made it bigger or something?” Adam flushed red with anger and a healthy dose of embarrassment.

“Hey! I didn’t hear you complaining last ni-“The woman rolled right over him as if he hadn’t said anything.   
“Can't deal with it when a woman asserts herself for once huh? Can't take me on alone can you? You always go running to God like a crybaby for help. You big pussy! Why if I kne-” Her tirade was cut off by a loud crash sounding off to their left and they both stopped bickering and crouched, ready to leap to safety at the slightest hint of danger.
Silence. 

“Adam...” The woman's hushed whisper carried only for the very short distance between them. 

“Yeah?”
“What the fuck was that?” The fear was evident in her voice but Adam was so afraid himself that he couldn't enjoy it. 

“I don't know, but I'm scared shitless. I'm gonna hide...you coming?” Adam darted behind some trees before she could reply. 

“Lady's first you chauvinist pig!!” The woman hissed as she dove in after him.

The loud tromping was the sound of God, taking his daily morning walk through his garden. It struck him as strange though. Normally when he walked through Eden, Adam leapt out like a little puppy, happy to see his creator but today, he was nowhere to be found. 

“Adam? Oh Adaaaaam~,” God called out. “Where are you man?”  
Realizing that the scary noises was just God walking around, Adam stepped out from behind the tree, forcefully pulling the woman out along with him.

“Here I am, God.” God was confused and somewhat hurt.

“Why were you hiding Adam? I promised that I wouldn't come dressed as the devil since the last time when you almost had a heart attack...”
“It's not that, God,” Adam said without meeting his eyes. “I just heard you in the garden, and I was afraid because I was naked; so I hid.” Adam whirled around, shaking his hips and showing off his boxers. “But I also learned how to make these stylish threads, you like?” God was slowly building up to a divine rage, his face becoming a dangerous shade of divine red as divine blood rushed up to his face in light of his divine anger. 

“And who told you that you were naked? You've eaten from the tree that I commanded you not to eat from?! How dare you, you disobedient ingrate?!” Adam knew that he had crossed the line; God looked even angrier than that time when Adam had greeted him one morning with, “sup G?” In a desperate attempt to save his own skin, Adam did the only sensible thing and pointed accusingly at the woman. 

“The woman you put here with me-she gave me some fruit from the tree and I ate it. Why did you put such an evil, manipulative temptress in the garden with me God, why?” God slowly turned so that his wrathful countenance was turned fully upon the woman. 

“What is this you have done?!” With the wisdom from the tree and an object lesson from what Adam had just done, the woman decided that if she was going to burn for this (literally; God had already told them all about Hell which he would soon create), she wasn't going to go down alone and pointed to the snake crawling by idly in the cool shade of a nearby rosebush. 

“The serpent you made deceived me, and that's why I did it!” Crossing her arms across her chest, she continued with a tone of finality. “That's my story and I'm sticking to it.” God turned to this final culprit and glared with holy anger.

“Well?” God glowered. “What do you have to say for yourself you treacherous snake?!” 

At this accusation, the snake blinked widely in astonishment.. 

“What do I have to say for myself?” 

“YES!” God roared. In the heavens, various stars farted out of nervous fear and gave birth to some small, gaseous planets here and there. ‘"WHO. TOLD. YOU. TO. TELL. THEM. TO. EAT. OF. THE. FORBIDDEN. FRUIT?!” 

“You crazy bastard, don't you remember? You di-” 
“SILENCE!!” God roared in a silence inducing shout. All of creation put their hands, tentacles, comets, and respective limbs over their ears. God waved his hand and made magic happen. The serpent's tongue shriveled in his mouth from a broad, flat plane capable of intelligent speech and discourse to a straw-thin forked thing that was only good for hissing sticking out at other people. 
“Because you did this, you and all of your kind are now CURSED! You’ll even be called cursed by other lowlifes along with all the wildest and dirtiest animals of the world! I’m going to take away your legs,” God made magic happen again and the snake’s elegant and sexy legs shrunk back into its now plainly cylindrical body. “Now you’ll have to slither around on your belly and eat nothing but dirt for the rest of your days because you’re now unable to reach the berries in the bushes that you love so much. I’m even going to blacklist your name among the more worthy of my creations in the world. Because you have no more legs, the men of the world will not see you and accidentally step on you and when he does, you’ll bite that foot right back because I’ll make you think you love the nasty taste of bare, hairy feet unless you actually have some in your mouth, where you’ll immediately realize how nasty it really tastes...until you happen to stop biting it.” The woman began to snicker at the poor serpent's plight when God turned his wrath upon her and made her be silent for the first (and last) time, in the history of womenkind. 
“As for you...for being stupid enough to listen to that serpent, I’m going to make bearing children hurt you more than having your lower lip stretched and pulled until it reaches the back of your head!” The woman had no reaction to this. In this way, she would be like so many men to come who would just gaze blankly when a woman tried to explain the pain of childbirth to them. She had never given birth before and had absolutely no conception of what it would be like. 

This was soon to change. 

“Because of this horrible, life-altering pain,” God’s rant continued. “I’ll make a small part of you hate your children for causing you such pain on the way out that you’ll deny them the simple comforts of TV and pet puppies and food over the tiniest reasons until they begin to hate you as I’m sure you’re beginning to hate Me. Worst of all, I’ll make you long for a man to take care of you and rule over you for the most of your days. In time though, my punishment upon you and your descendants will grow harsher and there will one day exist such things as lesbians who I will cause to be not satisfied with men and therefore be forced to seek out the company of...” God shuddered at his own diabolical evilness. “...other women!” The woman harrowed her face with her hands and screamed out with the horrible pain of what she had done to her descendants. 

Adam fell to the floor, rolling and laughing. Women...with other women? What benefits would there possibly be in that? Who would even be interested in such a thing? He was still laughing at how bad the woman had gotten it when God very slowly turned upon him, looking all stern and godlike. 
“As for you...you would listen to your woman over me? How could you?! I’m GOD!! Just for that, you’re going to get it worst of all. Because you listened to your wife instead of me and ate from the tree that I specifically told you not to eat from this is what will happen to you. Your curse will be two-fold. You shall curse the ground for all your days as you will be forced to eat only the fruits of your labor that grows from it for all of the days of your life. To make this worse, I’ll make the ground produce mostly thorns, thistles and weeds and I’ll plague you with all the manner of insects, bad weather and rabbits that’ll breed like...well, rabbits and eat all your carrots and lettuce. The food you eat will be covered with the sweat from your face and hairy back until you return from the ground from whence you came and turn back into the dust that I made you from. As for the second part of the curse...I’ll force you to desire the company of women who for all your remaining days will nag at you as penance for your disobedience to Me...now follow me.” With that, God began to walk away. Enraged, Adam did something very stupid and shouted at the incomprehensibly broad, glowing, and receding back.
“But that’s so not fair!” God whirled back and shook his giant, godly fist in Adam’s face.

“I put you into this world boy! I can take you out! Now come!” God strode away again.
The woman and the serpent were awed of how much worse Adam had gotten it than they did that they felt much, much better about their punishments. Adam felt the need to vent his frustrations and turned his anger upon the woman, who he had not yet named.  
“You know what? I've finally figured out the perfect name for you.” 

“Oh really? What is it?”
“Eve.” Eve brightened. 

“Do you mean 'living' in the Hebrew language which I should know nothing about because it doesn’t exist yet?” Adam shook his head and began to follow after God.

“No, Eve as in short for Evil. Thanks a lot for getting us kicked out of paradise!” Eve followed after him protesting.

“It wasn't my fault Adam! Like I told God, the serpent made me do it!” Having been deprived of an English speaking tongue, the poor serpent couldn't defend himself and ended up taking the blame for this horribly regrettable incident for all the days to come. 
And so the story ended as God lead them to the door and gave them a divine boot in the behind as they left. He set up a cherubim at the entrance with a tinfoil sword drenched in oil and set alight which cowed the still relatively naive Adam and Eve into thinking that the entrance to the garden of Eden was guarded by an angel wielding God's sword of flaming vengeance (+3 if wielded against sinners and roll two extra d20 for bonus damage if the sinners are women). 

Thenceforth, Adam and Eve and all of their progeny was condemned to live out their now mortal lives outside of paradise and to toil relentlessly for their food and shelter for all of their days. Back in the garden, happy that his plan had worked and to finally have his privacy back, God sat back on a lawn chair which he created and took a bite from the forbidden fruit.  
“Hmmmm,” He mused to himself. “I think I'll call this fruit...an apple.”
And so it was.

