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To my beloved family,

Your unconditional love, unwavering support, and endless encouragement have been my greatest blessings. From the earliest days of dreaming to the challenging moments of writing, you have stood by me with patience and belief. This book is as much yours as it is mine, a reflection of the values you've instilled and the faith you've shown in me. Thank you for being my rock and my inspiration.

To my dear friends,
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A.A. Castor writes what others fear to even whisper. A satirist, storyteller, and unflinching critic of religious corruption, Castor is known for transforming pulpits into courtroom stages and turning sermons into indictments. His work does not comfort the faithful—it interrogates the faith-sellers.

In God’s Anointed Wolves, Castor continues his signature style of allegorical fiction that exposes spiritual predators and the gold-plated kingdoms they build on broken backs. He writes not to entertain, but to awaken—the abused, the manipulated, and the believers left behind in the shadows of megachurch spotlights.

With the precision of a theologian and the rage of a former sheep, Castor dismantles the machinery of false prophecy with fiction that feels frighteningly familiar. He doesn’t question God—he questions the ones who claim to speak for Him while lining their pockets.

He writes for the silenced.
He writes for the survivors.
He writes because the wolves are still preaching.
And someone needs to name them.
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The air was soaked with fragrance—clove oil, myrrh, lavender musk imported from Galilee and misted by volunteers in identical white gloves. The scent lingered thick in the artificial fog that clung to the ankles of the congregation like ceremonial smoke. Inside the Tabernacle of Eternal Promise, nothing was holy unless it shimmered.

They came in waves—single mothers, ex-cons, retired dentists, corporate interns, and barefoot widows—their eyes fixed on the golden stage like Jerusalem on the horizon. A thousand seats filled with sheep, breathing as one, believing as one, breaking as one.

At the center, high above them all on a rotating golden disk embossed with a lion eating a serpent, stood the prophet, the shepherd, the voice of the Lord himself—Joseph Kenneth Jones.

He did not walk. He glided. A machine beneath the stage rotated him in slow, holy circles as the shofars blared like brass thunder, and above him, the massive screen displayed only one phrase:


“ISRAEL IS THE KEY TO YOUR BREAKTHROUGH.”


Behind him, four enormous Zionist flags waved by automated arms. One flag lowered slowly in rhythm with the opening chords of the worship band. The other three shimmered beneath the glow of LED flames that shot up in fifteen-second intervals, bathing Joseph in digital fire as if the Spirit had descended with programmed precision.

“Tonight,” he said, gripping his wireless microphone with the intimacy of a lover, “tonight... the Lord has instructed me to open the gate. The Gate of Zion. And that gate will swing open only for those whose faith is prepared to bleed.”

The congregation gasped as one. A woman in the third row collapsed in tongues.

“Because, beloved... what is faith without sacrifice? What is love without seed? What is destiny without Israel?”

He turned on his heel with such precision that the camera crew followed like disciples, the live broadcast adjusting instantly to frame him against a backdrop of two towering golden lion statues, whose mouths were slightly open, as if in judgment—or hunger.

“They have mocked the promises of God. They have mocked His chosen people. They have mocked the land that birthed the Messiah! But you, oh faithful ones, you will mock them with your abundance!”

He raised one finger, eyes ablaze with the practiced madness of a man who had wept before mirrors for twenty years.


“For the Lord God says: ‘Those who bless Israel, I shall bless.’ That’s Genesis. That’s the foundation. That’s economics. That’s prophecy.”


The organ struck a dissonant chord. The LED screen flashed:
“ZION SEED OFFERING OPENS IN 3:00 MINUTES”
Joseph extended both arms, palms open, as if ready to receive the sins of the world—or at least the tithes of the poor.

“Three minutes until we open the altar. Three minutes until your alignment with Israel births your miracle. Do not miss the hour of visitation.”

And they rose—in tears, in hysteria, in aching hunger—people waving their cash like palm branches on Passover, bills fluttering in the artificial wind like currency in the court of a gold-draped God.

Some shouted scripture. Others sobbed. A woman fainted in the aisle, her envelope clutched so tightly in her fist it tore her palm.

Joseph’s voice lowered into a velvet whisper, the kind designed for hypnosis, not homily.

“There are seventy-seven of you... yes, the Spirit says seventy-seven tonight... who must sow $777 into Zion. For your house. For your healing. For your prophetic preservation in the last days. You know who you are. The Lord is tugging on you. Do not resist Him. Do not delay the trumpet.”

The band hit a minor chord.

Behind the curtain, an usher gave the thumbs-up. The machine was working. People were breaking.

The LED screen changed again:


“ZION: THE PROMISED MATCH – TEXT ‘SEED’ TO 77777”


Joseph grinned. A smile rehearsed for years, tested in mirrors, branded in hearts.

He stepped forward and raised his hands like Moses before the sea.

“The gate is open. The fire is ready. The altar awaits.”

At that cue, twin jets of flame erupted from the sides of the stage, and the lions behind him lit with an orange glow. A sound like a thousand wings—or applause in hell—rose from the crowd.

They ran—children, elders, rich and poor—to place their offerings at the altar. Envelopes, jewelry, watches, titles to motorcycles, blood-stained faith and bone-worn dreams piled like ashes before the mouth of God.

Joseph turned away, slowly, as if overcome.

He whispered again:


“The fire will not fall on an empty altar.”


Behind him, someone wept loud enough to crack the silence between chords.

Above him, the words on the screen flickered.
Not from the Spirit.
From the internet glitch.

“ZION IS THE KEY TO YOUR BREAKTHROUGH”
“ZION IS THE KEY TO YOUR BREAKTHROUGH”
“ZION IS THE KEY...”

The phrase echoed even after the music stopped.

Outside, the sky was normal. No fire. No rapture. No gate.

Only the poor, returning to cars on empty tanks. Only envelopes left without addresses. Only a prophet counting names.

And somewhere far off in Jerusalem, the real Zion slept.

Unimpressed.

Unmoved.

Unaware.
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Ricky Speier leaned forward on the toilet seat in the men’s stall, arms resting on his knees, chin nearly touching the zipper of his sweatshirt. The stall smelled like pine cleaner and sweat. The light above him flickered. He didn’t care.

His forehead rested in the cup of his palms. His lips moved but made no sound.

He had not prayed in months.

He had been too angry. Too ashamed. Too tired. He’d screamed at the sky the night he lost the job, begged for mercy when the eviction came, cursed God when Melissa left with the kids. But tonight, inside the bathroom of a church he’d never been to, he found himself whispering into his own cupped hands as if he could trap his prayer before it escaped.


“Just let this mean something. Please, God. I don't want to die like this.”


A knock hit the stall door, not sharp—gentle, knowing.

“You alright in there, sir?”

Ricky stood too quickly, his knee cracking. He flushed, though nothing was in the bowl, and stepped out.

The man waiting was in a navy vest labeled ‘Kingdom Ushers – Division 3’. He smiled with all his teeth, head tilted like a nurse about to offer bad news softly.

“You here for service?”

Ricky nodded, still tucking in the long back of his flannel shirt.

“Then I promise,” the usher said, placing a hand on his shoulder, “you got here right on time.”

They walked the carpeted hallway in silence. The walls glowed with blue lights. Posters bore phrases like “Align with Zion”, “Favor Isn’t Free”, and “Your Breakthrough Has a Schedule.”

The sanctuary loomed ahead like a spaceship cathedral. Its massive doors opened without resistance, revealing a stage as high as a courtroom throne, gilded in chrome and haloed with smoke. The sanctuary was at capacity—at least two thousand people—every seat arranged like rows of wheat before a golden reaper.

The usher led him to a corner seat, far back. The music had just ended.

A voice crackled through the speakers with velvet thunder.

Ricky looked up.

There, at the center, stood a man in ivory. Joseph Kenneth Jones. His voice sounded like Scripture read by a movie trailer narrator.


“The Spirit told me... tonight, someone in this room is on their last thread. A man whose name is known in Heaven, even if forgotten on Earth. A man who is hungry not just for food... but for restoration.”


Ricky’s heart pounded. He gripped the cushion of the chair in front of him.


“Sir,” Joseph continued, pointing into the crowd as the camera zoomed and followed, “God’s favor is for the hungry. Not the perfect. Not the rich. Not the rehearsed. The hungry.”


People clapped. A woman shrieked.

Ricky didn’t move. He was certain Jones was pointing directly at him. He wasn’t. But it didn’t matter.


“Don’t you see?” Joseph cried, eyes wide, voice sharp, “God didn’t ask you to be clean before you came. He invited you dirty. He didn’t wait for you to be ready—He waited for you to be ruined.”


Ricky’s vision blurred.

He remembered sleeping in the car just last week. He remembered Melissa saying, “You’re not even trying anymore.” He remembered his youngest asking, “Why doesn’t God help you, Daddy?”

He wiped his eyes with the sleeve of his sweatshirt.


“The devil told you that this was your end,” Joseph roared, now pacing the stage, “but I tell you—under apostolic mantle—this is your beginning!”


The band struck a soft key. The crowd stood.

People began moving forward. Some ran. Some danced. Some carried envelopes. Others just carried their grief.

Ricky didn’t stand. Not yet. But his heart did.

Behind the stage, Zionist banners fell from the ceiling like silk commandments. The LED screen flashed with white doves flying over Israeli hillsides, a montage designed to stir hope and identity.


“And if you’re new here,” Joseph said, lowering his voice as the music faded to ambient hum, “if this is your first time in this place of fire, let me say it plainly: God brought you here. You were late to everything else—but you’re on time for this.”


The usher looked back at Ricky and smiled.

Ricky felt it in his throat—grit, tears, hunger. He tried to swallow it down.

He couldn’t.

So he stood. Slowly.

The usher stepped aside and let
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