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I am writing Eve’s Empire because I have seen the cost of lies wrapped in applause.

We live in an age where empowerment is performed, not earned. Where pain is rebranded as pride, and rebellion is reworded as freedom. But when the clapping fades, and the spotlight turns cold, many are left alone—withered, used, crowned in thorns.

This is not just a story. It is a reckoning.

Selah, the woman at the center of this novel, is not just one person. She is an archetype—a warning. She is what happens when a woman builds her identity on the altar of self. She is what happens when motherhood is replaced with messaging, when love is traded for legacy, and when truth is silenced beneath slogans. Her downfall is not a twist of fate. It is a pattern repeated in millions of lives, dressed differently in every generation.

I wrote this book because I needed a mirror brutal enough to break delusion.
Because fiction sometimes dares where sermons stutter.
Because someone needs to say: the serpent still speaks.
And we still listen.
This book is for the girl who scrolls in the dark, looking for power but aching for peace.
This is for the daughter who was taught how to stand, but never how to kneel.
This is for the mother who taught her child to conquer, but not to love.
This is for every woman who mistook performance for purpose.
Eve’s Empire is not a condemnation.
It is a funeral liturgy.
It is the sound of thorns being crowned as roses.
And it is written in hope that someone will choose Eden over Empire
before the garden burns again.
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A.A. Castor writes with blood in the ink and silence between the lines.

He is not here to flatter the modern soul but to disturb it—gently, truthfully, and without apology. His work cuts through cultural noise with stories that feel ancient and immediate, poetic and piercing. He does not write to entertain. He writes to expose.

In Eve’s Empire, Castor weaves the fall of a feminist icon into a modern Greek tragedy—not as a political statement, but as a spiritual x-ray. Through lyrical scenes, haunting symbols, and quiet brutality, he reveals what happens when women build kingdoms without God, and what is lost when freedom forgets truth.

Castor is not a preacher, but a storyteller who fears God more than applause.
He believes fiction is a battlefield, and every paragraph should fight for the soul.
He writes for the girl who still hears the serpent’s whisper—and wants to silence it.
His words are not safe.
But they are honest.
And sometimes, that’s more sacred than comfort.
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It was a good world—or so they said.

The sun rose clean over the skyline like a slow-moving crown, laying its gold on every rooftop, on every smart glass panel of high-rise offices, on the chrome curves of electric cars humming below. Even the birds seemed punctual, darting between cafes and rooftop gardens as if part of the day’s itinerary. City streets glistened from a midnight rain no one remembered, and flower carts unwrapped their plastic sheeting like stage curtains at the start of a show.

Everything was awake. Everything was ready.
And the world—especially the women in it—believed.
They believed in progress. In power. In healing.
They believed oppression had been slain, that history had been rewritten, that freedom had finally slipped through the keyhole of time and opened every door it once closed. This wasn’t just a new age—it was the age. The one every suffragette dreamed of, every protester shouted toward, every mother silently prayed her daughter would live to see.
And now it had arrived.
In stilettos and sneakers. With law degrees and start-up apps. With white blazers, pink hashtags, and headlines that no longer began with “First Woman To...”
The news that morning was soft, promising, wrapped in syrup and screens:

“Global Gender Wealth Gap Closes Another 6%”
“Universal Period Product Bill Passes in 18 States”
“CEO: ‘We’re a Family Company—and That Includes Moms’”
No one argued. Why would they?
The world was blooming, and no frost was in sight.
At the edge of a plaza in the heart of the city, the bronze statue of a girl stood firm—chin raised, feet apart, unflinching before the old monument of a lion. Children climbed her base. Mothers took selfies beside her with captions like “raising mine to roar”.

No one remembered that the lion once meant something too.

In apartment towers with floor-to-ceiling mirrors, women wrapped silk robes around themselves and stepped into the day as if slipping into armor. Some kissed no one goodbye. Some left sleeping lovers tangled in linen. Some fed children whole-grain cereal and spoke in affirmations. Some scrolled. All moved.

Each of them whispered a gospel that did not come from a church.
A gospel learned from TED Talks and billboards and bestsellers:
I am not what I was told. I am what I decide. I am becoming more.
And they were.

Every elevator lifted a woman to a higher floor. Every salary bump felt like salvation. Every man who said “you’re intimidating” was an old hymn fading into the background noise of a new temple.

They didn’t burn the altars.
They replaced them.
Instead of bread and wine, there were oat milk lattes and birth control.
Instead of incense, perfume that cost more than their fathers' monthly wage.
Instead of scripture, mantra cards: “I am enough. I owe nothing. I deserve everything.”
In the background, slow music played from open yoga studios and co-working spaces. Vinyl-spinning playlists that sounded like peace. Little bowls of free chocolates. Aromatherapy. Candlelight. A gentle, curated paradise—air-conditioned, empowered, and easy to post.

Even the churches had learned to keep up.
Gone were the pews and pulpits.
Now there were sound systems and stage lights, services that opened with Coldplay covers and closed with messages like “Your Truth is Valid.”
God hadn’t been fired.
He’d just been softened—gently folded into the wellness economy.
The old faith of obedience was too jagged, too unfiltered, too male.
This new world needed something rounder, more affirming.
Something that didn’t ask you to kneel.
And so they built it.

Not with blood, but with branding.
Not with stone, but with slogans.
It was beautiful. It was powerful.
And everyone agreed—it was finally good to be a woman.
At the edge of all this glow, a girl named Selah sat in silence.
In the greenroom of a university stadium, surrounded by makeup kits and camera lights, she held a speech that would go viral in twenty minutes.
She would tell the world that history was over. That power had changed hands.
That women no longer owed their lives to men, to scripture, to biology, or to God.
Outside, the crowd was already chanting her name.

But inside?

For one brief, flickering second...

Selah felt something under her skin.
Not fear. Not guilt.
Just... pressure.
Like something was watching.
Something older than the room she was in.
Something that remembered what the world had been before it believed.
The mirror in front of her caught her gaze.

She smiled at herself, radiant, composed.
The world wanted a queen. And she was ready to rule.
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The sun glared hard across the rows of maroon robes, like heaven itself had been paid to shine. The sky was clean, artificial-blue, with no clouds brave enough to interrupt it. Beneath that sterile perfection, the graduates shimmered like planted glass—caps glinting, tassels trembling in the breeze, eyes fixed forward toward a future they had been told was already theirs.

The outdoor amphitheater overflowed. Parents clutched phones instead of programs. Professors sat upright, teeth bared in ceremonial smiles. The banners draped along the stage rippled just slightly:
“Empowered Women Build Empires.”
The font was bold. Gold. Without apology.
Selah stood behind the curtain, hands cold despite the heat.

She could feel the roar outside before she heard it. It pulsed through the floorboards into her ankles like a heartbeat rising from the bones of the world. Her fingers curled around the speech folded in her palm—not because she needed it, but because the ritual comforted her. She had memorized every word. Rehearsed them in the mirror with the precision of prophecy.

A staffer peeked in through the velvet partition.
“You’re up,” she whispered, like a priest announcing it was time for sacrifice.
Selah stepped out.

Applause detonated.

The sun caught her at the perfect angle—illuminating the edges of her hair like a crown. Cameras clicked. Mothers nudged daughters. Fathers leaned back. Somewhere in the crowd, someone shouted her name—not in question, but in worship.

The podium waited for her like a throne with a microphone.

She stood still for a beat, letting the silence thicken behind the noise. She could feel the swell of the moment curling around her like a tide preparing to crash. She looked out—not at the people, but at the sea of expectation rising up from them.

She began.


“Today we inherit a world that told us we were too much—too loud, too ambitious, too complicated, too emotional. And still... here we are.”


The crowd leaned in. Cameras blinked. Eyelids didn’t.


“We were told to shrink, and we stretched wider.
We were told to obey, and we questioned harder.
We were told to wait—and we walked through the door anyway.”

A wave of cheers broke over the lawn. Selah didn’t smile. She didn’t need to. Power didn’t perform—it possessed.

She continued.


“To every girl who was asked if she was on her period when she dared to argue—this is for you.
To every woman who was told she was ‘too pretty to be taken seriously’—this is for you.
To every mother who chose both career and cradle—this is for you, too.”

Parents nodded. Students wept. A group of feminist faculty members held hands in the third row, their eyes glazed with pride. One of them mouthed, finally.

Selah’s voice lowered—deliberate, grave.


“We are not anyone’s daughters.
We are not anyone’s ribcage.
We are not helpmeets, or footnotes, or afterthoughts.
We are the authors of what comes
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