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Preface
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The Six Plus-Size Grant Writers — Book Four: Unseen Partners

There comes a moment in almost every God-sized vision when human eyesight becomes the greatest enemy of faith.

Not because the vision is wrong.

Not because the calling is false.

But because what stands in front of us appears larger than the resources we currently possess.

That is where this story begins.

Again.

In Unseen Partners, the Build-Vision group finds themselves facing the dangerous temptation to reduce the future down to what they can physically see. Budgets are strained. Opposition continues. Delays remain real. Powerful people still scheme behind closed doors. Construction costs rise. Obstacles multiply. Questions linger.And yet something deeper quietly unfolds beneath the surface.

This book explores a truth many people eventually discover during difficult seasons:

human vision is limited.

People often measure possibility by:

	bank accounts, 

	visible support, 

	current circumstances, 

	public approval, 

	political favor, 

	statistics, 

	or immediate evidence. 


But throughout Scripture, God repeatedly worked beyond what human sight could calculate. Noah built before rain existed.

Moses stood before a sea with nowhere to turn.

A widow’s tiny jar of oil became abundance.

Five loaves fed thousands.

Again and again, heaven refused to be limited by earthly appearance. That is the heart behind Unseen Partners.

As the grant writers continue fighting for the Green Village, the walking trails, the bakery, the community spaces, the entrepreneurial opportunities, and the restoration of broken land, they slowly begin to understand something powerful:

they are not working alone.

Their unseen partners are not merely wealthy investors or political allies.

Their unseen partners include:

	faith, 

	prayer, 

	wisdom, 

	favor, 

	covenant relationships, 

	divine timing, 

	perseverance, 

	Scripture, 

	the Holy Spirit, 

	angels working unseen, 

	and the God who moves beyond human limitation. 


Even their enemies begin to sense it.

Donald Develop and those opposing the vision cannot fully understand why the project continues surviving every attack, every setback, and every shortage. From a human perspective, the numbers no longer make sense. The resources should have failed by now. The doors should have closed.

Yet somehow, the vision continues moving forward.

Why?

Because some victories cannot be explained solely by visible means.

This novel is for every reader who has ever stared at a dream and thought:

“I do not see enough.”

It is for those who have questioned whether a calling could survive limited resources, opposition, delays, exhaustion, or uncertainty.

And it is a reminder that sometimes the greatest danger is not lack itself—but believing that what we currently see is the full measure of what God can do.

Perhaps heaven has always accomplished its greatest work through unseen partnerships.

Perhaps faith itself is learning to trust beyond visible evidence.

And perhaps some visions are intentionally designed to require more than human strength so that when they finally stand, no one can deny that something greater was involved all along.
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Chapter One
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The church basement had become headquarters for miracles.
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At least that was what Anna Adams secretly called it.

The old folding tables still leaned unevenly.
The metal chairs still squeaked.
The coffee still tasted slightly burned every Tuesday night.
And the ancient church refrigerator still rattled loud enough to interrupt prayer meetings.
Yet somehow that basement had become the birthplace of one of the most impossible community development projects anybody in the county had ever seen.

The six plus-size grant writers sat scattered around the room surrounded by maps, construction reports, engineering drawings, grant files, timber evaluations, zoning paperwork, and half-finished notes written on yellow legal pads.

Nobody said much at first.

They were all thinking about how this entire thing started.

Back in Book One, all they wanted to do was acquire the land.

That was it.

Just get the land.

Even that had seemed impossible.

Six ordinary people with oversized faith, very little money, and absolutely no political power somehow trying to secure property for a vision larger than themselves.

Most people laughed at them.

Others politely smiled while secretly expecting them to fail.

Donald Develop had mocked them openly from the very beginning.

But somehow the land had been acquired anyway.

Even now none of them could fully explain how doors kept opening at the exact right moment.

Every time a problem appeared, somebody unexpected showed up.

A banker.
A surveyor.
A lawyer.
A volunteer.
A donor.
A city worker.
A contractor.
Almost like unseen partners had been walking ahead of them clearing paths nobody else could see.

Then came Book Two.

That was when the land revealed its hidden treasure.

Rare premium timber.

Black walnut.
White oak.
Trees untouched for generations.
The discovery changed everything overnight.

Developers suddenly became interested.
City leaders started paying attention.
People who once ignored the group suddenly wanted meetings.
Donald Develop nearly lost his mind when he realized the value hidden on the property.

The councilmen became nervous.

Because the land everybody once considered worthless was now connected to something far bigger than anyone imagined.

And yet even then, the unseen help continued.

Permits moved through.
Meetings opened.
Unexpected favor appeared.
Not because the group had power.

But because every time opposition tried to rise, somebody unexpected stepped in and pushed things forward before the attacks could fully form.

Then came Book Three.

The season when they ran out of money.

Or at least that was what the spreadsheets claimed.

Construction estimates climbed higher.
Material costs increased.
Infrastructure expenses multiplied.
Professional reports stacked up faster than they could pay for them.
Some nights the six of them sat in the church basement staring at numbers that made absolutely no sense.

Yet somehow the project never completely stopped.

The unseen partners kept appearing.

One opportunity after another.
One connection after another.
One miracle after another.
Enough to keep the vision alive.

But now, in Book Four, something has changed.

The opposition is no longer subtle.

Donald Develop is no longer working quietly.

Other developers have entered the fight.
Organizations have started circling the land.
Outside investors want control.
Political pressure is increasing.
Private meetings are taking place behind closed doors.
For the first time since the vision began, the group realizes this battle was never merely about land, timber, permits, or money.

Something deeper is happening.

Something spiritual.

And as the attacks grow fiercer, the six grant writers slowly begin understanding the truth they had missed all along:

Their greatest resources were never the grants.

Never the timber.

Never the money.

It was the unseen partners walking beside them the entire time.

God.
Wisdom.
Favor.
Prayer.
Scripture.
Divine timing.
Covenant relationships.
And miracles nobody could fully explain.
Now the question is no longer whether the project can survive financially.

The question is whether their faith can survive the opposition now standing against them.

Because some people do not merely want the land.

They want the vision destroyed completely.

And the battle has only just begun.
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Donald Develop Returns

Donald Develop slammed the rental car door so hard the entire parking lot echoed.

“I knew it,” he muttered.

His expensive Italian loafers sank slightly into the soft gravel near the construction entrance as he stared through narrowed eyes toward the land that refused to die.

The Build-Vision Group was building again.

Again.

Again.

Again.

Donald removed his sunglasses slowly and blinked three times just to make sure he was not hallucinating from rage.

Bulldozers moved across the property.
Fresh framing stood near the greenhouse foundations.
Workers carried lumber.
Survey stakes lined new sections of the property.
Concrete forms had been placed.
Utility trenching had begun again.
Again.

“How?” Donald whispered.

His upper lip twitched violently.

“How are these plus-size bumpkins still building?”

He grabbed the side mirror of the rental car and stared at his own reflection.

His hair looked stressed.
His eyes looked stressed.
Even his expensive necktie looked exhausted.
Nothing about the situation made sense.

The Build-Vision Group had already:

	run out of money twice, 

	lost usable acreage after environmental reviews, 

	faced increasing infrastructure costs, 

	encountered engineering overruns, 

	and possessed absolutely no real development experience. 


At least not according to Donald Develop.

Yet somehow, they continued surviving.

Not only surviving.

Advancing.

Donald hated that word.

Advancing.

The Green Village itself was becoming more dangerous by the month.

Originally, he thought it was merely some oversized nonprofit gardening project destined to collapse after two bake sales and a prayer meeting.

Now it was evolving into something else entirely.

The plans now included:

	massive commercial greenhouses, 

	a bakery café, 

	walking trails, 

	outdoor exercise areas, 

	a children’s recreation park, 

	a farmers market, 

	culinary classrooms, 

	event greenhouse spaces, 

	wellness gardens, 

	retail vendor spaces, 

	and entrepreneurship centers. 


People were talking about tourism now.

Tourism.

Donald nearly developed acid reflux every time he heard that word.

Worse yet, rumors had spread that a major IT company planned to build less than twenty miles away.

Land values were rising.

Developers were circling.

Investors were watching.

And somehow the Build-Vision Group owned one of the most strategic pieces of property in the region.

Donald clenched his jaw.

“This should’ve died two books ago.”

He stepped back into the car and slammed the door.

He had tried working with the three councilmen before.

Never again.

Three greedy idiots.

Three loudmouth fools who could not organize a sandwich order without confusion.

Every meeting with them became:

	steak dinners, 

	yelling matches, 

	sauce stains, 

	fake political speeches, 

	and arguments about who deserved credit before anything even happened. 


Donald finally realized something horrifying.

They were too crooked to be effective.

And the mayor?

Donald rolled his eyes so hard it almost hurt.

The mayor was worse.

Honest.

Completely unusable.

Donald hated honest politicians.
They complicated everything.
So now he had upgraded.

If the Build-Vision Group intended to play development games, Donald intended to play at a far higher level.

Which was why he drove directly toward the private dining club downtown.

The Iron Lantern.

A place where wealthy men made dangerous decisions over overpriced steaks and desserts nobody could pronounce.

Tonight’s reservation sat under one name:

Develop.

Inside the restaurant, four men already waited.

Each wore expensive suits.
Each had investment portfolios worth millions.
Each had quietly begun buying property near the future IT corridor.
And each shared one dangerous last name.

Invest.

Donald smiled slowly.

Now this was a proper conspiracy.

The first man stood immediately.

“Ishmael Invest,” he said smoothly, extending his hand.

Tall.
Black.
Silver-trimmed beard.
Former commercial real estate strategist from Atlanta.
He specialized in quietly acquiring distressed properties before cities realized their value.

Beside him sat:

Ivanov Invest.

Russian American.
Heavyset.
Massive watch.
Former infrastructure negotiator who somehow knew everybody connected to permits, utilities, and transportation corridors.
Then came:

Ignacio Invest.

Mexican American.
Sharp dresser.
Perfect white smile.
Luxury resort developer with a reputation for buying land through shell organizations.
Finally:

Inder Invest.

Indian American.
Technology investor.
Quiet.
Dangerously observant.

Donald sat down slowly.

Gentlemen,” he said calmly, “we have a problem.”

“Plus-size problem?” Ignacio asked.

The entire table laughed.

Donald did not.

“They survived again.”

That stopped the laughter immediately.

A waiter approached nervously.

“Would the gentlemen like appetizers?”

“Yes,” Ivanov said instantly. “Bring all steak samples.”

“All?” the waiter asked weakly.

“All.”

Donald rubbed his forehead.

The waiter disappeared in fear.

Donald spread construction photos across the table.

“They are rebuilding. Expansion has resumed.”

Inder leaned forward quietly.

“That should not be financially possible.”

“Exactly,” Donald snapped.

“They have no serious capital structure. No institutional backing. No development experience. No political machine. Yet every time they collapse, something appears.”

“Investors?” Ishmael asked.

“No.”

“Hidden donors?”

“No.”

“Government funding?”

“No.”

Donald lowered his voice.

“That’s what bothers me.”

The table grew quiet.

Donald hated saying it aloud because it made him sound irrational.

But he no longer cared.

“Every time something blocks them,” he whispered, “someone unexpected appears and pushes them forward.”

Nobody
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