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Father, in the name of Jesus,
I lift up this entire book ministry before You. You commanded Your people in Mark 16:15 to “Go into all the world and preach the gospel,” and I present these books as my obedience to that call. Every story, every chapter, every character, every recipe, every prayer, and every reflection is a seed sown into the world for Your glory.
Lord, Your Word declares in Mark 16:19–20 that You worked with the disciples and confirmed the message with signs following. I ask that You work with me the same way. Let Your hand rest on every manuscript I write, every upload I publish, and every platform where these books appear. Confirm every message with favor, reach, influence, and transformation.

I ask Jesus to take care of my needs personally. You are my Provider, my Source, and my Sustainer. Meet every need, bless every area of my life, and let supernatural provision flow from Your hand, not from human systems.

Lord, I ask that You keep my books on the top-selling and top-download lists—not for fame, but so more people can be reached than I could ever imagine. Let these stories go farther than my feet will ever travel.

Let young people discover these books and start reading, ordering, and sharing them.
Let book clubs, bookstores, libraries, churches, and organizations pick them up by the leading of Your Spirit.
And Father, I declare in Jesus’ name that these books are not restricted by human rules, laws, platforms, or systems. They are not controlled by social media, algorithms, or digital regulations. They are not held down by visibility rules, hidden gates, or shifting trends.
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Held for Saying No

The freight train screamed against the iron tracks as if the metal itself objected to what it carried.

Inside the dim cattle car, five women stood shoulder to shoulder, wrists bound in front of them with coarse rope, lantern light swinging from a hook overhead. The floor shifted beneath their boots. Cold air cut through the slats in the wood, bringing with it the scent of coal smoke and river damp.

They had been moving for thirty-seven days.

Abandoned houses.
Dust-choked barns.
Two nights in the hull of a grain barge.
Three freight transfers.
Four rented rooms under false names.
And now this.

Temperance Teach stood slightly forward, auburn hair braided thick down her back, broad shoulders squared though the barrel of a revolver pressed steadily into her spine.

“Last time I ask politely,” Katrina Kid said, voice flat as iron. “You five say yes, and this stops.”

The lantern swung. Light cut across the burly silhouettes of the Kid women stationed at each corner of the car.

Kendra Kid rested her rifle casually against her hip, chewing on a sliver of straw.
Kallie Kid cracked her knuckles.
Karla Kid counted coins from a leather pouch, the quiet clink of silver deliberate.
The train lurched.

Teresa Teach steadied herself against Tallulah’s arm. Her dark curls were dusted with soot, but her chin remained lifted.

“We will not marry men who mistake ownership for love,” Teresa said, her voice warm but unwavering.

Kallie Kid stepped forward, boot heels thudding. “You ain’t in no position to negotiate.”

Trinity Teach moved slightly in front of Tomiko, protective without appearing so. Her steady eyes met Katrina’s.

“We are in precisely the position to negotiate,” Trinity replied. “You need a yes. You don’t have one.”

A silence settled heavy as iron.

Outside, the whistle blew long and mournful.

They had been taken from their homestead in Cedar Falls under clear sky. They had gone to measure timber for their vocational school, to map foundation lines, to mark where classrooms would rise. They had stood laughing beside their wagons — five educated women with pooled savings and lawful deeds.

Graduates of Oberlin.
Teachers in six trades.
Women who could build, heal, cook, sew, calculate, and instruct.
They had said no in a courtroom filled with murmurs and silk waistcoats.

No to Bennett Baron’s cool entitlement.
No to Bradford Baron’s temper.
No to Blaine’s smirk.
No to Bryce’s arrogance.
No to Byron’s silent stare.
The judge had refused the forced decree the brothers expected.

And days later, the Kid women had come at dawn and kidnapped them.

Temperance shifted her weight now, calculating distance, studying weapon placement as she had for weeks.

Thirty-seven days of studying patterns.

Kendra favored her right shoulder.
Karla slept light but counted money obsessively.
Kallie was quick to anger.
Katrina never blinked when she threatened.
“We’re being paid well to keep you moving,” Karla said, flipping a coin in the air. “You’re expensive cargo.”

“Cargo consents before it’s purchased,” Tomiko said softly.

Kendra laughed. “You think them Baron boys won’t keep paying?”

Tallulah’s dark eyes were steady, sharp as a blade. “They will run out of patience before we run out of will.”

The train jolted violently. One lantern flickered.

Katrina stepped closer until she was nearly nose to nose with Temperance.

“You’ve been dragged from Kansas to Missouri to Illinois to God knows where next. We can take you clear to the Erie Canal if we have to. Boats. Tracks. Backroads. You’ll grow tired.”

“We have endured rigorous courses in anatomy, masonry, business law, and agricultural science,” Temperance answered calmly. “You think endurance is unfamiliar?”

Teresa smiled faintly despite the gun pointed at her ribs. “We were raised to finish what we start.”

Kallie shoved Tallulah hard. “You think this is a classroom?”

Tallulah did not fall. Her boots stayed planted.

“No,” she said evenly. “It is a test.”

The train began to slow.

The brakes shrieked.

Katrina moved to the sliding door and peered through a crack. “Transfer point.”

Katrina exhaled sharply. “Last offer. Say you’ll marry the Barons. We deliver you back to Cedar Falls. Mansion life. Silk dresses. Twenty-five rooms and servants.”

Trinity’s voice cut through the rattle of chains.

“We would rather build one room with dignity than live in twenty-five without it.”

The lantern flame steadied.

For a moment, no one moved.

The Kid women exchanged looks.

Money had been flowing for over a month now. Heavy envelopes. Quiet exchanges at depots. A masked intermediary handling payment. Always cash. Always more when the Teachs refused.

But refusal had not weakened.

It had hardened.

Katrina lowered her revolver slightly but did not holster it.

“You’re stubborn.”

Temperance met her gaze. “We are resolved.”

Outside, another whistle blew.

Karla snapped the coin pouch shut. “Next house is rented under false papers. Upstate. Cold climate.”

“Good,” Teresa said. “We bake well in cold kitchens.”

Kallie muttered a curse.

The door slid open with a violent scrape, flooding the car with pale afternoon light.

Wind rushed in, whipping skirts and braids.

The Teachs stood tall despite the ropes.

Five curvy, educated, vibrant women — dirty, tired, but unbent.

They did not cry.
They did not plead.
They did not negotiate.
They had said no once in a courtroom.

They would say it a hundred more times in a cattle car.

Katrina gestured with her gun. “Move.”

Temperance stepped forward first.

And though iron wheels carried them farther from Cedar Falls, something unseen had begun to move in the opposite direction.

Somewhere, pride had overreached.

Somewhere, patience had limits.

And somewhere beyond the sound of steel on rail, justice was beginning to stir.
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Chapter Two
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Still Held for Saying No

The freight car door scraped open, and pale northern light spilled across iron and dust.

“Move,” Katrina Kid ordered.

The Teachs stepped down one by one onto gravel that shifted beneath their boots. The air was colder here. The wind carried the scent of water and distant industry. A small switching yard stretched before them — quiet, nearly deserted, the kind of place chosen for transactions no one wished recorded.

Karla Kid signaled toward a waiting wagon with canvas drawn low.

No insignia.
No markings.
No questions.
Temperance scanned the yard carefully. Two men in caps pretended not to look. A driver kept his eyes forward. Payment had already been delivered — they could feel it in the ease of the arrangements.

The Baron brothers were invisible.

Always invisible.

The Teachs were ushered into the wagon, wrists still bound but loosely now. Kendra climbed in after them, rifle resting casually across her lap.

The wagon rolled.

For weeks the pattern had been the same — motion, concealment, relocation. Abandoned farmhouses with broken shutters. Rented boarding rooms under assumed names. Storage lofts. Once, a barn so cold their breath turned white in the night.

They were never kept long.

Always moving.

Always waiting for surrender.

Inside the wagon, Teresa began softly.

“Our Father...”

Her voice was gentle, not dramatic.

Trinity joined her.

“...who art in heaven...”

Tallulah bowed her head, dark braid falling forward. Tomiko closed her eyes. Temperance did not kneel — she remained upright, eyes open, watching — but her lips moved with them.

The wagon wheels creaked rhythmically.

Kendra shifted. “You pray every time.”

“Yes,” Trinity said calmly. “We intend to continue.”

Kendra snorted but said nothing more.

They reached a narrow two-story house near a canal lock by dusk. Weathered boards. Shuttered windows. Curtains drawn tight.

Temporary.

Always temporary.

Inside, the Kid women moved with disciplined efficiency. Windows latched. Guns checked. Doors barred. Karla distributed coins to the others from a heavy leather pouch — the metallic clink almost celebratory.

Tallulah watched the exchange.

“You cannot spend it,” she said quietly.

Karla stiffened. “What?”

“You cannot spend it,” Tallulah repeated. “You are moving constantly. Changing names. Avoiding towns with deputies. What good is wealth if you cannot use it without fear?”

Kallie slammed a chair against the wall. “It’s better than being poor.”

Teresa tilted her head. “Is it? You do not sleep peacefully.”

Silence.

Katrina glanced toward the door instinctively, as if someone might be listening.

Trinity stepped forward slightly. “You fear every unfamiliar sound. Every knock. Every whistle. You carry loaded guns inside houses. That is not prosperity. That is tension.”

Katrina’s jaw tightened. “You don’t know what we’ve seen.”

“No,” Temperance said evenly. “But we know arithmetic.”

That caught their attention.

Temperance continued. “You are being paid in cash. Large sums. Untraceable. To move us across state lines. To threaten us with weapons. If discovered, the sentence would not be light.”

Kendra looked away first.

“You risk prison,” Temperance said. “Years. Perhaps decades.”

Kallie crossed her arms. “We’ve survived worse.”

Teresa’s voice softened. “And what if you do not survive this?”

The question hung in the dim room.

Katrina shifted uneasily.

“What if there is a shootout?” Teresa continued gently. “What if a marshal intercepts you? What if the Baron brothers grow impatient and remove witnesses?”

Katrina’s eyes flashed. “They wouldn’t.”

“Wouldn’t they?” Tallulah asked quietly.

That question lingered longer than the others.

The Kid women had once been miners. Hard labor. Dangerous shafts. Collapsed tunnels. Explosions underground. They had trusted employers before. Trusted partners before.

Trust had cost them.

Some had chosen crime. Some had drifted into it. Some had justified it as survival.

They trusted money now.

They trusted only each other.

But even that trust was thin.

Trinity stepped closer, voice low and steady. “If you die in a gunfight, that money profits you nothing.”

No one spoke.

Tomiko added softly, “And if you live — but are caught — the Baron brothers will deny involvement.”

Karla’s fingers tightened around the coin pouch.

“You know they will,” Tomiko said gently.

The room grew heavy.

“They are wealthy,” Temperance continued. “Money is no consequence to them. You are expendable. They only wish to win.”

Kendra’s jaw flexed.

“They do not love us,” Teresa said quietly. “They wish to conquer us.”

“And if they conquer you?” Kallie snapped.

“We still would not love them,” Tallulah answered without hesitation.

Another silence.

Outside, wind brushed against the house siding.

A loose shutter tapped twice.

All five Kid women reached for their weapons instantly.

Reflex.

Fear.

The Teachs watched.

“You see?” Trinity said softly. “You are not free.”

Katrina lowered her revolver slowly.

“Enough,” she said, though her voice lacked its earlier certainty.

The Teachs gathered closer together near the cold hearth.

They prayed again — not loudly, not dramatically — but with steady conviction.

“For those who wrong us,” Trinity whispered.

“For those who hire them,” Teresa added.

“For truth to surface,” Temperance said.

“For courage,” Tallulah breathed.

“For mercy,” Tomiko finished.

Kallie turned away.

Kendra stared at the floor.

Karla’s grip on the coin pouch loosened slightly.

Katrina walked to the window and peeked through the curtain, scanning the darkness twice.

The Barons were paying heavily.

More than heavily.

Cash arrived through intermediaries who never stayed long enough to remember faces.

The brothers lived in their twenty-five-room mansion with polished floors and imported carpets.

They wanted victory.

Not wives.

Victory.

And in the rented house near the canal, five women who had said no continued to say it in silence — in prayer — in calm logic — in dignity.

The wind rose.

Somewhere far away, decisions were being made that none of them could yet see.

And in that house thick with money and fear, the first fracture in certainty had begun to form.
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Chapter Three
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Moving North

The decision to move toward the Erie Canal was made just before dawn.

Katrina stood over the rough wooden table, map spread flat, one thick finger tracing the blue line that cut across New York like a vein.

“We go colder,” she said. “Harder to track. More traffic. More places to disappear.”

Kendra nodded. “Always wanted to see it.”

Kallie gave a short laugh. “Didn’t figure I’d see it like this.”

The Teachs listened quietly from near the hearth.

Temperance spoke first. “If we are going north, we will require proper clothing.”

Kallie rolled her eyes. “You’ll wear what you’ve got.”

“No,” Tallulah said evenly. “We will not.”

The room shifted slightly at the firmness in her tone.

Teresa stepped forward. “Heavy outer garments. Wool-lined cloaks. Gloves. Proper boots. And split skirts.”

Kendra blinked. “Split skirts?”

“For riding,” Tomiko explained calmly. “You expect us to climb wagons, board trains, and possibly walk canal paths in long teaching skirts?”

Karla crossed her arms. “You’re captives.”

“We are also the reason you are being paid,” Temperance replied.

That landed.

The Kid women exchanged glances.

Temperance continued, voice measured. “If we fall ill, if frostbite sets in, if pneumonia develops, the Baron brothers will not continue payment. They did not commission damaged goods.”

The word goods sat heavy.

Katrina did not flinch.

“She’s right,” Kallie muttered.

Trinity stepped closer to the table. “We will need wool stockings. Undergarments for insulation. And medical tinctures for cold weather. We can treat minor illness ourselves, but prevention is wiser.”

Kallie gave a harsh breath through her nose. “You’re mighty particular for prisoners.”

“We are professionals,” Trinity answered.

Silence stretched.

The Kid women had indeed committed to keeping the Teachs alive and physically unharmed. That had been part of the agreement — no visible damage, no permanent injury, no scars.

The Baron brothers had been clear.

No bruised faces.
No broken bones.
No compromised value.
The payment depended on condition.

Katrina folded the map slowly. “We’ll stop in town before we board the canal route.”

Teresa nodded once. “And provisions.”

“We already supply food,” Kendra snapped.

“You supply abundance,” Teresa said gently. “But not always balance.”

That almost earned a smile from Kallie.

Since the abduction, the wagons had indeed been stocked heavily — smoked meats, beans, hard bread, preserved fruits. The Kid women believed in feeding strength.

But the Teachs had been required to cook.

At first it had been a control measure.

Then it became preference.

They were exceptional cooks.

Even Kallie admitted once, gruffly, that Teresa’s stew “had no right being that good.”

So it was settled.

They would stop.

The town was small and gray with early frost.

Karla handled the purchasing under an assumed name. Kendra accompanied her, armed and watchful. The Teachs remained in the wagon under Kallie’s supervision, canvas partially drawn.

When the bundles were returned, Temperance inspected them carefully.

Wool cloaks — adequate.
Thick gloves — acceptable.
Heavy boots — serviceable.
“Split
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