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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
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Eight Days to Fate

The sisters sat shoulder to shoulder as the train carried them west, the rhythm of the wheels sounding like a countdown none of them wanted to hear. Eight days remained before they would return home to their parents’ farm. Eight days before their childhood promises would finally be collected.

They had been promised since birth.

Not to strangers.
To the Estate brothers.
Five wealthy men from a neighboring town—arrogant, loud, raised to believe their last name made them kings. Their father had shaken hands with the Estate patriarch when the girls were still babies wrapped in blankets. Agreements were made. Futures signed without ink.

Noreen stared out the window, jaw clenched. She hated those men. Hated how they strutted. Hated how they talked about land like trophies and wives like property. They had visited the farm often, always loud, always confident, always touching things that didn’t belong to them.

“They think they already own us,” Naomi muttered.

“They’ve waited their whole lives,” Nellie whispered.

Nadine’s fingers circled her rosary. “God has to change this.”

Noelia leaned against Noreen. “He will.”

They lived on their parents’ farm—over a thousand acres their father had built from dust and stubbornness. They were not alone women. They had protection. Their father was feared. Their mother prayed like a warrior.

But promises weighed heavier than fences.

They wore their ranch-clean outfits—fitted cotton shirts tucked into belts, curvy trousers tailored to their hips, boots polished but practical. Their holsters hung empty for now. The conductor had taken their guns for the journey and promised to return them at the final stop.

Across the aisle sat five men.

Rail police.

Recently retired.

They were on their way home as well—eight days left on their own journey. Their posture was rigid, habits hard to break. They spoke quietly among themselves, never once looking toward the women.

Not even once.

Caleb noticed them, of course. It was impossible not to. Five beautiful women, long black hair braided thick down their backs, figures full and strong from farm labor. Any man would have looked.

But he didn’t.

None of them did.

Discipline.

Respect.

And fear.

They were too attractive.

Eli cleared his throat softly. “Don’t look.”

“I’m not,” Marcus muttered.

“They’re trouble,” Samuel said quietly. “Men start wars over women like that.”

Thomas nodded. “We keep to ourselves.”

Caleb stared straight ahead. “We don’t need distractions.”

And so they ignored them.

To the women, it felt strange.

Naomi whispered, “Five men who won’t even glance.”

Noelia giggled. “Maybe we lost our charm in New York.”

“They’re trained,” Nadine said. “Soldiers of the rails.”

Noreen studied them from her lashes. Not one curious glance. Not one smirk. She didn’t know why it bothered her.

The train stopped overnight in a wheat town.

They disembarked, stretching stiff legs. Their father had given them money. Their mother had told them to buy what made them feel human.

They entered the merchandise store.

Ribbons.
Soap.
Pins.
Nellie checked a mirror. “We look tired.”

Nadine smiled. “We crossed states.”

Then—

The door burst open.

Eight young men spilled in, loud and careless.

“Well I’ll be—”
“Look at those curves.”
“Angels in trousers.”
Noreen stiffened. “Ignore them.”

They didn’t.

They circled.

“Where you ladies headed?”

“Home,” Naomi snapped.

“Just a kiss.”

Noelia stepped back. “No.”

Hands brushed waists.

That was it.

Naomi shoved a man hard. “Get off me!”

They laughed.

Then grabbed.

Nellie screamed.

The sisters exploded—kicking, slapping, shouting. Noelia threw a tin cup. Nadine prayed aloud. Noreen drove her knee into a man’s stomach.

They were dragged toward the door.

Outside, horses waited.

“We’ll take you,” one growled.

They fought like wild animals.

Then—

“DROP THEM!”

Five guns.

The rail men.

Caleb’s voice cut steel. “On the ground. Now.”

Badges flashed.

The men froze.

“Sheriff!” someone screamed.

By nightfall, the jail stank of fear.

The young men sat across from the sisters, now exposed.

One cracked under pressure.
“We was gonna hide them... keep ‘em.”
Noreen felt sick.

Across the room stood the rail men, silent and furious.

Caleb stepped closer. “You alright?”

“We’ve been better.”

“I’m sorry.”

“You saved us.”

“That was duty.”

“No,” she whispered. “It was courage.”

Their eyes met.

Something stirred.

Judge Whitmore saw them that same night.

He blamed the young men for assault and kidnapping.

Then he turned to the sisters.

“You,” he snapped. “Those curves. That hair. Those faces.”

Naomi exploded. “We were attacked!”

“And you enticed them,” he barked. “Walking distractions.”

Nadine gasped.

“You could’ve been killed,” he continued. “Because you left your guns on the train.”

“We live with our parents,” Noreen snapped. “We are protected.”

“You are unmarried,” he said coldly. “That is danger.”

He turned to the rail men.

“Where you headed?”

“Red Creek.”

Then to the sisters.

“Same.”

Gasps.

“That’s next to the land we bought,” Marcus whispered.

Judge Whitmore smiled.

“Five unmarried men. Five curvy women. Same destination.”

The room erupted.

“You can’t!”
“This is madness!”
“They wanted us first!”
Whitmore slammed the gavel.

“Six months in jail... or marry and leave my town.”

Silence.

Tears.

Fear.

Caleb looked at Narcissa.
“I’d never hurt you.”
She believed him.

That terrified her.

And fate tightened its grip.

The courtroom had gone so silent you could hear the lantern wick popping.

Judge Whitmore stood slowly, deliberately, like a man who enjoyed the weight of attention. He folded his hands over his belly and looked down at the rail men first.

“You five,” he said, “stand.”

They obeyed, boots scraping against the floor. Still they did not look at the women. Their eyes stayed straight ahead. Even now. Even under sentence.

Then he turned to the sisters.

“You five,” he barked, “stand.”

They rose together, hands clasped, hearts racing. Noreen felt her knees tremble but she refused to show it.

“You are too beautiful,” the judge said flatly, pointing at them. “Too curvy. Too noticeable. Traveling without husbands is dangerous. Tonight proved that.”

Naomi hissed, “We were attacked.”

“And you enticed them,” he snapped. “Men are weak.”

“Men need discipline,” she shot back.

The courtroom gasped.

Judge Whitmore’s lips twitched. “That may be true. Which is why I am giving both sides discipline.”

He lifted his chin.

“You will marry the rail officers.”

The words hit like thunder.

The sisters froze.

The rail men stiffened.

The young men of the town exploded.
“We wanted them first!”
“They’re ours!”
“You can’t give them away!”
The sheriff slammed his baton. “Silence!”

Caleb’s chest rose sharply. He did not look at Narcissa. Not yet. His jaw clenched.

Naomi laughed, wild and broken. “This is madness.”

Judge Whitmore continued calmly, “You women will either accept marriage... or spend six months in my jail.”

Gasps.

“Six months?” Noelia cried.

“Rot behind bars,” he said coldly. “Or walk out of my town married and protected.”

Noreen whispered, “This is ownership.”

“For your safety,” he replied. “And for beautiful future babies.”

Nadine whispered scripture, trembling.
“The Lord is my light and my salvation—whom shall I fear?”
Judge Whitmore turned to the rail men.
“You will also marry, or I will charge you with disturbing the peace. I’ll find something to stick.”
Caleb’s fists clenched.

“You saved these women,” Whitmore said. “But I decide what happens next.”

The men still didn’t look at the women.

Not once.

The judge banged his gavel.

“Women stay locked up until morning. Men—you may go to your boardinghouse. Train leaves tomorrow. You will return to collect your upcoming wives”

The word wives echoed.

He turned to the sheriff. “Lock those boys in the livery stable. Guarded. They can think about what they tried to do.”

The young men screamed in protest as they were dragged out.

Jealous fury burned in their eyes.

As the rail men turned to leave, Judge Whitmore leaned in close to the sheriff and whispered instructions. The sheriff nodded.

Minutes later, two women were summoned.

One from the reformed women’s mission.
One from the widow’s aid society.
“Tonight,” the judge ordered, “they will speak plainly. No sugarcoating. No lies.”

The Boardinghouse – The Men

The rail five sat stiff around a small wooden table as supper arrived. Roast beef. Potatoes. Bread. They barely touched it.

Then the matron entered.

Her name was Miss Clara Worthington.

Before returning westShe was in her fifties, gray streaks in her hair, posture proud. Everyone knew her. Former working woman. Redeemed. Honest.

She didn’t smile.

“So,” she said, sitting down without invitation, “you men don’t even know your wives’ names.”

Silence.

Eli swallowed. “No, ma’am.”

She sighed. “Lord help me.”

She leaned forward. “Marriage is not a sentence. It’s work. Tender work.”

Marcus shifted uncomfortably.

“You don’t grab,” she said. “You ask. You listen.”

Samuel nodded nervously.

“You don’t rush,” she continued. “You court even after vows.”

Thomas asked, “How?”

She smirked. “Ask them what they like. What makes them laugh. What scares them.”

She pointed her fork. “Kiss them on the lips. Not pecks. Tender kisses. Hold their waists like they’re treasure.”

The men stared.

“Those women are beautifully curved,” she said. “You will struggle to keep your hands off. That’s normal. But respect comes first.”

Caleb whispered, “We’re afraid.”

She softened. “Good. Means you care.”

Then she grinned. “And don’t underestimate them. Strong women. Farm women. Once affection wakes up, they can wear a man out.”

Eli choked on his drink.

“They’ve been starved of love,” she said gently. “That makes passion powerful.”

The men went silent.

Marcus rubbed his eyes. “How will we... handle it?”

She laughed. “Pray.”

They did.

Five grown men bowed heads, trembling.

When she left, Caleb whispered, “We ignore them until we reach home.”

They all nodded.

“Then we decide.”

The Jail – The Women

Their mentor entered quietly.

Her name was Mrs. Ruth Delaney.

A widow. Sharp eyes. Kind smile. Former schoolteacher.

“Well,” she said, “let’s talk.”

They blushed immediately.

“You girls know nothing,” she said kindly.

Naomi scoffed. “We know enough.”

Ruth raised a brow. “Do you?”

They didn’t.

She taught them gently.

What men look for.
How tenderness builds trust.
How affection is a gift not shame.
By the end they were red-faced and giggling.

“No shame,” Ruth said. “Marriage is joy.”

She winked
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