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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.

These books are not controlled by the computer age or modern technology.
They do not belong to the limitations of devices, software, or online systems.
They belong to the Kingdom of God.
Jesus is above every ruler, every authority, every platform, every system, every algorithm, and every power in high places. No earthly structure can override His authority.

These books are carried by the Spirit, not by screens.
They spread by grace, not by code.
They reach hearts by anointing, not by analytics.
No algorithm can bury them.
No technology can silence them.
No digital rule can restrain them.
No system can limit the assignment You have placed upon them.
Lord, let these books move freely through the world—above restrictions, above technology, above the computer age, and above anything created by human minds. Let Your angels carry them. Let Your Spirit guide them. Let Your power open doors that no man can shut.

Let this ministry be hidden in humility, yet lifted by Your hand.
Let every book glorify Jesus.
Let every reader be touched by Your presence.
And let Your will be done in this calling You have trusted me with.
In Jesus’ name, amen.
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The late-afternoon sun painted Independence, Missouri, in hues of gold and amber. Wagons rattled down the dusty road, children shrieked in delight as they chased hoops with sticks, and a stray dog barked like he was the town crier. Merchants hollered about their wares while one old fiddler played so off-key that even the horses looked offended.

On the corner of Walnut Street stood Whitfield’s Fine Breads and Cakes, its painted letters slightly uneven because Clara Mae Whitfield had insisted on helping paint them herself. “A woman’s touch,” she’d said proudly—though her younger brother had muttered it looked like a woman’s sneeze. Still, business thrived. The windows steamed with the heat of fresh loaves, and the air was so thick with sugar and cinnamon that customers claimed they gained a pound just by standing near the door.

Inside, Clara Mae was elbow-deep in dough. Flour dusted her apron and cheeks until she looked like a frosted confection herself. She was tall, broad-shouldered, and decidedly plus-sized, which made the town women purse their lips and whisper, “too much woman for any one man.” Clara often wanted to retort, “Then I’ll need a man with double faith and double appetite,” but instead she remembered Psalm 139:14— “I will praise thee; for I am fearfully and wonderfully made.”

Her father often told her, “Clara Mae, God built you with the strength of three women. Don’t you waste it wishing you were one-and-a-half.”

The bell above the bakery door jingled. A ranch hand ducked in, looking half-nervous to stand among so many pastries. He tugged his hat off respectfully.

“Afternoon, Miss Whitfield,” he said, his voice deep as a riverbed. “Name’s Jacob. I come on behalf of the Balding family.”

Clara nearly dropped her dough. Everyone knew the Baldings—richer than Pharaoh and twice as proud, if the gossiping hens of town were to be believed. Boone Balding himself was rumored to have shoulders as broad as his cattle barns. Clara tried to keep her hands steady, but her heart thudded like a runaway wagon.

“Yes, sir,” she said, brushing flour onto her apron, which only spread the mess. “How can we serve the Baldings?”

Jacob cleared his throat, clearly a man who’d rather face down a wild bull than order cake. “It’s Boone’s birthday next week. His mama says she wants a cake fit for a king. Told me to fetch the best baker in three counties. That’d be you, ma’am.”

Clara blinked, startled. “Me? Oh, heavens.” She reached for Psalm 23 in her heart: “My cup runneth over.” Only in this case, it felt more like her nerves runneth over.

“I was thinking’,” Jacob continued, “you might make something’ grand. Something’ that tells folks Boone Balding ain’t just cattle and coin, but fine taste too.”

Clara’s cheeks warmed. “I could prepare a layered spice cake—molasses, cinnamon, apple preserves between the tiers. Piped roses along the edge, and sugared leaves for decoration.”

Jacob’s eyes lit up like a lantern. “That’ll do. Mrs. Balding says you’ll deliver it yourself Friday before sundown. Wants to be sure it doesn’t arrive in pieces.”

“Deliver it myself?” Clara squeaked. “Surely the cake doesn’t care who holds the reins!”

Jacob grinned. “Mrs. Balding does. You’re expected.” He tipped his hat and left, smelling faintly of saddle and sunshine.

That evening at supper, Clara broke the news.

“A cake for the Baldings?” her father, John, nearly dropped his spoon. “Clara Mae, that’s no small honor. Next thing you know, they’ll be askin’ you to bake for the governor.”

Her mother, Mary, beamed. “Of course they’d want her. She’s the Proverbs 31 woman in an apron!”

Clara poked her stew. “It isn’t the baking I’m fretting about. It’s the stepping into their grand house. Folks like that—they see everything. What if they see me the way others do?”

Mary reached over, squeezing her hand. “Child, don’t you quote the gossips. You quote God. ‘Man looketh on the outward appearance, but the Lord looketh on the heart’ (1 Samuel 16:7). And your heart is gold—and your bread rolls aren’t bad either.”

The following days were a blur of flour, sugar, and sleepless nights. Clara’s arms ached from kneading, but she hummed hymns between strokes. When she piped the final sugared rose onto the cake, she whispered, “Philippians 4:13—I can do all things through Christ which strengtheneth me. Even deliver a cake without dropping it.”

Friday came too soon. Clara placed the masterpiece in a sturdy wooden box, wrapped in cloth. Her father hitched the wagon, and off they rolled toward the Balding ranch.

The ranch was a kingdom—columns on the house, acres of cattle, carriages lined up like soldiers. Clara carried the cake in trembling arms, praying, “Lord, let me not trip in front of Boone Balding.”

Inside, chandeliers glittered. Ladies in satin gowns fluttered like butterflies. And there—Boone himself, tall, broad, and devastatingly composed. Clara set the cake down carefully, just as a groan echoed overhead.

She looked up.

The chandelier swung, snapped, and came crashing down with a roar.

Clara shrieked, felt a blow to her head, and the world spun. She dimly heard Boone’s voice cut through the panic:

“Miss Whitfield!”

Her vision blurred, but she thought wryly, Well, Lord, You did answer my prayer. I didn’t trip. Instead, You dropped the ceiling on me.

got more fight than half the men in this county. I’ll see your family compensated—tenfold.”

Clara shook her head, her blonde curls bouncing. “Money’s not the issue. Bread is. And I am the breadwinner.”

Boone leaned closer, lowering his voice. “Then maybe God’s sendin’ you a rest. Even Ruth had to stop gleanin’ when Boaz told her to sit and eat.”

Clara opened her mouth, but the doctor cut in. “Hush now, both of you. The lady’s got a broken arm and a sprained ankle. She’ll be in this bed for weeks.”

Clara gasped. “Weeks? But who will knead the dough?”

Boone grinned. “Looks like I’ll be kneadin’ to keep you fed, Miss Whitfield. And let me tell you, I’ve never been jealous of a lump of bread before tonight.”

Clara blushed furiously, covering her face. “Song of Solomon 1:15—Behold, thou art fair, my love; behold, thou art fair.” And though she didn’t dare admit it, Boone Balding was the first man whose eyes ever made her feel it was true.
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The doctor finally bustled into the Balding ranch an hour later, huffing like he’d run behind the wagon instead of ridden in it. Boone practically dragged him upstairs, where Clara Mae lay in the biggest bed she’d ever seen—big enough for her curves, her pride, and half the town choir besides.

“Good heavens, girl,” the doctor muttered, prodding her arm. “You’re built strong as an oak, but even oaks can crack.”

Clara winced. “It’s only my arm, doctor. I must get back to my bakery. My family depends on me.”

Boone folded his arms, towering over the bed. “Miss Whitfield, you’ll not be movin’ till you’re mended. ‘Be still, and know that I am God’ (Psalm 46:10). And I aim to make sure you’re still.”

Her blue eyes flashed. “Be still, yes, but nowhere in that verse does it say be lazy!”

Boone chuckled, despite himself. “You’ve got more fight than half the men in this county. I’ll see your family compensated—tenfold.”

Clara shook her head, her blonde curls bouncing. “Money’s not the issue. Bread is. And I am the breadwinner.”

Boone leaned closer, lowering his voice. “Then maybe God’s sendin’ you a rest. Even Ruth had to stop gleanin’ when Boaz told her to sit and eat.”

Clara opened her mouth, but the doctor cut in. “Hush now, both of you. The lady’s got a broken arm and a sprained ankle. She’ll be in this
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