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      As Viviane was merely a minor goddess of sewing machines, she didn’t have a real temple to inhabit. She didn’t have a set location, in the living world, where worshipers came to her.

      Instead, she lived in a huge warehouse full of sewing machines that was located in one of those between places, outside of life and time. When someone had need, Vivian went to them, not the other way around.

      She didn’t really remember when she’d been alive and traveled through time sequentially as the living did, though she supposed she had, at one point. Possibly from a much earlier time, as the treadle and hand-cranked machines were her favorites.

      Even though it was just a warehouse, because it housed a minor goddess, Vivian still called it her temple. It wasn’t much of a temple, though the high peaked ceiling did lend a certain wonderful stillness to the air.

      As the warehouse wasn’t set in a single location, the windows that filled all four walls from floor to ceiling showed different landscapes every day, frequently reflecting whatever Vivian was feeling. Sometimes the view was a forest, rich and verdant, with happy birds singing and shy creatures peering out from under the trees. Sometimes the view was a desert, broad and empty, with impossibly blue skies. Mountains occasionally appeared, or lakes fed by burbling streams.

      Never cities, or ruins, or people. No one came to see her. Vivian still did the best she could, despite being lonely now and again.

      When the dawn came, Viviane woke from dreamless sleep on her four poster bed tucked into a corner and covered with magnificent quilts, then flowed over to where the machines stood waiting.

      Every one of the hundreds (thousands?) of sewing machines had a project in progress. Viviane didn’t start them, and only rarely finished them. (She always suspected that the projects she finished and kept were incomplete in the real world—not because the sewer had pushed them to the side, but because the person had died.)

      In the mornings, she’d walk among the machines, drifting between the rows, until she felt need, then she’d sit down at a particular machine and start to sew.

      As she sewed, her presence expanded and her awareness flowed down into the fabric she worked on. On the other end of an invisible tunnel, someone in need sewed on the exact same piece. Viviane would help that other sewer along, companionably working on the project with them for a while.

      Generally, just that was enough to get someone through their difficult time—a little extra blessing on their work, keeping them going, enabling them to finish.

      Every once in a while, though, Viviane herself was needed elsewhere. She’d sit down and start sewing, only to transform. She’d find herself in the world, at the specific time and place when a desperate sewer needed help.

      Viviane fondly remembered her skin going from a creamy brown to stark white, wearing long skirts, petticoats, and a bonnet, and helping a woman choose the right treadle sewing machine, to be ordered from the Sears and Robuck catalog and delivered months hence out to her home on the prairie. Then there was that time her skin had turned charcoal black and she wore a brilliantly colored turban, as well as a dress from a single piece of wrapped cloth, helping the women of her village decipher the instructions of their first powered sewing machine that they’d all share.

      She didn’t care much for the far future, when the sewing machines were so automated that they did everything for you. But she did like the fabric from then, the way lights could be woven into the cloth, creating new patterns and effects from the same plain old shirts and pants.

      Most days, Viviane wore a beautiful quilted caftan made from many different pieces of fabric, with hundreds of stitched patterns on it. She didn’t bother keeping track of what it looked like from day to day, though she was aware that the fabrics as well as the stitching changed.

      That morning, Viviane’s caftan was all reds and golds, while the majority of the stitching was done in brilliant green. Her hair was black that day and piled up on top of her head, like a warrior’s helmet. One of the windows acted as her mirror, showing that her skin was the color of tea-stained linen. Large black eyes dominated her face, which was made up of all sharp angles, despite her generous lips. Her fingers were long and bony, and her hands were strong enough to shred cloth. Chic red nails completed the look, immaculately done.

      Of course, she had a pincushion strapped to her wrist. Today, it was a cute red tomato. Jewel-topped pins stuck out of it, along with more than one needle with thread already dangling from it. Around her neck she wore a pair of antique pelican scissors made out of rose gold. The legs formed the finger holes, the neck had a graceful curve, and the beak was sharp enough to stab holes through leather, as well as razor sharp and able to cut any thread.

      Viviane had just sat down behind a beautiful Singer Featherweight machine, though it wasn’t anywhere near light as a feather, being made out of solid black iron. A golden filigree design decorated the arm in a pattern that Vivian had used in more than one quilt.

      She found herself working on a charming cotton fabric. The colors were soothing, a light beige print with tiny purple flowers that made up the stripes. It didn’t quite go with the outfit she was currently wearing, but that didn’t seem to matter. She was helping the person on the other end ease in a sleeve.

      It was all going quite well until the sewing machine balked.

      This happened occasionally. She suspected that it wasn’t actually her machine that was acting up, but whoever was operating something similar in the land of the living. (Down there? Up? She’d never come up with a satisfactory direction. Over there, perhaps.)

      Instead of humming or singing a soothing song, Viviane found herself cursing like a sailor at the machine.

      Suddenly, it started behaving again.

      Viviane grinned. Some of her machines were cantankerous that way. And whoever was having issues needed to understand that being gentle would get them nowhere.

      Just as Viviane finished the one sleeve and was reaching for the next, she heard a knocking sound.

      Startled, Viviane looked up.

      A black shape appeared at her window. Behind him, the garden view she’d been enjoying was suddenly dark and stormy, though Vivian herself didn’t feel angry.

      No one had ever visited her before. Never once in all the decades (centuries?) that she’d been in the temple.

      Viviane put the project to the side, hoping that whoever needed her help had gotten enough of a clue about how to deal with their cranky sewing beast, then stood up and walked slowly toward the window.

      The person standing there had skin the color of fine black suiting. The whites of their eyes gleamed against their dark face. They wore the most unfortunate shapeless brown robe. Really, if they’d just put in a few darts, it would fit them so much better.

      “What do you want?” Viviane called out. While she could open the windows, and did sometimes in the evening, letting cool breezes and soft air fill her workshop temple, she was afraid to.

      “He is coming,” the person—messenger—intoned.

      “He? He who?” Viviane asked, confused.

      “The killer of gods,” the messenger said. “He has been ransacking the between places, killing any gods or goddesses he finds.”

      “Why in the name of twisted thread would anyone do that?” Viviane said. She felt herself start to get angry. “We help people.”

      The messenger shrugged. “Maybe you can ask him when he arrives. For he is coming. You cannot hide.”

      A sudden clap of thunder rang through the warehouse. The messenger disappeared.

      Viviane found herself standing there with her mouth open in shock.

      A destroyer of gods? Why would someone choose to weave their life that way?

      She didn’t want to believe it. But if that messenger had found her, someone who was destroying the minor gods surely could as well.

      And what was she going to do about it?
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      Viviane paced her workshop temple, passing between her rows of sewing machines. Her fingers trailed over the sleek arms of the old, cast-iron Singers, the machines from the 1980s encased in plastic but with a solid metal heart, even the high-tech machines that came programmed with hundreds of designs and would even sew buttons on for you. Outside a stormy ocean loomed, the winds blowing harsh and cold, rattling her windows.

      What could she do? She drifted from one machine to the next, but none of them seemed to hold the answer for her.

      She circled the room again, as if saying goodbye to her most prized possessions.

      There was no place for her to escape. She could get lost in her work, but that wouldn’t be enough. She couldn’t will herself into the living world.

      Could any of the minor gods or goddesses do that? Was that why this destroyer was coming? To find the one who could slip into the world of the living, so that he could follow, and wreak his havoc there?

      Viviane shivered. No. There was no escape for her.

      But she had to do something.

      All she’d ever wanted to do was to sew. And to help people. Possibly it was those combined deep, fervent wishes, that had brought her to this temple in the first place, elevating her as well as granting her the life of her dreams.

      Even if she did get lonely now and again.

      What did she have that she could use against a destroyer of gods? She could ease a sleeve in so finely that no puckering showed. She knew the perfect place to stitch darts, to transform an ill-fitting garment from drab to fabulous. She quilted, using one of the few long-arm machines in the corner, creating a maze of stitches as she brought all the pieces together into a solid whole.

      She found herself drifting toward the long-arm machines. She’d been surprised when they’d first appeared. They were already so automated! Yet, it appeared that sewers needed her help here as well, generally with laying out the quilts on the big rollers.

      One of the larger machines, with rollers that extended out from it by a good ten feet, had a quilt on it that she’d worked on earlier. The border of the quilt had a modified “storm at sea” pattern, made out of blues, greens, and blacks, the waves flowing angrily from one block to the next. An applique underwater scene was in the center, made out of clashing pale greens and pinks.

      Viviane didn’t care for the quilt. The waves around the edges were too busy, too stormy, while the center was the calm of the dead, with broken shells and bits of coral, no fish or seaweed.

      Despite the automated sewing program, the machine kept getting tangled up on itself. Viviane had found herself having to smooth out the stitches more than once.

      She felt bad for the sewer. While the quilt wasn’t to her taste, it was still beautiful, and such a shame that it was being assembled so poorly. She’d spent extra time with the machine in order to get the stitches even again just the day before.

      However, she knew why the machine was acting up. The quilt needed a freehand pattern. Trying to force it into an automated design just wasn’t right.

      Viviane tried to walk away, but found herself planted in front of the machine again after a few steps.

      Why was she being tugged to this machine, now, when this destroyer was on his way?

      Viviane felt her attention drawn firmly to the quilt. She touched the machine, and it sprang to life.

      There wasn’t anyone on the other end. No one in the real world was working on this quilt.

      Though she knew it was wrong, she reset the machine, stopping the automated program. She started a freehand pattern, sliding between the waves, back and forth, creating corridors that would suddenly veer off.

      She looked at the pattern she was creating. It no longer had a set design, but instead, was a maze of stitches.

      A place she could get lost in.

      Could she hide in there, at least until the menace had passed?

      Or perhaps even trap the killer of gods in there with her?

      She’d have to make sure that her stitches were even and smooth, even as they folded back on themselves.

      Humming to herself, Viviane went back to work, creating her labyrinth.

      The pattern looked much prettier now. The other design had been fighting the cloth, while these new stitches embraced the cold water splashing onto the rocks, the random fall of the drops. She could hear the wind blow across the waves, feel the freezing depths.

      Until she looked up and realized that one of her windows was now open. The storm had moved inside her workshop temple.

      Bringing the destroyer in
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