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  When Liliya is chosen to serve the God of Time, she sees a chance to forget the horrors of her past. Her new life at the temple is awash with mysteries, from a globe that displays the future to a handsome young palanquin bearer who makes her smile. But though life is easier amongst the gods, it is also fraught with danger. And soon the threads of time ensnare Liliya in a web she may not be able to escape.


  Lord of Time is a short story of 4000 words, or roughly 16 printed pages.
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  Lord of Time


   


  The sky was purple here, with roiling clouds that never stopped moving. Liliya's fellow novitiates told her that the winds of time kept the sky churned in a storm that only the Lord of Time could control. The others came from families that had served the Lord for generations. They'd grown up in the shadow of the temple and heard stories about the god at their nurses' knees. Liliya, on the other hand, hadn't even known the god's name until two years ago.


  There were thirty novitiates total, girls sixteen years of age, and they huddled outside a gate of twisted wrought iron as tall as five men. As it creaked open, the girl next to Liliya grabbed her arm, her eyes wide with fear.


  "What are you afraid of?" Liliya asked. "Your family has served him for so long."


  The girl shivered. She was beautiful, like most of the priestesses the god favored. "He's not cruel. But he is harsh with his punishments, should you disobey him."


  Liliya wondered what this girl, whose soft hands and smooth skin bore no sign of the ravages of war, considered a harsh punishment. Could it be worse than what Liliya's village had already suffered? But there was a real fear in the girl's eyes, and Liliya sensed she shouldn't make light of it. She would be careful. She would stay safe.


  The gate opened completely to reveal a woman. It was hard to tell her age—though the skin of her face was smooth, it was drawn tight over harsh cheekbones and a proud nose, features that spoke of age, wisdom, and command. The woman's raven black hair was pulled atop her head in an elaborate braided coil, and the emblem of the High Priestess was embroidered in gold thread on her lavender robe. She carried a single incense stick that burned with a blue flame.


  The pack of novitiates crowded closer together.


  "Follow me," said the Priestess. "Single file."


  The novitiates fell in line behind the priestess. As they entered, they filed past a group of young men still waiting to be allowed in. While the boys all wore the ceremonial tunics and nervous expressions of those entering the temple for the first time, one looked particularly awestruck by his surroundings, staring open mouthed at the sky, the gate, and the buildings across the wall. He caught Liliya watching him and grinned sheepishly. Liliya lowered her eyes and passed through the gate.
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