
[image: image]



  	
	    
	      Also by R.S. Kellogg

	    

      
	    
          
	      Breadcove Bay

          
        
          
	          Tinsleberry  Gate

          
        
          
	          The Supreme Tea of All Teas

          
        
          
	          A Story Like Water: A Breadcove Bay Short Story

          
        
          
	          The Women's House: A Breadcove Bay Short Story

          
        
          
	          Water in the Dark

          
        
          
	          The Youngest Wife

          
        
          
	          In Search of Debulon's Desires

          
        
          
	          The True Tears of a Fine Romance

          
        
          
	          The Wishes of Norrit and Hale

          
        
          
	          The Medic and the Enchanted Train Station

          
        
          
	          The Adventures of Norrit and Hale

          
        
          
	          Balancing Breadcove Bay

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Everyday Goddess Omnibuses

          
        
          
	          Favored by the Goddesses

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Everyday Goddess Stories

          
        
          
	          Everyday Goddess Stories: Volume 1

          
        
          
	          Tales of the Fates: Everyday Goddess Stories, Volume 2

          
        
          
	          Goddess in the Details

          
        
          
	          Artemis the Midwife: An Everyday Goddess Short Story

          
        
          
	          Tales of Fates and Graces: Everyday Goddess Stories, Vol. 3

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Mermaid Magic Tales

          
        
          
	          Mermaids and Strangers: Mermaid Magic Tales, Volume 2

          
        
          
	          Mermen and Maidens

          
        
          
	          When the Sea Kisses Land: Tales of Siren Song

          
        
          
	          Born of Tides: Mermaid Magic Tales Volume 1

          
        
          
	          The Misadventures of Mermen

          
        
          
	          Anchored to the Sea: Mermaid Magic Tales, Vol. 6

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Mermaid Omnibuses

          
        
          
	          A Crescendo of Mermaid Magic Tales

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Norrit and Hale

          
        
          
	          Norrit and Hale: Private Eyes

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Rapunzel Collection

          
        
          
	          Rapunzel Reborn

          
        
          
	          Rapunzel Reborn: First Hardback Edition

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Empress Kuan Yin

          
        
          
	          Tia's Eclipse

          
        
          
	          Try Not to Get Lost in the Woods

          
        
          
	          The Ice Queen's Shoes

          
        
          
	          Artemis and the Cats: An Everyday Goddess Short Story

          
        
          
	          Lost Faces by Candlelight

          
        
          
	          Tipping Point at the Mall

          
        
          
	          A Cold Mermaid Tale

          
        
          
	          An Unexpected Mermaid

          
        
          
	          Mermaid Whispers in the Dark

          
        
          
	          Norrit and Hale and the Ash on the Wind

          
        
          
	          Norrit and Hale and the Great Balloon Race

          
        
          
	          Norrit and Hale and the Knitting Brigade

          
        
          
	          Norrit and Hale: An Origin Story

          
        
          
	          The Future Mrs. Claus

          
        
          
	          Fates' Colored Water

          
        
          
	          Her Great Lengths

          
        
          
	          Meeting the Future Mrs. Claus

          
        
          
	          Nike and the Fates

          
        
          
	          Nike Plays Cards

          
        
          
	          Norrit and Hale and the Dance of the Gods

          
        
          
	          The Quilt of the Fates

          
        
          
	          Love Comes for Santa Claus

          
        
          
	          The Candy Cane Date

          
        
          
	          The Christmas Stocking Gambit

          
        
          
	          The Christmas Toy Genius

          
        
          
	          The Dance at Santa's Circle

          
        
          
	          A Day in the Life of the Graces

          
        
          
	          Cousins to the Fates

          
        
          
	          The Graces of Apollo

          
        
          
	          The Longshot Heir

          
        
          
	          A Crush of Fate

          
        
          
	          A Chorus of Mermaid Magic Tales

          
        
          
	          Time Traveling Tap Shoes

          
        
          
	          Myths in Mycelium

          
        
          
	          Students of Magic

          
        
          
	          The Pets of Tinsleberry

          
        
          
	          Persona Play

          
        
          
	          A Pet for the Sleeping Woman

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Also By R.S. Kellogg

Dedication

Introduction

List of Stories

Cousins to the Fates

A Day in the Life of the Graces

The Longshot Heir

The Graces of Apollo

A Crush of Fate

Sneak Peak Story Preview: | For the Love of Water

For the Love of Water

Sign up for R.S. Kellogg's Mailing List

Also By R.S. Kellogg

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    --To my cousins.

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Introduction


[image: ]


This book is volume three in my Everyday Goddess Stories series. It continues the stories of the Fates (based loosely upon the Greek goddesses of the same name), and brings in their cousins, the Graces. 

The Graces have a starkly different character than their more serious cousins the Fates; and they live in a very different, luminous way.

Where the Fates live in a cave and tend the threads of lives, the Graces will sometimes find ways to make exceptions to the rules. 

But they manage to do so in such a thoughtful and lovely way, and so . . . well, gracefully, that the Graces’ work never comes across as cheating or rampant interference to destiny, somehow. 

It’s more like transcendence. 

Maybe if they were less kind, more abrupt, or less adept and winsome, the work of the Graces would rankle the Fates more. 

But as it is, the Fates and the Graces have a very interesting relationship in the world of these stories: always playing off of each other when they interact, somehow making interactions turn into more than the sum of their parts, and coming away from encounters with each other changed (sometimes in ways they don’t realize until much later), challenged, or given something through-provoking to ponder. 

The Fates, in my stories, are called Chloe, Lach, and Atty. 

The Graces here are christened Bright, Bloom, and Joy. 

In my own large family, I do find that cousins can be somewhat magical: 

Different enough to easily not fall in the “sibling” range, but similar enough to clearly be part of the same family tree. 

I’ve been lucky enough to have many cousins that I’ve enjoyed many good times and conversations with. Sometimes paradigm-shifting ones, and in the most positive ways. 

In the extended family of the goddesses, I suspect that conversations and adventures would be especially unique. 

Let’s see what happens when the Graces visit the Fates. 

Cheers, 

R.S. Kellogg
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by R.S. Kellogg

​

Atty stood stock still at the end of a dock, sighing with bliss at the playful display of a few seagulls flapping across the horizon—the sky just now was nearly as clear as a clean-swept floor, with only a few clouds drifting in the distance like lazy errant felted sheep riding high on the air currents. As it was, everything before her looked like it could have been an idealized vacation postcard, only in real life. 

A light breeze teased at Atty’s hair, and she imagined that the sun was probably blessing her wrinkles to be even deeper and more difficult to hide when she felt like hiding them. Atty and Apollo had a love-hate relationship, at least from Atty’s side, as she didn’t expect he had much of an opinion on her. 

At the moment, though, she didn’t care about wrinkles. 

She unpinned the clasp from her dyed-dark hair with its magenta tips, and let all of it spill down to its full length where it hung just to her shoulder blades, letting the breeze toss it around and feeling the salty sea air bathe her face and exposed hands with all the freshness of a beach, one of her favorite parts of the human world. She could smell ocean and wet sand and sea-side plants moist from the rain. 

She wore a yellow jacket with red trim that she knew made her stand out against the darker colors around her of the gray, weathered dock, of the loamy dirt and deep green shrubs near the waterline, and the slate gray rocks behind her. 

Her boots, solid and thick, rested not quite level on the warped dock, which had enough age to have developed its own personality. 

All in all, other than feeling slightly on edge about whether her cousins would could in a timely way, Atty felt reasonably content, for the first time since her last lover had passed away. 

The morning looked peaceful, and the beaches near the dock curiously devoid of tourists. 

A pair of boats sailed leisurely paths out on the water, and in the distance up the beach she saw a few straggling beach-goers—someone walking their dog, someone else chasing a toddler. 

The boats, the tourists, and the birds were all moving away from Atty, as if drawn away by the currents of their life force. 

Atty grinned, putting her bony hands on her hips. 

It was fairly typical that tourists would desert a spot where she showed up. 

At least the ones with good sense. Or, perhaps more accurately, the ones with a functioning sixth sense or half-decent spiritual guardian. 

Unless it was that human’s time to go, in which case Atty always welcomed them as graciously as she could. 

It was rare for humans to approach her. When they did, it tended to be the rare person or group of people who had made peace with death. Those individuals could interact with Atty without fear. She had even made friends with some of those, and lovers of others. 

Not just anyone got to meet Atty, Atropos, the Fate who trims the threads of Life and selects endpoints for the final culmination of people’s days. 

In fact, some might say it was one of the highest of honors to be met by Atty face to face upon the end of life. And perhaps an even higher honor to meet her before the end of their life. 

For she was one of the most powerful beings in the world. 

Not even the gods and goddesses could have power over her—only the ability to make requests. 

After scrubbing the workroom cave to within an inch of its life and leaving a small discrete sign at the cave door that said “Back soon!” in cheery green letters, Chloe, Lach, and Atty had left their home smelling faintly of lemon cleaner, with fresh firewood stacked next to the Fireplace of the Beyond for when they returned, and then went up to the human world for a well-earned vacation. 

Atty’s sisters, Chloe and Lach, were walking along the sand, beachcombing, on the lookout for found objects which Lach would craft into her manufacture of a windchime which she planned to station somewhere out near the front of their cave. This would create music for the Fates, as well as a little more of what Lach termed a “welcoming ambiance.” 

When Atty had questioned why the Fates needed a welcoming ambiance, Lach had looked mildly hurt, and had sniffed that just because the sisters did very serious work didn’t mean that they couldn’t have pleasant surroundings. And she’d added that, in fact, couldn’t the whole hope for those whose life threads they tended be summed up by the wish that they would live good, pleasant lives? Maybe the Fates should lead by example. 

Atty hadn’t argued with Lach—it was impossible to argue with Lach, once she became fixed on something—but Atty did mention, softly, that she preferred the melancholy sound of the wind outside of the mouth of their caves without any fancy windchime music to cloak the voice of the howling. 

“I know,” Lach had said firmly, one eyebrow arched. “But even you are a happier Fate to hang around with when you have more pleasant things to hear.” 

So, with that, Atty had taken up her station on the dock, watching out for the arrival of their cousins and mulling over the idea that perhaps her sisters found her a little onerous sometimes. 

Distracted by analyzing the dynamics with her sisters, it dawned on Atty only slowly that her cousins were running late. 

How inconsiderate. 

Atty frowned. Come to think of it, running late on a visit to a Fate was quite an accomplishment, as the Fates always seemed to know exactly where and when people would be. 

The only reason which she could think of that could be making her cousins late right now was . . . something had happened to change one of their fates. 

She sighed and looked heavenward. Oh dear. 

Atty leaned back a bit and put a hand over her heart, which beat with the pulse of a goddess, not a mortal. Feeling deep into the pulse of her own life, which was intricately bound to and by the threads of the broader life of the planet, she sensed for the smaller pulses of her cousins specifically. 

She could sense in the distance the familiar lightness of being of the cousins, the Graces, which always seemed capable of elevating even Atty’s occasional dark moods. 

She sensed the Graces coming from the distance across the water at the high speed allotted to goddesses. Bright was watching the water speed by, her attention focused toward Atty. Atty felt her focus blend with Bright for a moment, and felt a big shift into the vivid warmness of heart that Bright occupied the world with. Next to her on the boat, Joy was radiating happiness, also per usual, and Atty couldn’t even rouse half-hearted grumpiness about it as Joy herself had a presence absolutely true to her name. 

And then there was Bloom. Which . . . 

Oh. Yes, that was the one. 

Atty sensed Bloom sitting at the bottom of the boat, stroking the brow of a hero who looked pale and wan and who gazed at Bloom with a level of infatuation which Atty hadn’t
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