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Thief of the Moon

Rich brown velvet that wasn't actually real gave under Keanu's fingers as he slowly sank back into the chair he'd been offered. Oh, so graciously offered. One could hardly be offended at all. Smiles and warm words and nary a hint of the true power the other gods held.

Yes, Keanu had no reason at all to be upset by being summoned out of the mortal world and into the godly realms. It was just a quiet chat, a little inquiry, don't you know, dear boy?

He snorted and then glared as the other gods raised such eyebrows as they had at him.

Quiet chat, his highly attractive ass.

They wanted something and Keanu was fairly certain he knew what it was: his godhood, what little he had of it. It was inevitable, really, being summoned this way. He'd been traipsing about the mortal world like he was still fully human, going on quests and solving problems. That was likely what they'd be most upset about, really, the 'problems' he'd solved.

Ancient Gods dead.

The type who ignored the Council, the type who cared nothing for followers or worship or even their own lives. That was what he'd done. He'd gone off and killed a handful, not that Keanu had actually done anything to kill Elah Andringa. That was all Garnett who was handling his status as secret God-killer much better than Keanu had expected.

There'd not even been one late night crisis of confidence or near lethal alcoholic binge yet. But then he'd always known that Garnett was made of tough stuff. One didn't cast off one's entire family, one's assigned gender, one's face, name, history and everything that went with it and not have a spine made of pure steel.

And he'd known from the first moment he saw Xun that she'd never waver. No, that woman was going to be a god after death. She'd be sainted by a dozen religions for her accomplishments and then grunt when she arrived in the Council for judgement.

He hoped she arrived with her bloody ax.

Oh, how the other gods would scream in terror and Keanu would laugh and laugh and laugh. Xun Rosario, Slayer of the Ancient God Dorji Kita and new-born godling. 

It would be perfect.

"Now, Keanu," Aruna Spini, goddess of new bamboo shoots, said with a patently false smile at him that perfectly matched the cream and pale green décor of this antechamber of the Gods, "we needed to discuss a few things with you. I know you're quite young and still getting your legs under you, as it were, but we have a problem."

"Really?" Keanu said, deliberately wide eyed and as young as he could be even though he knew that they could read his anger at the whole situation as easily as he could read a mortal's aura. "Why, whatever could be the problem?"

Aruna sighed, her green-tinted lips tightening for a moment. Her hair, bamboo fronds actually, shifted on her head as though she'd just been hit by a gust of wind. Very artful, that. Ridiculous, too. Why imitate a human form if you're going to just behave like your true form? Better to wear your shape and be proud of it.

Though it would make it quite difficult for her to drink the tea she picked up and cautiously sipped at.

Narinder Vieth, demigod in charge of a tiny little patch of the southern peninsula of Harth, shifted in his chair. He was quickly losing his attempt at human form. In a matter of moments, he returned to his true shape of a pile of very lovely golden sand. Much better than the insipid human form he'd taken on.

"Quite nice," Keanu said to Narinder. "You've got the most lovely golden bits of sand mixed in with clear crystals, Narinder. It's very striking."

"Ah, thank you," Narinder hissed gently at him. His crystals shimmered more reddish, then settled back to a clearer reflection of the cream-white light surrounding them. "I do find it rather difficult to hold that other shape."

"Wouldn't bother if I were you," Keanu said. He deliberately didn't take any of the tea Aruna had so carefully manifested. "You're much more lovely this way. Did you know I got a chance to see the ocean recently? It was quite stunning. So much power! I doubt I'll ever be strong enough to actually go to the shore but it was amazing to see from a distance."

The little bit of flattery for Narinder's being able to form and survive while surrounded on three sides by the powerful deities of the sea made him hum and hiss with pleasure. Which, predictably, made Aruna glare at him.

"I'm glad for you," Aruna said so severely that Narinder shifted inwards until he was only a tiny pile of sand in his chair, perhaps as big as the palm of Keanu's hand. "That's lovely. But we really do need to talk, Keanu."

"Once again, I'm afraid I have no idea what about, Aruna," Keanu said. He flipped a hand when she huffed, bamboo leaves flying off her head to drift about the room in the winds of her rage. "Quite seriously, I have no idea. You know my senses simply aren't developed enough to pick up whatever it is that you're raging about. I can tell you're upset but I, unlike the both of you, cannot read minds. So, if you have an issue you'd best say it outright. Because I don't know what you want unless you tell me."

Aruna lost her human shape entirely. Instead of a relatively attractive young woman with green-stained lips, vaguely articulated facial features and bamboo frond hair, there was a thicket of young bamboo shoots, all potential and driving force that could pierce through anything at all if given time, water and light.

"You must return the moon, Keanu," Aruna snapped at him. "I don't know why you thought it would be an amusing prank to steal it but it must be returned right away."

Keanu stared at her. Then turned to Narinder who had shifted slightly larger though not so large that he could peek over the arm of his chair. Narinder nodded apologetically.

"Do correct me if I'm wrong," Keanu said slowly because he felt as though his mind wasn't quite working properly, "but… how could someone steal the moon and not have it be noticed in the mortal world?"

They both stared at him. He stared back.

"It's gone," Aruna said.

"No, it's not," Keanu replied with several blinks that were true confusion rather than a display to annoy his elders. "It was right there in the sky before you summoned me. I actually commented on how lovely the night was and how clear the skies were to Cyrille and Akuchi. Of course, Garnett snarled at me and told me that while I didn't need to sleep other people did so I should shut my trap and let him get to bed. He's quite cranky, that one. Amazing really. Nothing seems to change his bad mood at all. I find it quite marvelous. Which only makes him more cranky."

Both Aruna and Narinder stood, fully in their godly forms now.

"Show us," Aruna ordered. "Now!"

+++

Their little campsite was just as Keanu had left it. Akuchi sat by the fire, quietly watching the surrounding darkness in case of attack. Garnett snored from his tent. Xun was curled up against the side of her remarkably shaggy and ill-tempered pony, snuffling into her fur as the pony huff-snored equally quietly.

And Cyrille, his darling prince, poked his head out from the little tent he shared with Akuchi to stare straight at Keanu and his guests, even though all three of them had declined to manifest fully in the mortal world.

Keanu flapped a hand at Cyrille, shooing him back to bed. To his relief, for the last thing Keanu wanted was for Cyrille to interact with other gods who were not about to die or explicitly friendly to them both, Cyrille did go back to bed. Not that either Aruna nor Narinder seemed to notice him or the rest of Keanu's party.

No, they stared up into the sky, Aruna's bamboo shoots quivering and seeming to grow while he watched them. Narinder's sand whirled up into a tall, narrow spire, so compact that he nearly looked like stone. Another lovely look, if one that displayed his fear entirely too clearly.

The other gods must have brought Narinder in because they thought Keanu would respond more kindly to a fellow demigod. Not a bad thought. Keanu would certainly feel terrible if he had to strike another demigod down, but not so bad that he wouldn't act to protect the others. If he had to.

"It's there," Aruna whispered with a ferocious scowl at Keanu.

"Yes, as I said," Keanu agreed. He gestured towards the sky where the bare sliver of the new moon hung like a scythe amid the star. "It's exactly where it should be doing what it always does. I truly do have to wonder what's going on that you'd think that it was gone. Have Poggi, Haven, Vodenicharov and Nedved gone off somewhere that you couldn't ask them about it?"

Really, the four gods of the phases of the moon were the ones to ask if the moon had ceased to show in the skies of the heavenly planes. Though the thought of shy, antisocial Poggi going anywhere at all was ridiculous. That one preferred to have nothing whatsoever to do with anyone other than their followers.

"Poggi yelled at us to leave them alone," Narinder said. He shifted a little away from Aruna, leaving a trail of delicate sand crystals behind. "They actually yelled. I was shocked. It's the new moon. Poggi is calmest at this time of month."

"Haven rolled her eyes at us," Aruna agreed, her shoots rustling angrily. Both Vodenicharov and Nedved looked at the other gods of the Council as if we'd gone mad."

"I can understand why," Keanu said and then held up his hands when they both glared at him. Rather painful, full gods and more powerful demigods glaring at him. It felt somewhat like that time he'd gotten painfully sunburned to the point of blisters while still human. "The moon is right there."

Aruna snarled and hauled both Keanu and Narinder straight back to the heavenly planes. While Narinder flinched, Keanu nearly fell
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