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The salt spray dampened Emmaline Waite's face. She pulled her Miskatonic University jacket tighter against the icy breeze coming off the Sea of Tranquillity. Either I'm dreaming or I've gone stark raving bonko.

She gazed out over the choppy water that should be dust-strewn volcanic plains, willing the illusion to dissolve and return herself to her real location. She'd watched the videos from the Apollo 11 landing enough times to know what the lunar surface looked like and recall the images of Neil and Buzz bouncing along on their history-making moonwalk.

The rocky shoreline remained unchanged, the gibbous Earth hanging high in the purplish sky. There could be no question of the blue planet's identity, since Emmaline could see the outlines of the Americas. A pair of binoculars would've let her follow the details of the Massachusetts coast, locate her native Arkham.

Even without optical aids she could follow the Atlantic seaboard down to Florida, retracing the journey she'd made by car three weeks earlier. What magnification would it take to pick out Cape Canaveral? Not that she'd be able to see the structures of Kennedy Space Center, where she'd spent one day after another arguing her case to obdurate bureaucrats who insisted she could do her research on the Apollo 1 Fire from regular public sources, or Cocoa Beach where she'd turned in for the night in a cheap oceanfront motel that might've been a cool place back in the salad days of the American space program.

And where you probably still are, fast asleep and dreaming you're on the shores of an impossible wet Moon.

The breeze carried music, a succession of notes just enough different from the pentatonic scale of Western music to set Emmaline's nerves on edge. She looked around, saw no one. Wind over holes in the rocks, or just the product of neurons firing in her sleeping brain?

There it came again, clear enough to let her hear intonation, individual notes with clean starts and stops. All bets would be off if it were naught but REM sleep, but if she were indeed experiencing these events, somebody was playing that music.

Struck by a sense of being watched by unseen eyes, Emmaline pulled herself to her feet and scanned the area. With no sign of her musician she set out across the beach to search.

She climbed a little rise, past clumps of beach grass not dissimilar to that found on the Massachusetts shore. There he stood, blowing upon a set of panpipes. Not a man, although one could forgive the initial impression from distance and mist-laden air. But most definitely male, and for all that Emmaline had cultivated the image of the old-maid scholar since her return to her alma mater to accept a teaching position, her passions rose at the sight of that sleek body.

Determined to keep her wits about her, she studied the webbing that stretched between his fingers, the folds and grooves at his neck which suggested gills. Where had she seen such peculiarities of physiology? She recalled folklore that connected merfolk with the Moon, associating the tidal pull with supposed migrations from familiar terrestrial seas to maria still believed to be bodies of open water.

Before she could think about the implications, the merman twitched one of his scalloped, fin-like ears and ceased to play. When he turned to face her, she thought for one despairing moment that her presence would frighten him, that he would leap into the water and swim away, never to be seen again.

Instead he smiled, lips pulling back to reveal white teeth that combined human dentition with what one might expect to see in a marine mammal, perhaps a seal or sea lion. "What brings you here, Earth woman?" His speech had a musical accent, like a South Seas islander who'd learned English from the crew of some New England whaler. Yet his wide blue eyes in a long face seemed better suited to the class of people who would've funded and captained those vessels.

Emmaline returned the smile, hoping she didn't look too wry or ironic. "I wish I knew. Last night I went to bed in an ordinary motel room, and just because that place was called the Sea Missile, I doubt it turned into a rocket while I slept and flew me here."

The merman laughed, but without mockery, only acknowledgment of the absurdity of her situation. "No, although if it were the will of the Lords of Eternity to bring you here in that manner, it would be within their power. For did they not make of the Moon a world fit for the habitation of the Children of the Sea, and provide for us the Ways by which we might travel between the worlds?"

He gestured toward the familiar terrestrial globe, the evening terminator now approaching the East Coast. Might these Lords of Eternity be aliens of such technological sophistication that they could remake the Moon into a wet world? She looked back out over the expanse of rolling waves, wondering if the Eagle's descent stage lay somewhere beneath them. It pained her to think of the footprints that should've lasted for millennia, obliterated by the currents.

It was not beyond the bounds of possibility. Her father had shown her artifacts Professor Dyer had brought back from the ill-fated Antarctic expedition, tools made not to fit human hands, but the alien appendages of a species he termed the Elder Things, beings who'd been responsible for key turning points in the evolution of life on Earth. There was reason to believe they'd fought terrible wars against other starfaring species, entities such as the Great Old Ones who'd been mistaken for gods by early humans and whose worship had threaded its way through many cultures and mythologies.

"But it does not matter." The merman gave her a shrug so human in expressiveness that for a moment she wondered whether his inhuman aspect might be no more than the handiwork of a clever makeup artist. "The ways of the Lords of Eternity are not for the likes of us to plumb. And you cannot remain here indefinitely or you will take chill. Come with me and I will show you shelter."
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THE LITTLE BEACH HOUSE proved quite snug, if not up to the technological sophistication of an Apollo Lunar Module. But she'd seen her fair share of beach houses on her drive down A1A to Cape Canaveral, and she'd considered renting one before finding more amenities for a better price at the Sea Missile. So what if this place didn't have a refrigerator full of beer and corned-beef sandwiches, or a boom box blasting out surfer music. It was dry and the bed warm, piled high with furs that looked to be from seals and polar bears.

She'd sat on it and talked with her rescuer, who'd introduced himself as Sothool son of Aethool, until her eyes grew heavy. However the mysterious Lords of Eternity had accomplished the terraforming of the Moon, they had not been able to break the tidal lock on its orbit around Earth. Thus one must perforce draw the shades and sleep during the long lunar day.

She'd expected falling asleep to break her free of the dream, and that she'd awaken the next morning back in Cocoa Beach. If she was lucky she'd find a message on her smartphone telling her someone had relented, that she should report to a particular point in Kennedy Space Center and she'd be taken to where the Apollo 1 spacecraft was stored. If not...

And then she'd awakened to the banging of an unsecured door. She sat up to a view of spray rising to impossible heights, falling in lazy arcs like nothing in Cocoa Beach, or anywhere on Earth. No, the previous day had not been a dream. How she had been transported to a terraformed Moon she could not imagine, but the fact remained that she was here.

Emmaline slid out from under the sleeping furs, intending to secure the door. She was about halfway across the room when she saw the figure walking across the sand, decided to see who it could be.

Across his shoulder Sothool carried a bag bulging with fresh-caught fish and lobsters. So his people did have the technology to work fibers. Now she just needed to find a way to convince her well-endowed merman to wrap himself a sarong, a breechclout, anything. He might not be as buff as your average male porn star, but he didn't need to be.

Her stomach growled, a sharp reminder of just how long had passed since she'd eaten, and she considered the wisdom of criticizing someone upon whom she depended for every aspect of her survival. Better to keep her eyes on his face, uneasy though its peculiarities made her. Remind herself he was a person, however alien in his adaptation to an aquatic lifestyle, and not just some anonymous stud in someone else's sexual fantasies being fed into her mind by some sinister government operation because she'd probed too deeply into the secrets behind the Fire.

The level eye contact brought a smile to his lips, and he greeted her in that same musical voice she remembered from the previous day. "I have something for you."

He spread his catch across the table, twice having to grab the lobsters to keep them from crawling away. Even as Emmaline admired the abundance before her, she wondered if she might be expected to eat it raw, like at the sushi bar she'd visited during a professional conference in Tokyo a few years back. If the merfolk had never tamed fire, it could explain their lack of a nudity taboo, especially if they spent more time in the water than out of it.

And then he showed her what she'd taken to be a cairn of stones behind her little cabin. It proved to be a sort of oven or bakehouse, making Emmaline smile. Why should it be a surprise that aliens of sufficient technological advancement to render the Moon habitable should provide its tenants with the wherewithal to cook their food?

Some time later, sated as she so seldom let herself become, she talked with Sothool about how she'd first become interested in the Moon. Telling the story should've been easy – how many times had she recounted how her mother had led her outside that night to point up at the fat gibbous Moon shining over Arkham's
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