

    
        
          What Happens When Earth is Your Second Home?

        

        
        
          Susan Hart

        

        
          Published by Susan Hart, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      WHAT HAPPENS WHEN EARTH IS YOUR SECOND HOME?

    

    
      First edition. October 25, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Susan Hart.

    

    
    
      Written by Susan Hart.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

What Happens When Earth is Your Second Home?

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Epilogue

Sign up for Susan Hart's Mailing List

About the Publisher


What Happens When Earth is Your Second Home?

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One


[image: ]


In a nondescript town where the ordinary reigned supreme, Harold Carter had always felt like an outsider. Though he tried his best to blend in, there was an undeniable peculiarity about him that set him apart from his peers. It wasn't until he reached adulthood that the true extent of his differences became glaringly apparent.

As Harold approached his thirtieth birthday, strange things began to happen in his presence. Objects around him would inexplicably float in mid-air, and electronic devices would glitch out whenever he was near. At first, he tried to dismiss these occurrences as mere coincidences, but when he accidentally caused a power outage in the entire town just by sneezing, he knew he could no longer ignore the truth.

One fateful morning, as Harold stood before the mirror, his gaze fixated on the anomalies that adorned his body. Seven toes graced each foot, a jarring deviation from the norm. His ears, delicately pointed at the tips, seemed to defy the conventions of human anatomy. Even his skin bore an ethereal, verdant hue, a subtle yet striking contrast to the flesh tones he had grown accustomed to.

Bewildered and consumed by a burning curiosity, Harold embarked on a quest to unravel the mysteries of his existence. He sought solace in the confines of a local gym, where he could discreetly observe the bodies of others, searching for any semblance of familiarity amidst the sea of conformity.

As days passed and his gym membership expired, Harold's obsession deepened, his need for answers becoming an all-consuming force that propelled him towards a pivotal decision – a visit to the doctor's office.

The examination that ensued was a whirlwind of tests and scans, each revealing more enigmatic truths about Harold's physiology. The doctor, equal parts perplexed and fascinated, delivered a diagnosis that shattered Harold's perception of reality.

"Mr. Carter, you seem perfectly healthy," the doctor declared, his brow furrowed in contemplation. "But I've never encountered anyone quite like you. Your ears are pointed, you possess seven toes on each foot, and your skin bears a distinct greenish hue. Your blood type is unidentifiable, and you harbor not one, but two hearts within your chest. Moreover, you possess a single kidney, an additional row of teeth lurking behind your permanent ones, and a vestigial tail – remnants of an evolutionary past. And if that weren't enough, you even exhibit traces of gills, hinting at an aquatic ancestry."

Harold's mouth fell agape, his mind reeling from the revelations that had been laid bare before him. "Doctor," he managed to utter, his voice trembling with a mix of fear and fascination, "then what am I?"

The doctor's gaze hardened, his expression grave. "You will have to find that out for yourself, unless you wish to be locked in a cage and subjected to experimentation."

Visions of an old, black and white Frankenstein movie flashed through his head. That character had been hounded and chased by the villagers with flaming torches.

The ominous warning resonated within Harold's core, igniting a primal instinct for self-preservation. Without a moment's hesitation, he paid the doctor and fled into the wilderness, embarking on a solitary journey of self-discovery.

As Harold ventured deeper into the wilderness, the world around him transformed from the familiar sights and sounds of the town to a symphony of nature's untamed beauty. The rustling of leaves in the gentle breeze, the distant call of a nighttime owl, and the earthy scent of damp soil under his feet enveloped him in a sense of freedom he had never experienced before.

Guided by an inexplicable pull towards the heart of the forest, Harold pressed on, his feet carrying him further away from civilization and closer to the enigma of his own existence. As twilight descended upon the land, casting long shadows that danced in the fading light, he stumbled upon a clearing bathed in silvery moonlight.

In the center of the clearing stood an ancient-looking tree, its gnarled branches reaching towards the starlit sky like twisted fingers beckoning Harold forward. Drawn by a force beyond his comprehension, he approached the tree and laid his hand upon its rough bark, feeling a surge of energy coursing through him. The tree seemed to hum with a mysterious power, resonating with Harold's very essence.

As he stood there, a soft glow enveloped him, casting his features in an otherworldly light. The air around him shimmered with an ethereal energy, and a sense of peace washed over him like a gentle wave.

In that moment, the forest seemed to come alive with whispers of the past and echoes of the future. Harold closed his eyes and let himself be carried away by the symphony of nature, surrendering to the unknown forces at play.

When he opened his eyes once more, he found himself standing in a place that defied all logic and reason. Before him stretched a vast expanse of rolling hills and shimmering lakes, bathed in the soft glow of a twilight sky. Strange creatures flitted through the air, their iridescent wings catching the fading light as they danced around him in a mesmerizing display.

A figure materialized before him and Harold decided that this was it. He turned and fled once again, this time from the tree. He had decided to stick to only science and learn from what was already knowledge, as well as logical speculation.
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From that point onwards, and driven by an insatiable thirst for knowledge, Harold delved deep into the annals of history and science, scouring every available resource for clues to his enigmatic origins. His quest led him to the farthest reaches of the globe, where he encountered ancient civilizations and uncovered long-forgotten tales of otherworldly beings. He had walked so far that his shoes wore out and he always had trouble finding new ones because of his seven toes. He tried an orthopedic shoe site and find a few pairs of extra wide sneakers that worked well.

Through a series of harrowing adventures and narrow escapes, Harold pieced together the fragments of his past, uncovering a truth more extraordinary than he could have ever imagined. He was not a mutant, nor a long-forgotten human species – he was a descendant of an ancient alien race that had seeded life on Earth eons ago.
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Fearing backlash from the townspeople who already viewed him as an oddity, Harold decided it was time to leave. He packed a small bag with essentials and set off on foot, not entirely sure where he was headed but knowing he needed to find answers about his newfound abilities.

As he walked down the quiet country road leading out of town, Harold couldn't shake the feeling of both apprehension and excitement swirling inside him. The sky above was a brilliant shade of blue, with fluffy white clouds lazily drifting by. The sun warmed his skin as a gentle breeze rustled the leaves of the trees lining the road. It was a picture-perfect day, yet Harold's mind was consumed with thoughts of what lay ahead.

Lost in his thoughts, Harold almost didn't notice the figure approaching him from the distance. As the figure drew closer, Harold could see that it was a woman - tall and elegant with flowing silver hair that shimmered in the sunlight. Her eyes sparkled with an otherworldly light, and a warm smile graced her lips. In fact, he noticed that she looked a lot like him.

"Hello there," she greeted him cheerfully, her voice as melodious as a songbird's. "Are you, perhaps, Harold Carter?"

Surprised that a stranger knew his name, Harold nodded cautiously. "Yes, that's me. Do I know you?"

The woman chuckled softly. "Not yet, but you will soon. My name is Luna and I've been looking for you."

Harold's curiosity piqued. "Looking for
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