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Be Warned!
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They say that some people would walk through Hell for love. Would you? Well maybe you would, you’re just crazy enough to do something so foolish as that. 

But how many horrors would someone be willing to face for love? And why, oh why, would she travel to the home of the Dzhardes? They aren’t even lovable!

But she did!

And believe it or not, so might you.

––––––––
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FAIR WARNING IN ADVANCE. This is not a pretty story. Yes, it is a romance. Though, if it’s a romance that you’re looking for, you might want to read other books of mine in that genre. You can find them at Stubbart.com.

As a rule, I don’t write horror stories. Life is scary enough without reading about horror. And I for one don’t like to scare myself silly. 

However, this tale came to me begging to be written. And it had just enough romance in it that I didn’t reject it outright.

So if you want to see just how far somebody would go for love or if you want to raise your adrenaline levels, this book will do the trick. I’ve tried not to make it too scary. And I’ve omitted the most frightening parts. After all, I wouldn’t want you to have nightmares for the rest of your life.
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Nette
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Grandpapa, when I grow up, I’m going to fall in love! And we’ll get married. And we will live happily ever after!

That was what Antoinette would always tell her grandfather. She and her grandfather played together quite often. And often while they were playing Antoinette would tell her grandfather all about the very nice man that she would marry.

Her grandfather would just reply, Yes, Toinette. That will be lovely! 

As Toinette grew up, she saw less and less of her grandfather. Yet when she saw him, she never forgot to tell him just how she was going to fall in love. And it would be grand!

Then one day when Toinette, who now went by Nette, was about twelve, her grandfather spoke to her quite seriously. You know Nette, sometimes the degree to which you love someone isn’t measured by how happy you are. Sometimes the degree to which you love someone is measured by just how far you’re willing to go into Hell for him.

What’s Hell? Nette asked.

Her grandfather simply replied, Well let’s hope that you never have to find out!

And they continued to play and to have fun. They continued to enjoy the day.

The next day, her grandfather went away. Her parents told her that he had died. But Nette was not so sure. He must be off on some mission to save the world. Surely that was it!

Nette thought that perhaps she could have accepted her grandfather’s death. Sure, she loved him dearly, but that wasn’t it. What stopped Nette from accepting his death was that from time to time, she could swear that she saw her grandfather. There he was, just ahead of her, disappearing around a corner. 

Even though Nette often raced towards her grandfather when she would catch a glimpse of him, she never could catch up to him. So she could never be sure that he was alive. 

Still she held onto the hope, no matter how slim, that her grandfather still lived. And she knew that he loved her dearly.

By the time that Nette was fifteen, her parents were fighting constantly. One day, when Nette was almost sixteen, she couldn’t stand their bickering any more. 

That day, Nette thought that she saw her grandfather through the window. This time, she thought that for sure she would catch up to him. 

She just needed to pack a few things. Then she would go off with her grandfather. And they could be happy once more.

Nette’s grandfather was not waiting for her when she finally got outside. However, now that she was outside, she had no desire to go back in. 

Nette walked over to her friend’s house. Her friend’s parents let her stay there for a few days.

Then Nette stayed with another friend for a while. Sometimes she would stay at home for a while, but not for very long. It seemed that her parents were so involved in their own lives that they barely noticed whether she was home or not.

Now at twenty, Nette worked a couple of jobs. They didn’t pay much. However, they paid enough that she could pay the rent on a very small flat. Her place wasn’t even large enough to turn around in. 

Nette had not been able to afford furniture. So she slept on some blankets on the floor. 

There was lots of yelling coming from the neighboring flats. So in that respect, living here wasn’t that much different from living at home. 

Still, those people weren’t her parents. And she could drown them out with her TV. In addition to that, this was her very own place. So it was very different from living at home.

In many ways, Nette’s life was not easy or pleasant. But there were two things which brought her occasional happiness:


1)  She still dreamed about meeting a boy and falling in love with him. She had met several boys. However, she didn’t want to fall in love with any of them.

2)  She still saw her grandfather ahead of her in the distance, every once in a while. She dreamed that he was still alive and that he still loved her dearly.
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Daoug
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Daoug grew up in a place which was called The Landes of the Dzhardes. The Dzhardes may look Human, but they are not. 

The main distinguishing feature which would allow you to tell that a Dzharde is not Human is that if they become extremely angry, their eyebrows will catch on fire and glow a deep red. But the Dzhardes only get that angry on rare occasions. 

There are a few other distinguishing features. I will get to those in due time.

Daoug grew up with his parents, as do most of the Dzhardes. Daoug was happy enough playing with his friends and eating his meals at home with his parents. I say happy enough, because no Dzharde is ever truly happy. 

The Dzhardes lack the capacity to know what true happiness is. Or maybe it’s just that none of them has ever experienced it.

When Daoug was five, he stopped being good. It wasn’t that he became evil, it was just that he just did whatever he wanted. He played as long as he wanted. He ate whenever he wanted. Sometimes he would leave home and stay with friends. 

Sometimes Daoug would just sleep on the streets. It was rough on the streets. But nobody bothered him too much. He was small and he knew how to hide well. Daoug slept on the streets at times because it was exhilarating to face such danger.

Since Daoug was not always at home when it was time to eat and since he did not always eat when it was time to eat when he was home; Daoug’s parents quit fixing food for him. 

Daoug grabbed what he wanted from the kitchen, when there was food available for him to grab which was not always the case. Daoug’s parents didn’t always buy extra food for their not-so-present son.

This may seem cruel by Human standards. And it may seem wicked on the part of the son. But the only way that it was unusual among the Dzhardes was that Daoug adopted this behavior at so young of an age. 

It was rare, but not unheard of, for a Dzharde to stop being good when they were five. And all Dzhardes stopped being good before the end of their tenth year. To do otherwise, would have most likely meant that they wouldn’t survive.

Since Daoug had stopped being good at such a young age, this meant that he was a prime candidate for the Dzhardes Guardes. And indeed, when he turned eleven, Dzhardest called him to be part of the Guardes.

Dzhardest was the leader of the Dzhardes. It was rumored that Dzhardest had always been the leader of the Dzhardes, since the beginning of untime. It is called untime, because the Dzhardes experience time very differently than Humans. 

Humans experience time as a unary dimension, meaning that they experience time progressing in one direction – forwards. Time for the Dzhardes progresses both forwards and backwards. However, since it progresses more forwards than backwards, it is still considered a unary dimension. 

In this way, time still keeps progressing for the Dzhardes. However, because it is more erratic, going both forwards and backwards, it’s easy for a Dzharde to become lost in time. Due to this, the Dzhardes, with one notable exception, rarely know which day it is.

Some of the Dzhardes suspected that Dzhardest was just a title given to the leader of the Dzhardes. They suspected that Dzhardest lived no longer than a thousand years, like any other Dzharde. 

But none of the Dzhardes would speak of this. They would always murmur in agreement that Dzhardest had lived forever and would live forever. And that he would always be their leader.

The Dzhardes referred to Dzhardest as either he or she. It was impossible to tell which Dzhardest was. And no Dzharde would dare ask Dzhardest that question. Most of the Dzhardes would not dare ask Dzhardest any question for that matter.

When Dzhardest called Daoug to be part of the Dzhardes Guardes, Daoug had no choice in the matter. Whatever Dzhardest said, was done. 

There was never a rebellion in the Landes of the Dzhardes. She had always been its supreme ruler. And she would always be in charge.

Since Daoug was so young when he entered the Dzhardes Guardes, he was assigned a Watcher as were the others who were his age and slightly older. Daoug’s Watcher would ensure that when rules needed
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